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The Days of Wakefield’s Bar

A Western Trilogy

By George Savage and George Savage Jr.

October 1972

	CAST:
	WAKEFIELD

NEWTON

ABILENE

JOE STOKER

DEE

DAN PIKE

ELMER BENSON

FARLEY

TERESA

WAYLIE

DOC

HOYT

BILLY



	TIME:
	A few years back.



	PLACE:
	The northwest United States, somewhere in the domain of the American cowboy.



	ACTION:
	I.    SPLIT THE BLANKET:  Late autumn, a Saturday night…….…..1
II.   FARLEY'S RETURN:  The following winter, evening……….….57
III.  DAN PIKE:


Scene 1 The following spring, a Saturday afternoon………….78

Scene 2 That evening………………………………………….94


	SET:
	Wakefield's bar:  An entrance UC with swinging doors that extend  to the floor.  A bar starts ULC and extends diagonally L, leaving a playing area DL.  A big round table C has several chairs around it.  A small round table URC with two chairs.  A booth DR.  There are battered wooden stools at the bar.  The booth LR opens to the audience but is semi-secluded from the room.

Farley's cabin;  A door R leads outside and a door L leads to the children's room.  The cabin contains a wood stove, a small kitchen, table, chairs, and a rickety bed UL with an old iron frame.




I.  Split the Blanket

	TIME:
	
	Late autumn, a few years ago, Saturday night.



	AT RISE:
	
	WAKEFIELD'S bar.  The room is empty of customers. WAKEFIELD is behind the bar, polishing glasses.  HE is in his early sixties, big, fat, and husky.  HE wears a white shirt, vest, dress trousers, and low quarter shoes.

ABILENE is hanging a pair of spurs on a nail in the wall.  ABILENE is in his twenties, lean and tanned. HE wears an apron, levis, cowboy boots, a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and a string tie.






WAKEFIELD

The way you're puttin' those spurs up there, anybody'd think you was goin' to use 'em.



ABILENE

I am.



WAKEFIELD

Not tonight, Abilene.  Take a broom to that floor.  The broncs are for the customers to ride.

(ABILENE gets a broom and begins to sweep)



ABILENE

I'm a customer, Wakefield.



WAKEFIELD

You work here, if you can call it work.  What you'd like to get paid for is drinkin' and ridin’ broncs.  Sweep under the table, too.

(ABILENE knocks over a chair sweeping under the table.  After a moment, DEE enters through the swinging doors.  DEE is a shapely bleached blonde in her early thirties.  SHE wears cowboy boots, tight saddle pants, a dress shirt, jacket, and carries a purse.  DEE has a gauze bandage on her cheek.  ABILENE watches DEE as SHE quietly goes to the booth DR.  Then ABILENE sweeps the dirt rapidly toward the door.  DEE makes a point of not noticing ABIIENE)



ABILENE

(To WAKEFIEID, calling)

Two hoof and mouths.  One with a cherry, one with a lemon.



ABILENE (Cont'd)
Excuse me, mister.



BENSON

(Brushing HIMSELF off)

Quite all right.

(BENSON looks around, sees DEE and deliberates whether HE might be bold enough to join HER.  ABILENE gets the two drinks from WAKEFIELD)



WAKEFIELD

(Withholding the drinks a moment)

Look, Abilene, I expect you to tend bar until we close up.



ABILENE

Yeah, sure, Wakefield.



WAKEFIELD

And no ridin' broncs.



ABILENE

It won't take me long to just go out and try my luck.



WAKEFIELD

You can't mix drinks when you’re busted up.



ABILENE

Gimmie them.



WAKEFIELD

This place does business, good business, but it didn't get where it is by me makin' passes at customers, ridin' the broncs, and helpin' myself to the hootch.



ABILENE

She's an old, old friend, Wakefield.  I haven't seen her since last summer.  Come on, before the place gets busy.

(WAKEFIELD and ABILENE see BENSON moving in on DEE.  ABILENE grabs the drinks and starts toward DEE)



BENSON

(To DEE)

Excuse me, young lady.  May I buy you a drink and join you?



DEE

I don't drink with strangers.



ABILENE

(Moving between BENSON and DEE)

Here, Dee.



DEE

Thanks, kid.

(ABILENE puts down the drink and slides in beside DEE at the booth.  BENSON hesitates for a moment and then goes to the bar)



ABILENE

Haven't seen you for a long time .



DEE

You work here now?



ABILENE

Gotta eat.  I'm broke.  Winter's comin'.  Guess I'm stuck here till spring.



DEE

Oh.



ABILENE

Where's Farley?

(DEE shrugs)



DEE

Gonna be a long winter without him.



BENSON

(To WAKEFIELD)

I'll have a...let me see...what would you recommend for a man who had just broken free from slavery and bondage?



WAKEFIELD

Whiskey.



BENSON

No, I'd like something special.  An exotic cowboy drink.



WAKEFIELD

Most of 'em drink whiskey.



BENSON

Surely you must know how to mix up something special. After all, it's Saturday night.



WAKEFIELD

What do you want?

(WAKEFIELD moves DL, wiping off the bar.  BENSON follows, moving from stool Co stool)



BENSON

What can you fix?



WAKEFIELD

Anything.



BENSON

What are the waiter and the harlot drinking?



WAKEFIELD

Whiskey.



BENSON

I'll have to have one of those until I can get you to tell me about the other drinks you serve.

