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A BLOW FOR JFK

A DOCUDRAMA IN THREE ACTS
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Carl Lahser

6102 Royal Breeze

San Antonio, TX 78239

(210) 657-5139

Cast of Characters

Ron 
A Navy veteran working as a plumber.  Between jobs he is a semi-professional boxer and hustles pool.  

Carl
 

An electrician working on the job with Ron.

Patrolman 1  
North Florida native
Patrolman 2  
North Florida native
Sal the Boost  
Mafia soldier from Bayonne
Bartender  
Relocated Mafia soldier from Bayonne
Mafia Don

On a working vacation to Miami

Bodyguard 1
Mafia soldier from Bayonne
Bodyguard 2  
Mafia soldier from Bayonne
Policeman 1
Miami patrolman

Policeman 2
Miami patrolman

Scene
Stage is divided into a motel room in North Florida in 1974 on stage right and a working class bar in South Miami Beach in 1963 stage left.  Motel setting is a conversation between Ron, Carl and two local patrolmen.  Bar setting is an interaction between Ron and a Mafia group from New Jersey on the day of President Kennedy’s assassination.

Time

Summer of 1974

ACT 1



TIME:


After midnight.

AT RISE:
Right half of the stage is a motel room with bed, dresser stage right and upholstered chair beside the door stage left.  It is after midnight and the room is dark.  There is loud knocking on the door.  CARL is in bed and annoyed at being awakened in the middle of the night. Left of stage is dark.

CARL

Ron. If that’s you go to Hell.

RON

(from outside the door.)

Is that any way to talk to an old shipmate?  Open up.

CARL

Your room is next door.  You’re probably going the wake the whole place and someone will call a cop.

RON

No problem, man.  I got a couple friends out here.

CARL

You’re drunk.  Take those girls to your room and figure out what to do with them.

PATROLMAN 1

(From outside the door.)

This is Patrolman Brown. Patrolman Swartz and I want to make sure Ron has adult supervision.

(CARL gets up and can be seen slipping on a pair of pants and heading for the door.  He turns on the light and opens the door.  RON is leaning on the door jam and two uniformed patrolmen stand behind RON in the hall.)

CARL

Come on in.  Is he in any kind of trouble?

(RON and the two patrolmen come in and RON crashes in the chair.  The patrolmen laugh.)

PATROLMAN 1

He’s not in trouble but he sure livened up our night.

CARL

Officer, last time I saw him was after supper and he wanted me to shoot pool with him.  I told him “No” and left him practicing some of his fancy shots by himself.

RON

(Slurring his words)

 Some guys came in and we was playing a friendly little game.  Then these gentlemen brought me home.

CARL

(Looks questioningly at the patrolmen.)

Bet there is more to it than that.

PATROLMAN 1

According to the bartender and waitress three of our local upstanding citizens came in and they all began playing for money.  They were all drinking and your buddy was winning.

CARL

Ron’s an old hustler from way back.  It usually pays for his nightly entertainment and sometimes its survival money. 

PATROLMAN 2

There were apparently some words and one of the guys hit him in the back of the head with a pool cue.

CARL 

(Sits on the bed.  He looks a RON.)

Then what happened?

(Both patrolmen laugh.)

PATROLMAN 1

Well, Ron fell over on the table and his glass eye rolled across the table.  The waitress said those guys suddenly got quiet and started for the front door.  They were practically running and got tangled up getting out of the door.  These guys musta thought they had killed him.  The bartender called us.

(RON giggles.)

PATROLMAN 2

When we arrived there is RON with a bloody bump on his head stuffing money in his pocket.  He picked up his eye and put it in his mouth to clean and lubricate it.  Then he spits it out and slipped it back where it belongs.  I never seen such a thing.  We asked if he wanted to go to the emergency room but he just asked if we could give him a ride home.  Those guys that hit him are probably in the next county by now.

(RON giggles again.)

RON

My old lady’s dinged me harder than that for no reason.

(The two patrolmen laugh.)

PATROLMAN 2

 Where did the glass eye come from?

RON

Work accident.  I got hit in the face with some boiling water.  I got a service call for a stopped sink.  They did not tell me they had poured a can of caustic soda drain cleaner down the drain.  I poured about a pint of muriatic acid down the drain and whoosh, out came boiling water and acid all over me.

PATROLMAN 2 

Sounds pretty bad.  Looks like you’re hanging in there.

