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Not Around Gordie

by George Savage Jr.

"It's different for other people, but we in our green youth have to settle eternal questions first of all."

-The Brothers Karamazov

The copy I'm typing was dittoed with blue ink.  We've come a long way from turning a handle and cranking out pages.  I'm not changing much or trying to make it politically correct. 1961 was the beginning of the sixties and the play shows how it was then and reflects the beginnings of many of the trends the country has gone in for since then.
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	CAST:
	GORDIE HUMMER (GORD)
TOM SANCHEZ (SANCH)
ROY HUMMER

FLOYD HUMMER

PANDORA PRIOR

GEORGE ISHIHARA

MARILY HUMMER (MAR'LY)
LOIS RYDELL

KENNETH CAESAR*

WILLIAM CAESAR* (nonspeaking)
HENRY CAESAR* (nonspeaking)
*  These three characters are only briefly in one scene and can easily be cut.



	TIME:
	July, 1961.



	PLACE:
	An old established gas station in Santa Monica, California.



	ACTION:
	Act I    Friday, Early Evening…………….……..1
Act II   Saturday

Scene 1: Morning…………………….….45
Scene 2: Early Evening………………….67
Scene 3: Late the same Evening…….…..82
Act III  Sunday, Morning………………………..87


	SET:
	There is a waiting room DL and an entrance to the waiting room DLC.  There is a whitewashed wall of a building UC.  A door ULC leads into the garage.  A door URC leads to the Men's Room.  UR is a small corner of the front office.  The lower portion of a flagpole is visible DR.  UC stands an inverted oil drum used for a trash barrel, a shelf with orange rags on it, and a trough of water.

The garage wall the waiting room still reflect the Presidential election of 1960.  There are an equal number of bumper sticker for each side: No Kennedy, Lawford, Sinatra, Nix on Nixon, Viva Kennedy, Nation Needs Nixon, A time for Greatness, A Man for a Man's Job.  New Frontier, Experience.




BACKGROUND

I completed high school at University High near Santa Monica and later moved to Ocean Park, south of Santa Monica, with my wife. I drove her to work in an old Plymouth Cranbrook which continually needed repairs.  I took it to a Santa Monica gas station and hung out while they worked on my car.

At the time I was writing with my father who taught playwrighting at U.C.L.A. Theatre Arts.  He had started a Sunday night program of readings of original plays and GORDIE was given about a dozen readings by good student actors and some professional actors.

In the mid-sixties we had a non-equity production with student actors at The Santa Monica Playhouse and a community theatre production in Alaska.  In 1975 I produced the play in California Gold Rush Country.

The play was written at the time it happened. President John Kennedy was alive. There was a new amusement park, Pacific Ocean Park, built partly over the water.  No one could find it and it eventually went bankrupt. The Santa Monica Freeway hadn't been completed.  When the Santa Monica Freeway reached Santa Monica the station I had used, being in it's path, was demolished too.

George Savage Jr.

Colfax, California

June  1996

Act I

	TIME:
	
	Friday evening, July, 1961.


	AT RISE:
	
	GORDIE HUMMER, 19, is just emerging from the awkwardness of adolescence and moving into the arrogance that often follows.  HE has the vision of youth: idealistic and unrealistic.  HE wears steel gray gas station clothes, faded and mended, with the shirt sleeves rolled up.  HIS shoes are old work shoes and HIS socks do not match.  HIS nose is white having been coated with zinc oxide.  Atop HIS head is a sporty straw beach hat with a very slight brim.  HE is playing some bongo drums.

Sitting across the stage is TOM SANCHEZ, 19, tuning a transistor radio.  HE finds JOHN HENRY and GORDIE keeps time to the song on the bongos.  SANCH also wears a service station uniform of steel gray, but HIS is a better fit than GORDIE's.  SANCH is quiet, confident, and restrained. 

When GORDIE has finished keeping time to the song HE stops and doffs HIS hat.






SANCH

(in response)

Boooo!  Boooo!

(GORDIE ignores SANCH and resumes playing the bongos earnestly,.  After a moment ROY HUMMER , 44, enters  R, holding a tire.  HE stands staring at GORDIE.  HUMMER also wears a steel gray uniform, black work shoes, shirt sleeves buttoned at the cuff .  Finally SANCH see HUMMER and switches the radio first too loud then off.  GORDIE continues to play. Finally GORDIE finishes with a fast tempo sustained furious beating.  HE stops abruptly and turns to look at HUMMER.)



HUMMER

My generation grew up in the Depression.  When we were your age the country was at war.  But I hate to think that it takes a war and a depression to bring a generation to its senses.



