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All My Sons was first presented by Elia Kazan, Harold Clurman,
and Walter Fried (in association with Herbert Haeris), at the
Coronet Theatre on the evening of January 29, 1947, with the fol.
lowing cast:

JOEKELLER ..o Ed Begley
KATEKELLER ......oouv.ts e enieiaeras Beth Megrill
CHRISKELLER . 0vovieeieeieieaennnnenn, Arthus Kennedy
ANNDEEVER .......oiiiiiiiiiiiennnninn, Lois Wheeler
GEORGEDEEVER ... .t iiiiiieiniianianns Kas| Malden
Dr. iMBAYLISS .. ...ttt john McGovern
SUEBAYLISS . .....oooviiiiiiiiiii i Peggy Meredith
FRANKLUBEY ......ooiiiiiii i iiiienn, Dudiey Sadler
LyDla LUBBY . ...t Hope Cameron
BERT .t i e Eugene Steiner

The production was directed by Eliz Kazan
The setting was designed by Mordecai Gorelik

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

Acy 1

The back yard of the Keller home in the cutskirts of an American
town. August of our era.

Acr I
Scene, as before. The same evening, as ewilight falls.

Acr 11
Scene, as before, Two o'clock the following morning.



ALL MY SONS

ACT ONE

The back yard of the KELLER bome in. the outskirts of an
American town. August of our-era.

The stage is bhedged on R. and L. by tall, clo:ely plansed pop-
lars which lend the yard a secluded atmosphese. Upstage is
filled with the back of the hosse and its open, unroofed porch
which extends into the yard some six feet. The bosuse is two.
stories high and has seven rooms. It would bave cost perbaps
fifteen thousand in the early twenties when it was built. Now
it is nicely painted, looks tight and comfortable, and the yard
is green with s0d, beve and there plants whose season is gone.
At the R., beside the bouse, the entrance of the driveway can
be seen, but the poplars cut off view of its continuasion down-
stage. In the L. corner, downstage, stands the four-foot bigh
stump of a slender apple tree whose upper trunk and branches
lie toppled beside ;Aj:it still clinging to its branches.
Downstage R. is a small, srellised arbor, shaped like a sea-shell,
with a decorative bulb hanging from its forward-curving roof.
Garden chairs and a table are scattered abost. A gasbage pail
on the ground next to the porch steps, a wire leaf-burner
near i,

ON THE RISE: It is early Sunday morning., JOB KELLER is
sitting in the sun reading the want ads of the Sunday paper,
the other sections of which lie neasly on the ground beside
bim. Behind bis back, inside the arbor, DOCTOR JIM BAYLISS is
reading pan: of the paper at the table.

KELLER is- nearing sixty. A beavy man of stolid mind and
build, a business man these many years, but with the imprint
of the machine-shop worker and boss still upon bim. When
be reads, when he speaks, when be listens, it is with the terrible
concentration of the uneducated man for whom there is still
wonder. in many commonly known things, & man whose jsdg-
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ments must be dredged owst of expevignce and & peasans-like
common sense. A man among mesn.

DOCTOR BAYLISS is nearing forsy. A wry self-controlled man,
an easy tabker, bus with a wisp of sadness thas clings even so
his self-effacing bumo.

AT CURTAIN, JIM is standing ab L., staring at the broken tree,
He taps a pipe on s, blows theough she pipe, feels in bis
pockess for tobaceo, then speaks.

Jim. Where's your tobacco?

KELLER. ! think I left it on the table. (jiM goes slowly to sable on
the arbor a4 R., finds a pouch, and sits theve on the bench, flling
bis pipe.) Gonna rain tonight.

jiM. Paper says so?

XBLLER. Yeah, right here,

Jid, Thea it can't rain,

(FRANK LUBBY enlers, from R., through a small space between
the poplars. FRANK is thirty-swo but balding. A pleasant, opinion-
asted man, uncertain of himself, with a tendency toward peevishness
when crossed, but dlways wanting it pleasant and neighborly. He
rather saunsers in, leisuvely, nothing 1o do, He does nos notice jiM
in the arbor. On his greeting, Y does nos bother looking up.)

FRANK. Hya.

KELLER. Hello, Frank., What's doin’?

FRANK. Nothin', Walking off my breakfast. (Looks up at the sky.)
That beautiful? Not a cloud.

KELLER. (Looks up.) Yeah, nice.

FRANK. Every Sunday ought to be like this.

KELLER. (Indicating the sections beside him.) Want the paper?
FRANK. What's the diffetence, it's all bad news. What's today's
calamity? .

KELLER. | don't know, I don't read the news part any more. It's
more interesting in the want ads,

FRANK. Why, you trying to buy something?

KELLER. No, I'm just interested. To see what people want, yknow?
For instance, here’s a guy is lookin’ for two Newfoundland dogs.
Now what's he want with two Newfoundiand dogs?

FRANK. That is funny.

KELLER. Here's another one. Wanted—Old Dictionaries. High
prices paid. Now what's 2 man going to do with an old dictionary?
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FRANK. YWhy not? Probably a book collector.

KELLER. You mean he’ll make a living out of that?

FRANK. Sure, there's a ot of them.

KELLER. (Shakes his head.) All the kind of business goin’” on, In
my day, either you were a lawyer, or a doctor, or you worked in 2
shop: Now . . .

FRANK. Well, I was going to be a forester once.

KELLER. Well, that shows you; in my day, there was no such thing,

(Scanning the page, sweeping it with his hand.) You look ata page
like this you realize how ignorant you are. {Sofly, with wonder, as
he scans page.) Psss!

FRANK. {Noticing tree.) Hey, what happened to your tree?
KELLER. Ain't that awful? The wind must've got it last night. You
heard the wind, didn’t you?

FRANK. Yeah, I got a mess in my yard, t00. {Goes 20 sree.) What a
pity. (Turns 4o KELLER.) What'd Kate say?

kELLER. They're all asleep yet. I'm just waiting for her to see it.
FRANK. (Struck.) You kaow?—It's funny.

KELLER. What?

FRANK. Larry was born in August. He'd been rwenty-seven this
month. And his tree blows down. |

KELLER. (Toyched.) I'm surprised you remember his birthday,
Frank, That's nice.

FRANK. Well, I'm workingon his horoscope.

KELLER. How can you make him 2 horoscope? That's for the furure,
ain't 1e?

FRANK. Well, what I'm doing is this, see. Larry was reported miss-
ing on November 25th, righe?

KELLER. Yeah?

FRANK. Well, then, we assume that if he was killed it was on No-
vember 25th. Now, what Kate wants . . .

KELLER. Oh, Kate asked you 10 make a horoscope?

FRANK. Yeah, what she wants t0 find out is whether Novembes
25th was a favorable day for Larry.

KELLER. What is that, favorable day?

FRANK. Well, a favorable day for a person is a formunate day, ac
cording to his stars. In other words it would be practically imgpos-
sible for him 10 have died on his favorable day.

KELLER. Well, was that his favorable day >—November 25th?
FRANK. That's what I'm wocking on to fiad out. It takes time! See.
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the point 15, ¥ November 25th was his §ﬁ@©§@§@ ﬁéﬂ% gh@ aas
completely pessible he's alive somewhere, because nean it
possible. (He notices ju1 mow. Jna is é@oémg b éﬁ;@ as 2%»@34@5 &
an idios. To Jui-—with an snceriain laugh.) 1 dida’t even see you.
KELLBR. (To jus.) Is he walkin’ s@ﬁse?

ju. Him? He's all right. He's just complerely out of his mind,
that’s all.

FRANK. (Peeved.) The wouble with you is, you don't believe in
anything.

jim. And your trouble is that you believe in anything. You didn’t
see my kid this morning, did you?

FRANK. No.

KELLER. Imagine? He walked off with his chermomeres. Righe ows
of his bag.

Jid. {Gets 8p.) What a problem. One look az 2 girl 2nd he takes
her temperature. (Goes to driveway, Jooks upsiage soward sireel.)
FRANK. That boy’s going to be a real doctor ; he’s smart,

JiM. Over my dead body he’ll be a doctor. A good beginniag, t00.
FRANK. Why? It's an honorable profession.

M. {Lovks a8 bim livedy.) Frank, will you stop talking like o

civics book? (KELLER laughs.)

FRANK. Why, I saw a movie a couple of weeks ago, reminded me

of you. There was a doctor in that picrure . . |

KELLER. Dor Ameche!

PRANK. I think it was, yeah. And he worked in his basement dis-
covering things. That's what you ought to do; you could help
humanity, instead of .

JiM. T would love to help humanity on 2 Warner Brothers salary.
KELLER. (Points at him, laughing.) That's very good, Jim.

M. {Looks toward house.) Well, where's the beauriful girl was
upposed 1o be here?

FRANK. {Bxcited.} Aanie came?

KELLER. Sufe, sleepin’ upstairs. We picked her up on the one
o'clock teain last night. Wonderful thing. Girl leaves here, a
scrawny kid. Couple of years go by, she’s a regular woman, Hardly
recognized her, and she was running in and out of this yard all hes
life. That was a very happy family used to live in your house, Jim.
Jist. Like to meet her, The blodk can use a prewy girl. In che whole
neighborhood there’s mot 2 damned thing o look at. (Enzer sug,
JIM'S wife, from L. She is vounding fossy, an overweight woman
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who fears 8. 08 sezing hes j14 wryly adds:) . . . Except my wile,
of course.

SUE. {In same spivis.) Mrs. Adams is oo the phone, yeu dog.

JiM. {Teo KBLLER.) Such is the condition which prevails, {Going
%0 his wife.) my love, my lighe. . . .

sug. Don't sniff asound me. (Poinis s0 sheir house, L.) And give
her 2 nasty answes. I can smell her perfume over the phone.

JiM. What's the marter with her now?

suE. I don't know, dear. She sounds like she's in tereible pain—
unless hee mouth is full of candy.

JiM. Why don't you just tell her to lay down?

sUE. She enjoys it more when you tell her o lay down. And whea
are you going to see Ms. Hubbard?

jiM. My dear; Mr. Hubbard is not sick, and 1 have bewer things t0
do than to sit there and hold his hand.

suUg. It seems to me that for ten dollars you could hold his hand.
JiM. {To keLLER.) If your son wants to play golf tell him I'm
ready. (Going L.) Or if he'd like 10 take a trip around the world
for about thirty years. {He exits L.)

xELLER. Why do you needle him? He's a doctor, women are sup-
-posed to call him up.

sug. All I said was Mrs. Adams is on the phone. Can 1 have some
of your patsiey?

KELLER. Yeah, sure. (She goes L. so0 parsley box and pulls some
parsiey.) You were a aurse t00 long, Susie. You're too .
too . . . realistic.

SUE. (Laughing, poinis at him.) Now you said it! (Enser LYDIA
LUBEY from R, She is a robust, laughing girl of twensy-seven.)
LYDLA. Frank, the toaster . . . (Sees the otners.) Hya.

KELLER. Hello!

LYDiA, {To FRANK.) The toaster is off again,

FRANK. Well, plug it in, I juse fixed ic.

LYDW. . (Kindly, but insistently.) Please, dear, fix it back like it was
before. ‘

FRANK. I don't know why you can’t learn to turn on a simple thing
like a toaster! (FRANX exifs R.)

sUE. (Lawghs.) Thomas Edison.

Lyota. (Apologetically.) He's teally vesy handy. (Sbe sees broken
tree.) Oh, did the wind get your tree?

KEBLLER. Yeah, last night.

9



LYDiA. Ob, what 2 piry. Annie get in?

keLLER. She'll be down soon. Wait'll you meet her, Sue, she’s a
kaocckout.

sUE. I should've been 2 man. People are always intreducing me to
beauriful women. {To joE.) Tell her to come over later; I imagiae
she'd like to see what we did with her house. And thanks. {sus
exifs L.)

LYDIA. Is she still unhappy, Joe?

KELLER. Annie? I don't suppose she goes around dancing on her
toes, but she seemms to be over it.

LyDia. She poing to gee married ? Is chese anybody . . . ?

KELLER. | suppose . . . sag, it’s a couple years aimdy She can
mousn a boy forever.

LYDIA. Ie's so strange . . . Aanie's here and not even married. And
I've got three babies. | always thought it'd be the other way around.
xsLLER. Well, that's what 2 war does. I had two sons, now I g
one, Iz changed all the tallies. In my day when you had sons it was
an hogor. Todzy a doctor could make 2 million dollars if he could
figure out a way to bring 2 boy into the world withous 2 erigger
fnges.

LYDIA. You know, 1 was just feading . . . {Enfer CHRIS KELLER
from bouse, stands in doorway.}

Lypia. Hya, Chris . . . (FRANK showss from off R.)

FRANXK. Lydia, come in here! If you want the toaster to work don't
plug in the malted mixer.

LYDIA. (Embarrassed, laghs.) Did1 . . | 2

FRANK. And the next time { fix something don't tell me I'm crazy!
Now come in here!

LYpia. (7o XBLLER.} Tl never hear the end of this one.

k8LLER. {Calling to FRANK.) So what's the difference? Instead of
toast have a maleed!

LyDia, Shl sh! (She exits 8. laughing.)

{CHRIS watches ber off. He is thiviy-two; like his father, solidly
buils, a listenes. A man capable of immense affection and loyalty.
He bas o cup of coffee in one band, part of & doughnut in other.}

KELLER. You want the paper?

cHris. That's all right, just the book section. (He bends down and
pulls oyt past of paper on poscd fioor.)

xELLER. You're always reading the bosk secvion and you never
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buy a book.

cHuss. (Coming down o sestee.) 1 like to keep abreast of my ig-
norance. (He sits on sestee.}

KELLER. What is that, every week a new book comes out?
cHris. Lot of new books.

RKELLER, All diffesent.

curs. All different.

KELLER. {Shabes his head, puts knife down on bench, takes oil-
stone up to the cavines.) Psss! Annie up yet?

cHris. Mothet's giving her breakfast in the dining-room.
KELLER, (Crosses, D.S. of stool, looking a8 broben tree.) See what
happened to the tree?

cHris. {Without looking up.) Yeah.

KELLER, What's Mother going t0'say? (BERT runs on from driye-
way. He is adout eight. He jumps on st00l, shen on KELLER'S bacd.)
BERT., You're finally up.

KELLER. (Swinging him sround and pusiing bim down.} Ha!
Bert’s here! Where's Tommy? He's got his father's thezrmometer
again.

BERT. He's taking a reading.

cHrs, Whae!

BERT. But it's only oral.

RELLER., Oh, well, there's no harm in orzl. So what's new this
rmorning, Bert?

BERT. Nothin'. (He goes fo broken iree, walks around i1.)
KELLER, Then you couldn’t've made a complete inspection of the
block. In the beginning, when 1 first made you 2 policeman you
used to come in every morning with something new. Now, nothin's
ever new.

BERT. Exceg: some kids from Thirtieth Steeet. They started kicking
a can down the block, 2nd I made them go away because you were
sieeping.

KELLER. Now you're talkin’, Bert. Now you're on the ball. First
thing you know I'm liable to make you 2 detective.

8ERT. (Pulls him down by the lapel and whispers in bis eas.} Can
I see the jail now?

KELLER. Seein’ the jail ain’t allowed, Bert. You know that.
8ERT. Aw, I betcha there isn't even 2 jail. I don't see 2ny bars on
the cellar windows.

KELLER. Berr, on my word of honor, there's 2 jail in the basement.
{ showed you my gua, dida't 12



SBRY, DUl that's 2 nuaung gus,

KELLER. That's an asresting gual

2ERT. Then why don't you ever asrest anybody? Tommy said an-
other dirty word to Dozis yesterday, and you didn’t even demoze
RBLLER. {He chuckles and winks a8 CHRIS, who is enjoying all
shis.) Yeah, chat’s a dangerous character, that Tommy. {Beckons
bim closer.) What word does he say?

BERT. {Backing away quickly in great embarsassment.) Oh, I can't
say that.

KBLLER. {Grabs bim by she shirt and pulls him back.) Well, gimme
an idea.

8ERT. I can't. It’s ot a nice word.

®ELLER. Just whisper it in my ear. I'll close my eyes. Maybe I
won't even hear it.

BERT. (Om tiptoe, puss bis §ips 30 KELLER'S eay, then in unbearabls
embarrassment sieps back.) 1can’t Ms. Keller.

cunis. (Laughing.) Don't make him do char,

x2LLER, Okay, Bert. | take your word. Now go out, and keep both
eyes peeled.

BERY. {Inserested.) For what?

xELLER. For what! Bert, the whole aeighborhood is depending on
you. A policeman don’t ask questions. Now peel them eyes!
BERT. {Mysiified, byt willing.) Okay. (He runs off ». back of
a7b07.) .

xBLLER. {Calling afies bim.) Aad mum’s the word, Bere.

BERT. ($00ps and sticks bis head thry the arbos.) About what?
KBLLER, Just in general. Be v-e-£-y careful.

