Rosa and the Three Little Pigs
a play by CASA’s Royal Regal Reader’s Theatre

Characters: Rosa Parks, Bus Driver, Bus Driver's Boss, Pig with Straw, Pig with Sticks, Pig with Bricks, Passengers, Three High School Students, Police officers, Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., Bus boycotters

Act 1: 1943, Montgomery Alabama. Rosa is walking to the bus stop in the rain.

Rosa: I can't believe I forgot my umbrella at work. I didn't even bring a hat. I wonder if that nice little pig I see over there might be able to help me out. Little pig, little pig, would you happen to have an umbrella to lend?

Straw Pig: Not by the hair on my chinny chin, ... wait, you're not a wolf! I'd love to help you out, lady. What seems to be the problem?

Rosa: I have to catch a bus and I forgot my umbrella. By the time I get to the bus I'm going to be soaking wet. That mean old bus driver Mr. Blake is going to make me go in the back door and walk all the way up the aisle to the front to pay him his money. Then when he sees me trying to walk all the way back to where I'm supposed to sit I know Mr. Blake is going to yell at me for dripping rainwater all over his bus.

Straw Pig: Well you could try going in the front just this once.

Rosa: I don't think I should do that. I could get in lots of trouble.

Straw Pig: Well, why don't you at least take some of this straw with you to toss down on the floor to keep things dry and maybe the driver won't get all that mad?

Rosa: I don't know if that would work that well either but ... you're such a nice pig. Thank you so very much. Could you please help me stuff a little of your straw in this here purse just in case?

Straw Pig: It will be my pleasure. Oink, oink. See you later.

Rosa: Oh here comes my bus. He must be in some awful hurry.  Why is he driving so fast in this rain? Hey watch out! You splashed water on me from that puddle!

Young passengers, singing in back: Rain, rain, go away, come again another day. Rain, rain, go away, come again ...

James Blake: Would you kids just shut UP? You're really getting on my nerves. Girlie, get in or get out. I don't have time to slow down, especially for the likes of you, today. Time is money!

Rosa: (aside, thinking to herself): What should I do? Should I hurry on over to the back door and get everyone wet twice walking back and forth? Maybe that nice little pig was right. I'll try going in the front, just this once. Maybe Mr. Blake won't mind on account of the rain this time.

James Blake: Girlie, what in the world are you doing? Can't you read the sign ... or at least get someone to read it to you, you moron? WHITES, ONLY! Now get the heck out there and go in the back door like you're supposed to do!

Rosa: Oh, I'm so confused. I ran into this nice little pig and he gave me some straw and told me it might be O.K. to come in the front because of the rain and all, and I'm just so, so wet from the rain and ...

James Blake: What are you talking about?! I said get out out of here!

Rosa: Oops. Oh there goes all that straw. I was just trying to give you my money. Let me quickly clean up all the mess I just made.

[Sets down purse to stuff straw back in, half sitting down on a seat for a moment]

James Blake: Now that really is the last straw! No, I'm not trying to be funny. Get out that door this very instant or I'll call the cops on the radio, like I should have done in the first place.

[Rosa leaves bus]

Rosa: Okay now, just give me a minute to close up my purse again so everything doesn't get wet. Hey, wait, where are you going? Give me a minute to walk around to the back door! Oh no, now I'm going to have to walk all the way home in the rain!]

Rosa [Sings song]: I'm tramping, tramping. Trying to make heaven my home. I'm tramping, tramping. Trying to make heaven my home.

[Fade out lights]

Act 2, Scene 1: 1955, Montgomery Alabama, Bus Company Headquarters

Bus Supervisor: Jimmy, I’m sure you are wondering why I called you in here today.

James Blake: Mr. Hartenase, we’ve been friends for over thirteen years and I trust you like you was family.

Supervisor: Well I am also your boss Jimmy and I might have some bad news for you. It’s starting to look like the company might have to let you go.

Blake: Fire me! You’ve got to be kidding. We just started paying for our brand new house!

Supervisor: There have been too many complaints lately. My boss tells me that customers are holding him accountable, so he’s holding me accountable and you know who I’m going to have to hold accountable, right?

Blake: Me?! Whatever for? What kind of fool complaints are we-all talking about, here?

