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ALL DAY LONG 
\ 

SCREEN PLAY by MAYA ANOELOU 

A wull· ar>po1ntod aportmont J.n a prodom1nately Black 

neltI,hhorhood. 

, 
I • 

CllAH/\C'l'l-113: 

~~- 
Jinuny B. • 10 year old boy, shy, slow 

to npaak, but whose mind moves 

at a rust rhythm. 

Gloria • Jimmy B•a aunt, attraot1vct woman, 

31. 

Buddy Boy - A knowing 16 year old. 

of Jimmy B's. 

Friend 

·, 
I I 

Lee - 16 year old bo7. 

Sc.1 
Camarn on dnnolnt:: .feet. T1,avuls up the body or Jimmy D, in 

11 

pajamaa. l•'olds bad clothes from the sofa where he has slept. 
' Ho 1:i happy. He double timas, mugs, marches around the aota. 

Behind sofa he examines li1s f1n19hed job. Salutes aofa. 

JIW.f\' B : As you wero sora. At ense. 

e grins Ho brushes h1a 

• 
• 

. ---·-- 
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t: e xc t Lcn t_cJrles him. His exc1temont grows. Ho puts the 

"' 

o attont10n. Ho solutes himself. 

t t.' •• - .t'x•il)orutor ooor and 1ourly d1snppu ~u :tl"lsido. 

As yo_ w r~ Colon~l J!Jnrny B. At ease. / 

Sc l(/TC/,e'J 
" huli' r-un h~ goos into .he k1toh8n[ He op?ns - 

ens hor bodroom door. $he -~steno fo 

J 111".my B, J 1mmy ii. I '.r"l 7"U waehed your h~nds 

;-M-,'Y : (his vo Lc s lost '.r th· x-idge) Y. s Ma 'am. 

e.s: 
C ... ,. a .11ppeflra at ~he k' .. · en d ?c 01 She il" v1iH1r1ng a wh1 t,.,, 
J • u night bow·~ She 1s aoxy and unoor9olous of it. She 
9' 3 "-,dulgent~ r, 

Yes Ma'am. 

~ ~'ant me to fix you some oggo and grit•? 

GLOnIA: 

JI\'.MY B: 

GLORIA: 

JIHr.rY B: 

OLOnIA: 

' - f') lost a n'9phew. :·· ny B'l' '.She protende: 
• ... b ck aide • 

sheepishly.) 

No Ma•am. 

About ready for breakfast? 

No .V.a 1tlm 
I mean thank you Ma'am, but I'll••• 

Jimmy B. Stop that r.1n 'am. Fir!lt I •m not 

that old. And second, you•re not in oh1tl1ng 

•w1toh any more •• You don•t have to say "Ma•am" 

I 
f 

I 
I t 
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GLOR • • 

B: 
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ulld "!:.1r" o.ll thu t1mo. You can show your 

ro.'.lpeot with a simple "Ye::i, thank you" and 

"No, thank you." 

Yos M-- uh, yon. 

(Sho gooo to tho rofrig;orntor and tako:i out ornnge 

juloo.) I thlnl< you lilco ~nturc!uy$ bottor th£\n nny 

other duy • (~he' kJOUl'O fl c;laD:J Of juiC 0 un d 

cont!nuos to tulk betw<:on gulpa.) DecO.\.U:lO you 

flx your own oorual and probubly put o. half 

pound of su~or on it. Don't you? 

(Still standing by rofrleorator. Ha 1s nervou~, but 

not nfrAid) No M- • I menn no. (IIo ·smiles.) 

I moan not u half pound. 

GLO A: ( lauchs) O. K. (She t\.\rns to go) Fix yo\lr coronl 

an<l put oll tho ouear you want on it. I won1t 

wutch. O.K., but the root of the woek {~he 

looks back at the boy) 1t can rot your teeth. 

go e e to the 
He pours ~ry coronl 

fruit on 
Jimmy n nod:!. 

into n mixing bowl, peels a banana and lnys 

top tho CIJ reul. ll o spoons sugar into 

unothor and onoth~r. He pours a very small 

GLOHIA: 

Jii.'Q:.Y B: 

") 

four spoons, thon 

of milk on the 

Don't forget to drink your milk. 

