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 your 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: You know I move that sign every time I see the 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. You just keep collecting your paycheck and you don’t know 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.



























































































