(TERESA enters.  TERESA is an attractive Mexican woman in her early thirties.  SHE wears a skirt, blouse, jacket, and boots. WAKEFIELD gives TERESA a nod)



TERESA

(To WAKEFIELD)

Hi.



BENSON

(Moving toward TERESA)

Can I buy you a drink?



TERESA

No, thanks.

(TERESA sees DEE and goes to the booth)



DEE

I was hopin' I'd see you tonight, Teresa.



TERESA

I'm glad you're here, Dee.



DEE

Grab a chair.



ABILENE

(Standing)

Take my place.



TERESA

I don't want to break up your little party here. 0



ABILENE

I got to get to work anyway.  The boys'll be comin' in. Can I get you something, Teresa?



TERESA

The usual.



DEE

Maybe I'll see you later, Abilene....



ABILENE

I hope so.

(ABILENE goes behind the bar.  WAKEFIELD shoves a drink toward BENSON)



BENSON

Thank you.

(BENSON gives WAKEFIELD a bill and WAKEFIELD makes change.  BENSON throws fifty cents down)



WAKEFIELD

Pick up your change.

(WAKEFIELD goes to the end of the bar. ABILENE fixes TERESA's drink)



DEE

(To TERESA)

Where’s Joe?



TERESA

He'll be in.



DEE

How’re you two gettin' along?



TERESA

We're still together.



DEE

How long has it been?



TERESA

Nine years.



DEE

Farley left me again.  I suppose you probably guessed that.

(DEE gestures to the bandage on HER cheek)



TERESA

Poor Dee.



DEE

I know he cares when he beats me.



TERESA

Of course he does.



DEE

It’s a funny thing what a difference marriage makes.

I'm married and my man is always runnin' off.  You're not married and you and Joe are together year in and year out.



TERESA

I wish I was married, Dee.



DEE

Why?



TERESA

I'm...in trouble.



DEE

Oh.



TERESA

It's Joe's.



DEE

I got three now.  They don't drive a man off.



TERESA

But I want my baby to have his father's name.

(DEE agrees)



TERESA (Cont'd)
But I don't want Joe to marry me because he has to.

(ABILENE brings TERESA a drink)



ABILENE

Here, Teresa.



TERESA

Thanks, kid.

(TERESA gives ABILENE a dollar.  HE makes change from HIS pocket)



ABILENE

There you are.

(ABILENE takes DEE's empty glass and starts for the bar )



BENSON

(Calling)

Say, waiter!  You!



ABILENE

What?



BENSON

What was in that drink?



ABILENE

Why?



BENSON

I just wondered.  This one is quite good.



WAKEFIELD

(Handing ABILENE a Stetson from behind the bar)

Wake up the old man and tell him to turn the lights on . out in the bucking corral, and check the gates to see that they're closed right.

(ABILENE puts on HIS jacket and Stetson and exits)



BENSON

Do you have a rodeo here tonight?



WAKEFIELD

Yean,



BENSON

(Looking around)

Here?



WAKEFIELD

Yeah.



BENSON

Tonight?



WAKEFIELD

(Barely able to conceal HIS dislike)

We got a few broncs---for the customers to ride.



BENSON

Will there be a lot of cowboys here tonight?  For the rodeo?



WAKEFIELD

We'll wait and see, huh?



BENSON

I'm glad I happened on this place.  It's a miracle I found it.  I just decided to explore some of these back roads and here you were, in the middle of nowhere.

(WAKEFIELD takes a Reader's Digest from behind the counter and reads it, deliberately ignoring BENSON who senses the rebuff and shrugs)



TERESA

Promise me one thing, Dee.

DEE

What?



TERESA

That you won't tell Joe.



DEE

I promise.



TERESA

I don't want the shame of a shotgun wedding.  If Joe marries me, it must be because he wants to.  Not because he has to.



DEE

What if he doesn't want to?



TERESA

Then I'll split the blanket and go back to Mexico.



DEE

You'd better leave here before you get snowed in.  Where are you livin' now?



TERESA

We're still workin' on the Tumbling H.  Joe's foreman.

(DOC enters.  DOC is in HIS fifties, big, barrel-chested, with strong arms and white hair.  HE wears slacks, white shirt, jacket and Stetson )



DOC

(Going immediately to the bar)

It's sure a long time between Saturday nights.  Come on Wakefield, hit me.



WAKEFIELD

Sure, Doc.

(Bringing a bottle and a glass to DOC)

There you are, old man.



DOC

Thanks.

(DOC pours a drink and tosses it down)



TERESA

Hi Doc.

(DOC deliberately ignores this)



DEE

(Calling)

Hi Doc.



DOC

(Looking around)

Oh, you're here.

(TERESA and DEE laugh at DOC's gruffness)



DOC (Cont'd)
They shouldn't allow women in bars.  Men come to bars to forget women.

(To BENSON)

Isn't that right, fella?



BENSON

I’m trying to forget my wife.



DOC

So am I.  So am I.  What an old battleaxe she was.  I thought my divorce would never come through.  It cost me every penny I had but it was worth it.

(DOC pours HIMSELF another drink)



BENSON

I just got tired of mine. So two days ago I took my monthly paycheck, cashed it, climbed into my car, and started driving and here I am.  I may never go back,



DOC

(To DEE and TERESA)

You see what women do to men?  You're no good.  None of you.

(TERESA and DEE laugh with delight)



DOC (Cont'd)
I don’t care who the woman is, there's none of ’em that’s worth the price of a beer.  Isn't that right, Wakefield?



WAKEFIELD

I never held to that opinion, Doc.
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