RON 

Coulda been worse.  One eye is glass and the other is 20/200.  

PATROLMAN 1

(To CARL)

You think you can handle him?

CARL

Yeah.  I’ll pour him into bed in a few minutes.  Thanks for bringing him home and everything.  I’m just glad I didn’t have to bail him out.

(The patrolmen turn to leave.)

PATROLMAN 1

(Looking at RON.)

That’s ok.  It broke up a usually boring shift.  Just don’t make a habit of it.  We gotta get back to the donut shop.

(Grins and waves.)

RON

You bet, osifer.  I’ll be good.

(The patrolmen leave and close the door.)

(CARL gets two beers out of a cooler under the bed and tosses one to RON.  RON opens the beer and leans back in the chair.  CARL opens his beer and takes a seat on the bed.

CARL

You are one lucky S.O.B.  If they knew you had been a professional boxer they could have thrown you in the slammer just for fun.

(Takes a sip of beer.)

RON

I suppose you’re right.  Sometimes I think boxing was a big mistake.

(Takes a sip of beer.)

CARL

I know you boxed but how did you get started?

RON

My Daddy got me into it.  We lived in a podunk redneck town out on the west side of the Everglades.  My old man ran the sewage treatment plant and spent most evenings at the local bar with his buds.  One day at lunch period another wiseass and I had a little scuffle and got sent home.

CARL

Your old man whup your ass?

RON

Naw.  My old man called Junior’s old man and they decided to take us down to the bar and let us settle it with gloves on.  We flailed away at each other for a couple minutes and stopped all worn out.  This bunch of rednecks had so much fun watching us the decided they would give us a little training and maybe do this every Friday night.  They gave us a buck apiece and an extra buck to the winner.

(Takes a long draw of beer.)

CARL

Sounds like some real sweethearts.

(Takes a sip of beer.)

RON

Yeah.  They were really something.  This went on pretty regular for a couple years.  A couple other kids were recruited for variety.  They also taught me to shoot pool and cuss and even got me laid once.  I got pretty good.  The crowds grew and before long they had to payoff the sheriff.  

CARL

Corruption comes to paradise.

RON

Corruption was born there and it never was paradise. I got out as soon as I could.  In our senior year a Navy recruiter came to our school and happened to drop by the bar on a fight evening.  He said we could have a future in the Navy by boxing and probably not have to work much.  Sounded good to me.

(Finishes a beer and crushes the can.)

CARL

Want another?

(Tosses a beer to RON.)

The good ole Navy.  That’s where we met.  At the Mobile Construction Battalion 3 at Mobile.  MOB 3 in your ear.

(Finishes the beer and takes a second beer.)

RON 

Thas right.  In your ear.  That was just before I got out of Uncle Sugar’s Canoe Club.  Boxing was a one-time thing in boot camp Dago but it got serious during plumbers training at Davisville.  They had a Smoker at the enlisted club every Friday night.  For five bucks you got two bottles of near beer and got to watch several boxing matches.  The fighters got a steak with their beer. 

CARL 

Yeah.  I tried to win a steak one night.  Three one minute rounds with forty-pound gloves.  Me backing up and that guy beating me on my head for the whole time.  I crawled out of the ring and puked my guts out and never did get the steak.

RON

(laughs.)

That’s funny.  I was always the one doing the beating.  I started winning regular and when I graduated the school commander got me assigned to his buddy’s unit in California.  I was a utilityman or Navy plumber but I spent most of the time at the gym.  I kept winning and getting promoted and when the commander got transferred to Mobile he took me along.

(Takes another beer and lays back.)

CARL

I heard about deals like that.  How did you get to be a pro?

(Takes a big swig of beer.)

RON

It was cool for a while but I got out when my enlistment was up.  I went to Miami and got my ticket as a journeyman plumber.  Between the Cubans and the Haitians work was short sometimes and I boxed Golden Gloves and hustled pool between jobs.

(RON gets up and goes to the restroom taking his beer along.  Toilet flush and RON returns with an obvious wet spot on his pants.)

CARL

You forget to unzip?  Last time I pissed in my pants I was three years old.

