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AUTHOR’S NOTE

The Steppenwolf cnsemble once played this adaptation of
THE GRAPES OF WRATH for an invited audience on 2 bare
stage in Evanston, Illinois. Though the present text calls for spe-
cial effects that produce the fundamental patural clements of
carth, fire and water, the play certainly held the stage without
them. The campfires of the migrants, the long trough of water
(covered by a moveable lid on the stage apron) that served as
both the Colorado River and the stream that flooded the box-
car camp and the sheets of rain that drenched the Joads near
the end of the second act in Kevin Rigdon’s simple and elo-
quent design for the production were present only. in the- imagi-
nation of the audience, and yet the grip of the story heid tight.

The broken down “truck,” the Joad’s Hudson Super Six, was
nothing more than a wooden platform on wheels, pushed
around the stage by the actors. But the music, Michael Smith’s
haunting score, was still the engine that drove the truck and so
the audience invented the vehicle and saw it move the charac-
ters through the story.

This is just to say that THE GRAPES OF WRATH need not
be performed using complex technical effects. Our efforts in de-
signing the play were always to make the most modest use of
available stage craft. We strove to be simple. Simplicity is difficult
to achieve and sometimes the expressive power of stage effects
can overtake story and character. We tried very hard never to let
that happen. In a sense there was no “scenery” in our produc-
tion: - there were natural clements, detailed costumes, and
real objects. We did feel that the actors needed the “things” that
are precious, necessary for survival and also burdensome to the
characters they played, just as they needed real clothes, not “cos-
tumes,” to complete the personal environment of each human
being in the story.

Future productions of this play may not have fire and water
and a motorized jalopy, but they may have the power that a

bare stage, a few props and a group of passionate artists can
ceate.

Frank Galag
Evanston, Ilinois
-May, 1990

THE GRAPES OF WRATH

ACT I

An expanse of weathered wood blown cver with dust. A frail
barbed-wire fence. Two men, some distance from each other,
on either side of the fence. Onc,seatadonawvfdmmte,
plays a rusty wood sew with & viokn bow. A amplf wallz
melody floats up. The other, looking off imto thedcsfance,
Bstens and lets the melody comclude. His eyes gleam in the
shadow of his broad-brimmed hat.

FIRST NARRATOR. The dawn came, but no day. (Particles of
dmthangintheaérasfwblzligﬁtspwdsupintothesb:)ln the
morning the dust hung like fog. Men stood by their fex_xccs
and looked at the ruined corm, drying fastd 1::\!, only a little
showing thro' the flm of dust And the women carne

g:::ezf the ho%:lses t:gstnd beside their men — to fecl whether
this time the men would break. The women studied th? men’s
faces secretly. For the corn could go, as long as something else
remained. (Sunlight through a patiern of lezves reveals _]Em Ca:sy
sprawled in a pool of dust. He blows into @ Uttle hermonica: the
reedy opening nofes of “Yes, Str, That’s My Baby.” The man wzth
the saw and the First Narrator are gone. Casy lowers the harmonica
and picks up the tune in en easy tenor.)
CASY. (Singing.)

Yes, sir, that’s my Saviour

Jesus is my Saviour

Jesus is my Saviour now.

On the level

‘S not the devil,

Jesus is my Saviour now.

And by the way...

And by the way...

* See page 138.




(Tom Joad, in cheap new clothes, walks along the sagging berbed-wire
Jence. He climbs corefully through, takes off his cap and mops his wet
Jace. A bird whistles neerly.)

TOM. Hi. Ifs hotter'n hell on the road.

CASY. Now ain’t you young Tom Joad — ol’ Tom's boy?
TOM. Yeah. All the way. Goin” home now.

CASY. You wouldn’t remember me, I guess. Baptized you in
the irrigation ditch.

TOM. Why, you're the preacher.

CASY. I was a preacher. Reverend Jim Casy — was 2 Burn-

ing Busher. Used to howl out the name of Jesus to glory. But )

not no more. Jus’ Jim Casy now. Ain’t got the call no more.
Got a lot of sinful idears — but they seemn kinda sensible.
TOM. You're bound to get idears if you go thinkin’ about
stuff. Sure I'remnember you. You used to give a good meetin’.
1 recollect one time you give a whole sermon walkin’ on your
hands, yellin’ your head off. Ma favored you more than any-
body. An’ Granma says you was just lousy with the spirit (Tom
digs in his pockel and brings out a pint bottle.) Have a little snort?
CASY. 1 ain’t preachin’ no more much. The sperit 2in’t in the
people much no more; and worse’n that, the sperit ain’t in me
Do mOTe.

TOM. You ain’t too damn holy to take a drink are you? (Tom
tosses the boille to Casy. He drinks.)

CASY. Nice drinkin’ liquor.

TOM. Ought to be. That's fact’ry liquor. Cost 2 buck. (Casy
tekes another swellow.) i

CASY. Yes, sirl Yes, sirl (Tom moves closer, iakes the bottle back
and drinks. He squats on his hams.) :

TOM. I ain’t seen you in 2 long time. :

CASY. Ain’t nobody’s seen me. I went off alone, an’ I sat and
figured. The sperit’s strong in me, only it ain’t the same. I
ain’t so sure of 2 lot of things. (Casy digs his bony hand into his
pocket and brings out a black, bitten plug of tobacco. He brushes it
off, bites off @ corner and setiles the quid into his cheek) 1 used to
get the people jumpin’ an’ talkin’ in tongues and glory-
shoutin’ i} they just fell down an’ passed out. An’ some I'd
baptize to bring ‘em to. An’ then — you know what I'd do?
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I'd take one of them girls out in the gress, an’ I'd lay w;tl:
ber. Done it ever’ time. Then T'd feel ba.d,- an’ I'd pray an
pray, but it didn’t do no good. Come mext time, them an’ mE
was full of the sperit, I'd do it again. .
TOM. There ain’t nothing fke 2 good hot meetin for
pushin’ ‘em over. I done that myself. ) ) )
CASY. But you wasn’t the pr&:shgsr. A girl was just 2 gl to
ut to me they was boly vessels. -
?IO(;LM? You shoulzya got a lv};ife. Preacher an’ ,his mi_'e stayed
at our place one time. Jehovites they was. Slep’ upstairs. Held
meetin’s in our barnyard. Us kids would hstenThal: pre?.dvler’s
missus took a godawful poundin’ after ever’- mg:ht me?tuf .
CASY. P’'m glad you tol’ me. 1 used to think 1t was Juzxf me-
Finally it give me such pain I quit an” went off by myself an
give her a damn good thinkin’ about.
jve her a goin’ over.
EA)SL%. X\’;:ﬂ,g; was laynf’ under a tree when _I ﬁgured her c_:u:‘_
Before 1 knowed it, I was sayin’, “The hell with it! There am:
po sin and there 2in’t no virtue. There’s just stuf people do.
u ed her out )
TCAOSYM‘. S]{:osa?s?ur “What's this call, this sperit?” An’_I say;s, “I;t;
love. I love people so much I'm fit to bust, som::um&s. An L
says, “Don’t you love Jesus?” Well, 1 thought an thou”ght, an
finally I says, “No, 1 don’t know nobody pame’ Jesus. I been
@lkin 2 hell of 2 lot. Anyway, I'll tell you one more thing I
thought out an’ from 2 preacher it’s the most unreligious
thing, and I can’t be 2 preacher no more because I thought
it an’ I believe it
t's that? o
TCASOMY. ‘]?’fh?t hits you wrong, don’t take no offense at it will
ur
yToOM. I don’t take no offense ‘cept 2 bust in the nose. What
i u er?
dcﬁszg Iﬁ%gered about the Holy Spe.rit and the Jesus road. E
figgered, “Why do we got to hang it ail on God or ]esus.-
Maybe,” I figgered, “maybe it’s all men an’ all women we lovie,
maybe that’s the Holy Sperit — the buman sperit — tl:1e whole
shebang. Maybe all men got one big soul ever’body’s 2 part
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of.” Now I sat there thinkin’ it, an’ all of a sudden — I knew
it T knew it so deep down that it was true, and [ still know
it.

TOM. You can’t hold no church with idears Iike that People
would drive you out of the country with idears like that
Jumpin’ an’ yellin’. That’s what folks like. Makes ‘em feel swell.
When Grenmz got to talkin’ in tongues, you couldn’t tie her
down.

CASY. I baptized you right when I was in the glory rooftree.

TOM. She could knock over a fullgrowed deacon with her

fist.

CASY. Had little bunks of Jesus Jjumpin’ cuta my mouth that
day. .

TOM. Guess I'll mosey along.

CASY. 1It's a funny thing. I was thinkin’ about ol’ Tom Joad
when you come along. Thinkin’ I’d call on him. How is Tom?
TOM. I don’t know how he is. I ain’t been home in four
years.

CASY. Been out travelin’ around?

TOM. (Suspiciously.) Didn’t you hear about me? I was in the
papers.

CASY. No — I never. Whar

TOM. I been in McAlester them four years.

CASY. Ain’t wantin’ to talk about it, huh? I won’t ask you
no more questions, if you done something bad —

TOM. I'd do what I dope — again. I killed 2 guy. In a fight
We was drunk at 2 dance. He got 2 knife in me, an’ I killed
him with a shovel that was layin® there. Knocked his bhead
plumb to syuash.

CASY. You ain’t ashamed of nothin’ then?

TOM. No, I ain’t I got seven years, account of he had a knife
in me. Got out in four — parole. (He shades his eyes.) I hate
to hit the sum, but it ain’t so bad now.

CASY. I ain’t seen of’ Tom in a bug’s age.

TOM. Come along.

CASY. I was gonna look in on him anyways. I brang Jesus to
your folks for 2 long time.

TOM. Pa'll be glad to see you. He always said you got too
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long a pecker for a preacher. (The fwo hantat:a{;r & nmxmtﬂw a:s:z;i
then move off. The sky begins lo devken. A man e gu

the stage. He sings a frogment qfaDustBow{folhsong. Darkness
engulfs him and the wind howls. Faint moonlight catches ¢ broken .
borch. cobuman. Tﬁcw&zmandafewcrat&sdefmthespaathatww
the Joad house. Tom and Casy emerge in the distance and welk along
the fence. A dog bavks. Tmmlheﬁagmgrdq’hmeandswps.)
TOM. Somepin’s happened. They ain’t nobody here. (They
climb under the fence and move into the dusty yard.) Jesus! Hell
musta popped here. There ain’t nothin’ left.

CASY. PLl;ie look in the house. She’s zll pushed ocuta shape.
Somethin’ knocked the hell out of her. ]
TOM. They're gone — or Ma’s dead. If Ma was mMere s
about, that gate’d be shut an’ hooked. That’s one thmg she
always done — seen that gate was shut. Ever since the pig got
in over to Jacobs® an’ ‘et the baby. .

CASY. If I was still a preacher I'd say the arm of the I:ord
had struck. But now I don’t knéw what happened. (Tom Lghts
amatd;ands&pscmﬁmu@intoﬂwhoﬂse.ﬂesfoopsdnwn,,ﬁ?ds
and Eghts the stub of a candle, and then picks up a woman’s high
button shoe.)

TOM. I remember this. This was Ma’s. It’s all wore out mow.
Ma liked them shoes. Had ‘em for years. !.\Io — they’re gone
— or dead. (Muley Groves suddenly appears in the shadows.)
MULEY. Tommy?

TOM. Muley! T ,

MULEY. When’d you get cut, Tommy o

TOM. Two days ago. Took a little time to hitchhike home.
An’ look here what I find. Where’s my folks, Muley?

MULEY. They're all at your Uncle John’s. The whole brocd.
Gettin’ money together so they can shove on west Uncle John

ot his notice too.
'%'OM. You know this here preacher, don’t you Muley? Rev.