1:0 ?.~a'am. tnl, no. (Eo !llops nnothor c'rop of 

milk on tne coreo.l ontl' .J..ises a loree spoon to 

cut tho ba.nano.. \"Jhen ho i!'I reo.dy, ho mumbles 

• 
• 

' 

I 
I 
l . I 
I 
I 
I 

~ . . 
\ 



GLO!?I 

( Jim.rn 

'-'': ':!n: /.v)7 
Oh Lord, wo truly tho.nlc for the blessings 

w~ •1·0 o.bout to r-e c e Lvo , In the nnme or 

Jeaus Christ• Amon.( (Ho snlute3 the bowl) 

As you wor~. (and gobbles the food) 

,,, 

' I 
como e lnto tl10 1<1 tclrnn. ~~ho huri wnnhud hor tocu an d 

hor ha1r. :3ho ls vrnor.tne; o filmy polgnoir. 

Boy, why don't you sit down to en t 1 

s:w I a•s mouth io tull. lht murnblea O. K. Glor1n sees the 

nonr y dry cereal.) 

And put s cme" more milk in thnt bowl. ' . 

y B hes n mouthful.) 

B: To the park. 

Dy yourself? 

CI.OR A: 

(J1nu B. 

GLOR A: 

GLO. IA: 

~~·>cv-J;#tl...,ay 
So, where aro you going today? 

B: 
, . 

Oh no. Duddy Boy - I I I J ·r uJ,,,,, 4/<( J'4c. ,., 
ri~lng at the name~uddy Boy what? 

1- ... '-·n~u~d~<~ly Doy said••• said he'd tako me to play 

bu~ketbo.11. 

.·, 
'' 

Ho's awful old to be playin~ with you, 1sn•t ho? ' ! . 

D: Yos Ma'am. He's 16. But he's nice. 

U11 huh. \'ltlll ••• (She is obviously not pleased) 

He's coming hero? 



I 
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CLOIUA: 

Jlrru11y 

front door 

sits otony 

JIMMY D: 

BUDDY noY 

- 5 

Yo s r.:u ium, (ll•) er.cc kc tho clock over- tho door) 

D1i:,ht 11ov1. (ao hur1•ion to finish his food. Glori'4 

rl~oa 11n(l t~oon lnto thu living room.) Sc. 
------.....;:::.=..JIJlillt.....L-1.~~~ 

Ju~t put your bowl in tho sink. I1ll to.lee cur-o of 

it lntor. 11.ftor nll, it•a Suturdny. (Sho sits 

~o o:;;) n nd tolcoo o c1,i;orette from a case on 

tho tnbla. She is preoooupied. The door boll 

throui.:;h tho l1v1ng room to tho 

:Bvon whon ha loapo over a amull table, his aunt 

door. ta'/~l}~'/rn• the 
II1, Buddy Boy. 

l3oy ent~rn.) 

Hey mnn. You ready? 

Buddy (Ha pulls the door wide. 

Y~D. Yenh m&n. I'm roady. Let's go. 

Wait a m Lnu t e man. Let me so.y good mornina. 

(He wolks into the room, toword the sofa.) 

Good Mornine, Gloria. Nice dny. 

GLORIA: {Ztudying h1~ fnce) Good morning, Buddy. 

nUDDY: 

GLOf:IA: 

BUDDY 13 Y: 

Nico day? 

Nico do.y. 

(edGy) ••• t'h, I'm ull roudy. 

Let me show my manners, man. Got to show nry 

mo.nnors. (He watches Gloria) 
• 

I t 
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Ji11u'1:f' 13, fin<l your corduroy pan t n , You should- 

• n•t pluy bualcotbull in~ school olothos. 
't'J • ~tl•"Tf 

(Ji uny D dL.•ietllJ!o .. n"-ud, starts towurd the lifon clo,ot 1n the hnll.) 

OLOR A: 

B Y l30Y: Yoo.h, mnn , Wo eoing to play a rough game •. Cot 

to b~ roucly for it. 

( J 11u11y U disoppel\rs down tho hnll. 
.. 

lluddy e1ta 1n chuir racing 

Gl ria.) 

rY noY: 

Bt]DDY BOYi 

O~ORIA: 

DUDDY BOY: 

Yuu•ru lookina tin~. 

'l'hunl<:s. 

I miss you. Somet1mos I don•t know wl~t I'm 

golr1g to do. 
Ona thing I don't wunt you to do 1a ever let my 

nephew know about us. 

Oh, come on. How could I •••• ? 

I don't thlnk it's a good idea for you to hanc 

out with him. You•ro too old to ••• 

Once you told mo I wns too young. Now you say 

I1mtooold. 