Supervisor: There are all sorts of complaints. White folks are complaining they don’t have any place to sit down.

Blake: But you know I move that “Whites Only” sign every time I see that there’s a problem.

Supervisor: I guess you’re just not moving it fast enough.

Blake: If those dang blacks would only be a little more respectful and just offer to get up and move without being told, everything would be just fine.

Supervisor: Well everything’s not just fine. And there’s another thing. Your route is has the worst record for being on time in the entire City of Birmingham, Alabama.

Blake: Shoot, if I didn’t have to be running back and forth with that dang “Whites Only” sign all the time I could sure keep that bus rolling a whole lot faster.

Supervisor: No, you’ve got to start moving faster.

Blake: And what about the fact that I’ve got to wait for all them dang Blacks to shuffle all the way up front and hand over their money before I can get my bus going again?

Supervisor: Well, why don’t you just put your bus in gear as soon as they get on? Are you afraid of they might fall down and hurt themselves, or something?

Blake: What, and risk having them show up front without enough money? I don’t trust those lowlifes no how.

Supervisor: Yeah, I’ve heard you think you’re the meanest one around when it comes to money. But that comes to the last, most important complaint.

Blake: From who?

Supervisor: From the top. My boss says that your route just isn’t profitable enough. The cost of gas keeps going up and up and there are all sorts of other costs, legal fees and such that someone like you wouldn’t even know about. As long as you just keep on collecting your own paycheck everything’s fine as far as you’re concerned. You have no idea  what kind of pressure the rest of us are under.

Blake: Look, I’m not as dumb as you think I am. I know that every time a white person gets on the bus that’s like taking away the amount of money we could be making off of about six black people we could be cramming into that same spot. You want me to start asking all them rich white folks to try standing up for a change? You want me to start breaking the law?

Supervisor: No  one’s asking you to break the law, Jimmy Boy. I’m just asking you to start doing your job … or you won’t have a job. You can go now.

Act 2, Scene 2: Street outside Courthouse

Boycott Organizer 1: Dr. King, Dr. King? We’re so sorry to interrupt your meditations, but we wanted to discuss some changes in the Bus Boycott plan.

MLK: No trouble at all, son. I was actually just relaxing doing a little dreaming … day-dreaming that is.

B.O. 2: Well we certainly do know how busy you usually are, but we just wanted you to let you know the name of the wonderful woman we’ve found who said she’d be  willing to get herself arrested.

MLK: I know how hard you have been working on the preparations for this test case. What happened to the other woman who said she’d keep on sitting down?

B.O. 1: Dr. King, believe us, you’re better off not knowing. Trust us, this new person, Rosa Parks is an extremely respectable, smart and downright likeable woman.

MLK: Well I guess I will have to trust you, at that. I might find myself rooming with Ms. Parks over at the Birmingham Jail before this is all over, but I hope to get to meet her before all that.

B.O. 2: We know that Ms. Parks will be very honored to make your acquaintance.

MLK: It will be my pleasure as will. Thank you for keeping me informed.

B.O. 1 & 2: You’re welcome, Dr. King.

Act 2, Scene 3: Street near Rosa Parks’ place of work.

B.O. 2: Wasn’t Ms. Parks supposed to be here by now?

B.O. 1: Maybe she already got here and caught the early bus.

B.O. 2: Hey! Do you see what I see?

B.O. 1: It looks like a very large pig walking down the street with a bundle of sticks.

B.O. 1: Let’s find out what she’s doing here.

B.O. 2: Little Pig, Little Pig … where are you going with that bundle of sticks?

Stick Pig: I am looking for Ms. Rosa Parks. My brother, Straw Pig, owes her a favor. About thirteen years ago he gave Ms. Parks some advice that got her in some trouble. 

B.O. 1: We’re good friends with Rosa Parks. She told us all about that day. Believe me, she doesn’t blame your brother at all. But I think she’s still mad at that driver,  James Blake.

Stick Pig: Well that’s good news, all the way around. We were planning on making it up to Ms. Parks by letting her have one of these sticks to use today.

B.O. 2: And why, pray tell would she want one of your sticks?

Stick Pig: There’s nothing like keeping a big stick handy when you want to get even with someone.

B.O. 1: I guess you haven’t heard about how Rosa has become good friends with our leader, the Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King Junior.

