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NOTES

Gums is a satire of Stephen Spielberg’s blockbuster film, Jaws.  Gums 
may be performed by a male or female and be entered in Humorous 
Interpretation.  With clever blocking and cutting, two performers may 
also consider entering this play in Duo Interpretation.  When performing 
a spoof, it is always best to have a working knowledge of the original; 
therefore, the performer(s) may find it beneficial to watch the original 
film in order to truly bring out the humor found within this clever satire.  
There are a myriad of characters found within this play.  Make sure each 
character is clear and distinct for the audience.  It will also be important 
for the performer(s) to accurately reproduce the infamous theme music 
that accompanied the original film.   Because of the diverse locations 
found throughout the selection, clever blocking and choreography will 
only add to the overall performance.  Be creative, because the physical 
aspects of this play are just as important as the vocal dynamics required 
of the characters.  This iconic piece of American pop culture is designed 
to be pure fun for the audience, as well as the performer(s)! 

Cast of Characters:
Jenny
Pete
Soundtrack
Brady
Timmy
Radio Voice
Mayor
Guy
Lady
Grandmother
Brady’s mother
Mrs. Jacobs
Billy Joe
Loretta
Pearlie Rose
Bubba
Captain Ishmael

Scene 1: On a beach, slightly away from a bonfire party

Jenny: Hurry up Pete! Are you scared?
Pete: I’m not scared, Jenny! I just don’t think we should leave the others. 
Shouldn’t we stay at the bonfire?
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still want to take a little break.  I’m just being honest.  Would you actually 
want me to keep seeing you because of guilt?
She:  (To him) Just leave.
He:  (To her) Is that what you really want?
She: (To him) It doesn’t matter what I want anymore.  (Disgusted with 
everything) Just go.  Go on with your little perfect life.  (He turns to leave, 
before she stops him) But the next time you come onto a pretty girl in a 
coffee shop, I want you to remember me.  I want you to remember what 
you did to me.  I want you to see my face in hers.  (Pause) You may be 
right.  I probably have changed.  (Beat) Let me ask you something.  How 
could anyone not change after something like this?  I was pretty!  Now 
look at me!  Obviously, this has been a life-altering experience for me!  
(Trying to calm down) But I’m still me.  I’m still the girl you met in that 
coffee shop.  But no matter how you try to rationalize it—you are the 
reason I look like this.  And if I’m not the same person you first met, then 
you need to look at yourself in the mirror.  Maybe you’re not the same 
person you think you are. You changed me.  Admit it.  You—changed—me.  
He:  (To her) Look.  I’ve got to go.  And don’t try to make me feel guilty 
either.  Maybe—maybe we weren’t ever meant to be together—accident or 
not.
She: (To him) Admit it!  You did this to me.  And you can’t stand to hang 
around to see what you’ve done.  
He:  (To the audience) I didn’t know what to say.  Did she honestly want 
me to stay with her just because she was hurt?  Would that be fair to her?  
Is it fair to stay with anyone—just because you feel sorry for them?
She:  (To the audience) Why can’t men just admit when they’ve done 
something? (To him) Just admit it.  Admit that you changed me.  
He:  (To her) Okay, I admit it.  I’m sorry.  Is that what you want me to 
say?  Will that make you feel better?  Will that help you get on with your 
life?  Do you want me to stay with you out of pure guilt?  Do you want 
me to tell you that I love you—even if I’m not really sure if I do?  Or if I 
ever did?  Do you want me to tell you that I want to be with you forever?  
(Pause) I just wanted a little break.  That’s all I was asking for.  (Pause) 
I hope you know that I really did care for you.  I still do.  But accident 
or not—I’m not sure if we were ever meant to be together. (After a long 
pause and no response from her)  Well, goodbye.  (He turns and leaves)
She:  (To him, after he is already gone) Goodbye.  (To the audience) He 
almost—sounded sincere.
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Jenny:  Come on. It’s summer. Let’s take a swim.
Pete: But, it’s dark. I don’t think I like swimming at the beach in the 
middle of the night.
Jenny: Chicken? (She steps into the water) The water feels great. (She 
swims out, doggy paddling) Come on in!
Pete: Okay. But let’s not stay here too long.
Soundtrack: Dumb Dumb.
Jenny: (Flinches as something grazes her feet) Something just touched 
my feet.
Pete: (Removing his shirt) Jenny, stop playing around!
Soundtrack: Dumb Dumb Dumb Dumb.
Jenny: (Gets pulled under for a moment) Pete! Something’s here! (She 
gets pulled under again) Pete, I think something just…! (She gets pulled 
under more violently) 
Soundtrack: Dumb Dumb Dumb Dumb Dumb Dumb.
Jenny: Pete! Help! Help!
Pete: Jenny! Swim back!
Jenny: (Getting dragged around through the water) Help me, Pete! It’s 
got my legs! Help! Peeeeeeeete!

