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	TIME:
	September 1959.



	PLACE:
	A town in the Southwest United States.



	ACTION:
	ACT ONE:

Scene l - Friday morning

Scene 2 - Friday afternoon

Scene 3 - Friday evening

ACT TWO

Scene 1 - Saturday morning

Scene 2 - Later Saturday morning



	SET:
	A working class section of a town near the Mexican border.  R is the windowless back porch of the Johnson house.  A screen door DR opens onto the porch from the house.  Shelves support various bottle notably a large cookie jar.

A vacant lot fills most of the stage L.  UL is a large tree with heavy branches spreading over the lot.  Since it is September, the leaves are beginning to fall.  Against the tree, underneath a large "No Trespassing" sign, is a battered auto seat.  A tire hangs R on a rope from a tree limb.  A small wooden barrel is R of the auto seat.

A dirt alley runs in back of the vacant lot.  A two-stand, barb wire fence separates the vacant lot from the alley.  A loose fence post R makes it possible to lift the top strand and go through the fence, or push the stand down and go over the fence.  A barbs are off where people pass through the fence.  A firmly anchored post C is used by those who vault over the fence.

A high board fence runs the length of the U side of the alley.  Various colored boards of the fence are irregular in length and width.  UC is a gate.  Beyond the gate, Modesto's house is partly visible.  L of the gate is a big garbage can with a lid.  In the alley by the Johnson house are three small battered garbage cans without lids.  The can L is full of empty tin cans.

L is a weathered bare-board fence with one board missing DL.  This is the only exit through the fence L.

The stage is covered with dirt and rocks and a few plants that can survive a desert climate.


My father, now deceased, and I worked long and hard on this play together.  There was a successful Equity workshop production in 1964 by a group called The Curtain Call Theater in the San Fernando Valley.  Prompted by a favorable review in Daily Variety the production moved to the Las Palmas Theatre in Hollywood and ran seven weeks with a full Equity cast.  There was several productions after that as well.  The play is about the 50's.  In retyping it onto my computer I have made no attempt whatsoever to make it politically correct for our times.  It's where we were then.

Act I

Scene 1

	TIME: 
	
	It is dawn.  The sun is just coming over the mountains.  The desert air is chilly.  The stage is empty.  Birds sing.  Dogs bark in the distance and are answered by other dogs.



	AT RISE:
	
	After a moment, M.C. JOHNSON comes out on the porch.  The screen door slams.  M.C. wears clean but faded work clothes.  He has a red bandanna around his neck.  He carries his shoes and stockings.  M.C. takes a deep breath.  His face lights up at the prospect of another day and all that it will mean.  M.C. crosses to the fence, looks up and down the alley, and stares for a moment at CEOLA's house.  Then he crosses to his favorite place on the automobile seat beneath the "No Trespassing" sign.  M.C. slowly puts on his shoes and socks.

M.C. is 37, athletic, easy-going, a lovable rogue.  He has chosen a particular way of life and he does not apologize for it.





M.C.

(singing)

The old gray mare, she ain't what she used to be,

Ain't what she used to be, ain't what she used to be,

The old gray mare, she ain't what she used to be,

Many long years ago.

(BARBARA JOHNSON, 15, comes out of the house.  She is intense, romantic, and adores her father.  She is also a former tomboy, now turning into a woman.  BARBARA is barefoot, wearing a mended nightgown, and trying to carry a too full cup of coffee.)



M.C. (Cont'd)
(singing)

The old gray mare took a kick at the whiffle tree,

Many long years ago.



BARBARA

M.C., here's a cup of coffee.

(Stumbling and spilling a little)

Oh, I'm sorry.



M.C.

Never mind, Barbara.

(BARBARA sits beside M.C. for a moment in silence.)



BARBARA

(abruptly)

M.C. is love bad?



M.C.

Love is good, Barbara.



BARBARA

Always?



M.C.

Yes.  Why?



BARBARA

I just wondered....Isn't love sometimes bad?



M.C.

I've never known love to be bad.



BARBARA

Is it wrong?



M.C.

No.  Are you in love?



BARBARA

Not yet.  I wanted to get mixed up with a boy, but unfortunately I hate all the boys in this town.

(BETH enters from the house, wearing a robe.  BETH is 35, strong, passionate, but overcoming a religious upbringing.  BETH is the head of the house, and the vacant lot is the domain of M.C.)