MUI:.EY. Why, sure, sure. Didn’t look over. Remember him

well.
TOM. What happened here? o
MULEY. Weﬂ?l;'gur folks was gonna stick her out when the
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bank come to tractorin’ off the place. Bumped the hell outa
the house, an’ give her a shake like a dog shakes a rat
CASY. Why they kickin® folks off the lan’?

MULEY. Bank can’t afford to keep no tenants. Them sons-a-
bitches. Them dirty sons-a-bitches. I tell y2, men, I'm stayin’.
They ain’t gettin’ rid 2 me.

TOM. Sure. I wonder Pa went so easy. I wonder Grampa
didn’ Kl nobody. (Casy begins gathering splinters of wood and diy
twigs. He builds and Eghts a fire) Nobody mever tol’ Grampa
where to put his feet An’ Ma ain’t nobody you can push
aroun’ peither. I seen her beat the hell cut of 2 tin peddler
with a2 live chicken ome time ‘cause he give her a argument
She had the chicker in ome ham’, an’ the ax in the other,
about to cut its head off She aimed to go for that peddler
with the ax, but she forgot which hand was which, an’ she
takes after him with the chicken. Couldn’t even eat that
chicken when she got done. They wasn’t nothin’ but a pair a
legs in her ban’. (Casy puls o match into the pile of fwigs)
Grampa -throwed 2 hip outa joint laughin’. (The fire Hghts.)
How’d my folks go so easy?

MULEY. T’wernt easy, Tommy. Took somepin’ outz your Pa.
Kinda got to ‘im.

CASY. Fella gets use’ to a place, it’s hard to go.

MULEY. Well, sir, it’s 2 funny thing. Somepin’ went an’ hap-
pen to me when they tol” me I had to get off the place. Fust
I was gonna go in an’ Kll a whole flock a people. But there
wasn’t nobody you could lay for. Who's the Shawnee Lan’ and
Cattle Company? It ain’t nobody. It’s 2 company. Got a fella
crazy. Then all my folks all went away out west. An’ I got wan-
derin’ aroun’. I'm jus’ wanderin’ aroun’ like 2 damn ol grave-
yard ghos’. I been goin’ aroun’ the places where stuff hap-
pened. Like there’s a... (The thres men move close around the fere.)
.-.a place down by the barn where P2 got gored to death by
2 bull. An’ his blood is right in that groun’, right now. Mus’
be. Nobody never washed it out. An’ [ put my han’ on that
groun’ where my own pa’s blood is part of it. (He swallows.)
You fellas think I'm touched? :

CASY. No. You're lonely — but you ain’t touched.

TOM. If your folks went to the west, you should have went
too. You shouldn’t have broke up the fambly. .
MULEY. I couldn’. Somepin just wouldn’ let me. I —1Iain’t
talked to nobody for 2 long time.

CASY. You should taik. Sometimes 2 sad man can talk the
sadness right out through his mouth. (The sound of a car pul-
ing up and stopping in the distance. A dog barks. Casy puts out the

)

TOM. What the?... -

MULEY. That's prob’ly the supe’ntendent of this stretch 2
cotton. Somebody maybe seen our fire. ]
TOM. We 2in’t done no harm. (Mulsy and Casy Tush into the
house.) ) )

MULEY. Get down. We're trespassin’. We can't stay.

TOM. We’ll jus’ set here. We ain’t doin’ nothin’.

CASY. Git in here, Tom. You're on parole. (Casy blows out the
candle. Tom follows them into the house.)

MULEY. They been tryin’ to catch me for two months. Now
duck. i . , N
TOM. Won't they come in here with 2 flashlight an’ loo
aroun® for us? I wisht I had a stick

-MULEY. Na, they won’t. Willy done that one night an’ I

clipped “m from behind with a fence stake. I.Knockcd lum cold-
er'n 2 wedge. (Willy appecrs in the distence with o flashlght.)
WILLY. Muley? Muley? 2+ it %on tomight
MULEY. He got somebody with ‘im
WILLY. ;In’g here. (Willyymovaf off. Tom stends suddenly. His
eyes blazz) ,
TOM. I never thought I'd be hidin’ out on my old man’s
place. (Tom, Casy and Muley are engulfed in davkness. A guitar
sounds and Eght reveals five cor salesmen leering over their bow-ties.)
1ST SALESMAN. Used cars.
9ND SALESMAN. Good used cars.
SRD SALESMAN. Cheap transportation.
4TH SALESMAN. Used cars.
AlLL FIVE SALESMEN. (Singing.)

Cadillacs, LaSalles, Buicks,

Plymouths, Packards, Chevies,




Fords, Pontizcs. Soften ‘em up, Joe.

Jesus. I wisht I had a thousand jalopies!

Get ‘em ready to deal, an’ I'll close ‘em.

Goin’ to California? Here's just what you need.
mmdheaquﬁud:mﬂsowthea?ameofdust and wood. The
Jront is @ Hudson Super Six sedan, its top cut off in the middle and
e truck bed fitted on.)

_ She looks shot, but they’s thousan’s of miles in her.

Get ‘em ready to deal, an’ I'll close ‘em.
1ST SALESMAN. (Speaking.)

There's a demb-bunny lookin® at the Graham.

See if be got any jack in his jeans.
2ZND SALESMAN. (Speaking.)

Some a these farm boys is sneaky.
1ST SALESMAN. (Speaking.)

Soften ‘em up an’ roll ‘em in to me Joe.

Tou're doin’ good.

ALL FIVE SALESMEN. (Singing.)

Steer him by that busted Hudson

Tell him ain’t no finer in Salisaw.

She can do fifty. Easy.

1 bet you, boy, if Moses had drove her

He’d a rested his head in California.

(They whistle “California, Here I Come™ and skp awey. As the af-
ternoon light creeps over the dust, the avea around the truck is re
vealed, Littered with piled furniture, crates and most of the Joad fam-
ily’s belongings. Uncle John’s house is in the background, a weathered
waalluéthano&ismdoo:Pastandsinthetmckbsd
nqik'ng:anthetopmil:qftkzbuc&ddes.ﬂisgﬂzkdfmislow
over his work. He sets @ nail and his hammer thunders 3t in. Tom
emarges. Casy hangs back in the distance.)

TOM. Pa.

FA. What do you want? (Ffis hammer is suspended in the air. He
turns and looks at Tom. The hammer drops slowly to his side.) It’s

Tommy. It’s Tommy come home. Tommy.- You ain’t busted
out? You 2in’t got to hide?

* See page 138.

16

TOM. Naw. 'm paroled. I'm free. I got my papers. (Pe lays
kis hammer down and drops gently to the ground.)

PA. Tomwmy. We are goin’ to California. But we was gonna
write you a letter an’ tell you. But you're back. You can go
with us. You can gol (There is a crash inside the house.)

MA’S VOICE. Ruthie, cut that out

PA. Your ma got a bad feelin’ she ain’t never gonna see you
no more. Almost she don’t want to go to California, fear she’ll
never see you no more. (Another crash.) Le’s surprise ‘em. Le’s
go in like you never been away. Le’s jus’ see what your ma
says. (Pa grabs kis son by the shoulders. He sees Casy.)

TOM. You remember the preacher, Pa. He come along
with me. '

PA. He been i prison too?

TOM. No, I met him on the road. He’s been away. (Pz and
Casy shake hands.)

PA. You're welcome here, sir.

CASY. Glad to be here. It’s 2 thing to see when a boy comes
home. It's a thing to see.

PA. Home.

CASY. To his folks. (Me Joad emeges through the screen door with
e buchet.)

MA. Pa, run out to the barn now an’ git Granma amd
Grampa. )

PA. Ma, there’s z couple fellas jus’ come along the road, an’
they wonder if we could spare a bite.

MA. Let ‘em come. We got 2’ plenty. Tell ‘em they got to
wash their han’s. I'm jus’ takin’ up the sidemeat now. Lucky
I made plenty 2 bread this aft.. (She sees Tom, puts the buckel
down and moves toward him soundlessly in her bare fest. Her face
is full of wonder) Thank God. Oh, thank Ged! (Ske siops.)
Tommy, you ain’t wanted? You didn’t bust loose?

TOM. No, Ma. Parole. I got the papers... (He pats his breast
pocket.) here. (Her small hand feels his arm, end then her fingers
graze his cheek. Tom pulls his under Lp between Fis teeth and
bites.)

MA. I was scared we was goin’ away without you — and we’d
never see each other again.
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PA. Fooled ya, buh, Ma? We aimed to fool ya, an” we done '

it. Jus’ stood there like 2 hammered sheep. Wisht Grampa’d

beep here to see it. Grampa woulda whacked ‘imself so bard -

be’d a throwed his hip out.
TOM. Where is Grampar I ain’t seen the ol’ devil.

MA. Oh, him an’ Granma zre havin’ their nap, they sleeps '

in the barm. Pa, nn out an’ tell ‘em Tommy’s home. Grampa’s
a favorite of him.

PA. A course. I should of did it before. (Pa crosses the yerd, |

swinging his hands high)

MA. Tommy.

TOM. Yeah?

MA. Tommy, I got to ask you -— you ain’t mad?

TOM. Mad, Ma?

MA. You ain’t poiscned mad? You don’t hate nobody? They
didn’t do rothin’ in that jail to rot you out with crazy mad?
TOM. No-o-o. I was for a little while. But I aifi’t proud like
some fellas. I let stuff run off'n me.

MA. Thank God!

TOM. Ma, when I seen what they done to our house...

MA. Tommy, don’t you go fightin’ ‘em alone. They'll hunt

vou down like a cayote. They say there’s a hun’red thousand
of us shoved out If we was all mad the same way, Tommy,
they wouldn’t hunt nobedy down.

TOM. Many folks feel that way?

MA. 1 dom’t know. They're jus’ kinda stunned. Walk aroun’
Iike they was half asleep.

GRANMA'S VOICE. Oh Lord! Pu-raise Gawd for vittory! (Tom

turns his head end grins.)

TCOM. Granma finally heard I'm home. (Me fums eway.} Ma,
you mever was like this before! (Her face hardens and her eyes
grow’ cold.)

MA. I never had my house pushed over. I never had my
fambly stuck out on the road. I never had to sell — ever’thing.
GRANMA’S VOICE. Hallelujah!

MA. Here they come now. (From across the yard come Grampa,
bulloring his fly, Granma, hobbling in her hiked up Mother Hubbard,
and Pa. Me returns o the Eitle house.)
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GRAMPA. Where is he?

GRANMA. Pu-raise Gawd fur vittoryl

GRAMPA. (Fumbles with his butlons.) Goddamnit, where 1s l?e_?
(He stops.) Lookit him. A jailbird. Ain’t been no Joads in jail
for a hell of a time. Got no right to put ‘im in jail. He do.ne
just what I'd do. Sonsa-bitches got no right. An’ some stinkin’
skunk, braggin’ how he’ll shoot ya when ya come out T semt
word to ‘im, I says “You lay your sights anywhere near ?Tom.my
an’ Tl take it an’ I’H rem it up your ass,” I says. Scairt ‘im,
too. (Grampe slops Tom on the chest.)

GRANMA. Pursise Gawd fur vittoryl (Ma comes from the house
with steaming tin plates of sidemeats and biscuits. She takes them {0
the dusty old table near the truck Tuelveyearold Ruthie and ienyear-
old Winfield stard in the doorway. Undle John emerges from around
the back of the house.)

TOM. How yz keepin’ yaself, Grampa? .
GRAMPA. 1 always said Tom would come bustin’ outa that jail
like 2 bull through a corral fence. An’ you done id

TOM. I didn’t bust out. They lemme ocut.

GRAMPA. Get outa my way. I'm hungry.

TOM. Ain’t he a heller? (Granma approaches Tom vaguely.
Crampa sits and gulps biscuits. Ruthiz ond Winfield come oul of the
house and sit on the ground.) ‘ _

CRANMA. (Embracng Tom.) A wicketer, cussin’er man never
lived. He’s goin’ to hell on a poker, praise Gawd! Wants to
drive the truck! Well he ain’t goin’ ta. (Noah, tell end strange,
with a calm but puzled look on his face, wanders in carrying ferm
tools.)