8BRT. (Nods in bewildsrmens.) Okay. (BERT exits D.R.)

xBLLER. {Lawghs.) 1 got all che kids crazy!

cxris. One of these days, they’ll all come in here and beat yous
brains cut.

xeLLBe, What's she going to say? Maybe we ought o tell hes
before she sees it

cHris. She saw it

keLLER. How could she see it? I was the first one up. She was still
ia bed.

cuas, She was out here when it broke,

KELLER. When?

cHms, About four this morning. {Indicating window above shem.)
{ heard it cracking and ] woke up and looked out. She was stand.
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ing right here whea it cracked.
KELLER, What was she doing out here four in the moming?
cHrs. T don’t know. When it cracked she ran back imto the house
and cried in the kitchen.

KELLER, Did you talk to her?

cHris. No, I . . . | figured the best thing was to leave her zlone.
(Pause.) '

KELLER. (Deeply souched.) She cried hard?

cHris. I could hear her right through the flcor of my room.
KELLER. (Slight panse.) What was she doing out here at that hour?
(CHRIS silent. An undertone of anger showing.) She's dreaming
about him again. She's walking around at nighe.

cHRIS. 1 guess she is. |

KELLER. She’s gewing just like afrec he died. (Slight pause.)
What's the meaning of that?

curss. I don't know the meaning of it. (Slight pause.) But I know
one thing, Dad. We've made a terrible mistake with Mother.
KELLER, What?

cHRus. Being dishonest with her. That kind of thing always pays
off, and now ir’s paying off.

KELLER. What do you mean, dishonest?

cugis, You know Laery’s not coming back and 1 know it. Why do
we allow her to go on thinking that we believe with her?
KELLER. What do you want to do, argue with her? -

cHRis, 1 don't want to argue with her, bue it’s time she realized that
nobody believes Larry is alive any more. (KELLER simply moves
away, thinking, looking at the ground.) Why shouldn't she dream
of him, walk the nights waiting for him? Do we contradict her?
Do we say straight out that we have no hope any more? That we
haven't had any hope for years now?

KELLER. {Frightened at the thoughi) You can't say that 10 her.
cHris. We've got to say it to her.

KELLER. How’re you going to prove it? Can you prove it?

cHris. For God’s sake, three years! Nobody comes back after three
years. It's insane.

KELLER. To you it is, and to me. But not to her. You can talk your-
self blue in the face, but there’s no body and there’s no grave, so
where are you?

cHRis. Sic down, Dad. 1 want to ralk to you.

KELLER. (Looks at him searchingly a moment, and sitting . . .}
The trouble is the Goddam newspapegs. Every month some boy
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qsns up trom nowhere, so the next one is going to be Latry,
S
curas. All right, all sighe, listen to me. (Slight pause. KBLLER sifs
on seitee.) You know why I asked Annie here, don’t you?
KBLLER, (He bnows, bes . . ) Why?
cHris. You know.
KBLLER, Well, I got an ides, but . . . What's the stogy?
cHRis, I'm going to ask her 1o macry me. (Slight passe.)
KBLLER. (Nods.) Well, that’s only your business, Chris.
cHRis, You know it’s not only my business.
KBLLER. What do you wani me to do? You're old enough to know
your own mind.
CHRIS. (Asking, annoyed.) Then it's all righe, I'll go ahead with it?
kBLLER, Well, you want to be sure Mother isa't goingto . . .
cHRris. Then 1t 15a't jusz my business.
KBLLER. I'm just sayin’,
cuis. Sometimes you infuriate me, you know that? Isn't it your
business, too, if I tell this to Mothes and she throws 2 fic abou it?
You have such a talens for ignoring things.
KELLER. [ ignore what I gotts ignore. The gixi is Larry's giel . . .
cHris. She's not Larey's gm
kBLLER, From Mother's point of view. he is not dead and you have
no right to take his girl, (Slight pause.) Now you can go on from
there if you know where to go, but I'm tellin’ you I don’t know
where to go. See? I don’t know. Now what can I do for you?
cHrus. [ don't know why it is, but every time I reach out for some-
thing I want, I have to pull back because other people will suffer,
My whole bloody life, time after time after time.
KBLLER. You're 2 considerste fella, there's nothing wrong in that,
cHRis. To hell with that,
kBLLER. Did you ask Annie yet’
cHRs, | wanted to get this sertled firse.
KELLER. How do you know she'll marry you? Maybe she feels the
same way Mother does?
cHRris. Well, if she does, then that's the end of it. From her letters
I think she’s forgotten him. I'll find out. And then we'll thrash it
out with Mother? Right? Dad, don’t avoid me.
KELLER. The trouble is, you don't see enough women. You neves
did.
cHius. So what? I'm not fast with women,
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KELLER. | don't see why it has 10 be Anaie. . .

CHRis. Because it is.

KELLER. That's a good answer, bue it don’t answer saything. You
haven’t seen her since you went to war, It’s five years.

cHRIS. I can’t help it. I know her best. 1 was brought up next doos
to her. These years when 1 think of someone for my wife, 1 think
of Annie. What do you want, a diagram?

KELLER. [ don't wanta diagram . . . 1. .. I'm. . . She thinks
be's coming back, Chris. You marry that girl and you're pronounc.
ing him dead. Now what’s going to happen to Mother? Do you
know? I-don't! (Pause.)

curis. All night, then, Dad.

KELLER. (Thinking Chris bas vetreated.) Give it some more
thought. .

cHris. I've given it theee years of thought. I'd hoped that if
waited, Mother would forger Larry and then we'd have a regula
wedding and everything happy. Bue if that can’t happen here, then
I'll have to get out.

KELLER. What the hell is sbis?

curis, I'll get out. I'll get married and live some place else. Maybe
in New York.

KELLER. Afe you crazy?

cHuus: I've been 2 good son too long, 2 good sucker. I'm through
with ic.

KELLER. You've got a business here, what the heli is this?

cHRIS. The business! The business doesn’t inspire me.

KELLER. Must you be inspired?

cHris. Yes. I like it an hour a day. If 1 have to grub for money all
day long at least at evening I want it beautiful. I want a family, 1
want some kids, I want to build something 1 can give myself to.
Aanie is in the middle of that. Now . . . where do I find it?
KELLER. You mean . . .. (Goes fo him.) Tell me something, you
mean you'd leave the business?

CHRIS. Yes. On this I would.

KELLER, (Pause.) Well . . . you don't want to think like that,
cHrus. Then help me stay hese.

KELLER, All right, but . . . but don’t think like that. Because whag
the hell did I work for? That's only for you, Chris, the whele
shootin’-match is for you! |

cHris. | know that, Dad. Just you help me stay herse.
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KELLER (Pwts o fiss 8p Jo CHRES jow.) Bug dom't think that way,
you hear me?

cugss. | am thinking that way.

KELLER, {Lowering his hand.) 1 don't uaderstand you, do 17
cHRis. No, you don't. I'm a pretty tough guy.

KELLER, Yeah, | can see that. {MOTHER dppesrs on poveh. She is
in her early fifties, o woman of uncontrolled inspirations, and 4
overwhelming capacity for love.)

MOTHER. Joe?

cHRiS, (Going toward porch.) Hello, Mom.

MOTHER. (Indicating house behind her. To KBLLER.) Did you take
a bag from under the sink?

KELLER. Yeah, { put it in the pail.

MOTHER, Well, get it out of the pail. That's my potatces. {CHRIS
bursis out laughing—goes up into alley.)

KELLER. {Lawghing.) I thought it was garbage.

MOTHER. Will you do me 2 favor, Joe? Don't be helpful.
keLLER. | can afford another bag of potatoes.

MOTHER. Minnie scoured that pail in boiling water last nighe. I’
cleaner than your teeth.

xeLL2R. And ! don’t understand why, after | worked forzy years
and 1 got 2 maid, why | have to take out the gacbage.

MOTHER. If you would make up your mind that every bag in the
kitchen isn't full of garbage you wouldn't be throwing out my
vegetables. Last ume it was the onions. (CHRIS comes on, bands
her bag.)

KELLER. | don't like garbage in the house.

MOTHER. Then don't eat. (She goes into the kitchen with bag.)
cHrus. That sercles you for today.

KELLER, Yeah, I'm in last place again. I don't kaow, once upon 2
time I used to think that when I got moaey again 1 would have 2
maid and my wife would take it easy. Now I got money, and I got
a maid, and my wife is workin’ for the maid. (He sits in one of the
chasrs. MOTHER comes out on last line. She carries a pot of sting.
beans.)

MOTHER. It's her day off, whac are you crabbing about?

cHRis, (To Mother.) 1sn’t Aanie Anished eating?

MOTHER. (Looking around preoccupiedly as yard.) She'll be right
out. (Moves.) That wind did some job on this place. {Of ihe t7s2.)
So much for that, thank Ged.

KELLER. (Indicating chair beside him.) Sit dowa, take it easy.
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MOTHER. (She presses ber band so t0p of ber bead.) T've got such

a funny pain on the top of my head

cugs. Can I get you an aspicin?

MOTHER. (Picks a few petals off grosnd, ssand shese smelling them

in her band, then sprinkles them over plants.) No more roses. It's

so fuony . . . everything decides to happen at the same time. This

month is his birchday; his tree blows down, Annie comes. Every-

thing that happened seems-to be coming back. I was just down the

cellar, and what do [ stumble over? His baseball glove. I haven't

seen i in a centusy

cHRis. Don't you think Ananie looks well?

MOTHER. Fine. There’s no question about it. She's a beauty . . .

1-still don't know what brought her here. Not that I'm sot glad

to see her, but .

cugis. [ just thought we'd all like to see each other again, (MOTHER

just looks at him, nodding ever so slightly—almoss as thongh

admitting something.) And I wanted to see her myself.

MOTHER. {Her nods bals. To xeLLER.} The only thing is I think

her nose got longer. But I'll always love that girl. She's one thar

didn’t jump into bed with somebody else as soon as it happened

with her fella.

KELLER, {As thoygh that wese impossible for Annie.) Oh, what'ze

you . . .? '

MOTHER. Never mind. Most of them didn't waig ¢ill the telegrams

were opened. I'm just glad she came, so you can see I'm not com-

pletely out of my mind. (Sits, and rapidly breaks stringbeans in the
05.)

ﬁ}ims Just because she isn’t married doesn’t mean she's been

mourning Larry.

MOTHER. (With an undescurrent of observation.) Why then isa't

she?

CHRIS. (A little flastered.) Well . . . it could’ve been any numbes

of things.

MOTHER. {Directly at him.) Like what, for instance?

cHRIS. (Embarvassed, but standing bis ground.) 1 don't know.

Whatever it is. Can I get you an aspirin? {MOTHER puts her band

to her head.)

MOTHER. (She geis u 4p md goes aimlessly sowavd the trees on

rising.) It's not like a headache.

KELLER. You don’t sleep, thaz s why. She's wearing sut more bed-

room slippess than shoes.
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MOTHER. | had a terrible night. {She s00ps moving.) 1 never had a
night like thar.

curis, (Looks & K5LLER.) What was it, Mom? Did you dream?
MOTHER. More, more than a dream,

CHRIS. (Hesiantly.) About Larry?

MOTHER. | was fast asleep, and . . . (Raistng her arm over the
audience.) Remember the way he used to fly low past the house
when he was in training? When we used to see his face in the cock-
pit going by? That's the way I saw him. Only high up, Way, way
up, where the clouds are. He was so real I could reach out and touch
him. And suddenly he started to fall. And crying, cryingtome . . .
Mom, Mom! [ could hear hiin like he was ia the room. Mom! . . .
it was his voice! If I could touch him I kaew I could stop- him, i
I could only . . . (Breaks off, allowing her outstretched hand to
fall.) 1 woke up and ir was so funny . . . The wind . . . it was
like the roaring of his engine. { came out here . . . I must've szill
been half asleep. 1 could hear that roaring like he was going by.
The tree snapped right in frontof me . . . and I'like . . . came
awake. (She is looking at tree. She suddenly realizes something,
turns with 4 reprimanding finges shaking slightly ai KELLER.) See?
We should never have planted that tzee. | said so in the Arst place;
It was too soon e plant a tree for him.

cuns, {Alermed.) Too soon!

MOTHER. {Angering.) We rushed into ir. Everybody was in such
2 hurry to buey him. I said not to plant it yer. {70 xE1188.) 1 j0id
youto . . .!

cHRis, Mother, Mother! (She looks into his face.) The wind blew
it down. What significance has that got? Whar are you ralking
about? Mother, please . . . Don't go through it all again, will
you? It's no good, it doesn’t accomplish anything. I've been think-
ing, yknow? — maybe we ought to put our minds o forgerming
him?

MOTHER. That's the third time pou’ve said that this week.

curs. Because it's not right; we never took up our lives aguia.
We're like at a railroad station wsiting for a train thar never comes
i,

MOTHER. {Presses top of ber heed.} Get me an aspirin, heh?
CHRiS. Sure, and let's break out of this, heh, Mom? 1 thoughe the
four of us might go our tc dinner a couple of mights, maybe go
dancing out st the shore,

MOTHER. Fine. {To kerimn.} We can do it onighe.
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KELLER. Swell with me!

CHRIS. Suze, let's have some fun. (To MOTHER.) You'll star with
this aspirin. (He goes 4p and into house with new spiris. Hes smile
vanishes.)

MOTHER. (With an accusing undersone.) Why did he invite hes
here?

kBLLER. Why does thar bother you?

MOTHER, She's been in New York three and 2 half years, why all
of asudden , . .?

KELLER. Well, maybe . . . maybe he just wanted to see her , . .
MOTHER. Nobody comes seven hundred miles “just o see.”
kELLER. What do you mean? He lived next door to the gitl all
his life, why shouida't he want to see her again? (MOTHER jooks
& him critically.y Don't look at me like thag, he didn’c sell me any
more than he told you.

MOTHER, (A warning and 4 guestion.) He's not going to marty he,
KELLER. How do you know he’s even thinking of ir?

MOTHER. It's got that about it.

KELLER. (Sharply watching ber veaction.) Well? So what?
MOTHER. {Alarmed.y What's going on here, joe?

KELLER. Now listen, kid . . .

MOTHER. {Avording contacs with him.} She's not his girl, joe; she
knows she’s not.

KELLER. You can't read her mind,

MOTHER, Then why is she still single? New York 15 full of men,
why isn't she married? {Pause.) Probably 2 hundred people told
her she’s foolish, but she's waited.

XELLER. How do you know why she waited?

MOTHER. She knows what { know, that's why. She's faithful 25 2
rock. In my worst moments, [ think of her waiting, and | know
again thae I'm right,

KELLER. Look, it’s a nice day. What are we arguing for?

MOTHER. {Warningly.) Ncbedy in this house dast take her faith
away, Joa. Stfaﬁgﬂfs might. But not his father, not his brother,
kELLER. {Exasperated.) What do you want me to do? What do
you want?

MOTHER. I want you to ace like he’s coming back. Both of you.
Don't thiak I haven’t noticed you since Chris invited bes. [ won't
stand for sny nonsense,

KELLER, Due, Kare . . .

MOTHER. Because if he's nor coming back, then I'll kill mysalf!
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Laugh. Laugh a2 me. (Sba posnts 10 8706, Bue why did thar happen
@emymghtsﬁ}em%@ck’ Laugh, bue there are meanings io
such things, She go2s €0 sisep ia his reom and his memorial breeks
ia pieces, Look at it; look. (She sits om bench & his L.) Joe .
%aLLEs, Calm yousself.

MOTHER. Believe with me, Joe. I can’t stand 2ll aloge.

KELLER. Calm yourself,

MOTHER. Only last week a man turned up in Dewroit, missing
longer than Larry, Yo read it yourself,

KELLER. All right, all right, calm yourself.

MOTHER. You ebove all have got 1o believe, you . . .

KELLER. {Rises.) Why me above all?

MOTHER. . . . Just dom't step believing . . .
xELLER, What does that mean, me above all? (38RT comes reshing
om from L.)

paav. Mr. Keller! Sey, Mr. Keller . . . (Pointing 4p drivewsy.)
Tommy just said it again!

KELLER. {Noi remembersng any of #.) Said what? .
Who?. . .

BERT. The direy word,

gBLLER. Oh, Well |

BERT. Gee, aren’t you g@mg to asrest him? | warned him,
MOTHER, {With suddenness.) Stop thay, Bere, Go home. (B2R7
backs up, a1 she advances.) There's no jail hera,

KBLLER. {As though to say, ""Ob-what-the-holl-lei-bim-believe-
there-is”’) Kate . . .

MOTHER, (Turming on KBLLER, farioxsly.) These's no jail hesel
I waot you 1o stop thsg jail business! (He twrms, shamed, bui
beeved.)

BERT. {Past her 1o KBLLER.) He's right across the strees .,
MOTHER., Go home, Bew. (BERT luvnis arvand and goss ap deive
way. She is shaben, Her spesch is bitten of, extremely urgent.} 1
want you to stop that, Joe, Thet whole jail business!

