
Dash Point

By George Savage Sr.
CAST
(In order of appearance)

Margaret Jefferson

Mother (Mrs. Miller)

Charles B. Miller

Jorgenson

Charles B. Miller Jr.

Matthew Jefferson

Kathryn Fields

Phillip Windsor

Fancy Jones

TIME

The afternoon and evening of July 3, and morning of July 4, 1933

PLACE

The glass-enclosed Porch of a Summer Cottage on Dash Point, a rocky Beach on Puget Sound, near Tacoma, Washington

ACTION

Act One:
Scene 1:    Five o'clock, Wednesday afternoon

Act Two:
Scene 1:    A few moments later



Scene 2:    Later the same evening



Scene 3:    Six o'clock, the next morning

Act Two:
Scene 1:    A few moments later



Scene 2:    An hour later

SET

The entire action of the play of the play takes place on a large, glass-enclosed Porch, added to the front of a rambling one-story Beach House.  The front of the House is relieved by a door C with a trimmed window on each side.  In the corner are two shelves filled with a variety of seashells, star fish, agates, and coral.  Pictures of bridges, dams, and paving operations are on the wall.


In the wall R is a glass door to the Beach.  U from the door are three shovels, three buckets, and three pair of hip boots.  D from the door R is a hall tree with three fishermen's Sou'westers and three yellow oilskin raincoats.  D from the hall tree is a low, two-door cabinet.  A pair of binoculars is on the cabinet.


A large, colorful Porch Swing occupies a portion of the room L of the door on the R wall.  Suspended between two solid steel triangles, the Swing is long, wide, and comfortable.  A fringed canopy is over the top.


In the wall L is a similar glass door which leads to the other side of the Point and to other Beach houses.  A shotgun on a gun rack is over the door L.


Between the door L and the back wall is a brightly covered davenport that can be made into a bed.  Pillows of various shapes and colors are on the davenport.  Over the back is a large afghan.  A waste basket is on one side.


To the R of the door L are a wicker table and three wicker chairs.  A bowl of oranges and apples is on the table.  Pulp paper Westerns and newspapers are scattered around the bowl.  A picture album is among the magazines.  Crocheting is on the table.  R of the door into the house is a liquor cabinet.  Below the cabinet is an icebox.  The floor is covered with large rag rugs.  The room is bright, comfortable, cluttered.  Everything is the best that money can buy.


Wind chimes--rectangular pieces of decorated glass--hang over the doors R and L.  When the Porch doors open, the wind chimes tinkle loudly because the wind always blows on Puget Sound.


During the daylight hours, every time the Porch doors open, the room is filled with the noise of men, women, children, dogs, victrolas, outboard motors, whistles, firecrackers exploding, and mothers calling.  At night, the open doors admit the sounds of the wind around the edge of the Porch, waves breaking along the rocky Beach, birds crying out, the diesel engine of a tug boat thumping in the distance.

ACT ONE

Scene 1

Time:  Five o'clock, Wednesday afternoon, July 3, 1933.

At Rise:  Mother, an elegantly-dressed woman in HER fifties, stands looking out the open door R of the Porch.  Mother is delighted by what SHE sees and hears.

Sound:    Children playing, dogs barking, mothers calling, portable victrolas playing.  Gradually one victrola drowns out the other sounds:

"The moon belongs to everyone,

The best things in life are free;

The stars belong to everyone.

They gleam there for you and me.

The flowers in Spring..."

Suddenly several firecrackers explode.  the victrola stops.



Woman's Voice (off)

Watch what you're doing.  Give me those firecrackers.

(Shrieking)

Come back here!

(Margaret, in HER natural state of harassed confusion, enters hurriedly from the House.  Margaret is warm-hearted, eternally worried, and very appealing.  SHE wears a gold pencil that snaps in and out of attachment on HER dress.  SHE refers constantly to a large, tooled leather notebook that SHE clutches possessively.   SOUND:   The victrola starts again.   "It was a lucky April shower It was a most convenient door I found a million dollar baby In a five and ten cent store."   Margaret crosses to Mother and firmly closes the door.  The beach sounds are cut off)



Margaret

Mother.

(Mother starts to open the door again but Margaret stands between Mother and the door.)



Margaret (Cont'd)
Mother.  Please.  Listen to me.

(Snapping pencil in and out of attachment)

You really, really must.



Mother

There's nothing like children on the Beach on the third of July.

(Mother crosses to wicker table L and looks out over the Beach.  Since the Porch is glass-enclosed, She can see in three directions, although the sound is cut off when the outside doors R and L are closed)



Margaret

Look at me.  Mother.  You're not paying attention.