TOM. How ya, Noah?

NOAH. Fine. How 2 you? (He walks off slowly behind the truck
Pa shahes his head.)

TOM. Uncle John?

UNCLE JOHN. Glad to see ya, Tommy. (Thgy shake hends.
Tom meets the children near Uncle Johr.}

TOM. Hello, how you kids?

WINFIELD. Hello.

RUTHIE. All right. (Ma comes from the house with more steam-
ing plates.)
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MA. Jus’ get yourself 2 plate an’ set down wherever you can.
Here’s Rosasharn and Connie come just in time for supper.
(Rose of Sharon and her minetesn year-old husband Connie Rivers
approach from the distarce. She walks with a Eght grace her hair,
braided and wrapped around her head, makes en ash-blond crown
that glows in the sunset bght. Connie carries a carpet bag.)

PA. Rosasharn’s been mestin’ with Connie’s folks. By Godl
You don’t even know Rosasharn’s married to Connie Rivers —
Rosasham’s due too ‘bout threefourfive months now. Swellin®
up right now. .
MA. Rosasharn look here’s Tommy. He’s paroled! (Ma retumns
to the house.) )

TOM. Jesus! Rosasharn was just a litde kid. (Rose of Sharon
pulls Connie up to Tom.) :

ROSE OF SHARON. This is Connie, my husband. (Tke two
men look each other over and then shake hands. Tom moves to Rose
of Sherom.)

TOM. Well, I see you been busy.

ROSE OF SHARON. You do not see, not yet (Everyone
leughs.)

TOM. Pa jus’ now tol’ me. When’s it gonna be?

ROSE OF SHARON. Oh, not for a long time!

TOM. Gonna get “im bor in 2 orange ranch, huh?

ROSE OF SHARON. You do not see. (Ma comes from the house
with two pots. full of food.)

MA. Rosasharn git over here and hep me git this food on the
table. (Rose of Sharor moves to Ma, takes the pots to the table and
serves the Test of the food.)

TOM. Heyl Where's the preacher? He was right here.
Where’d he go?

GRANMA. Preacher? You got a preacher? Go git him we’ll
have a grace. (She points to Grampa.) Too late for him — he’s
et Go git the preacher. (Casy emerges from behind the truch.)
TOM. Jim Casy! What was you doin’, hidin’?

CASY. Well, no. But 2 fella shouldn’t butt his head in where
a fambly got fambly smff. I was just settin’ a-thinkin’.

TOM. Come on an’ eat. Granma wants 2 grace.

CASY. But I ain’t a preacher no more.
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TOM. Aw, come on. Give her a grace.

MA. (7o Casy.) You're welcome.

PA. You're welcome. Have some supper.

GRANMA. Grace fust. Grace fust. ]
GRAMPA. Oh, that preacher. Oh, he’s all right. I always liked
him since I seen him — (He winks lecherously.)

GRANMA. Shut up, you sinful ol’ goat

CASY. 1 got to tell you, I ain’t 2 preacher no more.
GRANMA. Say her.

CASY. If me j);s’ bein’ glad to be here an’ bein’ thankful f?r
people that’s kind and generous, if that’s enough — why, 'l
say that kinda grace. .
GRANMA. Say her. An’ get in a word about us gom’ to
California. (Casy bows his head. The family members mz:gzd eround
the dusty yard, seated and standing, holding battered tin plates of
meat and bread, bow ther heads in turn. Casy’s eyes search the sky
in silence.)

CASY, I been thinkin’. I been in the hills thinkin’, a]mo.st you
might say like Jesus went into the wilderness to think His way
out of a mess of troubles.

GRANMA. Pu-raise Gawd! )

CASY. I ain’t sayin’ I’m like Jesus. But I got tired h.ke Him,
an’ I got mixed up like Him, an’ I went into the wilderness
like Him, without no campin’ stuff.

GRANMA. Hallelujahi

CASY. An’ I got thinkin’, on’y it wasn’t thinkin’, it was deepez;
down than thinkin’. I got thinkin® how there was the moon an
the stars an’ the hills, an’ there was me lookin® at ‘em, an’ we
‘wasn’t separate mo more. We was one thing. An’ that one
thing was holy. )

GRANMA. Oh, yes. Pu-raise Gawd! Hallelujah! _
CASY. I got thinkin’ how we was holy when we was one thing,
an’ mankin’ was holy when it was one thing. An’ it o.n’y got
unholy when one mis’able litde fella got the bit in l.ns teeth
an’ run off his own way, kickin’ and draggin’ an fightin’. Fella
like that bust the holiness. But when they’re 2ll workin® to-
gether — kind of harnessed to the whole shebang — that’s
right, that’s holy. An’ then I got thinkin’ I don’t even know
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what I mean by holy. I can’t say no grace like I use’ ta say.
I'm glad of the holiness of supper. I'm glad there’s love here.
That’s 2ll. (Heads remain bowed. Casy looks around.) I've got your
supper cold. Amen. ‘

ALL. Amen. (Ma withdraws into the house. Casy moves and sits
on @ chair away from the table. Pa and Tom move away from the
table with their dinner plates. Grampa trails after them.)

PA. Your brother Al looked this Hudson over ‘fore we bought
her. He says she’s all right.

TOM. What's he know? He’s just a squirt. .
PA. He worked for a company. Drove truck last year. He
knows quite a little. Smart aleck Iike he is. He knows. He can
tinker an engine, Al can.

TOM. Where’s he now?

PA. (Under his breath, leaning cose to Tom.) Well, he’s z-billy
goatin’ aroun’. Tom-cattin’ hisself to death. Smartaleck sixteen-
year-older, an’ his nuts is just a-eggin’ him on. (Turning fo the
others.) A plain smart aleck. Ain’t been in nights for 2 week.
GRAMPA. I was worse. I was much worse. I was a heller, you
might say.

TOM. You look like a heller yet, Grampa.

GRAMPA. Well, I am, kinda. But I ain’t nowhere’s near the
fellz I was. Jus’ let me get out to Calfornia where I can pick
me an orange when I want it. Or grapes. There’s a thing I
ain’t never had enough of.

PA. If I ain’t mistaken, there’s a young smart aleck draggin’
his t2il home right now ... Looks purty wore out, wo. (Al Joad
comes into the yard and moves to the table with o swagger. When ke
recognizes Tom, his boasting face changes, admiration and veneration
shine in his gyes.)

TOM. Hello, AL Jesus, you're growin® like a bean! I wouldn’t
of knowed you. (He sticks out his hand, and Al's hand jerks out
to meet it.) They tell me you're a good hand with a truck.

AL. 1 don’t know nothin’ much about it

PA. Been smartaleckin’ zroun’ the counfry. You loock wore
out

Al. Did — did you bust out? Of jail?

TOM. No. I got paroled.

. AL. (Disappointed.) Oh. (Al moves away from Tom and goes 10 the
" table to eatl Tom moves over and sits on the ground near Casy.

Grampa reaches into his haifbuttoned fly and contentedly scrafches
ander his testicles. Ma comes out of the house.)

' MA. Here. (Moues to Grampa) Let me button you up. (Grampa

struggles but Me holds him and buttons his underweer and ks fiy.)
CRAMPA. (Spulters angrily.) 1 want to be let to button my own

pants. )
MA. (Pleyfully.) They don’t let people run aroun’ with their
dlothes unbutton in California.

GRAMPA. They don’t, hey! Well, 'l show ‘em. I'll go aroun’
a-hangin’ out if 1 wanta! (Granma shakes her head and goes into
the house.)

MA. Seems like bis language gets worse ever’ year. Showin’
off, I guess.

GRAMPA. Enow what I'm a-gonna do when I get out there?
I'm gonpa pick me a whole bunch of grapes offa bush or
whatever and squash ‘em on my face an’ let the juice run of-
fen my chin. An’ I'm gonna fil me 2 whole wash whb full a
grapes, an’ I'm gonna set in ‘em, an’ scrooge aroun’, an’ let
the juice run down my pants. (Noah laughs.)

TOM. When ya thinkin® a startin’ Pa?

PA. (Nodding ot AL) Well now that this one’s back from his
squirtin’ aroun’ I figger maybe we could start tomorrow or day
after. Quicker we get started, surer it is we get there. Fella says
it’s damn near two thousan’ miles.

MA. Ruthie’n Winfield pick up the plates. Rosasharn bring
out my washtub.

ROSE OF SHARON. I got to be carefui, Ma. I cain’t Ef!
CONNIE. Il get her.

UNCLE JOHN. AL help me with this over here. (AL Nogh
andUnclejbknmawbehindthetmak.PasEmbsmthebadtbed
andsquatsdoum,whék@mm?amasamisﬂsinachair@tke
housaRutkicandWmﬁe!dﬁduptheﬂamandt}mgoinwthe
house. Rose of Sharon follows Connie into the house to g2t the wash-
tub. Casymmfarqﬂ'watchz’ngtﬁesun hang like a drop of blood
over the broken eerth. Me moues to Tom and sits on a chair.)

MA. Tom, I hope things is all right n California.
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TOM. What makes you think they ain’t? f
ﬁ chIl — nothing. Seems too .nice, kinda. I seen the han’ '
I ane.llas pass out, an” how much work they is, an’ high wages :
:.:’ ékan I seen’m the paper how they want folks to come
Pick grapes an’ oranges an® peaches. That’d be nice work,

Tom, pickin® peaches. I'm scared of stuff so mice. I ain’t got -

faith.

crawlin® with the wWorms.

'
i

MA. 1 know that’s right. That’s Scripture ain’t i? i

TOM. I guess so. Sure sounds like it (Connie brings a wash-

tub from the house and places it nesr Ma. Ros

< ¢ of Sharor: lghts a
lan&a_vzandhangsztonthehommqrthedoor. Casysz'tsonti:’
Tunwing board of the truck and plays “Amazing Grace” on the hor-

MONICE. )
MA. Stll ... I like to think how nice it’
- St i’s gonma b i
bC:hfomna. Never cold. An’ fruit ever’ pl§:e " orte o
in’ in the nicest places, ltde white hous::s i
3 n among th
orange trees. I wonder — that is, if we all get Jjobs an’ allgwor;
T— maybe we can get one of them little white houses.
PEM. Maybe. (SWy Pa stands up in the back of the truck )
I got me an idear] What we hangin® aroun’ for? I want

to get shut of this. Now we're goin’, why don’t we go? (Undle !

{;;nmmgasﬁvmbehindlhc!nwkabyNoah and Al)

No% JOHN. We could get ready by daylight and go.
- All we gotta do is get that pork salted.

PA. They say it’s two thouszn’ miles.

AL. That's a hell of a2 long ways.

TOM. We ought go.

PA. Noah,
i u)-ruo:k' cut up the meat and the rest of us’ll start

MA. H i i in’ i
P ow about if we forgit somepin’? Not seein’ it in the

NOAH. We could look around after i
i : daylfght. (Ruthiz and
!hcfeuli)a;olodeoutqf!hehoweanddmbupmﬂwﬁommq
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CASY. I — I wonder if I kin go along with you folks. Some-
pin’s happening. I went over an’ I locked, an’ the houses is
all empty an’ the lan’ is empty, an’ this whole country is
empty. I can’t stay here no more. I — I got to go whexe the
folks is goin’. (Pa end Uncle John look at each other. The Joed

men gather together, and Casy moves away.)

> . . PA. We got to r close. It’s a sad thing to er close.
TOM. Don’t roust your faith bird-high an’ you won’t do no got to figge g to bgg

Le’s see, now. There’s Grampa an’ Granma — that’s two. An’
me an’ John an’ Ma — that's five. An’ Noah an’ Tommy an’
Al — that’s eight Rosasharn an’ Connie is ten, an’ Ruthie
an’ Winfiel’ is twelve.