KELLER. {Alermed, sherefore angeved.) Look at you, look az you
shaking.

MOTHER. (Trying 1o comtrol berself, moving asout ciasping bes
nands.) 1 can't help it

KELLER. What have ] goe o hide? Whae the hell is the matrer with
you, Xawe?

MOTHER. [ didn't say you had enything to hide, I'm just welling you
15 stop it} Now stop iz! {As alerd and CHRES appear on porch, ANE
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15 swenly-six, gentle bus despiie bevself capabls of bolding jasn so
whas she knows. CHRIS opens door for bes.)

ANN, Hya, Joe! (She leads off a generdl laugh shat is nos self-
conscions because they bnow one another oo well.}

cHRIS. (Bringing ANN down, with an outstresched, céazm-,m arm.)
Take a breath of that air, kid. You never get air like that in New
York.

MOTHER. {Genyinely overcome with i1.) Anaie, where did you get
that dress!

ANN. 1 couldn’t resist. I'm caking it right of before [ ruin it
{Swings around.) How's that for thres weeks’ salary?

MOTHER. {70 KELLER.) Isn't she the most . . .? {To anN.)
It's gorgeous, simply gor .

cHris. {To MOTHER.Y No kidding, now, 1sn't she me.?reﬁiesz zal
you éever saw?

MOTHER. (Caught short by bis obvious admiraiion, she finds ber-
self reaching out for a glass of water and aspisin in bis band,
end . . ) You gained a little weighe, didn's you, darling? {$he
gulps pill and drinks.)

ANN. It comes and goes.

KE1LER. Look how nice her legs murned out!

ANN. (She runs so fence, 1.} Boy, the poplass gor thick, didn’t
they?

KELLER. {ﬁfayesu 30 sessee and 5iss.y Well, it's theee years, Aanie,
We're gertin’ old, kid.

MOTHER. How does Mom like New York? {aww degps looking
shrough trees.)

ANN. (A listle bunt.) ‘W}zy d they take out hammodck away?
keLLER. Oh, no, it broke. Couple of years ago.

MOTHER. What broke? He had one of his iigége lunches and fopped
into it.

ANN. (She laughs and turns back Soward JU's yavd. . . ) Ohy
excuse roe! { I8 bas come 1o femce and is looking over zé He i
smoking & cigay, As she cvies ous, he comes on ground on 545gs.}

Jim. How do you do. {To cunss.) She looks very inteliigent!
cHriS. Ann, this is Jim . . . Doctor Bayliss.

ANN, (Shaking J1M's hand.) Oh sure, he writes 2 lot about you.
JiM. Don't believe it. He likes everybody. In the Batralion he was
known as Mother McKeller.

)
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ANN. I can believe it . . . You know——2? {To MOTHER.) I’s s0
strange secing him come out of that yard. (To cHris.) 1 guess |
never grew up. It-almost seems that Mom and Pop are in there now.
And you and my brother doing Algebra, and Larry trying to copy
my home-work. Gosh, those dear dead days beyond recall.

JiM. Well, I hope that doesn’t mean you want me to move out?
SUEB. (Calling from of L.) fim, come ia here! Me. Hubbard is on
the phone!

jiM. I told you I don't wane . . .

SUB. (Commandingly swees.) Please, dear! Please!!

JIM. (Ren'gned) All right, Susie, (Trasling of.) all right, all
right. . . . (To aNN.) I've only met you, Ann, but if I may offer
you a pxece of advice—When you marry, never—evea in your mind
—never count your husband’s money.

SUE. (From off.) Jim?!

J1M. At once! (Turns and goes L.) Atonce. (He exits L.)
MOTHER. (ANN is looking a8 her. She speaks meaningfully.) 1
told her to take up the guitar. It'd be a common interest for them.
(They laugh.} Well, he loves the guitar!

ANN. (As though to overcome MOTHER, she becomes suddenly
lively, crosses to KELLER o0 setiee, sits on bis lap.) Let's eat at the
shore tonight! Raise some hell around here, like we used o before
Larry went!

MOTRER. (Emotionally.) You think of him! You see? (Trium-
phantly.) She thinks of him!

ANN. (With an uncomprehending smile.) What do you mean,
Kate?

MOTHER. Nothing, Just that you . . . remember him, he's in your
thoughts. ,

ANN. That's a funny thing to say; how could I help remembering
him?

MOTHER. {1t is drawing 10 g head the wrong way for her; she stayis
anetw. She rises and comes to ANN.) Did you hang up your things?
ANN. Yeah . . . (To cHRIS.) Say, vou've sure gone in for clothes.
I could hardly find room 1n the closet.

MOTHER. No, don’t you remember? That's Larry's room.

ANN. You mean . . . they're Larry’s?

MOTHER. Didn’t you recognize them?

ANN. (Slowly rising, a little embarrassed.) Well, it never occurred
to me that you'd . . . I mean the shoes are all shined.

MOTHER, Yes, dear, (Slight pause. ANN can't st0p starng at hes.
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MOTHER breaks 18 by speaking with the relish of gossip, putting ber
arm around ANN and walking S.L. with ber.) For so long I've been
aching for a nice conversation with you, Annie. Tell me something.
ANN. What?

MOTHER. | don't know. Something nice.

CHRIS. (W'ryly.) She means do you go out much?

MOTHER. Oh, shut up.

KELLER. And are any of them serious?

MOTHER. (Laughing, sits in ber chair.} Why don’t you both choke’
KELLER. Annie, you can't go into 2 restaurant with that woman
any more. In five minutes thirty-nine strange people are sitting at
the table telling her their life story.

MOTHER. If I can’t ask Annie a personal quesuon

KELLER. Askin’ is all right, but don’t beat her over the head. You’re
beatin® her, you're beatin’ her. (They are langhing.)

ANN. (To MOTHER. Takes pan of beans off stool, puts them on
floor under chair and sits.) Don't let them bulldoze you. Ask me
anything you like. What do you want to know, Kate? Come on,

let's gossip.

MOTHER. (To CHRIS and KELLER.) She's the only one is got any
sense. (To ANN,) Your mother . . . she’s not gerting a divorce,
heh?

ANN. No, she’s calmed down about it now. I think when he gets

out they'll probably live together. In New York, of course.

MOTHER. That's fine. Because your facher is still . . . I mean he's

a decent man after all is said and done.

ANN. I don’t care. She can take him back if she likes.

MOTHER. And you? You . . . (Shakes her bead negatively.)
. . goout much? (Slight pause.)

ANN. (Delicately.) You mean am I still waiting for him?

MOTHER. Well, no, I don't expect yau to wait for him but . . .

ANN. (Kindly.) But that's what you mean, isn't it?

MOTHER. . . . Well . . . yes.

ANN. Well, I'm not, Kate.

MOTHER. (Faintly.) You're not?

ANN. Isn't it ridiculous? You don’t really imagine he's . . .?

MOTHER. I know, dear, but don'r say it's ridiculous, because the

papers were full of it; I don’t know about New York, but there

was half a page about 2 man missing even longer than Larry, and

he turned up from Burma.
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CHRIS, (Coming to ANN.) He couldn’t have wanted to come home
very badly, Mom.

MOTHER. Don’t be so smaxt.

cHRIS. You can have a helluva ume in Burma,

ANN. (Rises and swings around in back of curis.) So I've heard.
cHRis, Mother, I'll bet you money that you're the only woman in
the country who after three years is still . . .

MOTHER. You're sure? -

CHRIS. Yes, I am.

MOTHER. Well, if you're sure then you're sure. (She turns her bead
away an instant.) They don't say it on the radio but I'm sure that
in the dark at night they're still waiting for their sons.

CHRIS. Mother, you're absolutely——

MOTHER. (Waving him off.) Don't be so damned smart! Now stop
it! (Slight pause.) There ate just a few things you don't know. All
of you. And I'll tell you one of them, Annie. Deep, deep in your
heart you've always been waiting for him.

ANN. (Resolutely.) No, Kate.

MOTHER. (With increasing demand.) But deep in your heart,
Annie!

cHRis. She ought to know, shouldn’t she?

MOTHER, Don’t let them tell you what to think. Listen to your
heart. Only your heart.

ANN. Why does your heart tell you he’s alive?

MOTHER. Because he has to be.

ANN. But why, Kate?

MOTHER. (Going to her.) Because certain things have to be, and
certain things can never be. Like the sun has to rise, it has to be.
That's why there’s God. Otherwise anything could happen. But
there’s God, so certain things can never happen. I would know,
Annie—ijust like I knew the day he (Indicates CHRIS.) went into
thac terrible battle. Did he write me? Was it in the papers? No, but
that morning I couldn’t raise my head off the pillow. Ask Joe.
Suddenly, [ knew. I knew! And he was nearly killed that day. Ann,
you know I'm right!

ANN. (She stands there in silence, then turns trembling, going up-
stage.) No, Kate.

MOTHER. | have to have some tea. (FRANK appears from L. carrying
ladder.)

FRANK. Annie! (Coming down.) How are you, gee whiz' .

ANN. (Taksng his hand.) Why, Frank, you'te losing your hair.
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KELLER. He's got responsibilicy.

FRANK. Gee whiz!

KELLER. Without Frank the stars wouldn’t know when to come out.
FRANK. (Laughs. To ANN.) You look more womanly. You've ma-
tured. You . . .

KELLER. Take it easy, Frank, you're a married man.

ANN. (As they laugh.) You still haberdashering?

FRANK. Why not? Maybe I too can get to be president. How's your
brother? Got his degree, I hear,

ANN. Oh, George has his own office now!

FRANK. Don't say! (Funereally.) And your dad? Ishe . . .?
ANN. (Abruptly.) Fine. I'll be in to see Lydia.

FRANK. (Sympathetically.) How about it, does Dad expect a parole
soon? | g

ANN. (With growing ill-ease.) 1 really don't know, I . . .
FRANK. (Staunchly defending her father for her sake.) 1 mean
because I feel, y'know, that if an intelligent man like your father is
put in prison, there ought to be a Jaw that says either you execute
him, or lec him go after a year.

CHRIS. (Interrupting.) Want a hand with that ladder, Frank?
FRANK. (Taking cue.) That'sall right, I'll .. . (Picks up ladder.)
I'll finish the horoscope tonight, Kate. (Embarrassed.) See you
later, Ann, you look wonderful. (He exits R. They look at ANN.)
ANN. (To CHRIS, sits slowly on sto0l.) Haven't they stopped talk-
ing about Dad?

CHRIS. (Comes down and sits on arm of chair.) Nobody talks about
him any more.

KELLER. (Rises and comes to ber.) Gone and forgotten, kid.

ANN. Tell me. Because 1 don’t want to meet anybody on the block
if they're goingto . . .

CcHRis. I don’t want you to worry about it.

ANN. (To KELLER.) Do they still remember the case, Joe? Do they
talk about you?

KELLER. The only one still talks about it is my wife.

MOTHER. That’s because you keep on playing policeman with the
kids. All cheir parents hear out of you is jail, jail, jail.

KELLER. Actually what happened was that when I got home from
the penitentiary the kids got very interested in me. You know kids.
I was (Laughs.) like the expert on the jail situation. And as time
passed they got it confused and . . . I ended up a detective.
(Laughs.)
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MOTHER. Except that they dida't get it confused. (To ANN.) He
hands out police badges from the Post Toasties boxes. (They
langh.)

ANN. (Wondrously at them, happily. She rises and comes 10 KEL-
LER, putting ber arm around bis shoulder.) Gosh, it's wonderful
to hear you laughing about it.

cHris. Why, what'd you expect?

ANN. The last thing I remember on this block was one word—
“Murderers!” Remember that, Kate? . . . Mrs. Hammond stand-
ing in front of our house and yelling that word . . . She’s still
around, I suppose?

MOTHER. They're all still around.

KELLER, Don't listen to her. Every Saturday night the whole gang
is playin’ poker in this arbor. All the ones who yelled murderer
takin’ my money now.

MOTHER. Don't, Joe, she’s a sensitive girl, don’t fool her. (To
ANN.) They still remember about Dad. It's different with him—
(Indicates JOE. )—be was exonerated, your father’s still there.
That’s why I wasn’t so enthusiastic about your coming. Honestly,
I know how sensitive you are, and I told Chris, I said .

KELLER. Listen, you do like I did and you'll be all right. The day
I come home, I got out of my car;—but not in front of the house
. . . on the corner. You should've been here, Annie, and you too,
Chris; you'd-a seen something. Bverybody knew I was getting out
that day; the porches were loaded. Picture it now; none of them
believed I was innocent. The story was, I pulled a fast one getting
myself exonerated. So I get out of my car, and I walk down the
street. But very slow. And with a smile. The beast! I was the beast;
the guy who sold cracked cylinder heads to the Army- Air Force;
the guy who made twenty-one P-40’s crash in Australia. Kid,
walkin' down the street that day I was guilty as hell. Except I wasa't,
and there was a court paper in my pocket to prove I wasn't, and |
walked . . . past . . . the porches. Result? Fourteen months later
I had one of the best shops in the state again, a respected man again;
bigger than ever.

CHRIS. (With admiration.) Joe McGuts.

KELLER. (Now with great force.) That's the only way you lick 'em
is guts! (T'o ANN.) The worst thing you did was to move away from
here. You made it tough for your father when he gets out. That's
why I tell you, I like to see him move back right on this block.
MOTHER. (Pained.) How could they move back?
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KELLER. It ain’t gonna end /) they move back! (To AnN.) Till
people play cards with him again, and talk with him, and smile with
him—jyou play cards with a man you know he can’t be 2 murderer.
And the next time you write him I like you to tell him jus¢ what I
said. (ANN simply stares at bim.) You heas me?

ANN. (Surprised.) Don’t you hold anything against him?
KELLER. Annie, I never believed in crucifying people.

ANN. (Mystified.) But he was your pacmer, he dragged you
through themud . . .

KELLER. Well, he ain't my sweetheart, but you gotta forgive, don’s
you?

ANN. You, either, Kate? Don’t you feel any . . .?

KELLER. (To ANN.) The next time you write Dad . . .

ANN. I don't write him.

KELLER. (Struck.) Well every now and then you .

ANN. (A little ashamed, but determined.) No, I've never written
to him. Neither has my brother. (To cHRis.) Say, do you feel chis
way, too?

cHRis. He murdeéred twenty-one pilots.

KELLER. What the hell kinda talk is that?

MOTHER. That's not a thing to say about 2 man.

ANN. What else can you say? thn they took him away I followed
him, went to him every visiting day. I was crying all the time. Until
the news came abour Larry. Then I realized. It's wrong to pity a
man like that. Father or no father, there's only one way to look at
him. He knowingly shipped out parts that would crash an airplane.
And how do you know Larry wasn't one of them?

MOTHER. | was waiting for that. (Going to ber.) As long as you're
here, Annie, I want to ask you never to say that again.

ANN. You surprise me. I thought you'd be mad at him.

MOTHER. What your father did had nothing to do with Larry.
Nothing.

ANN. But we can’t know that.

MOTHER. (Striving for control.) As long as you're here!

ANN. (Perplexed.) But, Kate . . .

MOTHER. Put that out of your head!

KELLER. Because . . .

MOTHER. (Quickly to KELLER.) That's all, thac’s enough. (Places
her band on. ber bhead.) Come inside now, and have some tea with
me. (She turns and. goes up steps.)

KELLER. (To ANN.) The one thing you . . .
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MOTHER. (Sharply.) He's not dead, so there’s no argument! Now
come!

KELLER. (Angrily.) ln a minute! (MOTHER furns and goes into
bouse.) Now look, Annie . . .

curas, All right, Dad, forget it.

KELLER. No, she dasn’c feel that way. Annie . . .

cHris. I'm sick of .the whole subject; now cut it out.

KELLER. You want her to go on like this? (To ANN.) Those cylin-
der heads weat into P-40's only. What's the matter with you? You
know Larry never flew a P-40.

cHRis. So who flew those P-40's, pigs?

KELLER. The man was a fool, but don't make 2 murderer out of him.
You got no sense? Look what it does to her! - (To ANN.) Listen,
you gotta appreciate what was doin’ in that shop in the war. The
both of you! It was 2 madhouse. Every half hour the Major callin’
for cylinder heads, they were whippin® us with the telephone. The
trucks were hauling them away hot, damn near. I'mean just try to
see it human, see it human. All of 2 sudden a batch comes out with
a crack. That happens, that’s the business. A fine, hairline crack.
All right, so . . . so he’s a little man, your father, always scared
of loud voices. What'll the Major say?—Half a day’s production
shot. . . . What'll I say? You know what I mean? Human. (He
pauses.) So he takes out his tools and he . . . covers over the
cracks. All right . . . that’s bad, it's wrong, but that's what a little
man does. If I could have gone in that day I'd 2 told him—junk
'em, Steve, we can afford it. But alone he was afraid. But 1 know
he meant no harm. He believed they'd hold up a hundred percent.
That's a mistake, but it ain’t murder. You mustn't feel that way
about him. You understand me? It ain't right.