Scene 2: A populated beach

(Brady, the head lifeguard, is training Timmy, the new lifeguard. Timmy is 
a total surfer-dude.)

Brady: As head lifeguard, I have to warn you, Timmy.  Being a lifeguard 
on Shark Island isn’t just “fun in the sun.”
Timmy: But, at least there’ll be hot girls in bikinis!
Brady: Not necessarily, Timmy. Take a look at that.
Timmy: Whoa! She’s got to be at least eighty. Why would she wear a 
bikini?
Brady: That’s Michelle. She’s only twenty-two. She likes to tan.
Radio Voice: Brady, we have a problem on the beach—about two feet 
from your location.
Brady: (Into radio) Ten-Four. I’ll be right there. (To Timmy) This is what 
we’re here for! Let’s move!

(They run in slow-motion a few feet.)

Brady: (To the onlookers) Nothing to see here! Nothing to see here! (To 
Pete) What’s the problem?
Pete: It’s my girlfriend, Jenny. We went swimming last night and…
Brady: How long has she been missing?
Jenny: I’m right here.
Pete: She was attacked.

was strange.  He stopped coming by to see me every day.  In fact, usually I 
had to call him just to see what was going on.
He:  (To the audience, irritated) She called me non-stop.  It was like I was 
supposed to stop everything—my job, my life—everything.
She:  (To the audience, hurt) He said I changed.
He:  (To the audience, rationalizing) She wasn’t the same girl I met and 
fell in love with.  She stopped being the same person I fell in love with.
She:  (To the audience, but more to herself) I don’t know.  Maybe I did.
He:  (To the audience, rationalizing) Look.  I’m not as shallow as it 
seems.  No matter what anyone says or thinks—I still cared for her. I did.  
(Long pause)  I do.  I’ll never forget the last time I went to see her.  (To 
her) I’ve been thinking.  Maybe we should give each other a little space—
a little time to think—
She: (To him, surprised) What?  
He:  (To her, nervously) I just thought that we should—
She: (To him, angry and hurt) Why don’t you just grow up?  Why don’t 
you own up to your responsibilities?  
He:  (To her) What are you talking about?  My responsibilities?  What is 
that supposed to mean?
She: (To him) It’s because of your actions that I look like this!
He:  (To her) This has nothing to do with how you look.
She: (To him, sarcastic) Oh, really.  I think it has everything to do with 
how I look!
He:  (To her) Whether you want to admit or not, you’re a different person.  
You’re not the same girl I met in that coffee shop six months ago! I don’t 
care that you don’t look the same as you did when I first met you.  And 
frankly, I’m insulted that you think I could be so superficial.
She: (To him) Yeah?  Well, sadly, you might be the exact same person I 
met that day. Maybe I just never saw the true you until now.  
He:  (To her, calmly) Listen.  This is exactly why we should just take a 
break for a while. Let’s just be friends for now.  Let’s see how that goes, 
okay?  
She: (To him) Friends?
He:  (To her) Yeah.  Let’s take some time to evaluate our relationship.  
Then, after a short period of time, we’ll decide if we still want to see each 
other.  You know, just a few months to see if—
She: (To him) Don’t you mean a couple of years?  
He:  (To her, confused) Years?
She: (To him) Isn’t that how long the doctors said it would take before I 
might start to look like I did when you first met me?
He:  (To her) Look.  I know you’re hurt.  I know you want to make me 
out to be the bad guy here.  If that makes you feel better, then go ahead.  
Just remember—there are two sides to every coin. (Beat) Am I supposed 
to keep seeing you just because you got hurt?  Because, hurt or not, I’d 
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Timmy: Shark?
Jenny: Not a shark. Actually, it felt more like it “gummed” me…almost 
like it was sucking my legs.
Pete: (Shocked) It’s like it “gummed” her legs raw!
Brady: (Revelation) Oh my, sweet mother! He’s back! I never thought 
this would happen again. Gums is back! (Yelling to Swimmers) Get out of 
the water! Get out of the water! Now! Salmon! Salmon!