NOAH. An’ two cut-up pigs.

PA. Kin we feed 2 extra mouth? Kin we Ma?

MA. @Eimly.) It ain’t kin wel Its will we? As far as “kin,” we
can’t do nothin’, not go to California or nothin’; but as far

. as “will,” why we’ll do what we will. An’ as far as “will” — it’s

an’ people just |

a long time our folks been here and east before, an’ I mever

heerd tell of no Joads or no Hazletts, meither, ever refusin’

food an’ shelter or 2 Lift on the road to anybody that asked.

They’s been mean Joads, but never that mean.

PA. But s’pose there just ain’t room? S’pose we jus” can’t all

get in the truck?

MA. There ain’t room now. There ain’t room for more'n Six,
an’ twelve is goin’ sure. One more ain’t gonna hurt. (Casy
emerges from behind the truch.)

PA. Well, Reverend, as long as you're goin’ with us, git over
here an’ give me a han’! (The mar with the guiter and three other
musicians appear near the truck and let 7ip a bright galloping tune.)
Ma, clear off the table, Noah's got to cut up that meat. Got
sale?

MA. Yes. Got plenty salt. Got two nice kegs. (Suddenly the fam-
ity begins to functior. Neah brings slabs of meat from the house. Pa
hammers quickly at the truck, and Casy Hghts @ lantern. Circles of
lantern Eght move about in the yard. The men bring together all the
things to be token and begin piling them near the truck. Tom collects
tools. Me lays bricks of meat in & keg and covers each layer with soll.
The music urges oll of this on.)

TOM. Ma what stuff we gonna take from the Kitchen? (Rosz
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Qfﬁmmbringsmztamloadsofdathcsandbeginsfoldiugthemand?_

pad:ingthmintoawoodmbox.Shegelsintotheboxandlmmps
them down with her bore fect as she packs.)

MA. The bucket All the stuff to eat with: plates an’ cups,
the spoons an’ knives an’ forks. Put 21l in a drawer, an’ take
the drawer. (Tom returns to the house) The big fry pan an’ the

big stew kettle, the coffee pot- Take the rack outz the oven.
That’s good over 2 fire. I’d like to take the wash tub, but I °

guess there ain’t room. I'll wash clothes in the bucket (Tom |

comics @ drower out of the house.) Don’t do no good to take litde
stuff. You can cook hitle swuff in a big kettle, but you can’t
cook big stuff in 2 little pot (Casy approaches Me, indicating
that kel selt the pork Magmintothehmxse.AlaMPa e o
the truck.)

AL. (Lifting e lontern.) Pa, I just had a thought

PA. Yeah?

AL. Tom is parole! That means he can’t go outside the state.
If they catch him, they send “im. back for three years.

PA. Jesus Christ, I hope that ain’t true. We need Tom.

AL. Right

PA. Al ... where you been the las” two weeks?

AL. Stuff a fella got to do when he’s leavin’ the countxy.
PA. Don’t tell your Ma ‘bout Tom. (The music swells up. Al
end Pa get back to work. Tmb’ghtsasmallﬁrcandaouches@it,

et s LT A

oot ons,

fmniagthzﬂames.RoscofSkmmbringsTomhisoldjackt;hzgocs

intozhzhmzsctocharge.Mawm&soutoftkehousewitkanoM
mmlboxandﬂwuswthcﬁmMasitsmartheﬁmamiopmsthe
box. The music changzs. The guitar gently plays the simple wallz
mielody. Feint Eght begins fo appeer. Ma removes some postcerds and
papmﬁomtheboxandlooksthmm}‘uttingthmbackinthe
box,sketaksoutapairofgoldeaﬂingsandhaldstfwmupwher

emforamment-waﬂtsthmz’nherpockc!, closes the box, stends *

andwithmigna&antassest]wboxmt}wﬁmmwaltzmelody i

ends.)

MA. Guess we oughtz wake up Granma and Grampa. Gettin’
zlong towards day.

AL. Here comes Grampa. They's somepin’ wrong with ‘im.
(Grampa has come from the barn. His eyes arz dull and cold. Dawn
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light spreads over the yord.)

GRAMPA. Ain’t nothin’ the matter with me. 1 jus’ ain’t a-
goin’.

PA. Not goin’? What you mean? We got to go. We got o
place to stay- (Cranma appears from behind the truck)

GRAMPA. I ain’t sayin’ for you to stay. You go right along.
Me — I'm staym’. I give her 2 goin’-over all night mos’ly. This
here’s my country. I b’long here. An’ I don’t give 2 goddamn
if they’s oranges an’ grapes crowdin® 2 fella outa bed even. I
ain’t a-goin’.

MA. Why Grampa, you ain’t slep 21l nightt Now you let your
boys set you down on 2 pice mattress we got fixed up here.
(She signals to the men.) 1 got some soothin’ sirrup make you
pice and drowsy and after you nap 2 little we’ll have 2 long
talk about you stayin’ right here where you belong. (Me 7ises
andmamzothemmwﬂhthebotﬂeqfsymp. The men hoist
Grampa into the truck.)

GRAMPA. 1 zin’t a-goin’. I ain’t agoin’”.

GRANMA. What's zll this? What you doin’ mow, so early? (Al
moves around the fully loaded truck inspecting i)

AlL. Christ, looks like we got the whole farm on ‘er. (7o Pa.)
£ it rains we'll tie the tasp (o the bar above, an’ the folks can
get underneath, out of the wet Up front we’ll be dry enough.
PA. That's a good idear. You done real good.

TOM. Jesus Christ, it’s near sunrise. We got to get goin’.
Come 0B

PA. Al start ‘er up. (Al tumns on the ignition. The itie band of
musidans starts up o thythm which spatiers and then dies. All the
Joads stop dead and turn to look at the truck Al restarts the engine.
szzmusz'ctuvmtkemgz‘neoverandizbeginstohumamimnin
easy Thythm. When the way is clear, the truck backs up lo center end
pivots to face front. Ma crosses over to the fire and looks at her chair,
which she decides to leave. Tﬁcyaniz’smwdzarofali the Joads be-
longings except the truck and the chair) Ma, you an Rosashamn set
in with Al for a while. We'll change aroun’ sc it’s easier, but
you start out that way. (Me and Rose of Shavon get into the froni
seat with AL Tom puts out the small fire and brings Ma's chair o
the truck. Connie, Grenme, Ruthiz end Winfield pile up on iop of
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the load. Pe, Uncle John and Casy cimb on. Nock looks underneath
the truch.)
NOAH. Holy Jesus, them springs is flat as hell.
AL.  Lucky I blocked up under ‘em. (Noak climbs up. When
everyore is seitled, Tom hops up on the Tunning board, ard the mu-
sic begins to travel ) Ain’t you gonna look back, Ma? (Ske shakes
her heed.)
MA. We're goin’ to California, ain’t we? Awri
go to California.
AL.  Christ, whata load! We ain’t makin’ no time on this trip-
(Muley emerges in the distance and walches the Joads lezve. The Band
membasdz}g-tha'rhdtintolkeaﬁdsailandsingbitkﬁy. The weath-
aaiwaaofUnde]ohn%iwwevayslowlyl#Zsup oul of sight be-
hind the truck.)
MAN WITH GUITAR. (Singing) :

Sixty-Six is the path of a people in flight

Refugees from dust and shrinking land

From the thunder of mractors

From the twisting winds

That howl up out of Texas

From the floods

And the twisting winds
(Ykhua&pivotstoﬂzeﬁghtandbagimslowlyto move.)
BAND. (Singing) .

From all of these

The people are in flight

They come into Shxty-Six

From the tributary side roads

From the wagon tracks

From the rutted country roads

Sixty-Six is the mother road

The mad flight
(The band moves away lezving only the fiddle player. A mourmnful
gospel tune drifts from the fiddle. The truck stops and the Joeds un-
locd. The men emerge carrying Grampe’s body wrapped in on old
quilt. They place it on the ground in the distance. Connie climbs down
end lights a campfire neer the back of the truck. Rose of Shavon puts
e crude tripod with a kettle hanging from it over the fire. Casy Zghis

ht then, let’s
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&wo lenterns, and!}:mheandenicopmagvmsiwitmp.Ruzhie
sits mear the fire pecling potatoes. Wenfeeld moves solemnly away, col-
lects @ auple of twigs, sits down, and begins tying them together with
a Bit of string, fashioning a cross. The men gather, leaning on shov-
els and mattocks. Granma is laying in the back of the truck. Ma
comxﬁ'ombdzindtiwbudwithalanm}

GRANMA. Willl Wi

MA. Rosasharn...

GRANMA. Will!

MA. ..Iike 2 good girl go lay down with Granma. She needs
somebody now. She’s knowin’, now. (Rose of Sheron clmbs up
into the back of the truck. Ma goes to the corpse.)

PA. We got to figger what to do. They’s laws. You got to re-
port 2 death, an’ when you do that, they either take forty dol-
lars for the undertzker or they take him for a pauper.
UNCLE JOHN. We never did have no paupers.

TOM. Maybe we got to learn. We never got booted off mo
land before, neither. (Ma tears strip from her apron and ties up
the dead man’s jaw. The men stir restively mear the fire as Me moves
dreamily over the corpse.)

PA. Grampa buried his pa with his own hand, done it in dig-
mity, an’ shaped the grave nice with his own shovel. That was
a time when 2 man had the right to be buried by his own son
an’ a son bad the right to bury his own father.

UNCLE JOHN. The law says different now.

PA. Sometimes the law can’t be foller’d no way. Not in de-
cency, anyways. They’s lots a times you can’t. Sometimes a fella

- got to sift the law. I'm sayin’ now I got the right to bury my

own pa. Anybody got somepin’ to say?

CGASY. Law changes, but “got to’s” go on. You got the right
to do what you got to do.

PA. (Turns to Urcle John.) It's your right too, John. You got
any word against?

UNCLE JOHN. No word against. On’y it’s like hidin’ him
in the night Grampa’s way was tcome out a-shootin’.

PA. We can’t do like Grampa done. We got to get to Cali-

- fornia ‘fore our money gives out.

TOM. Sometimes fellas workin’ dig up 2 man an’ they raise




hell an’ figger he been killed. The gov'ment’s got more inter-
est in a dead man than a live one. They'll go hellscrapin’
tryin’ to fim’ out who he was and how he died. I offer we put
2 note of writin’ in 2 botile an’ lay it with Grampa, telin’ who
he is an’ how he died, an’ why he’s buried here. )

PA. That's good. Wrote out in a nice han’. Be not so lone-
some t00, knowin’ his name is there with “im, not jus’ a old
fella lonesome underground. Any more stuff to say? Tom, you
get over there mow and get that paper wrote. Uncle Jobn,
Noazh, Al let’s get started. You too, Connie. (The men move up
to the grave and begin to dig. They pile the dark soil on the ld of
the open trap, working in relays with two shovels. Rose of Sharon
climbs out of the truck. Ruthic moves to join Winfild.)

MA. (Moves to Rose of Sharon.) How’s Granma?

ROSE OF SHARON. Sleepin’. (Tom approgches.}

TOM. We got any paper an’ pen, Ma?

MA. (Shakes her head slowly.) No-o. That's one thing we didn’
bring. (Casy digs in his pocket. Ma moves around the firz to the cab
of the truck)

CASY. Here’s 2 pendil. (Casy hands a small stubby pensl to Tom
ther moves over to the truck, picks up lwo lanterns, and joins the men
digging:)

MA. (Draws an old book out of the truck) Here’s the Bible.
They’s a clear page in front. Use that an’ tear it out. (Ma
hands Tom the Bible. He sits down in the firelight and squints his
ges in conceniration. As he begins slowly to write, Rose of Sharon
pralls Ma auay from the fire)

ROSE OF SHARON. Ma, I got to ask.