ANN. (She regards him a moment.) Joe, let’s forgee it. .
KELLER. Annie, the day the news came about Larry he was in the
next cell to mine . . . Dad. And he cried, Annie . . . he cried
half the night.

ANN. (Touched.) He shoulda cried all nighe. (Slight pause.)
KELLER. (Almost angered.) Annie, 1 do not understand why
you . . .!

CHRIS. (Breaking in—with nervous srgency.) Are you going t0
stop it?!

ANN. Don't yell ac him. He just wants everybody happy.

KELLER. (Clasps ber around waist, smiling.) That's my sentiments.
Can you stand steak?
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CHRIS. And champagne!

KELLER. Now you're operatin’! I'll call Swanson's for a table! Big
time tonight, Annie!

ANN. Can't scare me.

KELLER. (To CHRIS, pointing at ANN.) I like that girl. Wrap her
up. (Theylaugh. Goes up porch.) You got nice legs, Anaie! . . .
[ wanc to see everybody drunk tonight. (Pointing to cHris.) Look
at him, he’s blushin'! (He exits, laughing, into hosse.) :
cHRIS. (Calling after bim.) Drink your tea, Casanova. (He surns
to ANN.) Isn't he a great guy?

ANN. You're the only one I know who loves his parents!

cHRis. I know. It went out of style, dida't it?

ANN. (With a sudden touch of sadness.) It's all right. It's 2 good
thing. (She looks about.) You know? It’s lovely here. The air is
sweet.

CHRIS. (Hopefully.) You're not sorry you came?

ANN. Not sorry, no. But I'm . . . not going to stay .

cHRis. Why?

ANN. In the first place, your mother as much as told me to go.
CHRis, Well . . .

ANN, You saw that . . . and then you . . . you've been kind
of ...

cHris. What?

ANN. Well . . . kind of embarrassed ever since I got here.

curis. The trm:blc is I planned on kind of sneaking up on you
over a period of a week or so. But they take it for granted that we're
all set.

ANN. I knew they would. Your mother anyway.

curis, How did you know?

ANN. From ber point of view, why else would I come?

cHRiS, Well . . . would you want to? (ANN studies bim.) 1 guess
you know this is why I asked you to come.

ANN, [ guess this is why I came.

CHRIS. Ang, 1 love you. I love you a great deal. (Finally.) 1 love
you. (Pause. She wasts.)1 have no imagination . . . that's all ]
know to tell you. (ANN, waiting, ready.) I'm embarrassing you. I
didn’t want to tell it to you here. I wanted some place we'd never
been; a place where we'd be brand new to each other. . . . You
feel it’s wrong here, don’t you? This yard, this chair? 1 want you
to be ready for me. 1 don’t want to win you away from anything.
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ANN. (Putting ber arms around bim.) Oh, Cheis, I've been ready
s long, long time!

ceris. Then he's gone forever, You're sure.

ANN. I almost got married two years ago.

CHRIS. . . . why didn’t you?

ANN. You started to write to me . . . (Slight passe.)

CHRIS. You felt something that far back?

ANN. Every day since!

CHRIS. Ann, why didn't you let me kanow?

ANN, | was waiting for you, Chris. Till then you never wrote. And
when you did, what did you say? You sure can be ambiguous, you
know. '
CHRIS. (He looks towards bouse, then at ber, trembling.) Give me
a kiss, Ann. Givemea . . . (They kiss.) God, I kissed you, Annie,
I kissed Annie. How long, how long I've been waiting to kiss you!
ANN. I'll never forgive you. Why did you wait all these years? All
I've done is sit and wonder if 1 was crazy for thinking of you.
CHRIs. Annie, we're going to live now! I'm going to make you so
happy. (He kisses her, but without their bodies touching.)

ANN. (A little embarrassed.) Not like that you're not.

cHRus. I kissed you . . .

ANN. Like Larry's brother. Do it like you, Chris. (He breaks away
from ber abruptly.) What is it, Chris?

CHRIS. Let’s drive some place . . . I want to be aloae with you.
ANN. No . . . what is it, Chris, your mother?

cHris. No . . . nothing like that . . .

ANN. Then what's wrong? . . . Even in your letters, there was -
something ashamed.

cHris. Yes. I suppose 1 have been. Bur it's going from me.

ANN. You've got to tell me—

cHRs. I don’c know how to start. (He takes her hand. He speaks
quietly, factudlly at first.

ANN. It wouldn't work this way. (Slight pause.)

cHRS. It's all mixed up with so many other things. . . . You re-
member, overseas, | was in command of a company?

ANN. Yeah, sure.

cHris. Well, I lost them.

ANN. How many?

CHRIS. Just about all.

ANN, Oh, gee!
cHRuS. It takes a little time to toss that off. Because they weren't
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just men. For instance, one time it'd been raining several days and
this kid came to me, and gave me his last pair of dry socks. Put them

in my pocket. That's only a little thing . . . but . . . that's the
kind of guys I had. They didn't die; they killed themselves for each
other. | mean that exactly; a little more selfish and they'd "ve been
here today. And I got an idea—watching them go down. Every-
thing was being destroyed, see, but it seemed to me that one new
thing was made. A kind of . . . responsibility. Man for man. You
understand me?>—To show that, to bring that on to the earth again
like some kind of ‘2 monument and everyone would feel it stand-
ing there, behind him, and it would make a difference to him.
(Pause.) And then I came home and it was incredible. I . . . there
was no meaning in it here; the whole thing to them was a kind of
a—bus accident. I went to work with Dad, and that rat-race again.
Ifele . . . whatyou said . . . ashamed somehow. Because no-
body was changed at all. It seemed to make suckers out of a lot of
guys. I felt wrong to be alive, to open the bank-book, to drive the
new car, to see the new refrigerator. 1 mean you can take those
things out of a war, buc when you drive that car you've got to know
that it came out of the love 2 man can have for a man, you've got
to be a little better because of that. Otherwise what you have is
teally loot, and there’s blood on it. I didn’t want to tzke any of it.
And I guess that included you.
ANN. And you still feel that way?
cHius. [ want you now, Annie.
ANN. Because you mustn't feel that way any more. Because you
have a right to whatever you have. Everything, Chris, understand
that? To me, o . . . And the money, there's nothing wrong in
your money. Your father put hundreds of planes in the air, you
should be proud. A man should be paid for that . . .
cHRis. Oh Annie, Annie . . . I'm going to make a fottune for you!
KELLER. (Offstage.) Hello . . . Yes. Sure.
ANN. (Laughing softly.) What'll I do with a formne . . . ? (They
kiss. KELLER enters from house.)
KELLER. (Thumbing toward house.) Hey, Ann, your brocher . . .
(They step apart shyly. KELLER comes down, and wryly . . .)
What is this, Labor Day?
CHRIS, (Waving him away, knowing the kidding will be endless.)
All righe, all righe . .
ANN. You shouldn’t burst out like that.
KELLER. Well, nobody told me it was Labor Day. (Looks around.)
Where's the hot dogs?
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cHRis. (Loving it.) All right. You said it once.

KELLER. Well, as long as I know it’s Labor Day from now oa, I'll

wear a bell around my neck.

ANN. (Affectionately) He's so subtle!

cHRis. George Bernard Shaw as an elephant.

KELLER. George!—hey, you kissed it out of my head—jyour

brother’s on the phone.

ANN. (Surprised.) My brother?

KELLER. Yeah, George. Long distance.

ANN. What's the matter, is anything wrong?

KELLER. | don't know, Kate’s talking to him. Hurry up, she’ll cost

him five dollars.

ANN. (She takes a step upstage, then comes down toward CHRIS.)

I wonder if we ought to tell your mother yet? I mean I'm not very
'in an argument.

cHris. We'll wait till tonight. After dinner. Now don’t get tense,

just leave it to me,

KELLER. What're you telling her?

cHRIS. Go ahead, Ann. (With misgivings, ANN goes u4p and into

house.) We'te getting married, Dad. (KELLER nods indecisively.)

Well, don’t you say anything?

KELLER. (Distracted.) I'm glad, Chris, I'm just . . . George is

alling from Columbus.

chns. Columbus!

KELLER. Did Annie tell you he was going to see his father today?

cHrss. No, I don't think she knew anything about it.

KELLER. (Asking uncomfortably.) Chris! You . . . you think you

know her pretty good?

cHRS. (Hurt and apprebensive.) Whae kind of a question . . . 2

KELLER. I'm just wondering. All these years George don’t go to see

his facher. Suddenly he goes . . . and she comes here.

cHRis. Well, what about it?

KELLER. It’s crazy, but it comes to my mind. She don’t hold nothin’

against me, does she?

CHRIS. (Angry:) 1 don’t know what you're talking about.

KELLER. (A little more combatively.) I'm just talkin'. To his last

last day in court the man blamed it all on me; and chis is his

daughter. I mean if she was sent here ¢o find out something?

CHRIS. (Angered.) Why? What is there to find out?

ANN. (On pbom, oﬂ;tago) Why ate you so excited, George?

What happened there?
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KELLER. | mean if they want to open up the case again, for the
nuisance value, to hurt us?

cHRis. Dad . . . how could you think thac of her? Toveth
ANN. (Sl on phone.) But what did he say to (Togetber.)
you, for God’s sake?

KELLER. It coulda’t be, heh. You know.

CHRIS. Dad, you amaze me . . .

KELLER. (Breaking in.) All right, forget it, forget it. (With great
force, moving abous.) I wast a clean stast for you, Chris. I want a
new sign over the plant—Christopher Keller, Incorporated.
CHRIS. (A little uneasily.) . O. Keller is good enough.

KELLER. We'l] ralk about it. I'm going to build you a house, stone,
with a driveway from the road. I want you to spread out, Chris,

want you to use what I made for you . . . (He is close to him
now.) . . . I mean, with joy, Chris, without shame . . . with joy.
CHRIS. (Tom'bed) I will, Dad.

KELLER. (With deep emotion.) . . . Say it to me.

CHR1S. Why?

KELLER. Because sometimes I think you're . . . ashamed of the
money.

cHris. No, doa't feel that.

KELLER. Because it's good money, there’s nothing wrong with that
money.

CHRS. (A little frightened.) Dad, you don’t have to tell me this.
KELLER. (With overriding affection and self-confidence now. He
grips CHRIS by the back of the neck, and with laughter between bis
determined jaws:) Look, Chtis, I'll go to work on Mother for you.
We'll gee her so drunk tonight we’ll all get married! (Steps away,
with a wide gesture of bis arm.) There’s gonna be 2 wedding, kid,
like there never was seen! Champagne, tuxedoes . . . !

(He breaks off as ANN's voice comes out loud from the house where
she is still talking on phone.)

ANN. Simply because when you get excited you don’t control your
self. . . . (MOTHER comes out of house.) Well, what did he tell
you for God's sake? (Pause.) All right, come then. (Pause.) Yes,
they'll all be here. Nobody's running away from you. And try to
get hold of yourself will you? (Pause.) All right, all right. Good-
bye. (There is a brief pause as Ann hangs up receiver, then comes
ost of kitchen.)
CHRIS. Something happen?
KELLER. He's coming here?
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ANN. On the seven o'clock. He's in Columbus. (To MOTHER.) I
told him it would be all right.

KELLER. Sure, fine! Your father took sick?

ANN. (Mjystified.) No, George didn't say he was sick. I . . .
(Shaking it off.) I don’t know, I suppose it’s something stupid, you
know my brothet . . . (She comes to cHRis.) Let’s go for a drive,
or something .

CHRIS. Sure. Give me the keys, Dad.

MOTHER. Drive through the park. It's beautiful now.

cHris. Come on, Ann. (To them.) Be back right away.

ANN. (As she and CHRIS exit up driveway.) See you. (MOTHER
comes down toward Keller, her eyes fixed on bim.)

KELLER. Take your time. (To MOTHER.) What does George want?
MOTHER. He's been in Columbus since this morning with Steve.
He’s gotta see Annie right away, he says.

KELLER. What for?

MOTHER. I don't know. (She speaks with warning.) He's a lawyer
now, Joe. George is a lawyer. All these years he never even sent a
postcard to Steve. Since he got back from the war, not a post-card.
KELLER. So what?

MOTHER. (Her tension breaking out.) Suddenly he takes an air-
plane from New York to see him. An airplane!

KELLER. Well? So?

MOTHER. (Trembling.) Why?

KELLER. ] don’c read minds. Do you?

MOTHER. Why, Joe? What has Steve suddenly got to tell him that
he takes an airplane to see him?

KELLER. What do I care what Steve’s got to tell him?

MOTHER. You're sure, Joe?

KELLER. (Frightened, but angry.) Yes, I'm sure.

MOTHER. (She sits stiffly in a :bair.) Be smart now, Joe. The boy is
coming. Be smart.

KELLER. (Desperately.) Once and for all, did you hear what 1
said? | said I'm sure!

MOTHER. (She nods weakly.) All right, Joe. (He straightens up.)
Just . . . be smart. (KELLER, in hopeless fary, looks at hes, turns
ﬂOIIﬂd goes xp 1o porch and into house, slamming screen door
wolemly bebind him. MOTHER sits in chair downstage, stiffly,
staring, seeing.)
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ACT TWO

As twilight falls, that evening.

On the rise, CHRIS is discovered at R., sawing the broken-off
tree, leaving stump standing alone. He is dressed in good pants,
white shoes, but without a shirs. He disappears with tree up
the alley when MOTHER appears on porch. She comes down
and stands watching bim. She bas on a dressing-gown, carries
a tray of grape-jnice drink in a pitcher, and glasses with sprigs

of mint in ~‘tlwm.

MOTHER. (Calling up alley.) Did you have to put on good pants to
do that? (She comes downitage and puts tray on table in the arbor.
Then looks around sneasily, then feels pitcher for coolness. ciris
enters from alley brushing off bis hands.) You notice there’s more
light with that thing gone?

cHRis. Why aren’t you d:esmg’

MOTHER. It’s suffocating upstairs. I made a grape drink for Georgie
He always liked grape. Come and have some.

CHRIS. (Impatiently.) Well, come on, get dressed. And what's Dad
sleeping so much for? (He goes o table and pours a glass of juice.)
MOTHER. He's worried. When he’s worried he sleeps. (Paases.
Looks into his eyes.) We'te dumb, Chris. Dad and I are' stupid
people. We don’t know anything. You've got to protect us.

cHRiS. You're silly; what's there to be afraid of ?

MOTHER. To his last day in court Steve never gave up the idea that
Dad made him do it. If they’re going to open the case again I won't
live through it.

cHis. George is just 2 damn fool, Mother. How can you take him
seriously?

MOTHER. That family hates us. Maybe even Aanie. . ,

cHRis. Oh, now, Mother . . .

MOTHER. You think just because you like everybody, they like you!
cHRis. All righe, stop working yourself up. Just leave everything to
me.

MOTHER. When George goes home tell her to go with him,

cHris. (Non-committally.) Don't worry about Annie.
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MOTHER. Steve s her father, too.

CHRIS. Are you going to cut it out? Now, come.

MOTHER. (Going upstage with him.) You don't realize how people
can hate, Chris, they can hate so much they’ll tear the world to
pieces. . . . ANN, dressed up, appears on porch.)

cHRIS. Look! She's dressed already. (As he and MOTHER mount
poreh.) T've just got to put on a shirt.

ANN. (In a preoccupied way.) Are you feeling well, Kate?
MOTHER. What's the difference, dear. There ace certain people,
yknow, the sicker they get the longer they live. (She goes into
house.)

CHRIS. You look nice.

ANN. We're going to tell her tonight.

CHRIS. Absolutely, don’t worry about it.

ANN. I wish we could tell her.now. I can’t stand scheming. My
stomach gets hard.

CHRIS. It's not scheming, we'll just get her in a better mood.
MOTHER. (Offstage, in the house.) Joe, are you going to sleep all
day!

ANYN (Laughing.) The only one who's relaxed is your facher. He's
fast asleep.

CHRIS. I'm relaxed.

ANN. Are you?

CHRIS. Look. (He holds out bis hand and makes it shake.) Let me
know when George gers hece. (He goes into the house. She moves
gimlessly, and then is drawn toward tree stump. She goes to i,
be::.ftantly touches broken top in the hush of her thoughts. Offstage
LYDIA calls, “Jobnny! Come get your supper!” SUE enters from L.,
and halts, seeing Ann.)

SUE. Ismy husband . . . ?

ANN. (Turns, startled.) Oh!

SUE. I'm terribly sorry.

ANN. If's all righe, I . . . I'm a lictle silly about the dark.

SUE. (Looks abont.) It is getting dark.

ANN. Are you looking for your husband?

SUE. As usual. (Laughs tiredly.) He spends so much time here,
they’ll be charging him rent.

ANN. Nobody was dressed so he drove over to the depot to pick up
my brother.