RON

I’m just like an old dog urinates when he gets a beating.  I guess its primitive self-defense.  That’s what happens every time I get a life-threatening scare like tonight or during my first professional fight.  That fight was on an overnight cruise ship out of Miami to the Bahamas.  I busted his lip in the first ten seconds and he chased me around the ring beating on the back of my head.  Sometime along the way I crawled out between the ropes and got my picture on the cover of the Police Gazette.  Good thing they didn’t shoot a picture of my trunks.

(Both laugh and take a long draw on their beer.)

CARL

Were you smart enough to quit or did they fire you?

RON

Kinda mutual consent.  I got beat up less shooting pool.

Let me tell you about the last time I tinkled in my skivvies.

END OF ACT 1

ACT 2

TIME: 

After lunch on 22 November 1963.

AT RISE:  
Set contains a bar with a few bottles, a TV, a pool table and cue rack, a table and four chairs.  Sound or video of JFK visit to Dallas.  The bartender is busy watching a small TV behind the bar.  SAL enters and takes a seat.

SAL

Gimme a Rolling Rock.  

BARTENDER

Jeez.  You think you was still in Bayonne?  How about a Dixie?

SAL

Yeah.  OK.  What do you know about Bayonne?  You Tony?

BARTENDER

(Puts beer and a glass on a coaster.)

Yeah.  That’s me.  Easy Tony.  You sound like Bayonne and you look like a tourist with that Hawaiian shirt.

SAL 

(Takes a big drink)

Happy to make yer acquaintance.  Sal the Boost.  Uncle Vinnie says you should shove it.  I was sent to check this place out.

Grins.

BARTENDER

(Sticks out his hand.)

Glad to meetcha.  Good old Vincenzo.  We grew up together.  I took a fall for him when he was made.  Spent two hard years ina crossbar hotel.  That’s when I got my moniker, Easy Tony.  He ast me what I wanted when I got out.  I tole him I wanted to go someplace warm so he set me up down here. Whut ‘bout you?

SAL

(Shakes hands.  Takes a big pull on the beer.)

I grew up in Bayonne near the waterfront.  My old man worked some on the docks and he also did non-violent stuff like numbers sometimes.  He made enough that I went to

Catholic school. 

(Takes another sip of beer.)

When I was ten I got a month in reform school for purse snatching and hadda go to public school.  In high school me and some friends started boosting cars and joy riding.  I got pretty good.  My mother’s brother Vincent tole me, “Neva steal nothing small, ya get the same amount of time.” 

((Takes another draw on the beer.)

He was connected and by the time I was out of school I was getting orders for cars shipped to Argentina and run over to Philly.  Before long Uncle Vinnie sets me up with a couple mechanics and we start fixing up registrations and stripping cars.  We had stuff going all along the east coast.  We set up several small town car lots to move stuff for us.  

(Finishes his beer.)

I took a couple years in the joint for one of the soldiers and now I’m set. Yea.  I’m really set now.  Uncle Vinnie was coming down to Miami with the big man, but he gets pneumonia and sends me in his place to maybe make a few connections.

(The Don and two bodyguards enter dressed in Hawaiian shirts and white suits.  SAL takes his beer to the table and waits for the DON.)

BARTENDER

Hey.  Me casa es su casa. 

DON

Easy Tony!  Its been about a year hasn’t it.    How’s the family?

BARTENDER

They’re good.  Enjoying living in the sunshine.

DON

This is Fast Eddie and Silent Sammy.  I see SAL has the seats warmed up for us.  Vinnie was coming but come down with a bad cold.

BARTENDER 

(Shakes hands with DON.)

Give my best to Vinnie.  Tell him to try this new stuff called tequila with a little limejuice.  That’ll get him straight.

(DON and party sit and order drinks.  Tall drinks with pink parasols are served.)

DON

(Looks at the three.)

Everyone settled in?  Comfortable?  We got a little business tomorrow.  I will introduce you to some of the family down here.  Just remember Miami is a – what the Marines call- a no fire zone.  Neutral ground.  No trouble here.  We don’t own the cops so keep it cool.

SAL

(Leans back.)

I hear they have dog and horse races.

BODYGUARD 1

I hear they got dog and chicken fights, too.  We have any of that action?

(RON enters the bar and uncases his custom cue and makes a show of screwing it together.)

RON

Any of you want to play for a buck a ball?

SAL

(Turns and speaks sarcastically)

Man? Can’t you see we got a conference going on?

RON

(Apologetically)

Sorry, man.