A lot of puople thouEht they knew ~om~thing 

about us before Jimmy B oame. Somebody might 

eny something. It would kill him. 

Olor1o, I may be y~ung, but I trn not stupid. 

Slnoo you broke it off, tho only wny I can oee 

you ia by c om l ng he r e to ta!~".l Jimnr/ P. out. I •m 

going to keep on doing it, too. And, anyway, 

I like the kid. When I have children, I want a 

... 
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son like Jimmy "R. 

(Ul in l1~~hts nnothor clc;C\rott0 D.D Jlmrny B rushes into the 

~liv ngroom, chan~od into tho corduroy pants. 

B: 

BOYi 

'LOH IA: 

!JDJN BOY: 

'l'hat's n Lc or , 

Olcny, I'rn roady. ' I 

GLOIUA: 

Olrny, lot's muke 1 t. See .you later# Gloria. 

Tulw 1 t o cny , 

You huve money, Jimmy B? 

Ho doesn't nood, 

Be home by five. ~he rise~ and walks to her 

I ,. 

•I 

bedroom as they o out 

Both younc m~n eo down th~ str~ct. Buddy walks 

hip wolk ond 

an d Pop Stor 

sma.11. 

DUDDY.BOY: 

J1 :r.:,':'£ B : 

J:\lJDDY BOY: 

JINJfo.Y B: 

l\Ui·DY BOY: 

JI!/J,lY B: 

enter. The aisles are 

I•ll trent you to an ice cream. 

It's too oarly fo?;' ice c r-eam , 

Well th~n, mnn, what you want? 

How nbout n tnilk? 

I thought ••• you ::uiid ••• Jimmy B, you don•t 

drlnk milk. 

I don.' t 11k~ 1 t in a elnss, (Ho drinks th.rouch 

a straw.) It tasteo different this way • 
• 

(Suddy 1s contly amuBed.) 

-·--------===- ~-----. 
~ 

• 



Scf J:-1<.,.. :(7,,.e.- r 
(Out91Cle th\) storu Ouddy Doy und· Jimmy B wnlk slowly.) 

• e ... 

Du~·.ny DOY: Do you evor get homos1ck, Jimmy B? 

Huh? 
I JllOU)l e e )10\l UVUl' w an t to eo back hom1)? DUDDY BOY: 

Jir.r.iY n: I ~homo. (Ho erino. ) 

BUDDY BOY: Don't you misD your friendn in the home in 

~1pp1? I moan whon thoy ~rite, don't they 

JIMMY n: Thoy u1n't novor wrote to me. Not oneo. 
• 1 

toll you ••• 

(They walk' down tho street. Th!J to.l l nnd short f1r;uroH mak e 
'l 

interesting rhythms 

Thu.Y enter a srnull :1rnrk 
' 

tnll black mun shoot for bnDkets. Buddy 

Bo greets them. J!nuny D nods toward the blo.ck man, but drops 

his hand when his eaza encounters tho whit~ man. Buddy Boy 

notices nnd pulls J1mn~ B aoidff. 

BUDDY DOY: You wunt to play baakatball? 

( Jill'Uny D nods o.!'flrmRtlvo.) 

JI:.11\1Y n: 

Thoo~ two ants got tho oourt. 

Lot'o go somewhore else. 
BUDDY BOY: 

BUDDY noY: \'!hy? 

( Jirro1ry B 1nol1nos nt s head toward the wh1 to plnyer.) 

l3UDDY BOY: You're not in Mis!l1ss1ppi now, man. I menn 

· tlr.t oat' o not tho lCu Klux Klon. (Ile le.uchs 

o.nd runs onto the court. Ho beckon a and Jimmy D · 



to Jimmy B who colloots and throws back to Buddy Boy. Buddy Doy 

throws to blnck player, who throws to white player, who throws 

to J1rrJny D. Jimmy B ca tcho s au tomo. t 1cally and throws to Buddy 

, ~. 
' 

' ·) ~, 

0 - 

rollowo :J lowly. ) 

BUDDY' DOY: (to plnyers) Hoy dud o , Try ms. 

