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CHAPTER 1 - MILWAUKEE WISCONSIN - 1961
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(BLACK AND WHITE)

The Crawford's, family of four watch intently as their  

small television flickers with a grainy black and white image

of newly elected President John F Kennedy. "And so my

fellow Americans. Ask not what your country can do for you. 

Ask what you can do for your country." The intensity of his words 

hang over the modest living room. 38 year old Wayne Crawford 

instinctively adjusts his tie, Jane Crawford age 37, nervously 

brushes the smooth strands of her perfectly coifed hair back from 

her flushed cheeks. With a meaningful glance at his sons 

Wally and Chip. Wayne pushes up from his easy chair, buttons his 

suit jacket, walks to the 21 inch television, turns it off.

"Dad" blurts out 16 year old Wally. "Eddie got a job at Al's gas 

station. Can I drive the Vespa to see him"? Wayne's eyes open wide. 

"Al's a good man. A Korean war hero. Eddie's in good hands. He will 

learn and experience many things working with Al Dawson". "Can I go 

too dad, can I can I". Chimed in his 11 year old brother Chip. Wayne 

Smiles, "Okay Wally take Chip with you. Have Eddie fill the tank. Buy 

a few soda's with the change. Wayne flips a Ben Franklin silver half 

dollar towards Wally. Chip intercepts it. " Gee thanks dad". "Boy's be 

careful". Jane warns with motherly concern. "Oklahoma Avenue is 

busy this time of day. Chip tuck in your shirt, comb your hair". "Aw - 

mom". Chip protests runs to the door. "Boys dinners at 6 don't be late".

Wally kick starts the Vespa. Revs the 50cc engine. Wee Wee. Chip hops on, hangs on to Wally he turns on his AM transistor radio. (MUSIC UP) The Wolf man plays early rock and roll music. The vespa cruises the city streets. The boys wave to girls playing hopscotch on the sidewalk. They wave to well dressed people walking their dogs, talking to their neighbors. They cruise by kids running playing kick the can. The wind blows through their hair as the vespa takes a sharp right turn. Two girls with hula hoops wave at Wally and Chip. The Vespa cruises by fine manicured lawns white picket fences. They wave at children playing catch with their dad on the sidewalk. Slow driving smiling motorists, driving big American made cars, covered in chrome wave at the wind blown boys.

The smiling boys, arrive at Al's triangle gas station. A sign reads 

REGULAR Gas 25.9 - ETHEL Gas 29.9. A man dressed in brown

pants tucked in brown shirt,

thoroughly cleans the windows of a customers car. 

Beads of sweat form on his forehead. This is 30 year old Al Dawson 

Korean war hero. Rough - Handsome a John Wayne type. He is sole 

owner of Al's triangle gas station.

Al tips his cap. "Ma'am your oil is fine. The left rear tire needs 

air. I'll have Eddie fill it. The gas comes to $3.75. "She smiles, hands 

Al a $5 bill. He gives her change and green stamps. "Thank you, we 

appreciate your business. Eddie fill her left rear tire 35 lbs. pressure, 

check the others". A young man runs to the customers car. This is 15 

year old Eddie Harper, tall clean cut blond wavy hair. Eddie proudly 

wears tarnished brown work clothes, two rags hang out of his pockets. 

" I'm on it Al, sir". Eddie dances around the car, fills the tires checks 

his air gauge. Eddie struts to the drivers open window, pulls a rag from 

his pocket, wipes his hands, smiles. "Ms. your tires are good as new". 

She smiles. "Thank you Eddie, see you soon". Eddie waves. "Take care 

now, see you next week".

The 50cc vespa putts, Wally pulls up to Eddie's pump. Eddie 

laughs. "Ha Crawford, is this what I think it is? A Japanese toy 

bicycle". Chip hops off the vespa. "Knock it off Eddie". Eddie laughing 

points. "Hey squirt this is a girls bike". Wally kicks the kickstand. "Oh

yeah at least we have one". Chip yells. "Yeah where's yours"? Eddie

smiles as he struts around the small vespa. "Don't worry small fry. 

Some day one day - You will see me cruising the streets of Milwaukee, 

on my American made Harley Davidson". Eddie holds both arms up, 

pretending to ride a chopper.  "Oh yeah I'll look just like James Dean. 

All the girls will just have to wait in line". Wally laughs. "Eddie you're 

a dreamer"! Eddie spins. "We will see gents. My dad works at Harley. 

He will get me a Daddy-O deal". They laugh.