SUE. Oh, your brother’s in ?
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ANN. Yeah, they ought to be here any minute now. Will you have a
cold drink?
sUE. I will, thanks. (ANN goes to table and pours.) My husband,
Too hot to drive me to beach.—Men are like little boys; for the
neighbors they'll always cut the grass.
ANN. People like to do things for the Kellers. Been that way since
[ can remembet.
sUE. It's amazing. 1 guess your brother’s coming to give you away,
heh?
ANN. (Giving ber drink.) 1don’t know. I suppose.
SUE. You must be all nerved up.
ANN. It's always a problem getting yourself married, isn't it?
SUE. That depends on your shape, of course. I don’t see. why you
should have had a problem.
ANN. ['ve had chances—
sUE. I'll bet. It's romantic . . . it's very unusual to me, marrying
the brother of your sweetheart.
ANN, I don’t know. I think it's mostly that whenever I need some-
bedy to tell me the truth I've always thought of Chris. When he
tells you something you know it’s so. He relaxes me.
sUE. And he's got money. That's important, you know.
ANN. It wouldn’t matter to me.
sUE. You'd be surprised. It makes all the difference. I married an
interne. On my salary. And that was bad, because as soon as 2
woman supports a man he owes her something. You can never owe
somebody without resenting them. (ANN laughs.) That's true, you
know.
ANN. Underneath, I think the doctor is very devoted.
sUE. Oh, certainly. But it's bad when a man always sees the bars in
fronc of him. Jim thinks he’s in jail all the time.
ANN.Oh . . .
suB. That's why I've been intending to ask you a small favor, Ann
. . . i’s something very important to me.
ANN. Ceruainly, if I can do it.
SUE. You can. When you take up housekeeping, try to find a place
away from here.
ANN. Are you fooling? |
SUE. I'm very serious. My husband is unhappy with Chris around.
ANN. How is that?
SUE. Jim's a successful doctor. But he's got an idea he'd like to do
medical research. Discover things. You see?
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ANN. Well, isn’t that good?

SUB. Research pays twenty-five dollars a week minus laundering
the hair shirt. You've got to give up your life to go into it.

ANN. How does Chris?

SUB. (With growing feeling.) Chris makes people want to be
better than it’s possible to be. He does that to people.

ANN. Is that bad?

SUE. My husband has a family, dear. Every time he has a session
with Chris he feels as though he's compromising by not giving up
everything for research. As though Chris or anybody else isn't
compromising. It happens with Jim every couple of years. He meets
a man and makes-a statue out of him.

ANN. Maybe he's right. T don’t mean that Chris is a statue, but . . .
sut. Now darling, you know he's not right.

ANN. I don't agree with you. Chris .

SUE. Let's face it, dear. Chiris is workmg with his father, isn't he?
He's taking money out of that business every week in the year.
ANN. What of it?

SUE. You ask me what of it?

ANN. [ certainly do ask you. (She seems about to burst oxt.) You
oughtn’t cast aspersions like that, I'm surprised at you.

sUE. You're surprised at me!

ANN. He'd never ke five cents out of that plant if thefe was any-
thing wrong in it.

SUE. You know that.

ANN. I know it. I resent everything you've said.

SUE. (Moving toward ber.) You know what I resent, dear?

ANN. Please, I don’t want to argue,

SUE. I resent living ‘aext door to the Holy Family. It makes me
look like a bum, you understand?

ANN. I can’t do anything about that.

SUE. Who is he to ruin a man®s life? Everybody knows Joe pulled a
fast one to get out of jail.

ANN. That's not true!

suE. Then why don’t you go out and talk to people? Go on, talk to
them. There’s not a person on the block who doesn’t know the truth.
ANN. That's a lie. People come here all the time for cardsand . . .
sUE. So what? They give him credit for being smart. I do, too, I've
got nothing against Joe. But if Chris wants people to put on the
hair shirt let him take off his broadcloth. He's driving my husband
crazy with that phony idealism of his, and I'm at the end of my
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rope on it! (CHRIS enters on porch, wearing shist and tie now. She
turns quickly, bearing. With a smile.) Hello, darling. How's
Mother ?

CHRiS. I thought George came.

SUE. No, it was just us,

CHRIS. (Coming down to them.) Susie, do me a favor, heh? Go up
to- Mother and see if you can calm her. She’s all worked up.

sUE. She still doesn’t know about you two?

cHRiS. (Laughs a little.) Well, she senses it, I guess. You know my
mother.

SUE. (Going up to porch.) Oh, yeah, she’s psychic.

cHris. Maybe there’s something in the medicine chest.

Suk. I'll give her one of everything. (On porch.) Don’t worry about
Kate; couple of drinks, dance her around a linle . . . she’ll love
Ann. (To ANN.) Because you're the female version of him. (CHRIS
laughs.) Don’t be alarmed, 1 said version. (She goes into house.)
CHRIS. Interesting woman, isn’t she?

ANN. Yeah, she’s very interesting.

CHRiS. She’s a great nurse, you know, she . . .

ANN. (In tension, but trying to conirol it.) Are you still doing that?
CHRIS, (Sensing something wrong, but still smiling.) Doing what?
ANN. As soon as you get to know somebody you find a distinction
for them. How do you kaow she's a great nurse?

CHRIS. What's the matter, Ann?

ANN. The woman hates you. She despises you!

CHRiS. Hey . . . what's hit you?

ANN, Gee, Chris . . .
CHRIS. What happened here?
ANN. You never . . . Why didn't you tell me?

cHRis. Tell you what?

ANN, She says they think Joe is guilty.

cHRris. What difference does it make what they think?

ANN. I don’t care what they think, I just don't undersrand why you
took the trouble to deny it. You said it was all forgotten.

cHrus. I didn't want you to feel there was anything wrong in you
coming here, that's all. I know a ot of people think my father was
guilty, and I assumed there might be some question in your mind
ANN. But I never once said I suspected him,

cHRIS. Nobody says it.

ANN. Chris, I know how much you love him, but it could
gever . . .
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cHris. Do you think I could forgive him if he'd done that thing?
ANN. I'm not here out of 2 blue sky, Chris. lturncdmyb_ackonmy
father, if there’s anything wrong here now .

csnis. | know that, Ann,

ANN. George is coming from Dad, and I don'c think it's with
blessing.

cHris. He's welcome here. You've got nothing to fear from George.
ANN. Tell me that . . . just tell me that. \
c}ms.Themanxsmnoccnt Ann. Remember he was falsely accused
once and it put him chrough hell. How would you behave if you
were faced with the same thing again? Annie, believe me, there's
pothing wrong for you here, believe me, kid.

ANN. All right, Chris, all right. (They embrace as KELLER appears
quietly on porch. ANN simply siudies bim.)

KELLER. Every time I come out here it looks like Playland! (TZey
break and laugh in embarrassment.)

cHnis. I thought you were going to shave?

KELLER. (Sitting on bench.) In a minute. I just woke up, I can’t
see nothin’.

ANN. You look shaved.

KELLER. Oh, no. (Massages bis jaw.) Gotta be extra special to-
night. Big night, Annie. So how's it feel to be 2 married woman?
ANN. (Lasughs.) 1don't know, yet.

KELLER. (To cHRIs.) What's the marter, you slippin’? (He takes
a little box of apples from under the bench as they talk.)

cHris. The great roud!

KELLER. What is that, roué?

cHRis. It's Freach,

KELLER. Don't talk dirty. (They laugh.)

cHrIS. (To Ann.) You ever meet a bigger ignoramus?

KELLER. Well, somebody's got to make a living.

ANN. (As they laugh.) That's telling him. |

KELLER. ] don’t know, everybody's gettin’ so Goddam educated in
this country there’ll be nobody to take away the garbage. (Thbey
laugh.) It's gettin® so the only dumb ones left are the bosses.
ANN. You're not so dumb, Joe.

KEBLLER. I know, but you go into our plant, for instance. I got so
many lieutenants, majors and colonels that I'm ashamed co ask
somebody to sweep the floor. I gotta be careful I'll insult somebody.
No kiddin’. It’s a tragedy: you stand on the street today and spit,
you're gonna hit a college man.
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curis. Well, don't spic

KELLER. (Breaks apple in balf, passing it to ANN and cHRis.) 1
mean to say,. it's comin’ to 2 pass. (He takes a breath.) 1 been
thinkin', Aanie . . . your brother, George. I been thinkin’ abous
your brother George. When he comes I like you to brooch some-
thing to him,

cHuis. Broach.

KELLER. What's the matter with brooch?

CHRIS. (Smiling.) It’s not English.

KELLER. When I went to nighe school it was brooch.

ANN. (Laughing.) Well, in day school it's broach.

KELLER. Don’t surround me, will you? Seriously, Ana . . . You
say he’s not well. George, I been thinkin', why should he knock
himself out in New York with that cut-throat competition, when
I got so many friends here; I'm very friendly with some big
lawyers in town. I could set George up here.

ANN. That’s 'awfnlly nice of you, Joe.

KELLER. No, kid, it ain’t nice of me. I want you to understand me.
F'm thinking of Chris. (Slight pause.) See . . . this is what ]
mean. You get older, youwanttofeelthatyou acoomphshed
something. My only accomplishment is my son. 1 ain’t brainy.
That's all I accomplished. Now, a year, eighteen months, your
father'll be a free man. Who is he going to come to Annie? His
baby. You. He'll come, old, mad, into your house.

ANN. That can’t matter any more, Joe.

KELLER. I don’t want thar hate to come between us. (Gestures be-
tween CHRIS and himself.)

ANN. I can oaly tell you that that could never happen

KELLER, You're in love now, Annie, but believe me, I'm older than
you and I know—a daughcer is a daughter, and a father is 1 father.
And it could happen. (Hepam)llikeyoudeeorgetogo:o
him in prison andtelllum. . “Dad, Joe wants to bring you into
the business when you get out.”

(Sﬂrpmed even shacked.) You'd have him as a partner?
KBLLER. No, no partner. A good job. (Pause. He sees she is
shocked, a listle mystified. He gets up, speaks more nervously.) 1
want him to know, Annie . . . while he’s sitting there I want him
to know that when gets out he's got a place waitin’ for him. Il
take his bitterness away. To know you got a place . . . it sweetens

you.
ANN. Joe, you owe him nothing.
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KELLER. | owe him a good kick in the teeth, but he’s your father.

cHRis. Then kick him in the teeth! I don’t want him in the plang,
so that'’s that! You understand ? And besides, don't talk about him
like that. People misunderstand you!

KBLLER. And I don’t understand why she has to crucify the man.
cHris. Well, it's her father, if she feels . . .

KELLER. No, no. . . .

CHRIS. (Almost angrily.) What's it to you? Why .

KEBLLER. (A commanding outburst in bis bigh nervousness.) A
father is 2 fathes! (As though the outburst had revealed him, be
looks about, wanting to retract it. His hand goes to bis cheek.) 1
better . . . [ better shave. (He turns and a smile is on bis face. To
ANN.) I didn’t mean-to yell at you, Annie.

ANN. Let’s forget the whole thing, Joe.

KELLER, Right. (T'o cunis.) She’s likable.

cHRsS. (A little peeved at the man's stupidity.) Shave, will you?
KELLER. Right again.

(As be turns to porch LYDIA comes btmymg from ber bouse, R.)

LYDIA. I forgot all about it . . . (Seeing CHRIS and.ANN.) Hya.
(To jog.) I promised to fix Kate's bai for tonight. Did she comb
it yet?

KELLER. Always a smile, hey, Lydia?

LYDIA. Sure, why not?

KELLER. (Going up on porch.) Come on up and comb my Katie's
hair. (LYDIA goes ap on porch.) She's got a big night, make hes
beautiful.

LYDIA, I will.
xsLLER. (He bolds door open for her and she goes into kitchen.
To CHRIS and ANN.) Hey, that could be a song. (He sings softly.)
‘Oomeonupmdmmbmwacshm
Oh, come on up, ‘cause she’s my lady fw—

(To ANN.) How's that for one year of night school? (He con-
tinues singing as be goes into kitchen.)

“Oh, come on up, come on up, and comb my lady's hair-——"

(JIM BAYLISS rounds corner of driveway, walking rapidly. Jmm
crosses $o CHRIS, motions bim up and pulls bim down so stage L.,
excstedly. KELLER stands just insids kitchen doos, watching shem. )
CHRIS. What's the matter? Where is he?
Jid. Where's your moher ?
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CHR1s. Upstairs, dressing.

ANN. (Crossing o them rapidly.) What happened to George?
Jim. I asked him to wait in the car. Listen to me now. Can you take
some advice? (They wait.) Don't bring him in here.

ANN. Why?

JiM. Kate is in bad shape, you can’t explode this in front of her.
ANN. Explode what?

JiM. You know why hé's here, don't try to kid it away. There's
blood in his eye; drive him somewhere and talk to him alone.

(ANN turns to go up drive, takes a couple of steps, sees KELLER
and stops. He goes quietly on inta bouse.)

CHRIS. (Shaken, and therefore angered.) Don't be an old lady.
JiM. He's-come to take her home. What does that mean? (To
ANN.) You know what that means. Fight it out with him some
place else.

ANN. (She comes back down toward cHris.) I'll drive . . . him
somewhere.

CHRIS. (Goes to ber.) No.

JiM. Will you stop being an idiot?

cHRis. Nobody'’s afraid of him here. Cuc that out! (He starss for
drweway, bxt is brought up short by GEORGE, who enters thers.
GEORGE if Chris’ age, but a paler man, now on the edge of bis self-
restraint. He specks quietly, as though afraid to find bimself
screaming. An instant's besitation and CHRIS steps up to bim, band
extended, smiling:) Hclluva way to do; what're you sitting out
there for?

GEORGE. Doctor said your mother isn’c well, I .

CHRIS. So what? She'd want to see you, wouldntshe? We've been
waiting for you all afternoon. (He puts his hand on GEORGE's arm,
but GEORGE pulls away, coming across toward ANN.)

ANN. (Touching his collar.) This is filthy, didn’t you bring an.
other shirt? (GEORGB breabs away from her, and moves down and
L, examining the yard. Door opens, and he turns rapidly, thinking
it is Kate, but it's Sue. She looks at bim, be turns away and moves
on L., to fence. He looks over it at his former home. SUE comes
down stage.)

SUE (/Annoyed.) How about the beach, Jim?

Jim. Oh, it’s.too hot to drive.

suE. How'd you get to the station—Zeppelin?

cHris. This is Mrs. Bayliss, George. (Calling, a5 GRORGE pays nio
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assention, staring at bowse off L.) George! (GEORGE fwrns.) Mrs.
Bayliss.

suB. How do you do.

GEORGE. (Removing his bat.) You're the people who bought oug
house, aren’t you?

suE. That's right. Come and see what we did with it before you
Jeave.

GEORGE. (He walks down and away from her.) 1 liked it the way
it was.

SUB. (After a brief pause.) He's fraak, isa’c he?

JiM. (Pulling ber off L.) See you later, . . . Take it easy, fella.
(They exit, L.)

cHRIS. (Cdlling after them.) Thanks for driving him! (Turning
to George.) How about some grape juice? Mother made it espe-
dially for you.

GEORGE. (With forced appreciation.) Good old Kate, remembered
my grape juice.

cHris. You drank enough of it in this house. How've you been,
George >—Sit down.

GBORGE. (He keeps moving.) It takes me a minute. (Looking
around.) It seems impossible.

cHris. What?

GEORGE. I'm back here.

CHRIS. Say, you've gotten 2 little nervous, haven’t you?

GEORGE. Yeah, toward the end of the day. What're you, big execu-
tive now?’

cHRis. Just kind of medium. How's the law?

GEORGE. I don’t know. When I was studying in the hospital it
scemed sensible, but outside there doesn’t scem to be much of a
law. The trees got thick, didn’c they? (Points to stump.) What's
that?

cHris. Blew down last night, We had it there for Larry. You know.
GEORGE. Why, afraid you'll forget him?

CHRIS. (Starts for George.) Kind of a reraark is that?

ANN. (Breaking in, pusting & restraining hand on cuwss.) When
did you start wearing a hat?

GEORGE. (Discovers bat in bis bhand.) Today. From now on I de-
cided to look like 2 lawyer, anyway. (He bolds it up to ber.) Don't
you recognize it?

ANN. Why? Whete . , . ?

GEORGE. Your father’s . . . he asked me to wear it.
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ANN. . . .How is he?

GEORGE. He got smaller.

ANN. Smalles?

GEORGE. Yeah, lictle. (Holds out bis hand to measure.) He's a
little man. That's what happens to suckers, you kaow. It's good I
went to him in time—another year there’d be nothing left but his
smell.

CHRIS. What's the matter, George, what's the trouble?

.GEORGE. The trouble? The trouble is when you make suckers out
of people once, you shouldn't ey to do it ewice.

CHRIS, What does that mean?

GEORGE. (T'0 ANN.) You're not married yet, are you?

ANN, Geotge, will you sit down and stop—?

GEORGE. Afe you matried yet?