(Tho blLJck plnyor tos~es to Duddy Boy. Ho tokes tho bt1ll and 

throws 1 t to Jlrnmy B. Jinuny n dri bb J.09 amateurishly and tr·1•)S 

to make a bus ke t , Tho white pluyer tnkos the ball and tlu•o\'/!l 

l t bu c le to Ji111111y B. J'i11u11y I3 r-e i'uuo o to ttilct:> it. nu<lcly noy ro- 

covors tho bull uncl notos thut tho oth"I"' two plnyor::J hav e also 
' 

rouli:i::od Jimmy l3't4 roluctanco nna its reason. Buddy Boy throws 

Boy. The three older ~eeex•ve and respond~.lf===============:;::::::::::: - s~, e_4 ... 1 !fA.11/t 
~udcly Boy and Jinm1y B leavo the park. Thuy are both: o.xlia.usted, 

but they lnuch with p Le n s ur-e , Tho re 1 e no doubt the. t Duddy Boy 

!eels protoctivo toward tho young6r boy. As they approach the 

edge ot the pnrk, n young man, neo.r Buddy·noy•s nee sees them 

coming and br1stlos. Ho displays hostility at seeing Duddy. 

BUDDY DOY: 

Duddy MD-n, Heyl Let me smoke w1 tcha. 

Hey, Lee. You know I don rt emok e , (Buddy Boy 

hos tensed. He nnt1c1patos trouble.) 

Aw man, bz-oak down. (Buddy Doy o.nd Jimmy B 
• 

son w1 tcha. • 

LEE: 

nro olose to him.) 

BUDDY OOY: Man 1 e a ae up. 

LE r.'. ~· Oh, sorry mun. I didn't not1oe you had your 

• 
# 
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( Jl111.11ty B looks up, trylnn to rend in words whnt ho 1!! nt,nslnc.) 

Il1ly, lJ l t br-o t ho r , toll your daddy to lny a 

c1gurt>tto on ma. 

JIMMY B: Buddy noy•s n~t my dnddy. 

But ho•s Olorin10 hunbundf (aoting innocent) 
j 

011<1 inn' t nho yDur mo tlw:r? 

JI r.1MY 13: No. 0ho•s my Aunt nncl Buddy noy•n my•••••• 

( J111v11y n boclns to not 1o 0 tho ho3t111 ty.) 

BUDDY DOY1 Lo o , mnn , k o op up thin ahit and I'll b e •••• 

I know Olorin 's your old lady man, •co.use you 

stole hor wny from me, 

BUDDY BOY: I•ll boon your nos, 

Not Buddy Boy. ~eo, ho's my friend. 

I know she like yoW'lg Jo.ck, ma.n. I know it, 

ouuoe I wos doing 1t to her a year •fore you 

LEE: 

moved he r-e , 

JLfJ.lff ( J1nuny Il hears. a nd '1·~ foroed to believe, He look• at Buddy Boy 

arnl turno his book on him, He :runa nway. He do e an 't oonsidor 

direction, He.runs. 

BUDDY DOY: (to Lue) Your ass is mine, mon. (He rac~s after 

J1rruny B. \'/h~n he gets to tha corner, Jimmy B 

(Ilud<ly Boy walks slowly up the ota1ra ~f Glori~~c;';.~{;;;n~He 

rings tho bell, Gloria optms,) 
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cr..o~:IA: (coldly) You •r•o buck oarly. 

' D:!17·Y JlOY: I am, but Jl111rny n ••••• 
cr.on:J\: J l111.111y n vrl 1(\ t? 

BtJf;;JY l.30Y: Ho l'an of s, 
GLO:GA: 

BLIDDY l~OY: r.~uy I come in? 

Gloria worr1od, opens th~ <loor 

~wy sit opposite each othor.) 

GLOHIA: 

DUDDY BOY: 

How ln the holl did it coma up? 

Lee was trying to drus me. 

Lee? <.::L .. OHIA: 

BUDDY BOY: He no.id you u3od to be his ole lndy. He's only 

fifteen. (Gloria looks at Buddy as the door 

opons slowly. Jimmy B enters. They both watch 

the boy. 'JJk oruJY . 
UDDY 'Y: Hello, Jimmy B. 

l!uy, mun. Whore you be~n? (He tries to sound 

cn s ua L, Jimmy B wa.lks down the hD.ll as 1!' he 

hn2n't h~ard a wQrd. A door slams. 

GLOTUA: 

BUD:)Y DOY: 

You botto.r go. 

I ••• uh •••• I 1d like to expl1.ln. 

Just go, Okay? I' ri to.ke car-e of 1 t. Go. 

But cnn I como back? 