Al Dawson walks to the gas pump. "Harper quit the chit chat, 

Take care of the Crawford's. I'll be in the garage, helping Leroy with that 

brake job". Eddie straightens up. "Can I help you gentlemen"? Al shakes 

his head walking towards his gas garage. Chip says. "Fill it up Eddie - 

Make it snappy". Eddie looks towards the garage. "Easy small fry, don't 

get your underwear bunched in a binder now". Wally laughs. Eddie fills

the vespa. Checks the oil, tire pressure. "Wow this toy took a whole 23

cents".

Vroom Vroom - A souped up yellow 1932 ford coupe, license 

plate FEB - 359. Rumbles onto the gas station lot. Everyone turns and 

looks! Chip points. "Look Wally neat race car". "Chip that's Don Miller, 

He has the fastest car in town". A smiling well built handsome 19 year 

old man, neatly combed hair exits the yellow ford coupe. Don Miller 

wears blue jeans, white tee shirt. A pack of smokes is rolled into his 

short sleeves.

Eddie pulls a rag, wipes his hands, "Don my man, how's it hanging"? "Super Harper just super. Hey Wally, how's track going"? "Great Don, we should make it to the state meet in Madison". "That's great. Did I ever tell you guys? Back in 58 I made it to state". Don winds up spins his 180 lb body. Pretends to throw a shot put. Eddie shakes his head. "Yeah yeah Don - you told us that story a million times".

Don stares at his hot rod. "Eddie fill it with ethel. Check the oil. We have to adjust the valves". Don lights a cigarette. Eddie lifts the hood. "The valves Don? My man what's up"? Don takes a drag from his cigarette. "Ah there's a new muscle car cruising town looking for me". Wally points at the yellow coupe. "You'll cream him Don. You always do. That yellow bomb beats all". Eddie smiles. "Hell yeah! They never learn". Eddie, Wally, Don slap five. Chip smiles. Don crushes his cigarette. "Yeah guys as long as they line up. I'll shut them down". Chip points. "Wow look cool car".

A sparkling white 1961 Corvette Stingray. Driven by a stunning blonde crawls up to a gas pump. This is Barb Midway 19 beautiful. Don looks -  gasps'. "Wow guys, look at that hot stuff coming out of Detroit these days". Eddie looks grins, covers his mouth. "Forget the car man, check out that hot dame". Don turns whispers. "Down Boy easy, control now all business". Eddie looks towards Al's Garage. He struts to the white spic and span 61 Corvette. "Beautiful lady Al's station at your service. My name is Eddie Harper. All the girls call me Eddie. How may I help you on this fine beautiful afternoon"?

Barb pulls out her compact. Applies more red lipstick. Stares into the mirror. "3 dollars regular gas". Check my motor. When I floor it, I hear a funny noise". "Yes doll Eddie at your service". Eddie lifts the hood. Winks at the guys. Bites his wrist. Don flicks his cigarette, confidently walks to the Blonde bombshell.

"Excuse me miss, I know why you hear that ping sound when you rev your engine". Barb drops her mirror into her fancy purse. "Yeah, you know. You work here"? Eddie slams the hood. "This is Don Miller, fastest car in town. He's tuned cars all his life. Don knows all". Wally jogs to the corvette. You never heard of thee Don Miller. Don never lost a race". Barb brushes her long blonde hair. "Ah Yeah - I think I heard of him".

Barb drops her brush. "Oh! you're the guy. He's looking for". Eddie screams. "What - who's looking for Don"? Barb picks up her  fancy hair brush, points west, "I was cruising 27th street. This guy wearing a white cowboy hat, driving a black 57 Chevy, pulls next to me at the light. He revs his car, then he asks me. Where can I find this Miller guy?  He drives a piss yellow tin can"? Don lights a cigarette, inhales a long drag. "Then he says, tell him there's a new sheriff in town. I aim to blow his ass off the road. Then he patched out. Wow - I just love it when guys lay rubber. Man his car was bitchen fast".

Eddie looks at Don. "Don my man. Those 57 Chevy's are tuff. You are right boss. We better adjust your valves. I'll get Leroy to help". Don takes a long drag. Stares at his yellow car. Chip runs to the corvette. "Wow miss, he patched out. Did the tires smoke? Was his cowboy hat like the one the lone ranger wears"? Don waves his arms. "Guys lay off the dame. She just came in for some gas".