(RON perches on the side of the pool table working the chalk and shooting scattered balls behind his back.  There is a click as Ron takes a shot.)

(The DON sits with his back to the wall. SAL sits with is back to RON leaning back in his chair.)

(There is a click as Ron takes another shot.)

SAL 

We gonna got some of this action or has somebody all ready claimed this territory.

DON.

It’s all organized.  Like community property.  We all get a cut.  How you guys like Miami Beach?

(There is a click as Ron takes another shot.)

BODYGUARD 1.

The Beach has got nothing but old timers.  The average age must be 80.  Ain’t that right, Sal.

(There is a click as Ron takes another shot.)

(The Don takes a sip and the others do likewise.)

DON

Youse guys should not disrespect these elderly men and women.

BODYGUARD 1

Sorry, Sir.  Dint mean no disrespect.

(Ron gets up and racks the balls.)

BODYGUARD 2

How was Cuba?  I hear Havana was cool.

DON

It was cool until that Castro louse came in, and things got hot.

(Ron breaks the balls)

SAL

We could be there now if Kennedy had not chickened out backing the exiles at the Bay of Pigs.

(There is a click as Ron takes a shot.)

BODYGUARD 1

He probably figured he wouldn’t get his family rum trade back.

(There is a click as Ron takes another shot.)

SAL

We could have been down at the casino with a big cigar and a seniorita on each arm. 

(There is a click as Ron takes another shot.)   

BARTENDER

(Turns up TV coverage of assassination.)

Hey.  You guys listen to this.

(Announcer says JFK has been shot.)  

DON

He got hit in Dallas?  They know who did it yet?

(RON stops and stands up.)

BARTENDER

(Excited.  Turns back to the TV.)

Yeah.  It was a few minutes ago.  They rushed him to the hospital. 

Wait.  There is a bulletin. 

The President is dead.

SAL.

We was just talking about him.  Looks like he got what he deserved.

RON

(RON lays down his cue and steps up behind SAL.  RON grabs SAL by the shoulders, turns him around and hits SAL hard in the face.  SAL hits the floor blood running from his broken nose.  RON stands over SAL.)

You rotten bastard.  Nobody badmouths the President like that.

(No one moves for a few seconds then the BARTENDER rips off his apron and grabs up the phone.  BODYGUARDS 1 and 2 jump up knocking over their chairs and grabbing their guns.  RON hears the click of two safeties being released.  RON looks up to see two large automatics pointing at him and wets his pants.)

DON.

Harrumph.  Let’s take it easy and put the guns away.  This young man has made a strong point.

SAL

(SAL pulls his pistol from a shoulder holster and points it at RON.)  

I’ll put one right in your middle so it will hurt a long, long time.

DON.

That goes for you too, Salvatore.  Put the piece away.  Get up and tell the man you are sorry.

(SAL lies there glaring at RON pointing the gun at RON’s middle.)  

DON

Put it away and tell this man you did not mean to badmouth our President.  He took righteous offense and one punch is free.

(SAL glares at RON, then looks at the DON, then slowly holsters his gun.)

DON.

One punch in passion is understandable on this terrible day.

SAL.

OK.  I was hasty.  

RON.

I was a little rash too.

(RON reaches down to help SAL.)

DON

(DON looks at SAL.)

There will be no payback.  

(RON helps SAL up.)

(DON looks at RON.)

Don’t do anything like this again.  These boys lack some of the social graces.

(RON nods, slowly backs away to the pool table, picks up his cue and cue case.  Ron exits as the door opens silhouetting 2 cops and the bartender entering the bar.  Lights fade to black.)

END OF ACT 2

ACT 3

TIME: 

Return to summer 1963

AT RISE:
Light in motel room is on.  RON is still sitting in the chair.  CARL is sitting on the bed.  Both have a beer.  

CARL 

(Takes a draw on the beer.)

Man, I think I’d probably done number 2, too.  That was heavy, a little too serious.  You ever see any of these guys again?

RON

(Takes a bit slug of beer, 

crushes the can and thinks 

for a minute.)

Naw.  Never seen any of them again.  You know I didn’t even vote for JFK or anyone else but no one can badmouth the President like that.  There are some conspiracy theories that say the Mafia did JFK in for revenge.  I get the willies looking back and hearing the click of safeties and seeing those guns pointed at me.  But I’d do it again.  It was a blow for JFK.  

END OF ACT 3
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