GLO:UA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

cLOnIA: No way. Co, honey, go. 

(Duddy Doy lenvos slowly. As he reaches the dbor, his shouldera 

rise 1n the ~ame antason1st1c position that Lee hD.d earlier.) 

• 
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GLORIA: Jinuny B. {hurdor voice) Jimmy B. (no answer) 

Jim;ny n. Get out hor-e , And NOW. And I mean it. - 
motions 4 seat to him. He tolctjs 1 t.) 

Jimmy 13 comes slowly into the 11v1ngroom. Gloria. 

GLOIUA: 
,• 

,I tc) btjtto1· tulk to y ou , You honrd some th.tngs 

toduy oncl y our' foelinc3 nru hurt. (lle shrueo.) 

I know your !'eollngs nre hurt. But let me tell . I 

you oomothlng. Protty soon you'll be a mnn. 

And (',en now you know scmo tiu Lng about bo~.ng 

lonely. Your mommA and poppa died. You were 

1 \} in an orphnn home , And you remember what you \) r felt? Nobody close? Nobody to undorntand? 

n buddy ••• n fr1end ••• a pal. Do you understand, 

Jimmy B? (Her voice has thickened with tears.) 

JI?.!MY B: (rises) Yes. 

GLOHIA: 

We , Jimmy B, a person dc e sn t t have to be a 

little boy to feel like an orphan. I have needed 

somobody to hold my hand too. To lnugh with mo. 

GLORIA: 

To mak~ me laugh. You ~~me ond my life is fuller 
' .) 

and runnier and ther~ 's something to look !'orv:ard 

to beside shopping, working and paying the ront. 
I• 

'• ' 
But once, I wa.s so lonely •••• I needed, ... I wanted 

' . 
'. 

I'm a good Aunt, aren't I? Aren't I? 

Ye"B. 

Ia ther~ anything •••• nnything you want? 

I• ' ... 

\ 
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Yo~. Don't cnll me Ji'Mly n. My nnmo is 

Jimmy. (l!o wnlko to tho h11ll errer-anc e , ) 

I'm not goinr; to be anybody's "B" anymor-o , 

Juot Jimmy. (He goos out the door and closes 

1 t , q u 1 o t ly • ) 

TllF; END 

• 

• 



ALL DAY LONG 

SCREEN PLAY by MAYA ANGELOU 

A well appointed apartment in a predominately Black 

neighborhood. 

CHARACTERS: 

Jimmy B. 10 year old boy, shy, slow 

to speak, but whose mind moves 

at a fast rhythm. 

Gloria Jimmy B's aunt, attractive woman, 

31. 

Buddy Boy - A knowing 16 year old. Friend 

of Jimmy B1s. 

Lee 16 year old boy. 

(, 

#nAJ m~··1 
(c:mera on dancing feet. Travels up the body of Jimmy B, in 

pajamas. Folds bed clothes from the sofa where he has slept. 

He is happy. He double times, mugs, marches around the sofa. 

Behind sofa he examines his finished job. Salutes sofa. 

JIMJ'JfY B As you were sofa. At ease. 

He grins and( goes to. the bathroom.rbrushes his teeth snd 



Yes Ma'am. 

2 

the action tickles him. His excitement grows. He puts the 

brush away and snaps to attention. He salutes himself. 

JIMMY B : As you 

He laughs. ~a ",)half 

were Colonel Jimmy B. At ease. 

run he goes into the kitchen. He opens 

the refrigerator door and nearly disappears inside. 

~);Gloria opens her bedroom door. She listens for a second, then 

calls. 

GLORIA: Jimmy B, Jimmy B. I know you washed your hands 

S' 
~Mi'vlY B: (his voice lost in the fridge) 

before you opened that door. 

Gloria appears at the kitchen door. She is wearing a white, 

low cut night gown. She is sexy and unconscious of it. She 

smiles indulgently. 

GLORIA: Maybe I lost a nephew. Jimmy B? (She pretends 

she doesn't see his back side. Jimmy B closes 

the door and turns sheepishly.) 

JIMMY B: No Ma t am, 

GLORIA: About ready for breakfast? 

JI.[MY B: Yes Ma' am. 

JIMMY B: 

Want me to fix you some eggs and grits? 