Don flicks his cigarette, looks at Barb. "Doll your car pings because you buy regular gas". Barb's finger twirls her long blonde hair. "Well yeah! (pause) I have to put gas in the car. (pause) Don't I"? The guys look at each other. Don lifts the corvette's hood. "Look you drive a four barrel carburetor with 230 horsepower. Don't ask for regular gas. Ask for Ethel. It's a higher octane gas". Barb raises here perfectly shaped eyebrows. "Ethel"? Don points to the gas sign. "Ethel gas the premium stuff". Barb looks, "I have to buy the more expensive gas"? Eddie smiles. "Expensive gas for the expensive lady". Everyone laughs, Chip looks.

Don twists the gas cap off the glowing white corvette stingray. "Harper fill this to the brim with ethel, She will lay rubber all around town". Laughter - Eddie grabs the silver gas nozzle, gently places it into the corvette gas tank. Chips eyes are fixed on Eddie, as he hops to the front checks the oil and water. Eddie crawls like a cheetah around the corvette, checks the air pressure in all tires. He pulls a rag from his back pocket wipes the corvettes windows, in perfect timing the gas pump clicks shuts off. Eddie gently removes the gas nozzle, smiles. "Ten gallons 3 dollars please".

Barb digs into her fancy purse, hands Eddie a crisp 10 dollar bill and 3 singles. "Keep the change". Don, Wally, Chip's mouths drop. Eddie stuffs the crisp 10 dollar bill in his shirt. Barb plays with her bangs. "Oh one more thing, her finely manicured red nails point to the hood, of the beautiful white corvette. "That scratch, where can I get it fixed"?

Eddie, Don and Wally stare at the waxed shimmering hood. They bend to get eye level. Eddie smirks, "Scratch where"?  Barb points. "Look it's in the middle". Wally's eye ball is one inch above the hood. "I think I see it, look there guys". Eddie gently wipes a small area. "Oh that small little thing"? Barb points. "Can you fix it?  It's not the size that matters". Eddie turns around looks at the guys. His face is disheveled holding in a laugh.

Eddie rubs his chin, faces Barb. "Hmm I understand about the size, let me think". Eddie scratches his head. Raises his finger. "I got it". Eddie slaps Don's back. "Don here is very good at bodywork"! He winks at Wally. Barb's eyes open wide. "Don can you fix that scratch for me"? Don touches the hood. "Sure a little bondo and some touch up paint will do the trick". She hands Don a slip of paper. "Cool here's my number. I'm Barb, I'll be expecting your call". Barb fixes her hair in her rear view mirror, smiles drives off.

Eddie turns twists and shouts. "Miller! you lucky son of a bitch". Wally buts in. "Don when are you going to call her". Eddie grabs Don's white t shirt, "Miller you better call her. If you don't I will. That is one fine looking babe". Don pulls away from Eddie's grip. "Guys what the big deal. She just wants her scratch fixed". "Scratch fixed"? Eddie moves his fingers 3 inches apart. "She also said, It's not the (size) that matters"! Eddie, Wally, Don explode in crazy laughter. Chip looks.

Al Dawson wipes his hands with a brown rag - jogs towards the gas pumps. "Eddie what's going on out here"? "Oh not much Mr. Dawson". Eddie winks. "Don just picked up some extra bodywork"! Boys laugh slap five. Chip looks. Al Dawson hands on hips shakes his head. "She's out of your league men. That's Barb Midway. Her father Ben owns Jiffy Trucking. Largest trucking firm east of the Mississippi. They live in a mansion off Lake Shore Drive". Eddie looks at Don. "Wow that is one rich broad". 

Al looks. A sputtering steaming old car crawls up to the gas pump. Driven by a gray haired aging woman. Her wide eyed grand daughter sits in the passenger seat. Al smiles waves. "Hello Mrs. Brown, Hi Connie". "Hi Mr. Dawson". "Mrs. Brown you're running hot". "Oh my, Al it started steaming a while ago. Connie and I were at Bay view Park. What's wrong with my car Al"? " Let's see here". Al rag in hand slowly opens the hood. A dense fog escapes. "Wow! Chip yells. The boys move closer. Al extends both arms. "Careful men". Al wipes the radiator cap.

Al (Looks) shakes his head.  He turns towards his garage.

"Hey Leroy take a look at this". A smiling stocky man, late twenties, wearing greasy brown work cloths, jogs out of Al's garage. This is Leroy Johnson. Al's right hand man. Leroy nods to everyone. He tips his 1957 world series champion Milwaukee Braves cap to Mrs. Brown. Leroy fans away the steam - puffs his cigar. "Oh yeah, I've seen this a hundred times. A car with over 70.000 miles". Al Dawson shakes his head. "It's the water pump". "Yes boss that's what I say".  Don Miller grabs a rag, shakes the radiator fan. "For sure it's the pump. I've seen these things blow at 40,000 miles". Don grabs Leroy's flashlight, points. "And lookey there Al. She ran so hot the damn engine block cracked".