Scene 3: A town meeting

Brady: Okay everybody! Settle down! I called this town meeting, because 
there is an emergency.
Mayor: As Mayor of this town, I didn’t know a lifeguard was authorized 
to call a town meeting.
Brady: Tourist season is coming up…
Guy: Why do we call it tourist season if we can’t shoot them? 
All: Yeah!
Brady: We already discussed this.
Lady: My late grandmother always said, “Don’t sweat the petty stuff and 
don’t pet the sweaty stuff.”
Guy: That’s what your grandmother said?
Grandmother: Oh honey, I did say that, and I apologize for being late.
Brady:  (Trying to regain control of the meeting) As head lifeguard…
Guy: You’re a horrible lifeguard! I saw at least fifteen people drown today 
alone!
Brady: (Ignoring the heckler) The salmon we call Gums is back!
All: No!
Brady: Calm down! We do have experience with this.
Guy: But experience is something you get after you need it!
Brady: That’s why I called you here today.  Shark Island’s tourism is what 
keeps this town afloat.
Lady: Why did we rename our island Shark Island? That’s my first 
concern!
Brady: We all agreed that Shark Island would be a good name.
Guy: It does sound better than the last name. Green Pea Shores didn’t 
sound as appealing.
Lady: But we grow the best green peas around! They’re organic.
Brady: Let’s focus, people! We all made that decision last year, so don’t 
blame me.
Mayor: As Mayor of this town, I say we aren’t blaming you, but we are 
saying it’s your fault.
Brady: If we don’t stop Gums, this town will be history and not in a good 
way.
Mayor: As Mayor of this town, I demand that you take care of this 

how much I want kids of my own some day.  
She:  (To the audience) My nephews thought he was hysterical.  He had 
all of us in stitches the entire night.
He:  (To the audience) I can do this funny ‘voice.’  It’s kind of a cross 
between Darth Vader and a Muppet.  (Demonstrating)  ‘May the force of 
undercooked fried chicken be with you!’
She:  (To the audience) My nephews couldn’t get enough of his silly 
voice.  I think everyone was just as crazy about him as I was.  Finally, it 
was time to leave.  It had been storming all evening.
He:  (To the audience) As we were driving back, I couldn’t keep my eyes 
off of her.  She was so pretty. 
She:  (To the audience) There’s something very endearing about a man 
who—with just a look—can make you feel like the most beautiful woman 
in the world.  That was part of his charm, but I kept telling him he needed 
to keep his eyes on the road.   
He:  (To the audience, slower) I don’t know.  Maybe there was some oil 
on the highway or something.  
She:  (To the audience) He was driving way too fast.  He was paying more 
attention to me than the road. 
He:  (To the audience) We were going around this sharp turn, and I lost 
control of the car.  We flew off the embankment and hit a tree.  
She:  (To the audience) I was pinned in the passenger side of the car. I was 
having trouble breathing.  
He:  (To the audience) I called 911.  She was hurt badly.
She:  (To the audience) I felt so helpless.  
He:  (To the audience) I escaped with just a minor cut or two, but she—
she wasn’t as lucky. The ambulance rushed her to the emergency room—
and there was a lot of swelling to her face. 
She:  (To the audience) I had fractured my leg, and the doctors said I had 
broken nearly a dozen bones in my face.  The doctors said it would take a 
series of surgeries before I would look like my former-self again. I was in 
the hospital for nearly a month.
He:  (To the audience) I visited her every day.  That’s what any good, 
decent person would do, right? (To her) Hey there, I thought I’d bring you 
some flowers and candy.  
She:  (To him, sarcastically) Great, with all of these bandages on my face, 
I can’t smell the flowers.  And that candy is just going to make me fat. 
He:  (To her, trying to lighten the mood) Hey, cheer up.  With those 
bandages covering most of your face, some Hollywood talent scout is 
likely to see you in here and cast you as an extra in another one of those 
sequels to The Mummy.  (To the audience, disturbed) That accident really 
did a number on her face.  
She: (To the audience, confused) After I was released from the hospital, it 