No Ma'am - I mean thank you Ma'am, but I111 ••• 

GLORIA: 

GLORIA: Jimmy B. Stop that Ma'am. First I'm not 

that old. And second, you're not in chitling 

switch any more •. You don't have to say 11Ma1am11 
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and nsir" all the time. You can show your 

respect with a simple "Yes, thank you" and 

"No , thank you. it 

Yes M-- uh, yes. 

{She goes to the refrigerator and takes out orange 

juice.) I think you like Saturdays better than any 

other day. (She pours a glass of juice and 

continues to talk between gulps.) Becauso you 

fix your own cereal and probably put a half 

pound of sugar on it. Don't you? 

JIMMY B: (Still standing by refrigerator. He is nervous, but 

JIMMY B: 

GLORI~: 

not afraid) No M-. I mean no. (He smiles.) 

I mean not a half pound. 

GLORIA: (laughs) O.K. {She turns to go) Fix your cereal 

and put all the sugar you want on it. I won 1 t 

watch. O.K., but the rest of the week (she 

looks back at the boy) it can rot your teeth. 

Jimmy B nods. Gloria goes to the bathroom. He pours dry cereal 

into a mixing bowl, peels a banana and lays the whole fruit on 

top the cereal. He spoons sugar into the bowl, four spoons, then 

another and another. He pours a very small amount of milk on the 

sugar. 

GLORIA: Don't forget to drink your milk. 

No Ma' am. Uh, no. (He slops another drop of 

milk on the cereal and uses a large spoon to 

cut the banana. 'When he is ready, he mumbles 

JIM.'.Y B: 
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a blessing. 

JIMMY B: Oh Lord, we truly thank for the blessings 

we're about to receive. In the name of 

t flia 
combed 

Jesus Christ. Amen. (He salutes the bowl) 
1 h As you were. (and gobbles the food) 

comes into the kitchen. She has washed her face and 

her hair. She is we ar Lng a filmy peignoir. 

GLORIA: Boy, why don't you sit down to eatZ 

J,;.._. -, ~~ ~ 
(Jimmy Bfs mouth is full. He mumbles O.K. Gloria sees the 

nearly dry cereal.) 

GLORIA: And put some more milk in that bowl. 

(Jimmy B. complies.) 

GLORIA: So, where are you going today? 

(Jimmy B finishes a mouthful.) 

JI lil1v1Y B : To the park. 

GLORIA: By yourself? 

JIMMY B: Oh no. Buddy Boy - 

GLORIA: (half rising at the name) Buddy Boy what? 

JIMMY B: Buddy Boy said ••• said he1d take me to play 

basketball. 

GLORIA: He's awful old to be playing with you, Lsn.r t he? 

JIMMY B: Yes Ma'am. He's 16. But he's nice. 

GLORIA: Uh huh. Well • • • (She is obviously not pleased) 

He's coming here? 
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JIMMY B: Yes Ma1am. (He checks the clock over the door) 

Right now. (He hurries to finish his food. Gloria 

rises and goes into the Jiving ro omv ) 

GLORIA: Just put your bowl in the sink. I111 take care of 

it later. After all, it's Saturday. (She sits 

on the sofa and takes a cigarette from a case on 

the table. She is preoccupied. The door bell 

rings:. 

~ 
Jimmy B races from the kitchen through the living room to the 

front door. Even when he leaps over a small table, his aunt 

sits stony-faced. He opens the door. 

JIMMY B: Hi, Buddy Boy. (He pulls the door wide. Buddy 

Boy enters.) 

BUDDY BOY: Hey man. You ready? 

JIMMY B: Yes. Yeah man. I'm ready. Letts go. 

-BOODY BOY melts ac!'oss th~ room and !HHHI Gle1ia;- 

BUDDY BOY: Wait a minute man. Let- me say good morning.it i": 
(He walks into the room, toward the sofa.) 

Good 1i1orning, Gloria. Nice day. 

GLORIA: (Studying his face) Good morning, Buddy. 

BUDDY: Nice day? 

GLORIA: Nice day. 

JIMMY: B: (edgy) ••• Uh, I rm all ready. 

BUDDY BOY: Let me show my manners, man. Got to show my 

manners. (He watches Gloria) 



Jimmy B, find your corduroy pants. You should 

n't play basketball in your school clothes. 

(Jimmy B disappointed, starts toward the linen closet in the hall.) 

to be ready for it. 

(Jimmy B disappears down the hall. Buddy sits in chair facing 

Gloria.) 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 
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Yeah, man. We going to play a rough game. Got 

You're looking fine. 

Thanks. 