Mrs. Brown with concern in her voice. "Oh my, Al can you fix it"? Al rag in hand, wipes his hands as he slowly walks over to Mrs. Brown's window. "I'm sorry Mrs. Brown. You need a whole new engine, radiator, water pump, hoses, battery and more". Mrs. Brown cries. "Why what happened"? "You see ma'am, the water pump blew then all the water leaked out of the radiator. With no coolant everything under the hood melted. It all has to be replaced. This is a major job".

Tears run down Mrs. Brown's face. Connie looks at her grandmother, she cries. Chip looks, cries. Mrs. Brown wipes her tears. "My dear is it expensive Al? Since Sam died things are tight, with the bills and all". Mrs. Brown breaks down, six year old Connie balls. Eddie, Don, Wally hang their heads. Al (stops) looks - stares at Leroy! Leroy grabs a wrench from his back pocket. "Now just wait a minute here. No reason for anyone to get upset. It's a new decade and we have a new president". Leroy puffs on his cigar.

"Let me take a closer look at this". Leroy whistles (Sweet Georgia Brown). He turns a few bolts spins a few screws, bends a few hoses, fans the engine with his ball cap. "That should do it. Eddie fill Mrs. Browns radiator with water". Everyone looks! Al smiles. "Go ahead Eddie - Let's go. I'm sure Connie and Mrs. Brown have better things to do then hang around here".

Eddie fills the radiator to the brim. Leroy puffs his cigar. "Okay Mrs. Brown fire your car up". The car purrs like a kitten. Don Miller LOOKS - questions. "Good as new? Leroy what the hell did you do"? Al winks at Leroy.. Mrs. Brown smiles. "Oh Leroy you're an (Angel)". Leroy smiles, his pearl white teeth glisten, laughs.

Al grabs the clean silver handle of his gas pump, twists her gas cap. Mrs. Brown yells. "No Al, I cant afford gas today". Al smiles. "This tank's on me". Eddie cleans her windows. six year old Connie reaches out the window, tugs on Al's shirt. "Mr. Dawson - when I grow up I want to be just like you". "What's that kid? A grease monkey". Everyone laughs. Al winks at Mrs. Brown. "No silly - I want to be a war hero like you. Grandma told me, you have lots of medals, even the purple heart". "A war hero, you want to carry a gun"? Al winks at Mrs. Brown. He looks into Connie's eyes. "That's good kid. Follow your dreams. Make your dreams come true Connie".

Six year old Connie's eyes open wide. "Yes sir I will". Eddie hands her green stamps. "Mrs. Brown - you have a lovely grand daughter". Mrs. Brown smiles. "Thank you gentlemen, God Bless". Tears in her eyes Mrs. Brown and Connie drive off.

Chip scratches his head. "Hey Wally - do they let girls in the Army"? "Ah - I guess so. They can be a nurse or secretary, something like that". Al Dawson shines his gas pumps. "Men when I was struggling, starting Al's triangle service station. Sam Brown helped me  many times. As my father used to say. Help people, because someday when you need help. Hopefully someone will help you. Remember that men - it Evens out". Leroy flips his cigar. "Amen Al - my granddaddy Henry Johnson said to me. Leroy what goes around comes around".

Leroy looks to the blue sky. "I miss Sam Brown - He always offered a helping hand. A small loan that turned into a gift. Box seat tickets to a  Brave game. A cup of coffee a cold soda - Damn"!

Chip tugs on Al Dawson's shirt. "Mr. Dawson do you have a soda machine"? "I sure do son. Men let's go inside. Drinks on me". Everyone cheers, as they walk inside Al's gas station. Chip's eyes open wide as he looks at 2 rooms. In the larger room a car rests up on the rack, it's four tires are removed. Tools, rags, new tires, oil cans, compliment the work room. The smaller room is Al's office. A black and white television plays - I Love Lucy. Al's manual cash register, a candy machine, a red vertical coke machine, and World War II posters of Normandy and General Mac Arthur cover the walls of the entire establishment.

Chip holds up two silver dimes. "Mr. Al my dad gave me and Wally 10 cents each  for a soda - See"! Al puts his arm around Chip. "Son give that money to your dad. Tell Wayne I said hello, Semper fi, and (Save the red Eagle)". "Yes sir".

"Ah - what does save the red eagle mean"? The room stops. Everyone looks at Al. "That's a secret. I hope you men will never have to experience". Eddie's eyes open wide. Al punches a few keys, the cash register flies open. "Let's see six thirsty men here". Al grabs six
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