MA. Scared agzin? Why, you can’t get through nine months
without sorrow.

ROSE OF SHARON. But will it — hurt the baby?

MA. They used to be a sayin’, “A chile born outa sorrow’ll
be a happy chile.”

ROSE OF SHARON. But it might burt anyway.

MA. °F you go greasin’ yourself an’ feelin’ sorry, an” tuckin’
yo-urself in 2 swalla’s nest, it might Forget that baby for a
minute. He’ll take care of hisself.

CASY. (7o Pa.) Let me at that a while would ya? (Pa stops dig-
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ging and gives his shovel to Casy. Ma pulls a fruit jor out of & box
mﬂwsideofzhetmckandbcgimwipingitm&sequﬁés
down and peels potatoes.)
TOM. Ma, listen to this here. “This here is William James
Joad, dyed of a stroke, old old man. His fokes buried him
becaws they got no money to pay for funerls. Nobody kit him.
TJus a stroke and he dyed.” (Ma moves down and sils nest @0 Tom.)
MA. Why, that soun’s nice. Can’t you stick on somepin from
Scripture so it'l be religious? Open up an’ git 2 sayin’, some-
pin outa Scripture. ' _
TOM. Got to be short. I ain’t got much room lef on the
e.
MA How ‘bout “God have mercy on his soulr”
TOM. No, sounds too much like he was hung. T'll copy
somepin’. (He turns the page and reads. The men are neering the
end of the digging)
PA. Good an’ deep. A couple feet more.
TOM. Here’s 2 good short one. “An’ Lot said unto them, Oh,
not so, my Lord.”
MA_ Don’t mean nothin’. Long’s yow're gonna put one down,
it might's well mean somepin. Twn to Psalms, over futher. You
kin always get somepin outa Psalms. (Pas, Unde John, Al and
Cmnismvetathew:pse.Noakand&sywnﬁnuedggging:)
NOAH. Funny thing is — losin’ Grampa ain’t made me feel
no different than I done before. I ain’t no sadder than I was.
CASY. It’s just the same thing. Grampa an’ the old place, they
was just the same thing.
NOAH. He was gonna squeeze grapes over his head, an’ all
stuff like that
CASY.- He was foolin’, all the time. I think he knowed it An’
Grampa didn’ die tonight. He died the minute we tock ‘Im
off the place.
TOM. Now here is one. This here’s a nice one, just blowed
full 2 religion. (The four men a7y Grampa’s body end lower it
gently into the grave. Tom reads.) “Blessed is he whose transgres-
sion is forgiven, whose sin is covered.” How's that? {(Me is
stending ebove Tom.)
MA. That's real pice. (She hends him the jor.} Put that one in.
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And turn the Iid nice and tight (Ps calls over o Ma.)
PA. How about Granma?
MA. Sleepin’. Maybe she’d hold it against me, but I ain’t 2
gonna wake her up. She’s tar’d. (Tom places the page.in the Jjar
and screws the Ed down tight.)
PA. We oughta bave a prayer. Will ya he'p us?
CASY. I'll he’p you folks, but I won’t fool ya- (The femily, ol
but Granma, begins to gather around the grave. Winfield gives the
cross to Tom, who puts it and the jar in with Grampa. Connie moves
o Rosz of Sharom.) v . ]
PA. (To Casy.) Ain’t none of our folks. ¢ver been buried with-
out a few words. :
CASY. T'll say ‘em. (Comnie pulls Rose of Sharon. along.)
CONNIE. You got to. It ain’t decent mot.to.- IVl just be a
Hede. ' e .
CASY. I¢Il be a short one. (He bows. kis head. The others follow.
Conmic leads Rose of Sharon doser to the group.). This here ol man
Jjus’ Lived 2 Hfe an’ jus® died out of it 1 don’t know whether
he was good or bad, but that don’t matter much. He was zfﬁve,
an’ that’s what matters. Heard a fella ‘tell’a, ‘poem one time,
an’ he says, “All that lives is holy.” Got to shinkin’, an’ purty
soon it means more than the words says Ax’ I-wouldn’t pray
for a of’ felia that’s dead. He's awright. He-got 2_job to do,
but it’s all laid for ‘im an’ they’s on’y ‘one‘way, to'do it. But
us, we got 2 job to do, an’ they’s a thousan’y > a:n‘we don’
know which one to take. An® if I was. to; pray, itid )
folks that dor’ know which way to turn. Gmpa.here, he got
the easy straight. An’ mow cover ‘im up. and let:Tmi get to.his
All. Amen. (A sﬁandgfgospdmus:}:som.upqm idzslant fiddle.
and kelps pack up the camp. The man with the.g
joins the melody of the fiddle. When the men- slaw:. th
the music abruptly changes. Tom and the famik
and the vest of the band emerges and joins the ma
They sing a Dust Bowl hymn. The truck backs up.sle ;
Jiont. The guiter churns the melody along. Alao&s]:?; ;
drives. Maaﬂdasbep&zg%ﬁzldmirzﬂxeﬁaﬁgésag.
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AL. Makes a racket, but I think she’s awright God knows
what she’ll do if we got to climb a hill with the load we got
Got any hills ‘tween here an’ California, Ma?

MA. Seems to me they’s hills. “Course I dunno. But seems to
me I heard they’s hills an’ even mountains, Big ones.

AL. We'll burn right up if we got climbin’ to do. Have to
throw out some 2’ this stuff, Maybe we shouldn’ a brang that
preacher. .

MA. Youll be glad 2 that preacher ‘fore we're through. That
preacher’ll help us.

AL. Ma — Ma, you scared a goin’? You scared a goin’ to a
new place?

MA. A Btde. Only it ain’t like scared so much. I'm jus’ a see
tin’ here waitin’. When somepin happens that I got to do
somepin — I'll do it .

AL Ain’t you thinkin’ what’s it gonna be like when we get
there? Ain’t you scared it won’t be njce ike we thought?
MA. No. No, I ain’t You can’t do that. I can’t do that. It’s
oo much livin’ too many lives. Up ahead they’s a thousan’
bives we might live, but when it comes, iUll on’y be one. If T
go zhead on zll of ‘em, it’s too much. You got to live ahead
‘cause you're so young, but — it’s jus’ the road goin’ by for
me. Ao’ it’s jus’ how soom they gonna wanta eat some more
pork bones. That’s all I can do. I can’t do no more. All the
rest’d get upset if I done any more’n that They all depen’ on
me jus’ thinkin® about that. (47 furns the Stegring wheel; the truch
pivots and moves off. Gmupsofpeoplemmgeandbegz’n to set up
camp, pitch tents and build fires. People in. the camps
tixemanwiththeguitarandsingaDustBowimadsong: Groups
of men gather. ’ﬂm’rfamaresh-mgandmusckdunderthehavsk
Hght. Some sit, some stand. The proprietor, a suller. lanky man, sits
in a ckairanddmmsh’sﬁngasmh:khme. Pa, Uncle john, Con-
nieandNoakmamongtfwmAl, Tom and Casy approach them
Jrom the distance. Tkpm;nietordmpsidsﬁm.tchaz'rlegstoﬂwjbw
and lears forward.) .

PROPRIETOR. (7o Tom.) You men wanta camp here?
TOM. No. We got folks here, We dropped ‘em off Hi, Pa.
PA. Thought you was gonna be zll week Get her fixed?
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TOM. We was pig lucky. Got a part ‘fore dark. We can get
goin® furst thing in the mornin’.

PA. That’s 2 preity nice thing. Ma’s worried. Y2 Cranma’s off
her chump.

PROPRIETOR. If you three fellas wanta camp here it'll cost
you four bits. Get a place to camp an’ water an’ wood. An’
nobody wor’t bother you.

TOM. What the hell. We can sleep in the ditch right beside
the road, an’ it won’t cost nothin’. . (The propricior drums Fis
knee with his fingess.) o

PROPRIETOR.  Deputy sheriff comes on by in the night ’

Might make it tough for ya. Got 2 law against sleepin’ out in
this state. Got 2 law against vagrants,

TOM. IfI pay you a half a dollar I amn’t a vagyant, huh?
PROPRIETOR. That’s right (Tom% eyes glow angrily.)

TOM. Deputy sheriff ain’t your brother-inaw by any chance?
FROPRIETOR.  (Leaning forwerd.) No, he ain’t. An’ the time
ain’t come yet when us local folks got to tzke no talk from
you goddamn bums, neither.

TOM. It don't trouble you none to take our four bits. An’
when’d we get to be bums? We ain’t asked ya for nothin’. All
of us bums, huh? Well, we ain’t askin’ no nickels from you for
the chance to lay down an’ rest. (The men ave rigid, motionless,
quict. Expressions ave gone from ther faces. Their eyes, in the shed-
ows under their hats, move secretly to the face of the proprictor.)

PA. Come off it, Tom.

TOM. Sure, I'll come off it. I don’t wanta make no trouble.
It’s 2 hard thiog to be named 2 bum. I ain’t afraid. 'l go for
you an’ your deputy with my mitts — here now, or jump Je-
sus. But there ain’t no good in it

PROPRIETOR. Ain’t you got half 2 buck?

TOM. Yeah, I got it. But I'm gonna need it. I can’t set it out
Jjus’® for sleepin’.

PROPRIETOR. Well, we all got to make a Jivin’.

TOM. Yeah, on’y I wisht they was some way to make her
‘thout takin’ her away from somebody else.

PA. We'll get movin’ smart early. Look, mister. We paid.
These here fellas is part 2 our folks. Can’t they stay? We paid

b e i s i e o
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a dollar and 2 half.

PROFRIETOR. For nine. Three more is another ffty cents.
TOM. We’li go along the road. Come for ya in the morning.
(To the proprictor.} That awright with you?

PROPRIETOR. If the same mumber stays that come an’ paid
— that’s awright.

TOM. We'll go along pretty soon. (Pe 2
S}uﬁzwpo‘g . g pretty (Pe speaks generally. The mer
PA. It's dirt hard for folks to tear up an’ go. Foiks Ifike us
that had cur place. We ain’t shifless. “Till we got tractored off,
we was people with a2 farm. (A young hin men furns his head
siowly.)

YOUNG MAN. Croppin’?

PA. Sure we was sharecroppin’. Used’ tz own the place.
YOUNG MAN. Same as us.

PA. Lucky for us it ain’t gonna las’ long. We'll get out west
an’ we’'ll get work an’ we’ll get a piece of growin’ land with
water. (A man in & rogped coat, huddied in o corner, laughs and
then moves out of the shadows.)

MAN GOING BACK. You folks must have 2 nice little pot 2
money.

PA. No, we ain’t got no money. But they’s plenty of us to
work, an’ we’re all good men. Get good wages out there an’
we’ll put ‘em together. We'll make out. (The Maen Going Back
leughs again. Fhis laughler turns hystericel, ¢ high whining gigele,
then dissofves into a fit of coughing.)

m GOING BACK. You goin’ out there — oh, Christ. You
goin’ cut an’ get — good wages — oh, Christ! Pickin’ oranges
maybe? Gonna pick peaches?

TOM. We gonna tzke what they got. They got lots a stuff to

-work in. (The Man Going Back giggles under his breath.) What's

so geddamn funny about that?

MAN GOING BACK. You folks all goin’ to California, I bet.
PA. 1 tol’ you that. You didn’ guess nothin’.

MAN GOING BACK. Me — I'm comin’ back. I been there.
I'm goin’ back to starve. I’d ruther starve 2ll over at once.
PA. What the bell you t2lkin’ about? I got 2 han’bill says they
got good wages, an” Hittle while ago I seen 2 thing in the pa-

35

o
&
i
3
kS
R
i

‘

I A RSB A el S Vs SO Wt e g, 4 I Yo w0 =) 3 T e AT



[ S T T L L U T A R A

per says they need folks to pick fruit

MAN GOING BACK. I don’ wanma fret you.