Mother

Yes, Margaret.



Margaret

Call off the House Party.  When Phillip drives up, Charles could get in the car instead of the girls getting out.  Then they could all drive off.  That way, the girls wouldn't know whether they were coming or going.



Mother

Why do a thing like that?



Margaret

Because you haven't told Father about the Party.



Mother

I tried to reach Father.



Margaret

But you didn't.



Mother

I couldn't find him anywhere.



Margaret

You should have waited.



Mother

Then Charles wouldn't have had time to find the girls.



Margaret

Father won't allow the Party.  He'll send them all away.  Charles is so sensitive.  He always was getting his feelings hurt over nothing.  But when he has something to be sensitive about...when a father drives a son from the family doorstep...



Mother

A Party will be nice.



Margaret

But not at at time like this.  Father thinks we should all be in mourning.



Mother

The Beach lives again, Margaret.  Children throwing stale bread to the seagulls.  Mothers pulling the little ones out of the water.  Kids skipping rocks.  Young couples diappearing toward the Sandy Beach.  Men collecting fresh bark for bonfires.  And firecrackers that can't wait until tomorrow.



Margaret

Strangers putting down blankets.  They're spreading blankets on Father's Beach.



Mother

Let them.



Margaret

The people from the Hill have no right out there.  It's private property.



Mother

So the signs say.



Margaret

But it is private property.  They know that.



Mother

Of course.



Margaret

What will Father do when he gets home?



Mother

What he always does.  Drive them off.



Margaret

But there are so many this year.



Mother

All the better.  Father will spend more time in the open air.



Margaret

Every time I go to the store, I have to face neighbors that Father's driven off the Beach.



Mother

People rather like it.



Margaret

How could they?



Mother

Mrs. Lazarevich told Mrs. Yanagamachi that, until this summer, getting kicked off the Point was about the only excitement there was.



Margaret

Poor Father.  First the Swedes, then the Finns, the Norwegians, the Poles, the Italians, and the Croatian.  And now, all of a sudden, a Japanese grocer.



Mother

Mr. Yanagamachi thinks Babe Ruth's slipping in spite of all the Wheaties he eats.



Margaret

Mother.  Be serious.  What can we do about these trespassers...

(Brightening)

We could ask Charles to send them away.



Mother

Your brother believes that the Beach should be open to the public.  You've heard him say it.



Margaret

But I never thought Charles meant it.



Mother

He said it once in front of Father.



Margaret

Then Charles really means it.

(Sadly)

He had so much promise as a child.  I wonder where he got off on the wrong foot.

(Worried)

What if Charles started talking like that in front of girls?

(Snapping notebook open and shut)

What can we do, Mother?



Mother

(Crossing R)

We'll enjoy ourselves until Father comes home.

(Mother opens door R to the Beach.   
SOUND: Victrola.  
"Every morning,
  every evening,
Ain't we got fun?
  Time are bum and getting..."

 Margaret crosses to Mother and closes the door)



Margaret

Things aren't settled, Mother.



Mother

But they are.

(Indicating Swing)

Charles will sleep here.

(Indicating Davenport)

Phillip, there.  The girls will have the guest cottage.



Margaret

Charles's clothes are everywhere.  Hadn't I better clean out at least one closet?



Mother

That's what Charles is trying to do now.  Thank goodness Matthew took in a turkey, a ham and all those string beans at the gas station.  There'll be plenty of food.  And we have that salmon from yesterday.



Margaret

Father will be suspicious.



Mother

I know.



Margaret

He'll figure out where the food came from.



Mother

Of course.



Margaret

Father gets so angry when Matthew takes in produce.



Mother

That's right.  Even if the station does belong to you and Matthew.



Margaret

Father didn't mind when Matthew accepted stamped shingles, and I.O.U.s on butcher's paper.  They acknowledged a debt.  But lately Matthew's been accepting all sorts of things.  Even ships in bottles.  Father will call that Communism.  And the worst is yet to come.  Father will find out customers are paying cash and he'll accuse Matthew of selling out to the Democrats.



Mother

What Father doesn't know won't hurt him.  He can just go on thinking we're good managers.



Margaret

But he still hasn't heard about the House Party.



Mother

Not about the girls.  That's true.



Margaret

Father should have a quiet time over the weekend.  We shouldn't make it worse than it is now.  Father might go into a coma.



Mother

Orange juice always brings him back.

Margaret

He could go into such a shock that orange juice wouldn't be enough.  Dr. Anderson always says that a diabetic's emotions should stay on an even keel.



Mother

Father's have.  Ever since March 4th, his emotional balance has been the same--cold fury.



