ing right here whea it cracked.
xELLER. What was she doing out here four in the morning ?

cHrss. I don’t know. When it cracked she ran back inco the b
and cried in the kitchen. 0 e house

keLLER. Did you talk to her?

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

KBLLER. (Deeply touched.) She cried hard?

cHRis. I could hear her right through the floor of my room.
KELLER. (S/ight pause.) 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 night.

cHRiS. I guess she is.

KELLER. She’s getting just like after he died. (Slight pause.)
What's the meaning of thar?

cHris. 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?

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

KELLER. What do you mean, dishonest?

CHRIS. You know Larry’s not coming back and I 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. I don't want to argue with her, but 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 ibe thought.) You can’t say that to her.
CHRIS. We've got to sggit \ her.

KELLER. How're ygufgoing ) prove it? Can you prove it?

CHRis. For God #Sake, thy# years! Nobody comes back after three

years. It’s i

KELLER, , and to me. But not to her. You can talk your-
self bl #Mace, but there’s no body and there’s no grave, so
where :

CHRIs. Sit down, Dad. I want to talk 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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¢ next one is going

where, SO th to
amns up from s be L
,I

$Q . - - . : . SI’. b

. o qll right, listen t0 me. (S/ight payqe,
CHRIS. ?}f}[askchnme here, don' yol?;‘ “BR iy,
.. .) Why? '

cuRis. You know.

uu,a: Well, I got an idea, but . . . What's the story )
cupis. I'm going (0 ask her .m marry me. (?llgbt Pﬂllu.)
caLLR, (Nods.) Well, chat's only yous business, Chris
cxmis. You know it’s not only my busmess:
kELLER. What do you want me (0 do? You're old enough g gy,

your own mind. . . .
annoyed.) Then it's all right, I'll go ahead v, thic

CHRIS. (Asking, !
kELLER. Well, you want to be sure Mother isn’t going to .

curus. Then it isa’t just my business.

KELLER. I'm just sayin’. . . .

cuRis. Sometimes you infuriate me, you know that? Isp't j your
business, too, if I tell this to Mother and she throws a fit aboyg j;»
You have such a talent for ignoring things. '
KELLER. | ignore what 1 gorta ignore. The girl is Lacry's girl . |

cHris. She’s not Larry's girl.
kELLER. From Mother's point of view. he is not dead and you have

no right to take his gitl. (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. I 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.

KELLER. You're 2 considerate fella, there's nothing wrong in that.

cHRIS. To hell with that.
KELLER. Did you ask Annie yet?
cHRis. I wanted to get this sercled firse.
KELLER. How do you know she’ll marry yo
same way Mother does?
cHRis, Well, if she does, then that's the end of it. Fro
I think she’s forgotten him. I'll find out. And then we
out with Mother? Right? Dad, don't avoid me. o
dKil;LLBR. The trouble is, you don’t see enough women. You n¢¥
CHRIS. S0 what? I'm not fast with women.

14

u? Maybe she feels the

m her letters
'|| chrash I



KELLEK. I don’t see why it has to be Annie. . .
cHRIS. Because it is.

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

cHRS. I can’c help it. I know her best. I was brought up next doos

to her. These years when I think of someone for my wife, I think
of Annie. What do you want, a diagram?

KELLER. I don’t wantadiagram . . . 1. . . rm . . . She thinks
he’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.)

cHRIS. All right, then, Dad.

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

CHRIS. I've given it three years of thought. I'd hoped that if ]
waited, Mother would forget Larry and then we'd have a regular

wedding and everything happy. But if that can't happen here, then
I'll have to get out.

KELLER. What the hell is this?

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

KELLER. Are you crazy?

CHRIS. I've been a good son too long, a good sucker. I'm through
with it.

KELLER. You've got a business here, what the hell 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 I 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 I can give myself to.
Annie is in the middle of that. Now . . . where do I find it?
KELLER. You mean . . . (Goes to 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.
CHRIS. Then help me stay here.

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

CHRS. I know that, Dad. Just you help me stay here.
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KELLER. (Pwis a fist up to CHRIS' jaw.) But don’t
you hear me?

CHRIS. | am thinking that way.

KELLER. (Lowering his hand.) 1 don't uader
CHRIS. No, you don't. I'm a pretty tough guy.
KELLER. Yeah. [ can see that. (MOTHER appears on porch. She jy
in her early fifties, a woman of uncomrolled inspirations, and g

overwhelming capacity for love.)

MOTHER. Joe?

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

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

KELLER. Yeah, I pur it in the pail.

MOTHER. Well, get it out of the pail. That's my potatoes. (CHRis
bursts out laughing—goes up into alley.)

KELLER. (Laughing.) 1 thoughe it was 8arbage.

MOTHER. Will you do me a favor, Joe? Don’t be helpful.

KELLER. I can afford another bag of potacoes.

MOTHER. Minnie scoured that Pail in boiling water lase nighe. It's
cleaner than your teeth.

KELLER. And I don't understand why, after I worked forty years
and I got a maid, why I have to take oyt the garbage.

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 time it was the onjons. (CHRIS comes on, hands
her bag.)

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

MOTHER. Then don’t eat. (She goes into the kitchen with bag.)
CHRIS. That settles you for today,

KELLER. Yeah, I'm in last place again. [ don't know, once upon a
time I used to think that when [ 8ot money again I would have 2
maid and my wife would rake j easy. Now I got money, and I got
4 maid, and my wife is workin’ for che maid. (He sits in one of the
chairs. MOTHER comes out on last line. She carries a pot of string-
beans.)

do I?

MOTHER. (Looking around preoccupiedly a yard'.) She’ll be right

out. (Moves.) That wind did some job on this place. (Of the tree.)
So much for that, thagk

KELLER. (Indicating chair beside him.) Sit down, cake it casy.
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