Stick Pig: Sure, I’ve heard of him.

B.O. 2: Well don’t you know that Dr. King believes in using only non-violence to fight injustice?

B.O. 1: You don’t think that Ms. Parks would want be interested in using a stick to beat anyone do you?

Stick Pig: I hadn’t thought of that. But please send best regards from the Three Little Pigs when you do happen to see Ms. Parks.

B.O. 2: You could tell her yourself. Here she comes now.

Stick Pig: No, I’d better get going. I feel a little embarrassed about my little mistake about the stick. But please tell her that we still owe her one.

B.O. 1 & B.O. 2: Sure enough. So long, Little Pig.

B.O. 1: I guess Ms. Parks must have caught that early bus.

B.O. 2: She probably didn’t need us after all. Let’s head back on over to the Court House.

Rosa Parks: I wonder where those two organizers are that were supposed to help me out?

High School Student 1: Ms. Parks you look mighty worried about something.

Rosa: I wouldn’t want to trouble you youngsters about none of this.

Student 2: Ms. Parks, just because we’re still in school doesn’t mean we don’t know what’s going on.

Student 3: Yes, please tell us. Maybe we can be of help.

Rosa: I’m sorry but I’m really not supposed to be telling folks about this. All I can tell you is that I’m supposed to be involved with a very important test.

Student 1: We know all about tests, believe you me.

Student 2: We even know I pretty little song you can sing.

Student 3: Yeah, just check this out:

Student 1, 2 & 3:

I like to take a test

I like when they ask me,

Can you do it?

I like to take a test

I always put my best into it

I like to shine and show

How sure I am of what I know

I like to take a test

It helps me grow?

It help me grow!

Rosa: Now isn’t that something. You kids are wonderful. I feel a whole lot better and more sure of myself now. Thank you so very much. Here comes my bus now. Wish me luck!

 Student 1, 2 & 3: Good by Ms. Parks. You’re the best!

Act 2, Scene 4:
[Ms. Parks is now standing by the bus’s back entrance, along with four other passengers. Ms. Parks is second in line. Three white passengers are standing by the front door.]

Black Passenger 1: Just look at that this crowd of people.

Black Passenger 2: There’s no way we’re going to get a seat today.

Black Passenger 3: I don’t care about none of that, I just want to get home in time for dinner.

Black Passenger 4: Well why don’t you shake a leg then? The door’s already open.
Rosa Parks: Sorry, mister. I didn’t notice. Something’s on weighing on my mind.

White Passenger 1: How come he’s letting all the black passengers on first?!

White Passenger 2: Come on, driver, open up this here door!

James Blake: Hold your horses, sonny. I’m just checking over my receipts.

White Passenger 3: Yeah, we know all about that. That’s all those guys care about is money these days.

White Passenger 1: Yeah, that’s why he’s letting all those blacks on in front of us. Just so’s they can cram as many in the back as they can without them getting wise right away.

White Passengers 1, 2 and 3: Come on! Open up this door!

James Blake: All right, already. Here you go. Sorry about that folks. No hang on while I go fix that sign for y’all.

White Passenger 1: Yes and make it snappy, you slow-poke.

[Black Passengers 1-4 all get up and move to the back of the sign. Rosa remains seated.]

James Blake: You again, lady?! Haven’t we been through all this before? Are you going to get up or am I going to have to call in the law?

Rosa: That’s no way to address a paying passenger. I paid for this seat just like anyone else. I have no intention of getting up.

All Black Passengers, singing:

We shall, we shall, we shall not be moved

We shall, we shall, we shall not be moved

Just like  a tree, standing by the water

We shall, we shall, we shall not be moved …

[Black Passengers keep on singing while two police officers come to lead Rosa Parks off the bus]

Act 3: Two weeks later, in front of Court House

Boycott Organizer 1: Here he comes, here he comes!

B.O. 2: And here comes Ms. Parks.

Entire crowd sings:

Free at last, free at last

Thank God almight I’m free at last

Free at last, free at last

Thank God almight I’m free at last

High School Student 1: Dr. King, how does it feel to finally be out of jail?

H. S. 2: Ms. Parks, are you glad that it’s finally over?

Rosa: 



























































































































