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Narrator 1

Narrator 1:
This morning a strange-looking bus pulled up at my stop.  It didn’t look anything like my usual bus, but it was on time and I didn’t want to be late for school, so I decided to take it.  The door opened and a voice called out.

The Voice:
Step on up, young lady.

Marcie:
Hmm…I’ll ask the driver which bus this is?

Narrator 2:
But the driver was not in his seat.  I paid my fair and looked around for him.  There were lots of passengers, but their faces weren’t familiar.  I started to ask one of them if I was on the right bus, but before I could, the door closed and the bus pulled away from the curb—with no one in the driver’s seat!  The sudden start sent me reeling down the aisle and I landed in a seat, holding on for dear life.  None of the other passengers seemed to notice anything was wrong.

Marcie:
Stop this bus and let me off!  I want a bus with a driver!

The Voice:
Please don’t take that seat, Marcie.

Marcie:
How do you know my name?  Which one of you is speaking?

Narrator 1:
But the passengers were talking among themselves, reading, or just staring out the window.

The Voice:
This is a special bus, Marcie, and you are sitting in a special seat reserved for a very special person.

Passengers:
Amen!  Amen!

Marcie:
What bus is this?

The Voice:
This used to be the Cleveland Avenue bus, but now it’s the Rosa Parks bus.  She is the patron saint of the Civil Rights movement.  One day a year we reserve that seat in her name.  Take another seat and I will tell you all about her.

Narrator 2:
Now the voice seemed to be coming from the bus itself.  I could hardly believe it – I was on a talking bus!  Trembling with fear but curious as I could be, I took a seat across the aisle and settled down to hear this remarkable story….

Narrator 3:
Rosa McCauley, the first child of James and Leona McCauley, was born on February 4, 1913, in Tuskeegee, Alabama.  When Rosa was two years old her father, a skilled carpenter and house builder, left the family and went up North looking for work.  Her mother took Rosa and Sylvester, her baby brother, to live on their grandfather’s small farm in Pine Level, Alabama.  They worked hard there, raising chickens, calves, vegetables, nuts, and fruit.  Rosa helped her grandfather clear weeds and tend the crops.  The family also picked cotton in neighboring fields.

Narrator 1:
From Rosa’s Earliest childhood she could remember scary nights when the Ku Klux Klan, a band of hateful white men dressed in white hooded robes, would ride past their farm shooting off rifles to frighten the black people.  Rosa knew that the Klan had burned churches and beaten, tortured, and lynched many black people.  There were times when Rosa’s family slept in their clothes so they could run if the Klan decided to burn their house down in the middle of the night.

Narrator 2:
Rosa’s Grandfather Sylvester was an outspoken old man who made it known that he had a loaded shotgun and was not afraid to use it to defend his home and family.  He instilled a sense of pride in his children and grandchildren, and in Rosa most of all.  Rosa was a nice little girl who loved praise, but hated the disrespectful way whites treated black people.

Narrator 3:
One day a white boy threatened to punch her, and Rosa picked up a rock and threatened to hit him back if he did.  This made her grandmother very afraid, because she knew something like that might get Rosa lynched one day.

Narrator 1:
When Rosa was six years old, she went to school.  Her school had fifty to sixty children in one room and only one teacher.  In Pine Level, Alabama, school for black children only went up to the sixth grade, and it was open only five months out of the year, while school for white children went through the twelfth grade and was open for nine months.  The white children could take a bus to school while the black children often had to walk a long way.  However, Rosa’s mother Leona, had plans for Rosa’s education.  Leona was a teacher in a one-room school in the village of Spring Hill.  To teach there she had to travel a long distance and then be away from her children all week.  But she saved up so Rosa could further her education.

Narrator 2:
When Rosa was eleven, she went to Miss White’s School for Girls in Montgomery, Alabama.  Several years later Rosa went on to high school at Alabama State Teacher’s College for Negroes.  She had to drop out of school when first her grandmother and then her mother became ill.  Rosa’s mother got well but her grandmother later died.

Narrator 3:
After Leona recovered, Rosa went back to school and got her high school diploma, but it would be a few years before Rosa could find a job using her typing and writing skills.  So she took in sewing and did alterations at the Montgomery Fair department store.

Narrator 1:
One day on the way home from work the bus driver told Rosa to get off and enter at the back of the bus after she had paid her fare.  Then he drove off, leaving her in the street.  This was common practice then.  It is no wonder that black people would often walk a mile or more to and from work rather than ride the segregated buses.

Narrator 2:
The buses were the worst form of segregation because black people could only sit in the back of the bus.  If there were no whites in the middle section blacks could sit there, but only if no white people were left standing.  Black people couldn’t sit in the same row with whites, even if there was an empty seat in that row.

Narrator 3:
It was during those times I got to know and love Rosa Parks.  She was a great lady with quiet dignity despite all the cruelty she faced because of the color of her skin.

Narrator 1:
But then something good happened – Rosa married a very nice man named Raymond Parks.  Parks, as she called him, was a black man like Grandfather Sylvester – he demanded to be treated with respect.  Parks was light-skinned and had grown up in an all-white neighborhood.  Although he looked like a white person, he was not allowed to go to the white school, and the nearest black school was too far away.  So he had been taught to read and write by his mother.  Despite the fact that he had very little formal education, Parks was well spoken and well read on the important issues affecting his people.  It was Parks who encouraged Rosa to return to school and to graduate.

Narrator 2:
Raymond Parks, a barber by trade, had been a longtime member of the NAACP, the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People.  Mrs. Parks soon became a member too.  In no time she was appointed secretary of the Montgomery branch and could use her education to help her people.  She also served as a youth leader and organized a city-wide youth conference.