I miss you. Sometimes I don rt know what I'm 

going to do. 

One thing I don't want you to do is ever let my 

nephew know about us. 

Oh, come on. How could I .••• ? 

I don't think it's a good idea for you to hang 

out with him. You're too old to ••• 

Once you told me I was too young. Now you say 

I trn too old. 

A lot of people thought they knew something 

about us before Jimmy B came. Somebody might 

say something. It would kill him. 

Gloria, I may be young, but I'm not stupid. 

Since you broke it off, the only way I can see 

you is by coming here to take Jimmy Bout. I'm 

going to keep on doing it, too. And, anyway, 

I like the kid. When I have children, I want a 



son like Jimmy B. 

(Gloria lights another cigarette as Jimmy Brushes into the 

livingroom, changed into the corduroy pants. 

men go down the street. Buddy walks with an elegant 

hip walk and Jimmy tries to imitate it~e; arrive at a Mom 

and Pop Store. They enter. The aisles are narrow, the store 

(Buddy is gently amused.) 

GLORIA: 

JIMMY B: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

JIMMY B: 

GLORIA: 

~young 

small. 

{UDDY,BOY: 

JIMMY B: 

BUDDY BOY: 

JIMMY B: 

BUI.DY BOY: 

JIMMY B: 
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That1s nicer. 

Okay, I'm ready. 

Okay, let's make it. See you later, Gloria. 

Take it easy. 

You have money, Jimmy B? 

He doesn't need. 

Yes, Ma'am. 

Be home by five. (She rises and walks to her 

bedroom as they go out the door.) 

I'll treat you to an ice cream. 

It's too early for ice cream. 

Well then, man, what you want? 

How about a milk? 

I thought ••• you said ••• Jimmy B, you don•t 

drink milk. 

