Camelot
Kennedy loved the musical, Camelot.
Camelot, a mythical kingdom,
Where people are forced to make irreversible decisions.
Where men never leave.
Where the land is filled with undying devotion
And eternal love.
That’s what Kennedy offered us.
He offered hope.
He offered dreams,
And, of course, a happy ending

I don’t know what to say, actually. I got up around ten this morning, went
out to get a paper, looked in the obituaries, and chose a funeral to attend.
It was the funeral of a Mr. William Smith. The second I stepped into the
sanctuary…I saw him. It was…Bill. I never connected the name Bill with the
name William. Silly of me, I know, but I just never did. The reason I was
stood up last night… The reason that I hadn’t heard from Bill…was that he
died. He died two days ago. It was a heart attack. Well…I, for one, am glad
I broke my promise to Bill. If I had stopped going to funerals, I would have
never known. I would have never known that Bill died. I would have never
had the chance to say goodbye. There was a frail woman sitting in a
wheelchair on the front row. I could only assume it was Bill’s mother.
I’m sure Bill would agree. The time was finally right…to meet her.

By James Blaylock

The JFK Poems

Mourning Love

This collection of historical poems serves as a tribute to the legacy
of John F. Kennedy. The drama mask icons are simply visible to
show the performer where to turn his/her pages in the manuscript.
Whether performed by a male or female, these poems should be
performed with 100% honesty. The key to the performance of these
poems lays in the performer’s ability to visual the events as they
happen. The performer should think of himself/herself as an actual
witness those fateful days in November 1963. Actually see the
limousine turn the corner. See Jackie hold his head. See the
limousine speed past. See Jackie walk the streets of Pennsylvania
Avenue. See little John-John salute his father’s coffin. See the
planes overhead at Arlington National Cemetery. See the lone
bugler. Think of yourself as an actual witness. Create the
environment for the audience. When the performer sees the events
happening, the audience will come closer to believing you were,
indeed, there at the time. Remember, these are important moments
in America’s history. Perform them with respect, and the audience
should truly be moved.

Ok, I’m confused. This is the first time Bill has stood me up. He didn’t even
call me. I will forgive him, of course. I just hope everything is all right with
his mother. Oh well, you know what they say about absence. It makes the
heart grow fonder. And I was really looking forward to our date tonight too,
because tomorrow I’m off work. I thought, great, I won’t have to worry
about how late we stay out, and I can sleep in until I feel like getting up in
the morning. Oh, it’s all for the best I’m sure. I did finish that Judith Krantz
romance I’d been reading. She can really get into it, can’t she?

By Celeste LeBeaux

NOTES

I have met Bill twice a week for the past two months. On our third date… of
course it was the third date…Bill asked me for a favor. He wants me to stop
going to funerals. He said there is too much living to do…to spend my time
going to funerals of people I hadn’t even met. He made me promise that I
would stop. I told him, “Okay. From now on, I will only go to funerals of
people that I know.” Okay…I lied to him, but only because I think he has
been lying to me as well! Come on, I mean, what would you think? We only
see each other twice a week. I’m not allowed to call him. He can call me, but
I’m not allowed to call him. Oh, and when we do see each other, it always
seems to be in a dark, secluded place. Come on, I may not be the brightest
bulb on the Christmas tree, but I can see the ornaments around me. Oh, you
know what I mean! He’s probably seeing other women, or worse…he’s
married. I’ve asked him. Oh, yeah! I came right out and asked him! And do
you know what he told me? He said the reason he only sees me twice a
week…is because when he’s not working or seeing me…he spends all of his
free time with his mother… who, according to him, is very ill. And the
reason we only go to dark, secluded places… is because he always let’s me
choose what we do on our dates…and I always pick a movie to see…or a
dimly lit restaurant. So I asked him about going with him to visit his
mother… He said that she doesn’t feel well enough to have visitors…but that
I could see her when the time is right. Don’t you just hate it when someone
has all the correct answers?

By Celeste LeBeaux

Mourning Love

Like anxious children on Christmas morning,
The streets of Dallas are filled with anticipation.
Cheering onlookers,
Who sacrificed their lunch hour,
Await the arrival of our beloved President.
The open-air limousine turns onto Elm Street.
President Kennedy smiles from the backseat,
While Jackie, sitting beside him,
Adorned in her trademark, pink, pillbox hat,
Waves to the friendly crowd.

Suddenly, three gunshots shatter the air,
And the street erupts in chaos.
President Kennedy is shot.
Shot in the neck.
Shot in the head.
As if in slow motion,
President Kennedy’s body
Slides down the backseat of the limo.
As if by instinct,
Jackie cradles her husband’s head
Into her lap.
The limousine races to Parkland Hospital.
Thirty minutes later, we hear the news.
President Kennedy is dead.
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I met Bill, that’s his name, at a restaurant, along with about a dozen of Mr.
Watkins’ protégés. What a teacher he must have been! Everyone took turns
telling his or her favorite Mr. Watkins’ memory, and then everyone
just…stared at me. Okay, so what if I told Bill about my secret pastime…
there was no way I was telling this group of strangers about how I spend my
days off. I was, however, aware that I had to say something. So…I looked at
all of them, and then said as confidently as I could, “Tuesdays With
Morrie…Hello!” Everyone just sort of nodded. Then it was time to pay the
bill, let’s-don’t-wait-until-someone-dies-to-do-this-again, and Bill and I were
standing on the sidewalk outside the restaurant…alone.

November 22, 1963

By James Blaylock

days off. It’s what I do. It’s who I am. Okay?” Now, he is the one not
knowing what to say. But like all men, he finds something to say quickly.
And like all wallflowers who watch way too many movies, he says the
perfect line, “Mr. Watkins… would have really liked you.” Well, it seems
that a group of Mr. Watkins’ students were getting together for a little
reunion of sorts, and would I like to go? Having no “chalkboards” to
clean…I said, “Fine.”