BETH

Barbara, get in the house.



BARBARA

Yes, Mother.

(BARBARA moves toward the house.  M.C. winks at BETH who smiles back.  BARBARA and BETH exit into the house.  CEOLA, wearing a flimsy robe, comes out of her gate UC.  She has a sack of garbage.  CEOLA is in her thirties and new in town.)



CEOLA

Well, good morning, neighbor.



M.C.

Hi.



CEOLA

I brought you some garbage.



M.C.

Just put it in the can.



CEOLA

The lid's stuck.  Would you lift it for me?



M.C.

Just set the sack on top.



CEOLA

Excuse the way I look.  I just got out of bed.

(MODESTO eases sideways through the fence DL where the board is missing.  MODESTO walks with a slow deliberate manner, an imitator to the western cowboy hero.  He wears work clothes and carries a lunch pail. He is home from the night shift.  MODESTO ignores M.C., crosses to the fence and jumps it.)



MODESTO

Do you mind fixing my breakfast, Ceola?



CEOLA

(obediently)

Of course, Modesto.



MODESTO

What are you doin' out here?



CEOLA

I was just bringing out the garbage.

(DANNY SANTELL, 17, comes down the alley R.  He is athletic, buoyant, sincere, not too bright.  He has an innocent acceptance of life.  DANNY wears a hat, work clothes and a blue bandanna around his neck.)



MODESTO

(to CEOLA)

After this I'll take out the garbage.  Keep your fanny out of this alley.



CEOLA

Yes, Modesto.

(CEOLA gives M.C. a fleeting wave.  MODESTO shoves CEOLA through the gate.)



MODESTO

(to M.C.)

You've seen what I do to rats?

(drawing an imaginary revolver)

Fam! Fam! Fam!

(MODESTO looks at M.C. and exits through the gate.)



M.C.

What do you think of the new neighbor, Danny?



DANNY

She's all there.  Two arms.  Two legs.



CEOLA (Off)
Owww!  Let go, Modesto.  Let go of my arm!  Modesto!  Owwww.  Modesto!

(A door slams.)



M.C.

And too close to home.

(M.C. and DANNY laugh.  DANNY vaults over the fence into the lot.)



M.C. (Cont'd)
Well, Danny, you must be eager to start work.  Gettin' over here so early like this.



DANNY

I was hopin' to see your daughter.



M.C.

Which one?  I got seven.



DANNY

You know which one.



M.C.

The youngest one?  The three year old?



DANNY

No.  The oldest.  The seventeen year old.



M.C.

The ugly one.



DANNY

The most beautiful.



M.C.

You don't mean April.



DANNY

Yeah, April.



M.C.

The stuck-up one.



DANNY

She's got reason to be stuck-up.  She's got me.



M.C.

A summer romance is one thing, Danny boy.  But if it goes much past September, it's somethin' else.  Somethin' you're not ready for.  It's no good gettin' serious about a girl until your soldierin's behind you.



DANNY

Your solderin' is behind you, and yet after seventeen years of marriage, seven daughters, you still step out on Beth.



M.C.

Everybody likes to feel they left the world a little better than he found it.



DANNY

But steppin' out on your wife---



M.C.

Every man has his talent.



DANNY

Yours is gonna get you in trouble.



M.C.

I play with fire because it's what I do best.



DANNY

One woman, if she's the right one, is worth a hundred escapades.



M.C.

Whoever told you that didn't know what she was talking about.  You're in the prime of life.  What's this "one girl?"  All I want is "one girl?"



DANNY

I'd like a home and family.



M.C.

Don't hamper yourself at such an early age.

(APRIL JOHNSON, 17, enters from the house.  She carries a cup of coffee.  APRIL has beauty, poise, self-confidence and an air of superiority.)



APRIL

Danny!  Here!



DANNY

Thanks, April.

(With DANNY, APRIL loses her superior manner.  She holds back the coffee until he kisses her.  M.C. crosses and pulls DANNY away from APRIL's kiss.)



M.C.

April's mother wants her to save herself for the man she marries.

(DANNY laughs, but still holds APRIL.)



M.C.

Guess I'll have to get my own refill this morning.



APRIL

Don't tell Mother we're out here together.

(M.C. shakes his head and exits into the house.  DANNY and APRIL move L of the tree and embrace.)