ANN. No, I'm not matried yet.

GEORGE. You're not gomg to marry him.

ANN. Why am I not going to marry him?

GEORGE. Because his father destroyed your family.

cHris. Now look, George .

GEORGE. Cut it short, Chris. Tell her to come home with me. Let's
not argue you know what I've got to say.

cmis, George, you don’t waat to be the voice of God, do you?
GEORGE. I'm . . .

CHRis, That's bcen your trouble all your life, George, you dive into
things. What kind of a statement is that to make? You're a big
boy now.

GEORGE. I'm a big boy now.

cHris. Don't come bulling in here. If you've got something to say,
be civilized about it.

GEORGE. Don’t civilize me!

ANN. Shhh!

CHRIS. (Ready to hit bim.) Ate you going to talk like a grown man
or aren't you?

ANN. (Quickly, to forestall an outburss.) Sit down, dear. Don't be
angry, what's the matter? (He allows ber to seat him, looking at
ber.) Now what happened? You kissed me when I left, now you

GEORGE. (Breatblessly.) My life rurned upside down since then. I
couldn’t go back to work when you left. I wanted to go to Dad and
tell him 'you were going to be married. It seemed impossible not to
to tell him. He loved you somuch . . . (He pauses.) Annic . .
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we did a terrible thing. We can never be forgiven. Not evea to
send him a card at Christmas. I dida't see him once since I got
home from the war! Annie, you don't know what was done to that
man. You don’t know what happened.

ANN. (Afraid.) Of course I know.

GBEORGE. You can't know, you wouldn't be here. Dad came to work
thac day. The night foreman came to him 20d showed him the
cylinder heads.. . . chey were coming out of the process with de-
fects. There was something wrong with the process. So Dad went
directly to the phone and called here and told Joe to come down
right away. But the morning passed. No sign of Joe. So Dad called
again. By this time he had over a hundred defectives. The Army
was screaming for stuff and Dad didn’t have anything to ship. So -
Joe told him . . . on the phone he told him to weld, cover up the
cracks in any way he could, and ship them out. .
CHRIS. Are you theough now?

GEORGE. (Surging up at him.) I'm not through now! (Back to
ANN) Dad was afraid. He wanted Joe there if he was going to do it.
But Joe can’t come down . . . he's sick. Sick! He suddenly gets the
fu! Suddenly! But he promised to take responsibility. Do you
understand what I'm saying? On the telephone you can't have
responsibility! In a court you can always deny a phone call and
that’s exactly what he did.. They knew he was a liar the first time,
but in the appeal they believed that roteen lie and now Joe is a big
shot and your father is the patsy. (He gets #p.) Now what're you
going to do? Ear his food, sleep in his bed? Answer me; what're
you going to do?

cHRis. What're you going to do, George?

GEORGE. He's too smart for me, I can’t prove a. phone call.

cHRis. Then how darce you,come in here with that rot?

ANN. George, the court . . .

GEORGE. The court didn’c know your father! But you know him.
-You know in your heart Joe did ic.

cHris, (W hirling bim around.) Lower your voice or I'll throw you
out of here!

GEORGE. She knows. She knows.

CHRIS. (To ANN) Get him out of here, Ann. Get him out of here.
ANN. George, I know everything you've said. Dad told that whole
thing in coure, and chey . . .

GEORGE. (Almost a scream.) The court did noc know him, Annie!
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ANN. Shhh!—But he'll say anything, George. You know how
quick he can lie,

GEORGB. (Turning to CHRIS, with deliberation.) I'll ask you some-
thing, and look me in the eye when you answer me.

cHRIs. I'll look you in the eye.

GEORGE. You know your father . .

CHRS. I know him well.

GEORGE. And he’s the kind of boss to let 2 hundred and twenty-one
cylinder heads be repaired and shipped out of his shop without
even knowing about it?

CHRIs. He's that kind of boss. -

GEORGE. And that's the same Joe Keller who never left his shop
without first going around to see that all the lights were out.

CHRIS. (With growing-anger.) The same Joe Keller.

GEORGE. The same man who knows how many minutes a day his
workers spend in the coilet.

CHRIS. The same man.

GEORGE. And my father, that frightened mouse who'd never buy
a shirt without somebody along—that man would dare do such a
thing on his own?

cHRIS. On his own. And because he’s a frightened mouse this is
another thing he’d do;—throw the blame on somebody else be-
cause he's not man enough to take it himself. He tried it in court
but it didn’t work, but with a fool like you it works!

GEORGE. Oh, Chris, you're a liar to yourself!

ANN. (Deeply shaken.) Don’t talk like that!

CHRS. (Sits facing GEORGE.) Tell me, George. What happened?
The court record was good enough for you all these years, why isn't
it good now > Why did you believe it all these years?

GEORGE. (After a slight pause.) Because you believed it. . . .
That's the truth, Chris. I believed everything, because I thought
you did. But today I heard it from his mouth. From his mouth it’s
altogether different than the record. Anyone who knows him, and
knows your father, will believe it from his mouth. Your Dad took
everything we have. I can't beat that. But she’s one item he's not
going to grab. (He surns to ANN.) Get your things. Everything
they have is covered with blood. You're not the kind of a girl who
can live with that. Get your things. :

CHRIS. Ann . . . you're not going to believe that, are you?

ANN. (She goes to him.) You know it’s not true, don't you?

47



GEORGE. How can he tell you? It's his father. (To cHris.) None
of these things ever even cross your mind?

cHRis. Yes, they crossed my mind. Anything can cross your mind!
GEORGE. He knows, Annie, He knows!

cHRIS. The Voice of God!

GEORGE, Then why isn’t your name on the business? Explain that
to her!

CHR1S. What the hell has that got to do with . . .?

GEORGE. Annie, why isn’t his name on it?

CHRs. Even when I don’t own it!

GEORGE. Who're you kidding? Who gets it when he dies? (To
ANN.) Open your eyes, you know the both of them, isn’t that the
first thing they'd do, the way they love each other?—]. O. Kellet
& Son? (Pause. ANN looks from him to curis.) I'll sercle jt. Do
you want to settle it, or are you afraid to? ‘

CHRIS. . . . What do you mean?

GEORGE. Let me go up and talk to your father. In ten minutes you'll
have the answer. Or are you afraid of the answer?

cHRIS. I'm not afraid of the answer. I know the answer. But my
mother isn’t well and I don’t want a fight here now.

GEORGE. Let me go to him.

CHRIS. You're not going to start a fight here now.

GEORGE. (To ANN.) What more do you want!!! (There is a sound
of footsteps in the house.)

ANN. (Turns ber bead suddenly toward house.) Someone’s coming.
CHRIS. (To GEORGE, quietly.) You won't say anything now.

ANN. You'll go soon. I'll call a cab.

GEORGE. You're coming with me. |

ANN. And don’t mention marriage, because we haven't told her yet.
GEORGE. You're coming with me.

ANN. You understand? Don’t . . . George, you're not going to
start anything now! (She bears footsteps.) Shsh! (MOTHER enters
on porch. She is dressed almost formally, ber hair is fixed. They are
all turned toward her. On seeing GEORGE she raises both bands,
comes down toward him.)

MOTHER. Georgie, Georgie.

GEORGE. (He has always liked her.) Hello, Kate.

MOTHER. (She cups bis face in ber hands.) They made an old man
out of you, (Touches his hair.) Look, you're gray.

GEORGE. (Her pity, open and unabashed, reaches into him, and he
smiles sadly.) Tknow, 1 . . .
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MOTHER. [ told you when you went away, don’t try for medals.
GEORGE. (He laughs, tiredly.) 1 didn’c try, Kate. They made it very
casy for me

MOTHER. (Actually angry.) Go on. You're all alike. (To ANN.)
Look at him, why did you say he's fine? He looks like a ghost.
GEORGE. (Relishing her solicitude.) I feel all right.

MOTHER. .I'm sick to Jook at you. What's che marter with your
mother, why don’t she feed you?

ANN, He just hasn’t any appetite.

MOTHER. If he ate in my house he'd have an appetite. (To ANN.)
[ pity your husband! (To GEORGE.) Sit down. I'll make you a sand-
wich,

GEORGE. (Sits with an embarrassed laugh.) I'm really ot hungry.
MOTHER. Honest to God, it breaks my heart to see what happened
to all che children. How we worked and planned for you, and you
end up no better than us.

GEORGE.. (With deep feeling for her.) You . . . you haven't
changed at all, you know chat, Kate?

MOTHER. None of us changed, Georgie. We all love you. joe was
was just ralking about the day you were born and the water got shut
off. People were carrying basins from a block away-—a stranger
would have thought the whole neighborhood was on fire! (They
laugh. She rees the juice. To ANN.) Why didn’t you give him some
juice!

ANN. (Defensively.) [ offered it to him.

MOTHER. (Scoffingly.) You offered it to him! (Thrusting glass into
GEORGE'S hand.) Give it to him! (To GEORGE, who is laughing.)
And now you're going co sit here and drink seme juice . . . and
look like something! .

GEORGE. (Sitting.) Kue, [ fecl hungry already.

CHRIS. (Proudly.) She could urn Mahatma Ghandi into a heavy-
weight!

MOTHER. (To CHRIS. with great energy.) Listen, to hell with the
restaurant! I got 2 ham in the icebox, and frozen strawberries, and
avocados, and .

ANN. Swell, I'll help you!

GEORGE. The train leaves at eight-thirty, Ann.

MOTHER. (To ANN.) You're leaving?

cHRIS. No, Mother, she's not . .

ANN. (Breaking through it, going to GEORGE.) You hardly got
bere: give yourself a chance to get acquainted again.
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CHRIS. Sure, you don’t even know us any more.

MOTHER. Well, Chris, if they can’t stay, don’c . . .

cHRIS. No, it’s just a question of George, Mother, he planned
on...

GEORGE: (He gets up politely, nicely, for Kate's sake.) Now wait
a minute, Chris . . .

CHRIS, (Smiling and full of command, cutting bim off.) If you
want to go, I'll drive you to the station now, but if you're staying,
no arguments while you're here.

MOTHER. (At last confessing the tension.) Why should he argue?
(She goes to bim, and with desperation and compassion, stroking
bis hair.) Georgie and us have no argument. How could we have
an argument, Georgie? We all got hit by the same lighitning, how
canyou . . .? Did you see what happened to Larry's tree, Georgie?
(She bas taken his arm, and unwillingly be moves across stage with
ber.) Imagine? While 1 was dreaming of him in the middle of the
night, the wind came along and . . . (LYDIA enters on porch. As
soon as she sees bim.) |

LYDIA. Hey, Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! Georgze' (She
comes down to bim eagerly. She bas a flowered hat in ber hand,
which Kate takes from her as she goes 10 GEORGE.)

GEORGE: (They shake hands eagerly, warmly.) Hello, Laughy.
What'd you do, grow?

LYDIA. I'm a big girl now.

MOTHER. (Taking hat from her.) Look what she can do to a hat!
ANN. (To LYDIA, admiring the bat.) Did you make that?
MOTHER. In ten minutes! (She puts it on.)

LYDIA. (Fixing it on her bead.) 1 only rearranged it.

GEORGE. You still make your own clothes?

CHRIS. (Of MOTHER.) Ain't she classy! All she needs now is a
Russian wolfhound.

MOTHER. (Moving her head from L. 10 R.) It feels like somebody is
sitting on my head.

ANN. No, it's beautiful, Kate.

MOTHER. (Kisses LYDIA—fo GEORGE.) She's 2 genius! You
should've married her. (They-laugh.) This one can feed you!
LYDIA. (Strangely embarrasied.) Oh, stop that, Kate.

GEORGE. (To LYDIA.) Didn’t I hear you had a baby?

MOTHER. You don’t hear so good. She’s got three babies.

GEORGE. (A little bust by it—to LYDIA.) No kidding, three?
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LYDIA. Yeah, it was one, two, three—You've been away a long time,
Georgie.

GEORGE. I'm beginning to realize.

MOTHER. (To CHRIS and GEORGE.) The trouble with you kids is
you think too much,

LYDIA, Well, we think, too.

MOTHER. Yes, butnot all the time.

GRORGE. (With almost obvioss envy.) They never took Frank,
heh?

LYDIA. (A little.apologetically.) No, he was always one year ahead
of the draft.

MOTHER. It’s amazing. When they were calling boys twenty-seven
Frank was just twenty-eight, when they made it twency-eight he
was just twenty-nine. That's why he took up astrology. It’s all in
when you were born, it just goes to show.

CHRIS. What does it go to show?

MOTHER. (To cHris.) Don't be so intelligent. Some superstitions
are very nice! (To LYDIA.) Did he finish Larry’s horoscope ?
LYDIA. I'll ask him now, I'm going in. (To GRORGE, 4 little sadly,
almost embarrassed.) Would you like to see my babies? Come on.
GEORGE. [ don’t think so, Lydia,

LYDIA. (Usderstanding.) All righe. Good luck to you, George.
GBORGRE. Thanks. And toyou . . . And Frank. (Sbe smiles at bim,
turns and goes off R. t0 her house. GRORGE stands staring after bes.)
LYDIA. (As she runs off.) Oh, Frank!

MOTHER. (Reading his thoughts.) She got pretty, heh?

GEORGE: (Sadly.) Very preuy.

MOTHER. (As a reprimand.) She’s beautiful, you damned fool!
GEORGE. (Looks around longingly; and softly, with a casch in bis
throat.) She makes it seem so nice around here.

MOTHER. (Shaking ber finger at him.) Look what happened to you
because you wouldn’t listen to me! I told you to marry chat girl and
stay out of the war!

GRBORGE. (Lawghs. at himself.) She used to laugh too. much.
MOTHER..And you didn’t laugh enough. While you were getting
mad about Fascism Frank was getting into her bed.

GEORGB: (To cHRis.) He won the war, Frank,

cHRiS. All the bactles.

MOTHER. (In pursuit of this mood.) The day they started the draft,
Georgie, [ told you you loved that giel.

CHRIS. (Lamghs.) And truer love heth no man!
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MOTHER. I'm smarter than any of you.

GEORGE. (Laughing.) She's wonderful!

MOTHER. And now you're going to listen to me, George. You had
big principles, Eagle Scouts the three of you; so now I got a tree,
and this one, (Indicating cHRis.) when the weather gets bad he
can’t stand on his feet; and that big dope, (Pointing to LYDIA'S
house.) next door who never reads anything but Andy Gump has
three children and his house paid off. Stop being a philosopher; and
look after yourself. Like Joe was just saying—you move back here,
he'll help you get set, and I'll find you a girl and put a smile on your
face.

GEORGE. Joe? Joe wants me here?

ANN. (Eagerly.) He asked me to tell you, and I think it’s a good
idea.

MOTHER. Certainly. Why must you make believe you hate us? Is
that another principle>—that you have to hate us? You don’t hate
us, George, 1 know you, you can’t fool me, I diapered you. (Sxd-
denly 1o ANN.) You remember Mr. Marcy's daughcer?

ANN. (Laughing, to GEORGE.) She’s got you hooked already!
(GEORGE laughs, is excited.) | '
MOTHER. You look her over, George; you'll see she’s the most
beautiful . . .

cHRus. She's got warts, George.

MOTHER. (To cHRis.) She hasn’t got warts! (To GEORGE.) So the
girl has a little beauty mark on her'chin . . .

cHrus. And two on her nose.

MOTHER. You remember. Her father’s the retired police inspector.
CHRis. Sergeant, George.

MOTHER. He's a very kind man!

cHris. He looks like a gorilla.

MOTHER. (To GEORGE.) He never shot anybody. (They all burst
owt laughing, as KELLER appears in doorway. GEORGE rises abruptly,
stares at KELLER, who comes rapidly down to bim.)

KELLER. (The laughter stops. With strained joviality.) Well! Look
who's here! (Extending bis band.) Georgie, good to see ya.
GEORGE. (Shakes bands—somberly.) How're you, Joe?

KELLER. So-so. Gentin’ old. You comin’ out to dinner with us?
GEORGE. No, got to be back in New York.

ANN. I'll call a cab for you. (She goes up into she bouse.)

KELLER. Too bad you can’t stay, George. Sit down. (To MOTHER.)
He looks fine.
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MOTHER. He looks terrible.

KELLER. That's what I said, you look terrible, George. (They
laugh.) Iwmdnpamsandshebeatsmewmnhebdc

GRORGE. 1 saw your factory on the way from the stacion. It looks
like General Mosors.

KBLLER. | wish it was General Motors, but it ain’t. Sit down,
George. Sit down. (Tabes cigar ous of his pocket.) So you finally
went (0 see your father, I hear? .

GEORGE. Yes, this morning. What kind of stuff do you make now?
KELLER. Oh, little of everything. Pressure cookers, an assembly for
washing machines. Got a nice, flexible plant now. So how'd you
find Dad? Peel all right?

‘GBORGE. (Searching KELLER, he speaks indecisively.) No, he's not
well, Joe. )

KELLER. (Lighting his cigar.) Not his heart again, is it?