GORDIE

Look what kind of condition my generation finds.



HUMMER

It's not good.



GORDIE

No, and it's your fault.  You and your generation.  Dad, in one generation the world's been brought to the brink of self-annihilation.  and what is there for young lads like Sanch, here, and myself?  What have you left for us to believe in?  In our formative years, Dad?



HUMMER

I don't know, you little rascal.

(Mussing GORDIE's hair)

You little rascal.



GORDIE

You're always mussing up my hair. 



HUMMER

Tuck in your shirt, son.  Present a tidy appearance to the customers.  Let's have some standards around here.



GORDIE

Aww, gee, Dad.



HUMMER

Fix this tire, Son.  There's a customer waiting.  Help him, Sanch.

(HUMMER exits R.)



GORDIE

Get the casing off the rim, Sanch.  Bring me the innertube.  I'll find the leak.



SANCH

You get the casing off the rim and I'll find the leak.



GORDIE

You're askin' for it, Sanch.



SANCH

I'm not afraid of you.

(GORDIE and SANCH begin wrestling.)



GORDIE

What do you mean you're not afraid of me?



SANCH

Aye!



GORDIE

Remember the Alamo!



SANCH

We won.

(FLOYD HUMMER, 24, enters ULC from the garage.  HE is heavy set and well fed.  HE wears a steel gray uniform and scuffed street shoes.  HE carries a burned out headlight which HE throws in the trash barrel.)



GORDIE

It's time somebody put you in your place, Sanch.



SANCH

It's time somebody put you in yours, you lazy bum.



GORDIE

(Getting the worst of things)

Hey, Big Floyd.  Sanch is too much for me.  He's getting the best of me.  Come on,  help me!  Two against one.



SANCH

You would.



FLOYD

He's my brother, Sanch.  I gotta.

(FLOYD and GORDIE both attack SANCH in a rowdy way.  Suddenly THEY all stop.  There is a stunned silence.)



GORDIE

What a way to defend yourself.


SANCH

It wasn't me.

(HUMMER enters R.)



HUMMER

Who cut the cheese?



GORDIE

Let's get some standards around here, you guys.



SANCH

Gordie's the one that's been eating tostadas.



HUMMER

What's a tostada?



SANCH

A tortilla with fried beans on it.



HUMMER

Do you want to drive the customers away, Son?



GORDIE

No, Dad.



HUMMER

Than stop eating fried beans.



GORDIE

I only do it because of the chick that works over there.  You ought to see her, Dad.



HUMMER

Nobody's out front.



GORDIE

Do you want me to cover?



HUMMER

I want that tire.  The customer's waiting.



GORDIE

I told Sanch to take the casing off and he refused to do it.



FLOYD

Get with it, Sanch.

(SANCH exits ULC with the tire.)



HUMMER

What a generation of Americans.

(HUMMER exits R.)



GORDIE

Hey, Big Floyd.



FLOYD

What do you want, Gord?



GORDIE

(half joking)

When are you gonna let me go home with Mar'ly?



FLOYD

(half joking)

You wanna take her?  You got to whump me first.



GORDIE

Is that all?



FLOYD

That's all, Gord.



GORDIE

She's as good as mine.



FLOYD

Okay, Gord.  Let's settle it once and for all.



GORDIE

Hit me if you can find an opening.

(GORDIE drops HIS guard completely.  PANDORA PRIOR, 18, enters R. FLOYD and GORDIE ignore HER.  PANDORA wears a full skirt with lots of petticoats and high heels.  SHE watches GORDIE and FLOYD, not knowing what to do.)



FLOYD

(dropping his guard)

Hit me if you can find an opening.

(GORDIE swings.  FLOYD's guard comes up quickly.  GORDIE drops HIS guard.)  



GORDIE

Hit me if you can find an opening.



FLOYD

(dropping HIS guard)

Hit me if you can find an opening.



GORDIE

Hit me if you can find an opening.



FLOYD

Hit me if you can find an opening, Gord.



GORDIE

(shadow boxing)

Come on, Big Floyd.

(To PANDORA)

I'm wearing down the champ.  Uh, uh, uh, uh, a left, a right, a left, a right, uh, uh, uh, uh.

(GORDIE is swinging wildly and fiercely at thin air.  FLOYD stands flat footed, fists clenched, watching GORDIE.)



FLOYD

(dropping HIS guard)

Hit me if you can find an opening.



GORDIE

Hit me if you can find an opening.



FLOYD

Hit me if you can find an opening.



PANDORA

(To GORDIE)

Are you Floyd?