I don•t like it in a glass. (He drinks through 

a straw.) It tastes different this way. 



~~~tside the 
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store Buddy Boy and Jimmy B walk slowly.) 

BU:CDY BOY: Do you ever get homesick, Jimmy B? 

JIMMY B: Huh? 

BUDDY BOY: I mean do you ever want to go back home? 

JIMMY B: I am home. (He grins.) 

BUDDY BOY: Don't you miss your friends in the home in 

sippi? I mean when they write, don't they 

tell you ••• 

JIMMY B: They ain't never wrote to me. Not once. 

~hey walk down the street. The tall and short figures make 

W) interesting rhythms. Buddy guides Jimmy B to a baseball court. 

~~They enter a small park and head to the court. A white man and 

tall black man shoot for baskets. Buddy Boy lmows them both. 

He greets them. Jimmy B nods toward the black man, but drops 

his head when his gaze encounters the white man. Buddy Boy 

notices and pulls Jimmy B aside. 

BUDDY BOY: You want to play basketball? 

(Jimmy B nods affirmative.) 

BUDDY BOY: These two cats got the court. 

JIMMY B: Let's go somewhere else. 

BUDDY BOY: Why? 

(Jimmy B inclines his head toward the white player.) 

BUDDY BOY: You're not in Mississippi now, man. I mean 

that cat's not the Ku Klux Klan. (He laughs 

and runs onto the court. He beckons and Jimmy B 
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follows slowly.) 

BUDDY BOY: (to players) Hey dude. Try me. 

(The black player tosses to Buddy Boy. He takes the ball and 

throws it to Jimmy B. Jimmy B dribbles amateurishly and ~ries 

to make a basket. The white player takes the ball and throws 

it back to Jimmy B. Jimmy B refuses to take it. Buddy Boy re- 

covers the ball and notes that the other two players have also 

realized Ji:rmny B's reluctance and its reason. Buddy Boy throws 

to Jinnny B who collects and throws back to Buddy Boy. Buddy Boy 

throws to black player, who throws to white player, who throws 

to Jinnny B. Jinnny B catches automatically and throws to Buddy 

Boy. The three older men observe and respond. 

f( 
~~,,/J;uddy Boy and Jimmy B leave the park. They are both exhausted, 

but they laugh with pleasure. There is no doubt that Buddy Boy 

feels protective toward the younger boy. As they approach the 

edge of the park, a young man, near Buddy Boy's age sees them 

coming and bristles. He displays hostility at seeing Buddy. 

Buddy Man, Hey! Let me smoke witcha. 

are close to him.) 

BUDDY BOY: Hey, Lee. You know I don't smoke. (Buddy Boy 

has tensed. He anticipates trouble.) 

LEE: Aw man, break down. (Buddy Boy and Jimmy B 

BUDDY BOY: 

LEE: 

Man, ease up. 

Oh, sorry man. I didn't notice you had your 

son witcha. 



slowly up the stairs of Gloria's apartment. 

Gloria opens.) 

He 
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(Jimmy B looks up, trying to read in words what he is sensing.) 

LEE: Hey, lil' brother, tell your daddy to lay a 

cigarette on me. 

JIMMY B: Buddy Boy's not my dadd~. 

LEE: But he's Gloria's husband, (acting innocent) 

and isn't she your mother? 

JIMMY B: No. She's my Aunt and Buddy Boy's my •••••• 

(Jimmy B begins to notice the hostility.) 

BUDDY BOY: 

LEE: 

Lee, man, keep up this shit and I•ll be•••• 

I know Gloria's your old lady man, 'cause you 

stole her way from me. 

BUDDY BOY: I'll be on your ass. 

JIMMY B: 

LEE: 

Not Buddy Boy. See, he's my friend. 

I know she like young jack, man. I know it. 

cause I was doing it to her a year 'fore you 

moved here. 

B hears and is forced to believe. He looks at Buddy Boy 

and turns his back on him.~ runs away. He doesn't consider 

direction. He runs. 

BUDDY BOY: (to Lee) Your ass is mine, man. (He races after 

Jimmy B. V'/hen he gets to the corner, Jimmy B 

~:uddy Boy walks 

rings the be 11. 

has disappeared •. 



BUDDY BOY: .e ran off. 
/ 

GLORIA: ,,,/ lflher-~ Why? 

BUDDY...- BOY: :.1ay I come in? 
.> ~- 

(Gloria worried, opens the door wide. Buddy Boy enters.) 

they sit opposite each other.) 

(Buddy Boy leaves slowly. As he reaches the door, his shoulders 

rise in the same antagonistic position that Lee had earlier.) 

1@ 
~RIA: (coldly) 

BUDD BOY: 

GLORIA: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 

BUDDY BOY: 

GLORIA: 
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You're back 

I am, but _Jiron;; 

Jimmy/B./ what? 
/ 

~arly. 

B. • . • • 

How in the hell did it come up? 

Lee was trying to drag me. 

Lee? 

He said ·you us e d to be his ole lady. Hers only 

fifteen. (Gloria looks at Buddy as the door 

opens slowly. Jimmy B enters. They both watch 

the boy. 

Hello, Jimmy B. 

Hey, man. Where you been? (He tries to sound 

casual. Jinnny B walks down the hall as if he 

hasn't heard a word. A door slams.X 

You better go. 

I ••• uh •••• I'd like to explain. 

Just go, Okay? I'll take care of it. Go. 

But can I come back? 

No way. Go, honey, go. 
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GLORIA: Jimmy B. (harder voice) Jinnny B. (no answer) 

Jimmy B. Get out here. And NOW. And I mean it. 

'4:ft- SOQ£ epe~s. Jimmy B comes slowly into the livingroom. Gloria 

GLORIA: I'd better talk to you. You heard some things 

today and your feelings are hurt. (He shrugs.) 

I know your feelings are hurt. But let me tell 

you something. Pretty soon you'll be a man. 

And even now you know something about being 

lonely. Your momma and poppa died. You were 

in an orphan home. And you remember what you 

felt? Nobody close? Nobody to understand? 

Well, Jimmy B, a person doesn't have to be a 

little boy to feel like an orphan. I have needed 

somebody to hold my hand too. To laugh with me. 

To make me laugh. You came and my life is fuller 

and funnier and there's something to look forward 

to beside shopping, working and paying the rent. 

But once, I was so lonely •••• I needed •••• I wanted 

a buddy ••• a friend ••• a pal. Do you understand, 

Jimmy B? (Her voice has thickened with tears.) - 
JIMMY B: (r-Lse s ): Yes. 

GLORIA: I'm a good Aunt, aren't I? Aren't I? 

JIMI/IY B: Ye·s. 

GLORIA: Is there anything •••• anything you want? 
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JIMMY B: Yes. Don•t call me Jimmy B. My name is 

Jimmy. (He walks to the hall entrance.) 

I'm not going to be anybody's ttB'1 anymore. 

Just Jimmy. (He goes out the door and closes 

it, quietly.) 

THE END 