GBORGE, It's everything, Joe. It's his soul.

KBLLER. (Blowmg out smoke.) Uh huh—

curis. How about seeing what they did with your house?

KELLER. Leave him be.

GRORGE. (To CHRIS, indicating KELLER.) I'd like co talk to him.
KELLER: Sure, he just got here. That's the way they do, George. A
little man makes a mistake and they hang him by the thumbs; the
big‘ones become ambassadors. I wish you'd-a told me you wese
going to see Dad.

GEORGE. (Studying him.) | didn’t know you were interested.
KELLER. In a way, I am. I would like him to know, George, that as
far as I'm concerned, any time he wants, he's got a place with me.
| would like him to know. that.

GEORGE. He hates your guts, Joe. Don’t you know that?

KEBLLER. | imagined it. But that can change, too.

MOTHER. Steve was never like that.

GEORGE. He's like that now. He'd like to take every man who made
moaeymthewarandputhxmupagmnstawall

cHris. He'll need a lot of bullets,

GEORGE. And he'd better not get any.

KBLLER. That’s a sad thing to heac,

GEORGE. (With bitterness dominant.) Why? What'd you expea
him to think of you? -

KELLER. (The force of his nature rising, but under consrol.) I'm
sad to see he hasn't disaged. As long as I know him, rwenty-five
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gears, the man never learned how to take the blame. You know
that, Geosge.

GEORGE. (He does.) Well, 1. . .

KELLER. But you do know it. Because the way you come in here
you don't look like you remember it. I mean like in 1937 when we
had the shop on Flood Street. And he damn near blew us all up!
with that heater he left burning for two days without wacer. He |
wouldn’t admit that was his fault, either. I had to fite 2 mechamc
to save his face. You remember that.

GEORGE. Yes, but . ;
KELLER. I'm just mentioning it, George. Because this is just an. |
other one of a lot of things. Like when he gave Frank that money
to invest in oil stock.

GEORGE. (Dmre.ued ) I know that, I..

KELLER. (Driving in, but restrained.) But it's good to remembe:
those things, kid. The way he cursed Frank because the stock went -
down. Was that Frank’s fault’ To listen to him Frank was a swin-
dler. And all the man did was. give him a bad tip.

GEORGE. (Gets up, moves away.) I know those things . . .
KELLER. Then remember them, remember them. (ANN comes out
of house.) There are certain men in the world who rather see every-
body hung before they’ll take blame. You understand me, George?
(They. stand facing each other, GEORGE Irying to judge bim.)
ANN. (Coming downstage.) The cab's on its way. Would you like
to wash?

MOTHER. (With the thrust of hope.) Why must he go? Make the
midnight, George.

KEBLLER. Sure, you'll have dinner with us!

ANN. How gbout it? Why not? We're eating at the lake, we could
have a swell time. ;
GEORGE. (Long pasuse, as: vbe looks at ANN, CHRIS, KELLER, then
back to ber.) All right. :
MOTHER. Now you're talking.

CHRIS. I've got a shirt that'll go right with that suit.
MOTHER. Size fifteen and a half, right, George?

GEORGE. Is Lydia . . .? I mean—Frank and Lydia coming?
MOTHER. I'll get you a date that’ll make her look likea . . . (She .
starts upstage.)
GEORGB. (Laughs.) No, I don't want a date.
cHRIs. I know somebody just for you! Charlotte Tanner! (He starts
for the bouse.)
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KBLLER. Call Charlotte, that's right.

MOTHER. Sure, call her up. (CHRIS goes imto bouse.)

ANN. You go up and pick cut a shirt and de.

GEORGE. (He stops, looks.around &t them and the place.) 1 nevex
fele at home anywhere but here. I feel so . . . (He nearly laagb:,
and turns away from them.) Kate, you look so young, you know

You didn’t change acall. It . . . rings an old bell. (Tsmto
KELLER.) You too, Joe, you're amazingly the same. The whole
aunosphere is.

KELLER. Say, I-ain’t got time to get sick.
MOTHER. He hasn't been laid up in fifteen years. . . .
KELLER. Except my flu during the war.

MOTHER: Huhh?
* KELLER. My flu, when I was sick during . . . the war.
MOTHER. Well, sure . . . (To GEORGE.) I meant excepe for that

Bu. (GEORGE stands perfmly still.)” Well, it slipped my mind,
don't look 2t me. that way. He wanted to go to the shop but he

couldn’t life himself off the bed. I thought he had paeumonia.
GBORGE. Why did you say he’s never . . .?

KELLER. I-know how you feel, kid, I'll never forgive myself. If 1
could've gone.in that day I'd never allow Dad to touch those heads.
GEORGE. She said you've never been sick,

MOTHER. I said he was sick, George. |

GEORGB. (Going to ANN.) Aan, dida't you hear her say . . .?
'MOTHER. Do you remember every time you were sick?

GEORGE. I'd remember pneumonia. Especially if I got it just the
day my parmer was going to patch up cylinder heads . . . What
happened that day, Joe?

FRANK. (Enters briskly from driveway, holding Lasyy's horoscope
in his hand. He comes to RATR.) Kate! Kate!

MOTHER. Frank, did you see George?

FRANK. (Extending bis band.) Lydia told. me, I'm gladdw . . .
you'll have to pardon me. (Puiling MOTHER over R.) I've got some-
thing amazing for you, Kate, I finished Larry’s horoscope.
MOTHER. You'd be interested in-this, George. It's wonderful the
way he can understand the . . .

CHRES. (Entering from house.) George, the girl's oa the phone. . .
MOTHER, (Desperately.) He finished Larry’s horoscope!

cHBis. Frank, can’t you pick a better time than this?

FRANK. The greatest. men who ever lived believed in the stars!
CHEIS. Stop filling her head with that junk!
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FRANK. Is it junk to feel th.attheresagmmpowenhmmmelva
I've studied the stars of his life! I won't argue with you, I'm tellin
you. Somewhere in this world your brother is alive!

MOTHER. (Instantly to cris.) Why isa't it possible?

CHRIS. Because it's insane.

FRANK. Just a minute now. I'll tell you something and you can d
as you please. Just let me say it. He was supposed to have died o
November twenty-fifth. But November twenty-fifth was his favos
able day.

CHRS. Mother!

MOTHER. Listen to him!

FRANK. It was a day when everything good was shining on him
the kind of day he should’'ve married on. You can laugh ar a lot of
it, I can understand you laughing. But the odds are a million t¢
one that a man won't die on his favorable day. That's known, that’s
known, Chris!

MOTHER. Why isn’t it possible, why isn't it possible, Chris!
GEORGE. (To ANN.) Don’t you understand what she’s saying? She
just told you to go. What are you waiting for now?

curis, Nobody caa tell her to go. (A car born is beard.)

MOTHER. (To FRANK.) Thank you, darling, for your trouble. Will
you tell him to wait, Frank?

FRANK. (As be goes.) Sure thing.

MOTHER. (Calling ox1.) They'll be right out, driver!

cHgis. She's not leaving, Mother.

GEORGE. You heard her say it, he’s never been sick!

MOTHER, He misunderstood me, Chris! (CHRIS looks a ber,
struck.)

GEORGE. (T'o ANN.) He simply told your father to kill pilots, and
covered himself in bed!

cHris. You'd better answer him, Aanie. Answer him,

MOTHER. | pad:ed your bag, darling .
cHris. What?

MOTHER. I packed your bag. All you've got to do is close it.

ANN. I'm not closing anything. He asked me here and I'm staying
till he tells me to go. (To GEORGE.) Till Chris tells me!

cHRus. That's all! Now get out of here, George!

MOTHER. (To curis.) But if that's how he feels . . .

cHRus. That's all, nothing more till Christ comes, about the case or
Larry as long as I'm here! (To ANN.) Now get out of here, George!
GEORGE. (To ANN.) You tell me. I want to hear you tell me.
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ANN. Go, George! (Fhey disappear 8 the dviveway, ANN saying
“Don't take it that way, Georgee! Please don't take it that way.”)
(CHRIS turns so his mother.)
cHris. What do you mean, you packed hes bag? How dare you
pack her bag?
moTHER. Chris . . . |
. cHRis. How dare you pack her bag?
- MOTHER. She doesn’t belong here.
cunis, Then 1 don’t belong here.
* MOTHER. She’s Larry's girl.
cHris. And.I'm his brother and he's dead, 3ad I'm masrying his
girl
_ MOTHER. Never, never in this world!
KELLER. You lost your miad?
. MOTHER. You have nothing co say!

. KBLLER, (Cruelly.) 1 got pleaty to say. Theee and a half years you

. been talking like 2 maniac—

. MOTHER (She smashes bim across the face.) Nothing. You have
nothing to say. Now I say. He's coming back, and everybody has
ot 10 Wai |

CHRis. Mother, Mother . .

MOTHER. Wait, wait .

cHris. How loag? How long?

MOTHER. (Ralling ont of ber.) Till he comes; forever and ever

till he comes!

CHRIS. (As an al:mamm ) Mocher, I'm going ahead with it.

MOTHER. Chris, I've never said no to you in my life, now I say no!

cHais. You'll never let him go till I do it.

MOTHER. I'll never let him go and you'll aever let him go . . .!

cHais, I've let him go. I've lee himgoalong . . .

MOTHER. (With no less force, bus turning from him.) Thea let

your facher go. (Passe. CHRIS stands transfixed.)

KELLER. She’s out of her mind.

MOTHER: Altogether! (To cHRis, bst not facing them.) Yout

brother's alive, darling, because if he's dead, your father killed

hlm.Doyouundcrsmndmenow’Aslongasyouhve that boy is

alive. God does oot let 2 son be killed by his father. Now you see,

don’t you? Now you see. (Béyond control, she burries up and into

bouse.)

KELLER. (CHRIS bas not moved. He speaks insinsatingly, questios:

ingly.) She’s out of ber mind.
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CHRIS. (A broken whisper.) Then . . . you did it?

KELLER. (The beginning of plea in bis voice.) He never flew s
P-40—

CHRIS. (Struck. Deadly.) But the others.

KELLER. (Insistently.) She's out of her mind. (He takes a step
toward CHRIS, pleadingly.)

cHRIS. (Unytelding.) Dad . . . you did it?

KELLER. He never flew a P-40, what's the marter with you?
CHRIS. (Still asking, and saying.) Then you did it. To the others.

(Both hold their voices down.)

KELLER. (Afraid of him, bis deadly insistence.) What's the matter
with you? What the hell is the matter with you?

cHRis. (Quietly, incredibly.) How could you do that? How?
KELLER. What's the matter with you!

curis. Dad . . . Dad, you killed twenty-one men!

KELLER. What, killed?

cHRiS. You killed them, you murdered them.

KBLLER. (As though throwing his whole nature open before
cHris.) How could I kill anybody?

cHRIS. Dad! Dad!

KELLER. (Trying to bush bhim.) 1 didn’t kill anybody!

cHRis. Then explain it to me. What did you do? Explain it to me
or I'll tear you to pieces!

KELLER. (Horrified at bis overwhelming fury.) Don't Chiis,
don't . . .

cHRIS. I want to know what you did, now what did you do? You
had a hundred and twenty cracked engine-heads, now what did
you do? |

KELLER. If you're going to’hang me then I . . .

cHRIS. I'm listening, God Almighty, I'm listening!

KBLLER. (Their movements now are those of subtle pursuit and
escape. KELLER keeps a step out of CHRIS' range as he talks.)
You'rea boy, what could I do! I'm in business, a man is in business;
a hundred and twenty cracked, you're out of business; you got a
process, the process don’t work you're out of business; you don’t
know how to operate, your stuff is no good ; they close you up, they
tear up your contracts, what the hell’s it to them? You lay forty
years into a business and they kaock you out in five minutes, what
could [ do, let them take forty years, let them take my life away?
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(His voice cracking.) 1 never thought they'd install them. [ swear
to God. I thought they'd stop "em before anybody took off.
cHRis. Then why'd you ship them out?

KELLER. By the time they could spot them I thought I'd have the
process going again, and I could show them they needed me and
they'd let it go-by. Bur weeks passed and I got no kick-back, so 1
was going to tell them.

cHRris. Then why dida't you tell them?

KELLER, It was too late. The paper, it was all over the front page,
twenty-one went down, it was too late. They came with handcuffs
into the shop, what could I do? (He sits on bench at .) Chris . . .
Chris, 1 did it for you, it was a chance and I took it for you. I'm
sixty-one years old, when would I have another chance to make
something for you? Sixty-one years old you don't get another
chance, do ya?

CHRIS. You even knew they wouldn'’t hold up in the air.

KELLER. I didn't say that . . .

cHris. But you were going to warn them not to use them . .
KELLER. But that don't mean .

CHRIs. It means you knew they'd crash.

KELLER. It don't mean that.

cHris. Then you thowght they'd crash.

KELLER. I was afraid maybe . .

CcHRIS. You were afraid maybe! God in heaven, what kind of 2 man
are you? Kids were hanging in the air by those heads. You knew
that!

KELLER. For you, a business for you!

cHRiS, (With burning fury.) For me! Where do you live, where
have you come from? For me!—! was dying every day and you were
killing my boys and you did it for me? What the hell do you think
I was thinking of, the Goddam business? Is that as far as your
‘mind can see, the business ? What is that, the world—the business?
What the hell do you mean, you did it for me? Don’t you have a
country? Don’t you live in the world? What the hell are you?
You're not even an animal, no animal kills his own, what are you?
What must I do to you? I ought to tear the tongue out of your
mouth, what must [ do? (With his fist he pounds down upon his
father's shouldes. He stumbles away, covering bhis face as be
weeps.) What must 1 do, Jesus God, what must 1 do?

KBLLER. Chris . . ., My Chris . . .

CURTAIN
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ACT THREE

Two o'clock the following morning, MOTHER is discovered
on the rise, rocking ceaselessly in a chair, staving at bey
thoughts, It is an intense, slight, sort of rocking. Alight shows
from spstsirs bedroom, lower floor windows being dark. The
moon is strorg and casts its bluish light.

Presently yoM, dressed in jacket and hat, appears from the
Left, and seeing her, goes up beside her.

JiM. Any news?

MOTHER. No news.

JiM. (Gently.) You can’t sit up all night, dear, why don’t you go to
bed?

MOTHER. I'm waiting for Chris. Don't worry about me, Jim, I'm
perfectly all right.

JiM. Bue it’s almost two o'clock.

MOTHER. I can't sleep. (Slight pause.) You had an emergency?
Jus. (Tiredly.) Somebedy had a headache and thought he was dy-
ing. (Slight pause.) Half of my patients are quite mad. Nobody
realizes how many people are walking around loose, and they're
cracked as coconuts. Money. Money-money-money-money. You say
it long enough it doesn’t mean anything. (She smiles, makes a silent
laugh.) Oh, how I'd love to be around when that happens!
MOTHER. (Shakes ber head.) You're so childish, Jim! Sometimes
you are.

JM. (Looks at ber a moment.) Kate. (Pause.) What happened?

KATE. I told you. He had an argument with Joe. Then he got in the
car and dsove away.

Jnd. What kind of an argument?

MOTHER. An argument, Joe . . . he was crying like a child, before.
JiM. They argued about Ann?

MOTHER, (Slight besitation.) No, not Ann. Imagine? (Indicates
lighted window above.) She hasn’t come out of that room since he
lefe. All nighe in that room, -

Jd. (Looks at window, then at her.) What'd Joe do, tell him?
MOTHER. (She stops rocking.) Tell him what?
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Jim. Don’t be afraid, Kate, I know. I've always known.

MOTHER. How?

JM. It occurred to me a long time ago.

MOTHER. I always had the feeling that in the back of his head,
Chris . . . almost knew. I'didn’t think it would be such a shock.
JiM. (Get.r up.) Chris would never know how to live with a thing
like that. It takes acertain talent . . . for lying. You have it, and 1
do. But not him.

MOTHER. What do you mean . . . he’s not coming back?

Jim. Oh, no, he'll come back. We all come back, Kate. These
private little revolutions always die. The compromise is always
made. In a peculiar way. Frank is right—every man does have a
stat. The star of one’s honesty. And you spend your life groping
for it, but once it's out it never lights again. I don’t think he went
‘very far. He probably just wanted to be alone to watch his star go
out.

MOTHER. Just as long as he comes back.

jim. I wish he wouldn’t, Kate. One year I simply took off, went to
New Orleans; for two months I lived on bananas and milk, and
studied a certain disease. It was beautiful. And then she came, and
she cried. And I went back home with her. And now I live in the
usual darkness; I can't find myself; it’s even hard sometimes to
remeémber the kind of man 1 wanted to be. I'm'a good husband;
Chris is 2 good son—he’ll come back. (KELLER comes out on porch
in dressing-gown and slippers. He goes upstage—to alley. jim
goes to bim.)

JiM. Lhave a feeling he's in the pack. I'll look around for him. Put
her to bed, Joe; this is no good for what she’s got. (JiM exits up
driveway.)