GORDIE

No, I'm Gordie.  Floyd's my brother.



FLOYD

I'm Floyd.



GORDIE

Both in love with the same woman.  So we're fighting to see who gets her.



FLOYD

She's my wife.



GORDIE

But she's the apple of my eye.



PANDORA

My car won't go.



FLOYD

Where is it?



PANDORA

About a block and a half up the street.


FLOYD

Keys in it?

(PANDORA nods.)

What kind?



PANDORA

I don't know.  But it's the one with mud on it.  It's blocking the inside lane of traffic.

(FLOYD exits R.)



GORDIE

Where are you going, Gentle Maiden?



PANDORA

Occidental College.



GORDIE

Oxy.



PANDORA

Yes, if I can ever find it.  If my car will get me to it.



GORDIE

Oxy's out by Eagle Rock.



PANDORA

Where am I now?



GORDIE

Santa Monica.



PANDORA

Santa Monica.



GORDIE

You've got to go clear through the city of Los Angeles to get where you're going.



PANDORA

Is it very hard?



GORDIE

Crossing Los Angeles during the rush hour on Friday?  Yes.



PANDORA

I must have taken a wrong turn.



GORDIE

If you don't know the way it's not advisable to try to get through at this time of day.  A motorist has to know where to hit the freeway, what lane to be in, what turn off to take, and where to turn after you turn off.  Once a motorist gets in the wrong lane, in bumper to bumper traffic, she may be forced to go someplace she's never heard of.



PANDORA

I think that's why I'm here.



GORDIE

If you leave a freeway you sometimes can't get back on.  Most freeway access routes a concealed by shrubbery and to reach them you must go through residential areas, down one-way streets, and then go left, right, left across a six-lane boulevard.  An out-of-towner can follow a freeway for miles and never be able to get onto it.



PANDORA

That's what happened to me.  I couldn't find an entrance and so I followed along beside or below it.  Sometimes I could see it through the fence just a few yards away.  Then I went around a warehouse expecting to catch it on the other side, but it got away from me...I've got to get to the campus before the registration office closes.  What time is it?



GORDIE

It must be after six.



PANDORA

Oh, dear.



GORDIE

You'll never make it.



PANDORA

And it won't be open on the weekend.  And my car won't run.  Oh, this is terrible.



GORDIE

We'll take care of your car.  Don't worry about that.  Sometimes Big Floyd just opens the hood and pokes around with his screwdriver, scrapes off a few distributor points, or a battery cable, pokes the brush wires on the generator motor, tapes a loose wire here and there, adjusts the idle, and she runs.  Of course other times there's something fundamentally wrong and we have to get parts from auto wreckers and auto supply houses, and there's the cost of labor.  Bills will run upwards of two or three hundred, easy.



PANDORA

Oh, my.  I couldn't pay that much.  I'm going to need every nickel for college.



GORDIE

That's your problem.  We can't be bothered by it.  This is a business and we're only interested in making a profit.  We don't care if your television is being repossessed and all your stocking have runs in them.



PANDORA

We don't have a television.

(PANDORA looks to see if HER stockings have runs but she can't see over all the petticoats.  SHE pulls up her dress a little.)



GORDIE

Nice.



PANDORA

(Embarrassed)

They were new.



GORDIE

If  you don't have a television, what do you do?



PANDORA

Read books.



GORDIE

Did you ever read a book by Herbert Melville called MOBY DICK?



PANDORA

I started to once, but it didn't hold my interest.



GORDIE

One of my teachers said it was, in his opinion, a classic.



PANDORA

What's the point of it?  What's the theme?



GORDIE

Don't bite off more than you can chew...Don't bite off more than can chew you.



PANDORA

You make me want to read it.



GORDIE

Some people say that if the whale had a thumb he would rule the world.



PANDORA

It might be better than having our fate in the hands of  Yahoos.



GORDIE

What do you mean?



PANDORA

Read Jonathan Swift sometime.



GORDIE

What about Jack London?



PANDORA

All you seem to have read is American writers.



GORDIE

I'd hold Jack London's SEA WOLF above MOBY DICK.  And when Wolf Larsen says "Bosh!" might be the greatest moment in literature.  It is in my opinion.

(FLOYD enters.)



FLOYD

(To PANDORA)

When's the last time you had that car lubed?



PANDORA

What's that?



FLOYD

Lubed!  Lubed!  Tell her, Gord.



GORDIE

Lubed!



FLOYD

Oughta be done every month.



PANDORA

Nobody ever told me.



FLOYD

The joints are frozen.  It's beyond lubing now.  Beyond lubing. 