DANNY

Oh, April.  It was a great summer.



APRIL

I think I'd better tell my mother we want to get married.



DANNY

Go ahead.



APRIL

In a way you should ask for my hand.



DANNY

Your parents might not like the idea.



APRIL

You've got to anyway.



DANNY

What if they say no?



APRIL

Then we'll tell them they're going to be grandparents.



DANNY

They probably suspect that already.



APRIL

No, I don't think so.  I'm not thought of as the kind of girl who gets pregnant before marriage.



DANNY

Why is that?



APRIL

For some reason that I've never been able to figure out, my mother has always expected more of me.  She's had bigger plans for me than for my six younger sisters.



DANNY

Oh, man, she's really gonna be unhappy then.  Why didn't you tell me this before?  I'd never have done anything if I knew your mother was so set against it.



APRIL

Yes, you would have.



DANNY

You're right.  When might be a convenient time to put it up to them?



APRIL

What about tonight?



DANNY

So soon?



APRIL

Yes.



DANNY

We got a softball game tonight.



APRIL

You better do it sometime.  Mother and I'll be shopping for some winter clothes.  There's no sense in my getting something I can't wear.



DANNY

I hope all this won't, you know, throw my timing off for softball.



APRIL

Don't worry, Danny.  There's just nothing that can come between us now.

(APRIL and DANNY embrace.  M.C. enters with a cup of coffee.)



M.C.

Your mother's looking for you, April.



APRIL

(finally)

See you later, Danny.

(APRIL assumes her well-behaved manner and exits into the house.)



M.C.

Love is a game, Danny boy.  You got to play by the rules.  Profit by the mistakes of other men.

(DANNY and M.C. drift to the auto seat.)



DANNY

Tell me about it, old man.  You ought to know.



M.C.

Don't rush into anything, Danny.  Don't be in a hurry.

(CELOA enters through her gate.)



CEOLA

If Modesto found me here, he'd twist my arm again, but I don't care.  He's asleep now.



M.C.

All moved in?



CEOLA

I went shopping yesterday.  I got some material for curtains.  It's red.  That's my favorite color.  Want to come over sometime and see my material?

(M.C. laughs.  DANNY looks nervously at the JOHNSON house.)



M.C.

I'll wait until it's on your window.

(CEOLA takes out a cigarette and give M.C. a book of matches.  M.C. lights her cigarette.)



CEOLA

I had a girlfriend who didn't start smokin' until she got married.  I didn't have to get married to start smokin'.

(CEOLA and M.C. laugh.  DANNY shakes his head.)



CEOLA (Cont'd)
It's gettin' cold out here and I'm not dressed for it.

(To M.C.)

Why don't you stop over sometime, garbage hustler?



M.C.

Modesto asked me not to.



CEOLA

He's scared of lesser men, but if your reputation means anything---



M.C.

I stink.



CEOLA

You smell all right.  You smell good.  Hasta la vista, compadre.

(CEOLA exits through her gate.  M.C. waves.)

`

DANNY
It's no good, M.C.  Goin' in so many back doors.



M.C.

If you're just gonna have one woman all your life and ignore all others, then, Danny boy, you might as well not be a garbage hustler.  A man that thinks like you don't belong in the alleys.



DANNY

Don't you ever feel any guilt?



M.C.

No.  Why should I?  It's my life.  I make the most of it.  I give Beth my paycheck.  I seldom have the price of a beer.  I've had to be content with the things money can't buy---the song of bird.  Sunlight in the morning.  Sunlight at night in the eyes of a forsaken woman.



DANNY

Someday it's gonna catch up with you, M.C.



M.C.

What goes on between a man and a woman is their business and nobody else's.



DANNY

If that's true, I'll do my business with one woman.  She's enough.  She's all I want.  She's your daughter.  Okay?



M.C.

Wait a year.



DANNY

We can't.  April's pregnant.

(DANNY awaits M.C.'s reaction nervously.  M.C. suddenly smiles warmly.)



M.C.

Well, Danny boy, you're more like me that you're willing to admit.



DANNY

What do you mean?  You never made a mistake like that.  You never got anyone you weren't married to pregnant.



M.C.

No.  No one that I'm not married to now.



DANNY

Huh?



M.C.

You're more like me than I'm willing to admit.

(Amused)
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