KELLER. (Coming down.) What does he waat here?

'MOTHER. His friend is not home.

KELLER. (His voice is husky. Comes down 10 ber.) 1 don't like him
mixing.in so much.

MOTHER. It’s too late, Joe. He knows.

KELLER. (Apprebensively.) How does he know?

MOTHER. He guessed 2 long time ago.

KELLER. [ don’t like that.

MOTHER. (Laughs dangerously, quietly into the line.) What you
don' like . . |

KELLER. Yeah. what I don't like.
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MOTHER. You can’t bull yourself thxough this one, Joe, you bettes
be smart now. This thing—this thing is not over yet.

KELLER, (Indicating lighted window above.) And what is she do-
ing up there? She don’t come out of the room.,

MOTHER. | don't know, what is she doing? Sit down, stop being
mad. You want to live? Your better figure out your life.

KELLER. She don’t know, does she?

MOTHER. She saw Chris storming out of hete. It’s one and one—she
knows how to add.

KELLER. Magbe I ought to talk to her?

MOTHER. Don't ask me, Joe.

KELLER. (Almost an outburst.) Then who do I"ask? But I don't
think she’ll do anything about it..

MOTHER. You're asking me again,

KELLER. I'm askin’ you. What am I, a stranger? I thought I had a
family here. What happened to my family?

MOTHER. You've got a family. I'm simply telling you that I have
no strength to think anymore.

KELLER. You have no strength. The minute there’s trouble you
have no strength.

MOTHER. Joe, you're doing the same thing again; all your life
whenever there's trouble you yell at me and you think thac settles it.
KELLER. Than what do I do? Tell me, talk to me, what do 1 do?
MOTHER. Joe . . . I've been thinking this way. If he comes back

KELLER. What do you mean “if*? . . . he’s comin’ back!
MOTHER. I think if you sit him down and you . . . explain your-
self. I mean you ought tq make it clear to him that you know you
did a terrible thing. (Not looking into bis eyes.) I mean if he saw
that you realize what you did. You see?

KELLER. What ice does that cut?

MOTHER. (A little fearfully.) 1 mean if you told him that you want
to pay for what you did.

KELLER. (Sensing . . quietly ) How can [ pay?

MOTHER. Tell him . . . you're willing to go to prison. (Pawse.)
KELLER. (Struck, amazed ) I'm willing to .

MOTHER. (Quickly.) You wouldn’t go, he wouldn't ask you to go.
Bu if you told him you wanted to, if he could feel that you wanted
to pay, maybe he would forgive you.

KELLER. He would forgive me! For whar?

MOTHER. Joe, vou know what I mean.
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KELLER, I don’t know what you mean'! You wanted money, so 1

made money. What must I be forgiven? You wanted money, didn't

you?

MOTHER. I didn’t want it chat way.

KBLLER. I didn’t want it that way, either! What difference is it

what you want? I spoiled the both of you. I should've put him out

when he was ten like I was put oug, and make him earn his keep.

Then he'd know how a buck is made in this world. Forgiven! 1

could live on a quarter a day myself, but I got 2 family so I .

MOTHER. Joe, Joe . . . it don't excuse it that you did it for the

family.

KELLER. It's got to excuse it!

MOTHER. There’s something bigger than the family to him.

KELLER. Nothin' is bigger!

MOTHER. There is to him.

KELLER. There’s nothin’ he could do that I wouldn’t forgive. Be-

cause he's my son. Because I'm his father and he’s my son.

MOTHER. Jo¢, I'tell you . . .

KELLER. Nothin’s bigger than that. And you're goin’ to tell him,

you understand? I'm his father and he’s my son, and if there’s

something bigger than that I'll put a bullet in my head!

MOTHER. You stop that!

KELLER. You heard me. Now you know what to tell him. (Pause.

He moves from ber—balts.) But he woulda'c put me away though
. . He wouldn’t do that . . . Would he?

MOTHER. He loved you, Joe, you broke his heart.

KELLER. Butto put me away . . .

MOTHER. I don’t know. I'm beginning to think we don’t really

know him, They say in the war he was such a killer. Here he was

always afraid of mice. I don't know him. I don't know what he'll

do.

KELLER. Goddama, if Larry was alive he wouldn't act like this.

He understood the way the world is made. He listened to me. To

him the world had a forty-foot front, it ended ac the building line.

This one, everything bothers him. You make a deal, overcharge

two cents, and his hair falls out. He don’t undetstand money. Too

easy, it came oo easy. Yes sir. Larry. That was a boy we lost. Larry.

Latry. (He slumps-on chair in front of her.) What am I gonna do,

Kate . . .

MOTHER. Joe, Joe, please . . . you'll be all right, nothing is going

to happen .
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KELLER. (Desperately, loss.) Foe you, Kate, for both of you, that’s
all I ever lived for . . .
MOTHER. ] know, darling, [ kaow . . . (ANN enters from house.
ﬂwey .my nothing, waiting for ber t¢ speak.)

Why do you seay up? I'll tell you when he comes,
KELLER. (Rises, goes to her.) You didn’t eat supper, did you? (To
MOTHER.) Why don’t you make her something?
MOTHER. Sure, I'll . . .
ANN. Never mind, Kate, I'm all right. (They are unable to speak to
each othgr.) Thete's something I want to tell you. (She starts,
then halts.) I'm not going to do anything abouc it. . . .
MOTHER. She's 2 good girl! (To KELLER.) You see? She’sa . . .
ANN. I'll do nothing about Joe, but you're going to do something
for me. (Directly to MOTHER.) You made Chris feel guilty with
me. Whether you wanted to or not, you've crippled him in front of
me. I'd like you to tell him thar Larry is dead and that you know it.
You understand me? I'm not_going out of here alone. There's no
life for me that way. I want you to set him free. And then I promise
you, everything will end, and we’ll go away, and that's all,
KELLER. You'll do that. You'll tell him.
‘ANN. I know what I'm asking, Kate. You had two sons. But you've
only got.one now.
KELLER. You'll tell him . . .
ANN. And you've got to say it to him so he knows you mean 1.
MOTHER. My dear, if the boy was dead, it wouldn’t depend on my
words to make Chris know it. . . . The night he gets into your bed,
his hearc will dry up. Because he knows and you know. To his dy-
ing day he’ll wait for his brother! No, my dear, no such. thing.
You're going in the morning, and you're going alone. That's your
life, that’s your lonely life. (She goes to porch, and starts in.)
ANN. Larry is dead, Kate. A
MOTHER. (She stops.) Don't speak to me.
ANN. | said he’s dead. I know! He crashed off the coast of China
November twenty-fifth! His engine didn'c fail him. But he died. 1
MOTHER. How did he die? You're lying to me. If you know, how
did he die?
ANN. I loved him. You know I.loved him. Would I have looked at
anyone else if 1 wasn’t sure? That's enough for you.
MOTHER. (Moving on her.) What's enough for me? What're you
ealking about? (She grasps ANN’s wrists.)
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ANN. You're husting my wrists. - |
MOTHER. What are you talking about! (Pause, She stares at ANN &
moment, then Iurns and goes to KELLER.)

ANN. Joe, go in the house . . .

KELLER. Why should I . . .

ANN. Please go.

KELLER. Lemme know when he comes. (KELLER goes into house.)
MOTHER. (She sees Ann take a letter from her pocket.) What's
that?

ANN. Sit down . . . (MOTHER moves left to chair, but does not
sit.) First you've got to understand. When I came, 1 didn’t have
any idea that Joe . . . I had nothing against him or you. I came to
get married. I hoped . . . So I didn't bring this to hurt you. I
thought I'd show it to you only if there was no other way to settle
Larry in your mind.

MOTHER. Larry? (Snatches letter from ANN's hand.)

ANN. He wrote it to me just before he— (MOTHER opens and be-
gins to read letter.) I'm not trying to hurt you, Kate. You're making
me do this, now remember you're——Remember. I've been so
lonely, Kate . . . Tcan’t leave here alone again. (A long, low moan
comes from MOTHER'S throat as she reads.) You made me show it
to you. You wouldn’t believe me. I told you a hundred times, why
wouldn’t you believe me!

MOTHER, Oh, myGod . . .

ANN. (With pity and fear.) Kate, please, please . .

MOTHER. My God, my God . . .

ANN. Kate, dear, I'm so sorty . . . I'm so'sosry. (CHRIS enters from
driveway. He seems exhausied.)

cHris. What's the matter . . . ?

ANN. Where were you? . . . you're all perspired. (MOTHER
doesn't move.) Where were you?

CHRIS. Just drove around a little. I thought you'd be gone.

ANN. Where do I go? I have nowhere to go.

cHRIS. (To MOTHER.) Where's Dad?

ANN, Inside lying down.

cHrus. Sit down, both of you. I'll say what there is to say.
MOTHER. I didn’thear the car . . .

cHris, I left it in the garage.

MOTHER. Jim is out Jooking for you.

cHRis. Mother . . . I'm going away. There are a couple of firms in
Cleveland, I think T can get a place. I mean, I'm going away for
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good. (To ANN alone.) 1 know what you're thinking, Annie. It's
true. I'm yellow. I was made yellow in this house because I sus-
pected my father and I did nothing about it, but if I knew that
night when I came home what T know now, he’d be in the district
attorney's office by this time, and I'd have brought him there. Now
if I look at him, all I'm able to do is cry.

MOTHER. What are you talking about? What else can you do?
cHRIS. | could jail him! I could jail him, if I were human any more.
But I'm like everybody else now. I'm practical now. You made me
practical.

MOTHER. Bur you have to be.

CHRIS. The cats in that alley are practical, the bums who ran away
when we were fighting were practical. Only the dead ones weren't
practical. But now I'm practical, and I spit on myself. I'm going
away. I'm going now.,

ANN. (Goes up to stop him.) I'm coming with you. . . .

CHRIS. No, Ann.

ANN: Chris, I don't ask you to do anything about Joe.

cHRis. You do, youdo . . .

ANN. I swear I never will.

cHRS. o your heart you always will.

ANN. Then do what you have to do!

CHRIS. Do what? What is there to do? I've looked all night for a
reason-to make him suffer.

ANN. There's teason, there’s reason!

cHRis. What? Do I raise the dead when I put him behind bars?
Then what'll I do it for? We used to shoot a man who acted like
a dog, but honor was real there, you were protecting something.
But here? This is the land of the great big dogs, you don’t love 2
man here, you eat him! That's the principle; the only one we live
by—it just happened to kill a few people this time, that’s all. The
world's that way, how can I take it out on him? What sense does
that make? This is a zoo, a zoo!

ANN. (To MOTHER.) You know what he's got to do! Tell him!
MOTHER. Let him go.

ANN. I won't let him go. You'll tell him what he’s.gotto do . . .
MOTHER. Annie!

ANN. Then I will! (KBLLER enters from house. CHRIS sees bim,
goes down R. near arbor.) -

KELLER. What's the matter with you? I want to talk to you.
CHRIs. I've got nothing to say to you.
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KELLER. (Taking his arm.) 1 want to talk to you!

cHRIS. (Pulling violently away from him.) Don't do that, Dad
['m going to hure you if you do that. There's nothing to say, so say
it quick. .

KELLER. Exactly what's the macter? What's the matter? You got
too much money? Is that what bothers you?

CHRIS. (With an edge of sarcasm.) It bothers me.

KELLER. If you can’t get used to it, then throw it away. You hear
me? Take every cent and give it to charity, throw it in the sewer.
Does that settle it? In the sewer, that's all. You think I'm kidding?
I'm tellin’ you what to do, if it’s dirty then bura it. It's your
money, that's not my money. I'm a dead man, I'm an old dead man,
nothing’s mine. Well, talk to me!—what do you want to do!
CHRIS. It’s not what I want to.do. It’s what you want to do.
KELLER. What should I want to do? (CHRis is silent.) Jail? You
want me to go to jail? If you want me to go, say so! Is that where
I belong?—then cell me so! (Slight pause.) What's the mater,
why can't you tell me? (Furiously.) You say everything else to me,
say that! (Slight pause.) T'll tell you why you can’t say it. Because
you know I don’t belong there. Because you know! (With: growing
emphasis and passion, and a persistent tone of desperation.) Who
worked for nothin’ in that war? When they work for nothin’, I'll
work for nothin’. Did they ship a gun or a truck outa Detroit be-
fore they got their price? Is that clean? It’s dollars and cents; nickels
and dimes; war and peace, it's nickels and dimes, what's clean?
Half the Goddamn country is gotea go if I go! That’s why you can’t
tell me.

CHRis. That's exactly why.

KELLER. Then . . . why am I bad?

cHRis. | know you're no worse than most men but I thought you
were better. I never saw you as a man. I saw you as my father. (A/-
most breaking.) I can't look at you this way, I can’t look at myself!
(He turns away unable to face KELLER. ANN goes quickly to
MOTHER, fakes letter from her and starts for CHRIS. MOTHER
instantly rushes to intercept ber.)

MOTHER. Give me that!
ANN. He's going to read it! (She thrusts letter into CHRIS' band.)

Larry. He wrote it to me the day he died. . . .
KELLER. Larry!?
MOTHER. Chris, it's not for you. (He starts to read.) Joe . .
go away . . . '
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KELLER. (Mystified, frightened.) Why'd she say, Larry, what
?

MOTHER. (She desperately pushes him toward alley, glancing at
CHRiS.) Go to the street Joe, go to the street! (She comes down
beside KELLER.) Don't, Chris . . . (Pleading from her whole
soul.) Don’t tell him . . .

CHRIS. (Quietly.) Three and one half years . . . talking, talking.
Now you tell me what you must do. . . . This is how he died, now
tell me where you belong. _
KELLER. (Pleading.) Chris, a man can't be a Jesus in this world!
cHRis. I know all about the world. I know the whole crap story.
Now listen to this, and tell me what 2 man’s got to be! (Reads.)
“My Dear Ana: . . .” You listening? He wrote this the day he
died. Listen, don’t cry . . . listen! “My dear Ann: It is impossible
to put down the things I feel. But I've got to tell you something.
Yesterday they flew in a load of papers from the States and I read
about Dad and your father being convicted. I can't express my-
self. I can't tell you how I feel—I can't bear tc live any more. Last
night I circled the base for twenty minutes before 1 could bring
myself in. How could he have done that? Every day three or four
men never come back and he sits back there doing business. . . .
I don’t know how to tell you what I feel . . . I can’t face anybody
. . . I'm going out on a mission in a few minutes. They'll prob-
ably report me missing. If they do, I want you to know that you
mustn’t wait for me. I tell you. Ann, if I had him here now I
could kill him—" (KELLER grabs letter from CHNS' hand and
reads it.) (After a long pause.) Now blame the world. Do you
understand that letter?

KELLER. (He speaks almost inaudibly.) 1 think I do. Ger the car,
I'll put on my jacket. (He turns and starts slowly for the bowuse.
MOTHER rushes to intescept bim.)

MOTHER. Why are you going? You'll sleep, why are you going?
KELLER. I can't sleep here. I'l feel better if I go.

MOTHER. You're so foolish. Larry was your son too, wasn't he?
You know he’d never tell you to do this.

KELLER. (Looking at letter in bis hand.) Then whac is this if it
isn’t telling me? Sure, he was my son. But I think to him they were
all my sons. And I guess they were, I guess they were. I'll be right
down. (Exits into house.)

MOTHER. (To CHRIS, with determation.) You'te not going to
take him!
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CHRIS. I'm taking him.

MOTHER. It's up to you, if you tell him to stay he'll stay. Go and
tell him!

cHris. Nobody could stop him now.

MOTHER. You'll stop him! How long will he live in prison?—are
you trying to kill him?

CHRIS. (Holding out letter.) 1 thought you read this!

MOTHER. (Of Larry, the letter.) The war is over! Didn't you
hear ?——it’s over!

cHRiS. Then what was Larry to you? A stone that fell into the
water? It's not enough for him to be sorry. Larry didn't kill
himself to make you and Dad sorry.

MOTHER. What more can we be!

CHRIS. You can be better! Once and for all you can know there’s a
universe of people outside and you're responsible to it, and unless
you know that you threw away your son because that's why he died.

(A shot is heard in the house. They stand frozen for a brief second.
CHRIS starts for porch, pauses at step, turns to ANN.)

curis. Find Jim! (He goes on into the hodse and ANN runs up
driveway. MOTHER Stands alone, transfixed.)

MOTHER. (Softly, almost moaning.) Joe . . . Joe . . . Joe . . .
Joe . . . (CHRIS comes out of house, down to MOTHER'S arms.)
CHRIS. (Almost crying.) Mother, I'didn't mean to . . .

MOTHER. Don't, dear. Don’t take it on yourself. Forget now. Live.
(CHRIS stirs as if 4o answer.) Shhh . . . (She puts his arms down
gently and moves towards porch.)-Shhh . . . (As she reaches
porch steps she begins sobbing, as

THE CURTAIN FALLS
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