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SCENE 1: The Bartender

(Lights come up on an old one-room courthouse.  The audience benches begin to fill with well-dressed townsfolk, from the front to the back.  Two flags are mounted being the judge’s bench, an American flag and the stag flag of Alabama.  A large man, THE JUDGE, marches behind his podium.  He has a full belly and mid-length curly grey hair.  He acknowledges several of the citizens filing into the benches with a slight bob of his head.  The defense attorney, MR. GROVES, leads his client behind their table.  He wears an expensive, black Italian suit and spectacles.  The man following him, JOHN MONTGOMERY, wears a new pair of jeans with a tucked-in button down shirt.  Montgomery sits.  The prosecuting attorney, MR. STEVENS, enters the room and sits behind his table. He wears a western-style suit, white, while carrying a wide-brimmed hat at his side.   Finally, an old man, MR. SANDRIN, enters and takes the witness stand.  He is wearing an old pair of jeans and a knit vest over an old sweater.  Grey whiskers cover his face.  The lights go out.  There is a moment of silence.  Suddenly a loud crack can be heard as the lights immediately switch back on.  The defense attorney pounces toward the witness stand and begins talking, as if in the middle of a sentence.)

Defense Attorney:  So you typically tend your bar about five nights during the average week?
Mr. Sandrin:  Yes, that’s correct.
Defense Attorney:  And you say my client was not in your establishment on May 13th?
Prosecuting Attorney (cutting him off):  Asked and answered, your honor!
Defense Attorney (immediately, with urgency:)  Your honor I’m using this information to establish that too much time has passed since the date in question for this witness’s testimony to be credible!
Judge:  Overruled.
Defense Attorney:  Mr. Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Correct, sir.  John Montgomery was not at Ed’s on May 13th.
Defense Attorney:   And what is today’s date, Mr. Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Why I believe today is August 9th.
Defense Attorney:   Almost three months after May 13th?
Mr. Sandrin:   Almost, sir, almost.
Defense Attorney:   Now, Mr. Sandrin, during those three months, did you take any time away from bartending at Ed’s?
Mr. Sandrin:   No, sir!  Why, I’ve got no reason ta do that.  Most a’ the boys wind up at Ed’s by the time I been behind the bar not an hour or two.  
Defense Attorney:   So you worked at Ed’s five nights a week, from May until August, without taking any time off?
Mr. Sandrin:   Yes sir, and happy for it.
Defense Attorney:   How many weeks is that, Mr. Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Well, sir, now I’m not exactly sure…
Defense Attorney:   It’s a question of days, from May 13th to August 9th.
Mr. Sandrin:   Well, it seems…
Defense Attorney:    Twelve weeks, Mr. Sandrin!

Prosecuting Attorney (Angered):   Argumentative your honor!

Judge:   Sustained!

Defense Attorney:   I’ll move on.  You work five nights a week with no time off, and claim without a shadow of a doubt, that John Montgomery was not at Ed’s bar on one specific night?
Mr. Sandrin:   I remember what goes on in my bar.
Defense Attorney:   You mentioned the boys who wind up at Ed’s by the time you’re a few hours into your shift?
Mr. Sandrin:   Yes, sir, the ol’ pack.  Every night, every night.
Defense Attorney:   Friends of yours, sir?
Mr. Sandrin:   Best in the world.
Defense Attorney:   Drinkers?
Prosecuting Attorney (annoyed):   How is this relevant your honor?
Judge:   Well?
Defense Attorney:   If he is distracted by the time with his friends he has a weak testimony.
Judge:   Go on.
Defense Attorney:   Mr. Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Well, sure they drink.  Grown men, all of ‘um.  But it don’t distract me none, not one bit I assure you of that.  As I said, sir, I know my bar.
Defense Attorney:   No doubt.  Now, is it hard serving all your friends all the time, on the job when you can’t have a few with them and talk about the old days, Mr. Sandrin?
Prosecuting Attorney:   Objection!  He’s…
Judge:   Overruled!  Please continue, Mr. Groves.
Defense Attorney:   Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Well it’s not so hard.  I do drink a little myself, on account it’s my booze and all.  Not enough to distract from my bar, I know my bar, that’s for sure.  Any man in Weston’ll tell ya that.  But I drink with the boys, oh I drink, sir.
Defense Attorney:   Only a beer, Mr. Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Well I dunno ‘bout that, sir.  After all I live upstairs!  Heh heh heh.  Not like I gotta put myself on ‘a road er nothin’.  
Defense Attorney:   How many drinks a night, Mr. Sandrin?
Mr. Sandrin:   Oh I been known ta have some beers and a couple whisky cokes once it’s all said and done.  Who’s countin’?
Defense Attorney:   So your testimony is based on your recollection of a night three months ago, when you’ve been working at least five nights every week since, drinking beer and whiskey behind the bar?
Mr. Sandrin:   Well I suppose you put it a certain way, sir.  But I know my bar.
Defense Attorney:   No further questions your honor.
(As the lights fade out, the Stevens storms to his table.  He rips a binder out of his satchel, slams it on the surface and begins violently swirling through the pages.  His hawkish eyes squint at the text as if daring it not to provide him the information he seeks.  The Groves winks at a group of people seated in the second row, Montgomery’s family, as he returns to the desk.  He casually removes a watch on a chain from his pocket, checks the time, and whispers something into Montgomery’s ear.Darkness)