Margaret

We thought Father reached an absolute maximum the day that man moved into the White House.  But now there's even more.  A House Party.  With girls.

(Looking L, startled)

What'll we do?  Father just drove into the garage.



Mother

Father will eat at his regular time.  You and I will wait for the guests.



Margaret

Father can't eat at six o'clock.  That's when the Fireside Chat goes on.



Mother

Father won't change the time he eats and that man won't change the time of his program.



Margaret

We can't leave Father alone in the same room with that voice.  Father won't touch a thing.  And if he doesn't eat, he'll go into a coma.



Mother

It's all the fault of that nosey Mr. Edison.  He should have kept it to himself.



Margaret

What?



Mother

Electricity.



Margaret

Benjamin Franklin discovered electricity.  Edison discovered the telephone.



Mother

That's even worse...When we move Monday, I'd like to go back to a place where there's no electricity.  To the very bottom...The top or the bottom.  It doesn't matter.  It's the going up and down I don't like.



Margaret

Mother!  What shall I do?



Mother

When I put down my crocheting, come in with the menu for the weekend.

(Margaret exits into the House.  Mother sits down at the wicker table and starts crocheting.  Miller enters L, leaving the door open.  Miller, in HIS middle fifties, is a lean, vigorous, powerful man.  Miller carries HIS expensive clothes with distinction.  HE wears a hat, has a bulging briefcase, and a small package of fireworks.  Miller is in a rage.  Crossing UL, Miller puts HIS briefcase by the hall tree.  HE hangs up HIS hat.  HE puts the fireworks in a cabinet R of door R.  
 SOUND:  Victrola.   
"It was a lucky April shower,

  It was a most convenient door.
I found a million dollar baby
  Ina a five and ten cent store."
Miller walks toward the wicker table.  Abruptly HE turns, crosses L and violently closes the door)



Miller

"The best things in life are free"..."Ain't we got fun"..."I found a million dollar baby in a dime store"...Where'd they all come from?

(Crossing R)

Don't worry, Mother.  I'll have the Beach clear in five minutes.

(Stopping abruptly, looking over the water)



Mother

What is it, Father?



Miller

(HIS frustration changing to hope)

A lumber ship.  Almost empty.  Heading for Tacoma.

(Picking up binoculars and adjusting them)

See how high she rides in the water.  Might mean a little business for the mills.

(Squinting)

I can't make out the flag.



Mother

It's Japanese.



Miller

How do you know?



Mother

Now days all the cargo ships are Japanese.

(Miller opens door to get a good view.  The sound of children shouting and dogs barking fills the room.  Miller closes door and puts down the binoculars)



Miller

The Torabayashi Maru.

(Flaring)

That's the Democrats for you.  Sell to foreigners.  When our own bottoms are empty.

(Sadly)

Let the whole world in on the big hand-out.

(Throwing open door R)

Move on!  Private property.  See these signs.  Take up that blanket.  No Picnics here.  Move on!  Move on!  Don't commit a nuisance on my Beach.  Turn your back.

(Crossing L and throwing open door)

This is private property.  Read those signs.  Trespassing is punishable by fine or imprisonment or both.  Move!  Move on!  Right now.  And don't play that victrola until you're off my property.

(Miller closes door L.  He has calmed down somewhat.)



Miller (Cont'd)
(Speaking in HIS family voice)

Good evening, Mother.



Mother

Good evening, Father.  Charles appreciates having a House Party?



Miller

House Party?



Mother

Yes.



Miller

I merely suggested this morning that Charles ask Phillip out.



Mother

Charles did.



Miller

Having Phillip as a guest is scarcely a House Party.  They see each other every day at the office.  They spend the Fourth of July at the Beach.  Is that a House Party?



Mother

It'll be so nice to have young people over the long weekend.



Miller

House Party implies girls.



Mother

Exactly.



Miller

Did Charles invite girls?



Mother

Two.  One for Phillip.  One for himself.



Miller

Here?



Mother

Yes.



Miller

When?



Mother

Between twelve and one.  Charles didn't think you'd mind if he called long distance during the noon hour.



Miller

What kind of girls could he get at this late date?



Mother

Nice ones.



Miller

That's true.  The other kind would be spoken for.



Mother

The first two he called accepted.



Miller

For how long?



Mother

Until Sunday night.



Miller

That's four days.

(Violently)

I will not allow it.



Mother

Phillip will be here with the girls any time now.  One lives in Mukilteo.  The other in Seattle.  They got off work early.



Miller

(Disapprovingly)

Working girls?



Mother

One's a secretary and the other helps her father.