TOM. You ain’t gonna fret us. You done some jackassin’. You

ain’t gonna shut up now. The han’bill says they need men.

MAN GOING BACE. You don’t know what kind 2 men they

need. .

TOM. What you talkin’ about? ,

MAN GOING BACK. Look. How many men they say they

want on your han’bil?

PA. Eight hunderd, an’ that’s in one little place.

MAN GOING BACK. Orange color han’bill?

PA. Why ~— yes.

MAN GOING 'BACK. Give the name a the fella — says so and
so, labor contractor? (Pa reaches in his podiet and brings out a

Jolded orange handbill)

PA. That's right. How'd you know?

MAN GOING BACK. Look It don’t make no semse. This
fella wants eight hunderd men. So he prints up five thousand
of them things an’ maybe twenty thousan’ people sees ‘em. An’
maybe two-three thousan’ folks get movin® account 2 this here
han’bill. Folks that’s crazy with worty.

PA. But it don’t make no sensel

MAN GOING BACK. Not gl you see the fella that put out
this here bill. You’ll see him, or somebody that’s working for
him. You'll be zcampin® by a ditch, you an’ fifty other fami-
Hes. An’ he’ll look in your tent an’ see if you got anything lef
to eat. An’ if you got nothin’, he says, “Wanna job?” An’ you
say, “I sure do, mister. I'll sure thank you for 2 chance to do
some work.” An’ he’ll say, ‘I can use you.” Am’ youll say,
“When do I start?” An’ he’ll tell you where to go, an’ what
time, an’ then he’ll go on. Maybe he needs two hunderd men,
so he talks to five hunderd, an’ they tell other folks an’ when
you get to the place, they’s a thousan’ men. This here fella
says, “I'm payin’ twenty cents an hour.” An’ maybe half the
men walk off. But they’s still five hunderd that’s so goddamn
hungry they'll work for nothin’ but biscuits. )
PROPRIETOR. You sure you ain't one of these here troub-
lemakers? You sure you ain’t a labor faker?
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MAN GOING BACE. 1 swear to God I ain’t!
PROPRIETOR. They’s plenty of ‘em. Goin® aroun’ stirrin’ up
u-.ouble. Gettin’ folks mad. Chiselin’ im. They’s plenty of ‘em.
Time’s gonna come when we string ‘em all up, all them troub-
lemakers. We gonna run ‘em outz the counitry. Man wants to
work, OK. If he don’t — the hell with him. We ain’t gonna
let him stir up no trouble.
MAN GOING BACK. I tried to tell you folks. Somepin it
took me 2 year to find out Took two kids dead, took my wife
dead to show me. But I can’t tell you. I should of knew that.
lti’obody couldn’t tell me, neither. I can’t tell ya about them
;m:}e fe]las layin® in the tent with their bellies puffed out an’
Jus, skin on -l:heir bones, an’ shiverin’ an’ whinin’ Jike pups,
an’ me runpin’ aroun’ &yin’ to get work — not for money,
not for wages! Jesus Christ, jus’ for a cup of flour an’ 2 spoon
2 lard. An’ then the coroner come. “Them children died a
heart ﬁa_.ilure,” he said. Put it on his paper. Shiverin’, they was
an’ their bellies stuck out like a pig bladder, (He loocks amné
at the men, their mouths open a Ettle, breathing shallowly, then turns
and welks away into the devkness. A car zooms by on the highway.
Yhemmansikntandummy.ﬁ"ml@omspeaks.)
MAN. Geuin’ late. Got to sleep.
SPEPOIPRIE.'I]'ESR. Prob’ly shifless. They’s so goddamn many
ess fellas on the
et e Jous o) road now. (Ma steps out of the shadows to
MA. Al sleepin’. Granma finally dozed off.
PA. Fella was jus’ sayin® —
TOM. .Fuz_my what he says. Says they's lots a folks on the way.
MA. I'm just atwitterin’ to go on. Wanta get where it’s rich
and green. Wanta get there quick.
PA. Ever’body settled in?
MA. All but Connie an’ Rosasharn. They went off to sleep in
the open. Says it’s too warm in camp. (Pa turns to Tom end
Casy. Ma folds her arms and walks sway.)
gisy S’pI?Ise he’s tellin’ the truth — that felia?
- He’s tellin’ the truth awright. i
o o motin' ap. wright. The tuth for him. He
TOM. How about us? Is that the truth for usp
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CASY. I dom’ know.

PA. I don’ know. (The guitar begins lo churn. Swiftly the people
Wt&drﬁﬂkkﬂtsandmowaway.ﬁcmdtbacksmandtke
jmdscﬁmbaboaﬁastkemdmmandtmfomafd..ﬂel&—
any of the road is chanted over the driving engine of the guilar.)
MAN WITH GUITAR. Clarksville, Ozark, Van Buren and Fort
Smith on Sixty-Four, and there’s an end of Arkansas. And all
the roads into Oklahoma City, Sixty-Six down from Tulgsa, Two-
Seventy up from McAlester, Eighty-One from Wichita Falls

south, from Enid north. Edmond, McLoud, Purcell, Sixty-Six

out of Oklahoma City; El Reno and Clinton, going west on
Sixty-Six. Hydro, EIk City, and Texolz; and there’s an end to
Oklahoma. Sixty-Six across the Panhandle of Texas. Shamrock
and McLean, Conway and Amarilio, the yellow. Wildorado and
Vega and Boise, and there’s an end to Texas. (Several others join
the singing. A gas stafion sign appesrs, and the gas altendent and
the stalion oumer move to the trudk)

SINGERS. Tucumcari and Santa Rosa and into the New
Mexican mountains to Albuquerque, where the road comes
down Srom Santz Fe. Then down the gorged Rio Grande to
Los Lunas and west on Sixty-Six again to Galiup, and the.re’s
the border of New Mexico. (The gas station aliendant carries €
largccaan'watmélmmmdofthcbudamiopmstkzhwd.
Tom moves to the ouwrer.)

ATTENDANT. You pecple sure have got nerve.

TOM. What you mean? )
ATTENDANT. Well, startin® out in a jalopy like this.
TOM. It don’t tzke no nerve to do somepin when there ain’t
nothin® else you can do. Well, thanks. We'll drag on. (Tom pays
thzstaﬁmmwandaﬁmbsbackinthedﬁw’sseaqutheﬁuck
Al slams the hood and hops in. The owner and the attendant move
away from the truck. The band plays travelling music. The atiendant
shakes his head and speaks.)

ATTENDANT. Jesus, what 2 hard-looking outfit

OWNER. Them Okies? They're all harddookin’. _
ATTENDANT. Jesus, I'd hate to start out in a jalopy like

T
ngNER. Well, you and me got sense. Them goddamn Ok
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ies got no sense and no feeling. They ain’t human. A human
being wouldn’t lLive Like they do. A human being couldn’t
stand to be so dirty and miserable. They ain’t 2 hell of a Jot
better than gorillas.

ATTENDANT. Just the same I'm glad I ain’t crossing the
courtry in no Hudson Super-Six. She sounds like a threshing
machine.

OWNER. You know, they don’t have much trouble. They’re
so goddamn dumb they don’t know it’s dangerous. And, Christ
Almighty, they dor’t know any better than what they got. Why
WOETy?

ATTENDANT. I'm not worrying. Just thought if it was me,
I wouldn’t like it

OWNER.  That's ‘cause you know better. They don’t know
any better. (They wender off shaking their heads. The man with the
guiter churns the engine of the truch again. A woman sicps info the
Bight.) .

SECOND NARRATOR. Holbrook, Joseph City, Winslow. They
drove all night, and came to the mountains in the night. They
passed the summit in the dark and came siowly down in the
late night... (The guiter flares. A fiddle joins in. The sky begins to
Bghten again. A long dark trough of waler is rzvealed.) And when
the daylight came they saw the Colorado River below them.
The joads drove to the river and sat looking at the lovely wa-
ter flowing by, and the green reeds jerking slowly in the
current. (She kneels and begins fo scrub a shirt in the waier. Tom
leans out of the truck Ruthic and Winfield hop off the truck, end
run douwn io the viver and sit. They dengle their fed in the derk
water.)

TOM. Mind if we stop here a piece?

SECOND NARRATCR. We dor’t own it, mister. Stop if you
want. They’ll be 2 cop down to look you over. (Tom furms the
truck aeround. The second marraior vings oul the shint and moves
gway. The truck is now with its curteined reer end facing for-
ward just above the trough of dark water.)

TOM. We got the desert. We got to get water and rest. (Me
calls to the children from the truck.)

MA. Ruthie! Winfiel’! You come back. (Pa climbs out of fhe
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truck and signals to the children.)

PA. Come on, you kids. (They climb out of the water and run
off with Pa. MaandRosequkamfzdimboutqfthebackqfthe
truck. Rosc of Sharon brings & bucket down to the water Conmic
streiches out lazily by the water away from Ma and Rose of Sharon.
Tom, Noch, andAlmabawthe!makandwarkonthemgz’m.
Undle John and Casy drift off in different dirsctions. )

ROSE OF SHARON. Ma ... Ma, when we get there, you all
gonna pick fruit an’ kinda live in the country, zin’t you?

MA. We ain’t there yet. We don’t know what it’s like. We got
to see.

ROSE OF SHARON. Me an’ Connie don’t want to live in
the country no ‘more. We got it all planned up what we gonna
do. .
MA. Ain’t you gonna stay with us — with the family?

ROSE OF SHARON. Well, we talked about it, me an’ Con-
nie. Ma, we wanna live in a town. Connie gonna get a job in
2 store or maybe a fact’ry. An’ he’s gonna study at home,
maybe radios, so he can get to be 2 expert an’ maybe later
bave his own store. An’ we’ll go to pitchers whenever. An’
Connie says I'm gonna have a dodor when the baby’s born; an®
he says we'll see how times is, an’ maybe I'll go to a hospiddie.
An’ we’ll have a car, little car. An’ when he gets done study-
ing at night, why — it’ll be nice, an® he tore 2 page outa West-
em Love Stories, an’ he’s gonna send off for a course... (Al has
crawled out from under the truck and is bstening.) ‘cause it don’t
cost nothin to send off. Says right on that clipping. I seen it
An’ we’ll live in town an’ go to pitchers whenever, an” — well,
I'm gonna have a Yectric irom! An’, well, 1 thought maybe we
could all go in town, an’ when Connie gets his store — maybe
Al could work for him. :

MA. We don’ want you to go ‘way from ws. It ain’t good for
folks to break up. (AL glowers at Rose of Sharon.)

AL.  Me work for Connje? How about Connie comes a-
workin’ for me? He thinks he’s the on’y som-ofa-bitch can
study at night? (He stomps off as Rose of Sharon storms to the truck
and dimbs in the back. Connie follows Al & few steps, and then moves
above the truck. Casy appears and moves to the rivebonk Mz car-

Whatsa matter — gettin® sour?

CASY. I done enough talkin’ when I was a preacher to las’
me the resta my life,

TOM. Yeah, but you done some talkin® sence, too.

CASY. I¢s like 2 whole country movin’,
TOM. Well, they is a whole country movin’!l We’re movin® too,
CASY. Well s’pose all these here folks an’ everybody, s'pose
they can’ get no Jjobs out there?
:I‘OM. Coddamn it! How’d I know? I'm jus’ puttin’ one foot
in fros:ta’_ the other. I done it at Mac for four years, jus’
ma;:chm’ - cell an’ out cell an’ in mess an’ out mess. Jesus
Christ, I thought it’d be different when I come out!
CASY. Now look, Tom...
TOM. I'm gonna take a bath ... I'm gonma wash an’ I'm
g:ns.t;’a sleep in the shade all day long.

- Oh, what the helll So goddamn hard to s i

! y anything.

{Ca&y ufa&saumymTomsbﬁsirdotheﬁmAlmmm styips, afd
_Aurzzps trlo the water. Nogh wanders on.)