SCENE 2: The Accused


(There is a long pause of darkness and silence.  Finally, another crack bounces around the room as the lights flash back on.  THE JUDGE is perched behind his bench, leaning slightly forward towards MONTGOMERY, focused on his actions and speech like a dog eyeing a piece of meat on the floor beneath his master’s chair.  The obvious worry in Montgomery’s eyes contrasts the confident smirk on his face as adjusts his posture behind the witness stand.  GROVES is seated behind his table, alert, eyes twitching back and forth between STEVENS and his client.  An arsenal of texts and paperwork sits on the table’s surface, armed and ready.  Stevens paces in front of Montgomery.  His swagger suggests an approaching triumph.  There is a silent tension among the audience, most people staring at Montgomery’s face trying to read his emotions as if attempting to decipher a foreign text.)

Montgomery (irritated, gesturing with each hand out in front of his face):   I told you, I was at Ed’s on May 13th.
Prosecuting Attorney:   Before Ed’s, Montgomery!
Montgomery:   What difference does it make?  Sharon was at Shelly’s until almost 10:30!
Prosecuting Attorney:   Oh, really?  How do you know when and where Sharon was if you were at Ed’s?
Montgomery:   I don’t!  But from what we’ve heard – 
Prosecuting Attorney (interrupting):   
You do or you don’t, John?  Contradictions already!
Defense Attorney:   Badgering!  Let him finish his thought!
Judge:   Montgomery?

Montgomery:   I only know she was at Sharon’s because that’s been drummed into our skulls a thousand times by now.  I was getting shit-faced on Schlitz at Ed’s!
Prosecuting Attorney:   Why doesn’t Sandrin remember you?
Montgomery:   I don’t care about that old drunken bastard!
Prosecuting Attorney:   But if you were there – 
Defense Attorney:   He’s calling for speculation your honor, how the hell should John know why an elderly drunk doesn’t remember something from three months ago?
Prosecuting Attorney:   Objection!  Groves is attacking my witness’s credibility without taking the stand!
Judge (authoritatively):   Both objections sustained!  Have some dignity, men.  Move on.
Prosecuting Attorney:   Back to what I was saying.  What about before Ed’s?
Montgomery:   I went to the cinema.
Prosecuting Attorney:   What did you see?

Montgomery:   As my affidavit states, I saw Wizard of Oz.
Prosecuting Attorney:   On May 13th?
Montgomery:   Yes!
Defense Attorney:    Relevance, sir?
Judge:   Stevens?


Prosecuting Attorney:   I’m almost there.

Judge:   Proceed quickly.

Prosecuting Attorney:   I mean to introduce Exhibit H into evidence.  Copies for the defense, honorable jury, and you, sir.  A page out of The Morning Informer, Weston’s own, local publication.  From the Entertainment, specifically.
Judge:   Objections, Groves?
Defense Attorney (reading, worried, turning pale):   Uh…

Judge|:   Well?

Defense Attorney (meekly):   No.
Judge (slamming his gavel into the woodwork):   Move to recognize Exhibit H.  Go on, Stevens.
Prosecuting Attorney:   Do you recognize this paper, Montgomery?
Montgomery:   Sure.  That’s the Informer.
Prosecuting Attorney:   Is it dated, sir?
Montgomery:   May 13th.
Prosecuting Attorney:   When was Wizard of Oz playing on May 13th?  (Long pause)  John?  (Montgomery stares down at the page, pretending to read, thinking)  Your honor witness is unresponsive.
Judge:   Answer the question please, Mr. Montgomery.
Defense Attorney:  Sir the prosecution is being argumentative.
Judge (a little annoyed):  How? (Groves is silent).  (Judge turns to the witness) Alright, Montgomery.
Montgomery:    It wasn’t playing yet, your honor.
Prosecuting Attorney:  Do you notice an add for anything on that page John?  Notice the left side.
Montgomery (defeated):   It’s an add for The Wizard of Oz.  Starting the next week.
Prosecuting Attorney (pauses, to let Montgomery’s words ring in the courtroom):  Ah.  Now, in your affidavit, you stated that you attended The Wizard of Oz before going to Ed’s, on May 13th.  You were sure of it.  You wrote, in this signed court document, that you even had a dated ticket stub from the cinema…
Montgomery:   I lost it!
Prosecuting Attorney:   How could you have a ticket stub for The Wizard of Oz on May 13th when it opened the week after that, answer me that?

(Montgomery says nothing)
Prosecuting Attorney:   Where were you that day? 
(No response)

Prosecuting Attorney:   You were at Riley’s abandoned warehouse, that’s where, preparing for the evening!  I’ve got you, John!
Defense Attorney:   Argumentative!  That’s testimony and he isn’t a witness.

Judge:   Sustai--

Prosecuting Attorney (interrupting):   Fine!  Strike it from the record!  I’ll get it with my next witness!

(Lights fade.  Groves has stood up violently and as staring at Stevens with clenched fists.  Montgomery is looking at his family in the audience, palms facing the sky, head shaking.  Stevens back is to Groves, turning the pages of his binder and planning his next move.)


SCENE 3: The Friend

(Another loud crack as the lights flash on.  SHELLY KLEIN is seated behind the witness stand, wearing a lavender blouse over a long checkered skirt and heels.  Her legs are crossed and her arms folded in her lap.  She is attentively watching GROVES, who stands behind his table with his fingers on his papers.  THE JUDGE watches, and STEVENS sits behind his table, twirling a pen in his right hand.  MONTGOMERY is still seated behind his table.)
Defense Attorney:   Now, Ms. Klein, you stated in your testimony that Sharon was talking about going out to Molly’s place when she left your home on May 13th?
Klein:   She wasn’t sure.  She said she was awfully tired, I think she was really gonna just go home.
Defense Attorney:   But she did mention the idea?
Klein:   Yea, she did.
Defense Attorney:   Now, Molly’s and Sharon’s are both right off of County 36, correct?  Both west of your place?
Prosecuting Attorney:   Your honor this is an absolute waste of time!  He’s stalling because we’ve got a witness whose testimony proves Sharon was on her way home at 10:00pm, May 13th, and we know she never arrived home because of his rotten client!  And he damn well knows it, too!
Judge (Interrupting):   Order in my courtroom!  State your objection and be silent, Prosecutor Stevens, so that I may rule!
Prosecuting Attorney:   This is irrelevant and he is merely trying to confuse my witness, as well as the jury!
Defense Attorney:   Far from it, your honor.  If Molly’s and Sharon’s are in the same direction, this witness has no idea where Sharon was actually headed that evening.
Prosecuting Attorney:   But she told Shelly Klein she was going home!
Judge:   Leave testimony to the witnesses, Stevens.  You may re-examine shortly.  Groves?
Defense Attorney:   Both on West 36, Ms. Klein?
Klein:   Yes, sir.
Defense Attorney:   So based on how Sharon pulled out of your driveway, you can’t know whether she was headed home, or to Molly’s.
Klein:   I suppose not, sir.
Defense Attorney:   And she had been at least thinking about stopping at Molly’s instead?
Prosecuting Attorney (screams):   Asked and fucking - !  (gasps and pauses to collect himself).  Asked and answered, your honor.
Judge:   Sustained.

Defense Attorney:   Fine, fine.  Your witness.
(Groves heads back to his table and talks with Montgomery.  The Judge looks to Klein and starts to ask her a question.  Stevens stands, preparing to deliver his next set of questions.  Lights fade out.  Curtain.)
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