Jesus, I needed this, (Noak follows and 7 :
AL. ; ( Jumps into the river
in his overalls, They sit holding themsetves with heels dug into the
Tzuer?attom. Pa strolls down, and sils on the bank. Tom begins wash-
ing kimself. Pz looks 2p info the distance,)
PA. We come through them?
TOM. Got the desert yet. An’ [ hear she’s a son-of-a-bitch.
NOAH. Gonna &y her tonight?
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TOM. What ya think, Pa? ) )
PA. Well, I don’t know. Do us good to get 2 liztle res’, ‘spe-
cially Granma. But other ways, I'd kinda like to get acrost her
an’ get settled into a job.

NOAH. Like to jus® stay here. Like to lay here forever. Never
get hungzy and pever get sad. Lay in the water all Life long,
Izzy as 2 brood sow in the mud. ) ’

TOM. Never seen such tough mountzins. This here’s a mur-
der counntry. This here’s the bones of a2 country. Wonder’ 1%'
we'll ever get in a place where folks can live ‘thout ﬁghun,
hard scrabble an® rocks. I seen pitchers of a country flat an
green, an’ with Little houses like Ma says, white. _Ma got her
Leart set on 2 white house. Get to thinkin’ they ain’t nc sech
covny.

PA. Wait 4l we get to California. You'll see nice country then. -~

AL. (To Noah.) Better scrunch down under water. She’ll burn

" the Ivin® Jesus outa you. (He dunks Noah under water. They Fight

h Al leabs out of the water, grabs his clothes and runs off.
;Z‘Z;Zi‘ imnwlffzsp mgm away. Noah's wide eyes scan the
mouniain renge in the distence.)

NOAH. Toml

TOM. Yeah?

NOAH. Tom, I ain’t a-goin’ on.

TOM. What you mean? i
NOAH. Tom, I ain’t agonna leave this here water. I'm a-

gonna walk on down this here river.

u're A .
§3§H.Y°Gct 1;13;“:&' a piece of line. I'll catch fish. Fella can’t
starve- beside a nice river.
TOM. How ‘bout the fam’ly? How ‘bout Ma?
NOAH. I can’t he’p it I can’t leave this here vrater. You
Inow how it is, Tom. You know bow the folks are nice to me.
But they don’t realiy care for me.

You're .

r1{1"(031‘:51..1-1 No, ;!?zyain’t I know how I am. I know they’re sorry.
But — Weli, I ain"t agoin’. You tell Ma — Torm.
TOM. Now you looka-here...

NOAH. No. 'm agonna go now, Tom — down the river.

S U U QU
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Pll catch fish an’ stuff, but I can't leave her. I can’t. You tell
Ma, Tom. (Noeh climbs out of the weler, scoops up his clothes and
steris off’)

TOM. Listen, you goddamn fool —

NOAH. It ain’t no use. I'm sad, but I can’t he’p it. I got to
go. (Noch runs off up the river. Tom climbs out of the waler and
gothers his cdothes. He looks afier Noah, then moves slowly off. Ma
opens the curloin et the back of the truck. Granme’s heed is at the
back. She is vesting under @ feded pink curtein. Ma wrings ouf e
cloth over the buckel and rests it on Grenme’s heed. Rose of Sharor
climbs down with the buchel.)

GRANMA. Willi Willi You come here, now. I tol’ himz to
come right here. Il catch him. I'll take the hair offn hime.
(Ma cdimbs down with en old piece of cardboerd; she sils on the back
of the truck end begins to fan Grandma.)

ROSE OF SHARON. She’s awful sick. (Rose of Sharor puis
down the bucket and sits on the step at the back of the truck, resting
her heed on her mother’s knee.) -

MA. When you're young, Rosasharn, éver’thing that happens
is 2 thing all by itself. It’s 2 lonely thing, I know, I ‘member
Rosasharn. You’re gonna have a baby, Rosasharn, and that’s
somepin to you lonely and away. That’s gonna hurt you, and
the burt’ll be a lonely hurt, an’ this here truck is alone m the
worl’. They’s a time of change, an’ when that comes, dyin’ is
a piece of all dyin’, and bearin’ is a piece of all bearin’, an’

bearin’ an’ dyin’ is two pieces of the same thing. An’ then

things ain’t lomely any more. An’ then 2 hurt don’t hurt so
bad, ‘cause it ain’t a Ionely hurt no more, Rosasharn. I wisht
I could tell you so you'd know, but I can’t Tzke an’ fam

Granma. That’s a good thing to do. I wisht I could tell you

so you'd know. (Ma climbs down end hands the cardboerd fo Rose
of Sharon, she hops up next to Granma and begins to for her. Ma

picks up the bucket as Pa appears end approaches her.)

GRANMA. Willl You dirty! You ain’t never gonna get clean.

(Tom, now dressed, approaches the lruck Casy appears some distance

away, then Comnie and finally Al and Undle John.)

TOM. Ma, I got somepin® to tell ya. Nozh — he went on

down the river. He ain’t a-goin’ on.
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- MA. Why?

PA. Ain’t goin’? What the hell is the matter with him?
TOM. I don’t know. Says he got to. Says he got to stay. Says
for me-to tell you.

MA. How’ll he ea®?

TOM. I don’ know. Says he’ll catch fish.

MA. Family’s fallin’ apart. I don’ know.

PA. My fault That boy is all my fault!

TOM. Hell be awright, Ma. He’s 2 funny kind a fella.

MA. I jus’ can’t seem to think no more.

PA. My fule

TOM. No.
PA. 1 dom’t want to talk about it no more. I can’t — my faule

(Pe moves around to the front of the truck He gives one of the fend-
&rs a viokent kick. Ma looks at Uncle Johm, and then turns to Tom.
Al climbs into the driver’s seat. The guitar plays en old hymn, The
truck proots very slowly and faces front. Me moves down to the river,
povrs Granma’s bath water out of the bucket, then moves up and gets
info the truch Al moves over as Tom gets in the driver’s seat. The
music changes and begins again to travel. The truck is suspended in
a glow of ght, and the fiddle cries far off. The headlights snap on,
casting two yellow beams ahend. Al and Tom peer into the dark from
the cab. Rose of Shavon and Connie sit on the load above the cab.
They Kiss decply. Rose of Sharor pulls away.)

AL.  So this here’s the desert! Jesus, what 2 place. How'd
you like to walk acrost hex?

TOM. People done it. Lots a people dome it an’ if they
could, we could.

AL.. Lots must a died.

TOM. Well, we ain’t come out exactly dean. (Desert stars are
hung in the soft night sky and the truck turns. Uncle John and Casy
sit high-up on the side of the truck.)

UNCLE JOHN. Casy, you're 2 fella oughta know what to
do.

CASY. What to do about what?

UNCLE JOHN. I dumno.

CASY. Weii, that’s gonna make it easy for mel

UNCLE JOHN. Well, you been a preacher. .
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CASY. Look, John, ever'body takes a crack at me ‘cause I
been a preacher. A Preacher ain’t nothin’ but 2 man,
UNCLE JOHN. Yeah, but — he’s a kind of 2 man, else he
wouldn’ be a preacher. I wanna ast you — well, you think 2
fella could bring bad luck to folksp

CASY. I dunno. I dunno.

f.?'NCLE JOHN. Well — see — I was married — fine, good
girl. An’ one night she gOt a paim in her stomach. An’ she
says, “You better get a doctor.” An’ I says, “Hell you Jus® et
too much.” She give me a look. An’ she groaned all might, an’
she died_the next afternoon. You see, I kil’t her. An® sence
then I tried tomakeitup-—-mos’lytoldds.An’I tried to
be good, an’ I can’t. I get drunk, an’ [ go wild.

CASY. Ever’body goes wild. I do too, .

I"J'NCLE JOHN. . Yeah, but you ain’t got 2 sin on your soul
like me.

CASY: ’Su.re I got sims. Ever’body got sins. A sin is somepin
yov;l am't sure about. Them people that’s sure about ew thing
an” ain’t got no sin — well, with that kind a som-ofa-bitch, if
E wa.ls Ged I'd kick their asg right outa heaven! I couldn’ stang
em

UNCLE JOHN.
own folks.
CASY. A man got to do what ke got to do.

]?kl‘:cttft?JOHN. You think it was 2 sin to Jet my wife die
CAsY. Well, for anybody else it was a mistake, but if you think
1twasasm—-thenit’sasin.Afel]a buildshisownsinsrigh&

I got a feelin’ I'm bringin® bad Iuck to my

o E I got o give that a goin’-over. (The trudk
msagam,zlsmrfaangﬁmLAﬂashlightbeamﬂidsmtke
load,andthe{hadonyﬁgumoftnmqﬁimsbmmeviﬁbkasTm
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1ST AGRICULTURAL OFFICER. .Well, we got to look over
your stuff. You got to unload. (Ma partly opens the curiain ot the
back of the truck.)
MA. Look, mister. We got a sick ol’ lady. We got to get her
to 2 doctor. We can’t wait. You can’t make us wait.

9ND AGRICULTURAL OFFICER. Yeah? Well, we got to Jook
you over. (Ma seems to be fighting with hysteria.) ’
MA. I swear we ain’t got any thing! I swear it. An’ Granma's
awfil sick. (Ma opens the curigin further. She cradles Granme in
ker erms.) Look. (The officer shines his light on Granma’s face.) _
9ND AGRICULTURAL OFFICER. By God, she is. Go on
ahead. (Me drops the curtain. Pa gets in the cab of the truck next
to AL Tom climbs back in the driver’s seat end starts the motor. The
officers walk eway.) 1 couldn’ hold ‘em.

1ST AGRICULTURAL OFFICER. Maybe it was 2 bluff.

9ND AGRICULTURAL OFFICER. Oh, Jesus, no! You should
of seen that o’ woman’s fxce. That wasn’t no bluff (The offi-
cers move off into the davh mhud:mmsandfm_ﬁvnt. '17w
guitar and fiddle race over the wind. The First Narralor is elone in
Light. The beams of the heedlights burn dimly.)

FIRST NARRATOR. All night they bored through the hot
darkness, and jackrabbits scuttled into the hights and dashed
away in long jolting leaps. And the dawn came up behind
them ... and then — suddenly they saw the great valley be-
low them. (Moming Bght spreads siowly. A bird calls neevdy.)

AL. Jesus Christ! Lookl

FIRST NARRATOR. The vineyards, the orchards, the great
flat valley, green and beautiful, the trees set in rows, and the
farm houses. (Tom cuts the engine and the music siops.)

PA. God Almighty!

AL. I want t2 look at her. (Al jumps out and streiches his legs.
Pz dimbs down with Tom. Ruthie and Winfield scramble around and
climb into the cab, owestruck and embarrassed before the great valley.)
PA. I never knowed they was anything ke her. _

Al. Ma — come loock It’s Californial We’re there! (Casy,
Undle Jokn, Connic and Rose of Sharon ciimb down. They stand si-
lently looking out.)

TOM. Where's Ma? [ want Mz to see it Mal (Me stumbles out

Jrom behind the truch.) My God, Ma, you sick?

MA. Ya say we're acrost? (Her foc is puttylike. She holds on io
the truck.)

TOM. Look! (She turns her head. Her mouth opens e Bttle and
her fingers go to her throat and gather a Gttle pinch of skin.)

MA. Thank God! The fambly’s here. (Her kness bucklz.)

TOM. You sick, Ma?

MA. No, jus’ tar'd.

TOM. Was Grauma bad? (Ma raises her eyes and looks over ot
Pa end Uncle Jokn.)

MA. Granma’s dead.

PA. When?

MA. Before they stopped us las’ night.

PA. So that's why you didn’t want ‘em to look.

MA. I was afraid we wouldn’t get acrost. I tol’ Granma we
couldn’ he’p her. The fambly had to get acrost. She can get
buried in a nice green place ... She got to lay her head down
in Galifornia. (They look ot her in tervor.) L

TOM. Jesus Christ! You layin’ there with her 2il night long!
MA. The fambly hadda get acrost. (Tom moves close fo put his
hand on her shoulder) Don’t touch me. I'Et bol’ up if you don’
touch me. That'd get me. (Pe moves to her. Ma looks up at him.
Casy turns to Uncle John.)

CASY. All night long. John, there’s a woman so great with
love — she scares me. Makes me afraid an’ mean.

MA. (Looking out cver the vallgy.) It's purty. I wisht they could
of saw it

FPA. I wisht so toe.

TOM. They was too old. They wouldn’t of saw nothin’ that’s
here. Grampa would 2 been aseein’ the Injuns an’ the prai-
rie country when he was 2 young fella. An’ Granma would 2
remembered an’ seen the first home she lived in. They was too
ol’. Who's really seein’ it is Ruthie an’ Winfiel’.
PA. Here’s Tommy talkin’ like 2 growed-up man, talkin’ like
a preacher almos’.

MA. He is. Growed way up — way up so I can’t get ahold
of ‘im sometimes.
TOM. 1 guess we got to go to the coroner, wherever he is.

47

T T Pt 03 e TP Pyt A e e B e



. e
H

‘We got to get her buried decent How much money might be

lef’, Pa?
PA. ‘Bout forty dollass. o
TOM. Jesus, are we gonna start clean! We sure ain’t bringin

nothin® with us. (Slowly the Eght fades. A bird calls faintly in the
distance as the femily looks out cver the great flat valley.)

CURTAIN

e e

ACT I

In the derk, o jow harp tiangs. Campfires flare. Men,
women. and children huddle and shiver in the gloom. An
infant cries. Dry coughs rise up with the feeble smoke. Rags
hang on clothestines. One man, Floyd Knowles, is grinding
valves near his battered “Greham.” Eis wife and beby are
nearby. Another man is carefully preparing o baby for bur-
ial, slowly wrapping i in layer upon layer of fabrics cnd
blonkets. The Joads appear canying bundles and waender
through the camp. The huddled migrants barely motice. An
old man with rolledup pants, o bucket of water and an
armload of bundles approaches Pa.

PA. Is it 21l right to set our stuff anywheres?

MAYOR OF HOOVERVILLE. Set down anywheres;, here in
this place?

PA. Sure. Anybody own this place, that we got to see ‘fore
we can camp? (The old man squints.)

MAYOR. You wanta camp here?

PA.  What you think I'm a-sayin’?

MAYOR. Well, if you wanta camp here, why don’t ya? I ain’t
astoppin’ you.

PA. 1 jus’ wanted to know does anybody own i? Do we got
to pay?

MAYOR. Who owns it? (Pz furns away.)

PA. The hell with it. (42 approaches Tom.)

AL. Engine seems to be doin® awright, eh?

TOM. You done 2 nice Jjob a pickin’. That what ya want me
to say?

AL. Well, I sure was scairt the whole way, figgerin® she’d bust
down an’ it'd be my fault.

TOM. No, you done good. Better get her in shape, ‘cause
tomorra we're goin’ out lookin® for work.

Al. She’ll roll. Don’t you worzy none about that

MAYOR Who owns it? Who's gonna kick us outz here? You
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tell me.

PA. You better go take a good long sleep. (The old men wan-
dm m-) « -

TOM. What the hell was that? (The man grinding valves looks
up, his eyes are shiny with amusement. )

FLOYD. Hrare ya? I seem you just met the Mayor.

TOM. What the hell’s the matter with ‘tm? (Floyd chuckles.)
FLOYD. He’s jus’ nuts like you an’ me. Maybe he’s 2 Ltde
nutser’n ‘me, I don’ know. )

PA. I jus’ ast him if we could camp here. (Floyd wipes his greasy
hands on kis trousers.)

FLOYD. Sure. Why not® You folks jus’ come acrost?

TOM. Yeah. Jus’ got in this mornin’.

FLOYD. Never been in Hooverville before?

TOM. Where’s Hooverville?

FLOYD. This here’s her. (The Joad family begins lo set up comp.
Al crouches at his tool box. Ma and Uncle John set up the cooking
tripod and pot of polates. Pa lays out @ matéress. Rose of Sharom,
Ruthie and Winfield huddle. Pa wanders eway.)

TOM. What the hell was the matter'th that ol’ fella? (Tom
moves over to Floyd.)

FLOYD. The Mayor? Chris’ knows. I guess maybe he’s bull-
simple.

TOM. What’s bulksimple? (Floyd goes back to his work.) )
FLOYD. I guess cops push ‘im aroun’ so much he’s still spm-
ning.

TO%&. Why would they push a fella like that aroun’? Floyd
stops and looks at Tom.) ]
FLOYD. Cbris' knows. You jus’ camps in one place 2 litde
while, an’ you see how quick a deputy sheriff shoves you along.
TOM. But what the hell for?

MOYD 1 don’t know. Some says they don’ want us to vote;

keep us movin’ so we can’t voie. An’ some says so we can’t
get on relief. An’ some says if we set in onme place we’d get
organized. I don’ know why. I on’y know we got rode 2ll the
time. You wait, you'll see.

TOM. We ain’t no bums. We're lookin® for work. We'll take
any kind 2 work. (Floyd looks at Tom in emazement. Unde John
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drifis off’)

FLOYD. Lookin’ for work? So you're lookin® for work. What
va think ever’body else is lookin’ for? Di’'monds® What you
think I wore my ass down to a nub lookin’ for?

TOM. Ain’t they no work?

FLOYD. I don’ know. Mus’ be. Ain’t no crop right here now.
Grapes to pick later, an’ cotton to pick later. We're a-movin’
on, soorn’s I get these here valves groun’. Me an’ my wife an’
my kid. We heard they was work up north. We’re shovin’
north, up aroun’ Salinas. (Ma cufs potatoes ef the fore)

TOM. Back bome some fellas come through with han’bills —
orange ones. Says they need lots 2 people out here to work
the crops. (Floyd laughs.) .

FLOYD. They say they's three hunderd thousan’ us folks here,
an’ ] bet ever’ dam’ fam’ly seen them han’bills.

TOM. But they is work. Christ Almighty, with all this stuff a-
growin’; orchards, grapes, vegetables — I seen it. They got to
have men. I seen all that stuff.

FLOYD. Pl tell ya. They’s a big somofa-bitch of a peach or-
chard I worked in. Takes nine men all the year roum’. Takes
three thousan’ men for two weeks when them peaches is ripe.
Cot to have ‘em or them peaches’ll rot. So what do they do?
They send out han’bills all over hell. They need three thou-
san’, an’ they get six thousan’. They get them men for what
they wanta pay. If ya don’ wanta take what they pay, goddamn
it, they’s a thousan’ men waitin’ for your job. (A group of dhil-
dren gethers near Ma.)

TOM. Them peaches got to be picked right now, don’t they?
Jus® when they're ripe?

FLOYD. ‘Course they do. (The children weich Ma’s hands.)
TOM. Well, s’pose them people got together an’ says, “Let
‘em. rot” Wouldn® be long ‘fore the price went up, by Godl
Floyd looks up.)

FLOYD. Well, you figgered out somepin’, didn’ yow. Come
right outa your own head.

TOM. I'm tar’d. Drove all night. I don’ wanta start no argu-
ment. An’ I'm so goddamn tar’d I'd argue easy. Don’ be smart
with me. I'm askin® you. (A hermonica murmurs in the dark. Floyd
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and Tom stoop close togzther. Casy wanders through the comp.)
FLOYD. I didn’ mean it You ain’t been here, Folks figgered
that out. An’ the folks with the peach orchard figgered her out
too. Look, if the folks get together, they’s a leader — got to
be — fella that does the talkin’. Well, first time this fella opens
his mouth they grab ‘im an’ stick m in jail. An’ if they’s
another leader pops up, why they stick $m in jail.

TOM. Well, a fellz eats in Jjail anyways.

FLOYD. His kids don’t Howd you like to be in an’ your kids
starvin’ to death? (Tom takes off his cap and tuists it in his hands, .
Casy is stretched out some distance awey. He has removed one shoe
and is contemplating his big toe.)

TOM. Yezh. Yeah. So we take what we can get, huh, or we
starve; an’ if we yelp we starve. I am’t gonna take it. (He looks
over ol his mother scraping potatoes. The circle of children has drawn
closer.}) Goddamn it, I an’ my folks 2in’t no sheep. I'll kick the
hell outa somebody.

FLOYD. Like a cop?

TOM. Like anybody.

FLOYD. You’re nuts. They’ll pick you right off. You got no
name, no property. They'll find you in 2 ditch, with the blood
dried on your mouth an’ your nose. Be one little line in the
paper — know what i¢'ll say? “Vagrant foun’ dead.” An’ that's
all. You'll see 2 lot of them little lines, “Vagrant foun’ dead.”
TOM. Theyll be somebody else foun’ dead right ‘longside of
this here vagrant

FLOYD. You’re nuts. Won’t be no good in that (Floyd goes
back to his seat and continues working on the valves. Tom stands.
Rose of Sheror runs off. Connie follows her.)

TOM. (Under his breath.) Bullsimple. (He epproaches Casy and
stends above and behind him.) Think she’s gonna work? (He sis
down.)

CASY. What?

TOM. Them toes of yourn.

CASY. Oh! Jus’ settin’ here a-thinkin’.

TOM. You always get good an’ comftable for it. (Casy waggles
his big toe.)

CASY. Hard enough for a fella to think ‘thout kinkin® hisself
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up to do it

'I_'ON?I. Ain’t heard a Peep outz you for days. Thinkin® all the
tme

CASY. Yeah, thinkin’ all the time. (Tom tahes off his cap, tumns
out the sweathand and remoyes g long strip of folded newspaper. Casy

your thinkin’ an’ listen a minute?

CASY. Listen all the time. That’s why I been thinkin’, Listen
to people a-talkin’, ap’ Pty soon I hear the way folks are
feelin’. Goin’ on all the time. I hear ‘em ap’ feel ‘em; an’
$e‘y’re. beating ﬂ:iexr wings like a bird in a atic, Gonna bust

€Ir wings on a windz oyin® ta get ou :

et wz-degej‘g') sty oyin® @& g t (Tom regards him
TOM. That was about what I was gonna tell ya. An’ you seen
awready. (Casy bows his head ang runs his hand through his hair.)
CASY. 1 seen, They’s a army of us without no harness. All
along I seen it. Ever’ Place we stopped I seen it Folks hun-

wher'x they’d get so hungry they couldn’ stan’ it no more, why,
they d ast me to pray for ‘em, an’ sometimes I done it T use

work no more.

TOM. Prayer never brought in no side-meat. Takes 2 shoat

to bring in pork.
CASY. Yeah. An’ Almighty God never raised no wages. These
here folks want to Live decent and bring up their kids decent.

aroun’ an’ get tired. Christ! What'm I talkin’ about?

TOM. I dunno. Sounds kinda mice. When y2 think you can
get t2 work an’ quit thinkin® a spell? We got to get work.
Money’s *bout gome. Pa give five dollars to get a painted piece
of board stuck up over Granma. We ain’t got much lef.




CASY. I ain’t doin’ mobody no good. Me or mobody else. I
was thinkin’ I’d go off alone by myself. I'm a-eatin’ your focd
an’ a-tzkin’ up room. An’ I ain't give you nothin’. Maybe I
could get 2 steady job an’ maybe pay back some a the stuff
you’ve give me. (Tom stares out over the camp.)
TOM. Wisht I had a sack 2 Durham. I ain’t had a smoke in
2 hell of a2 time. Use’ta get tobacco in McAlester. Almost wish
T was back. Ever been in a jail house?

CASY. No. Never been. Why?

TOM. When you're in jail — you get to kinda — sensin’ stuff.
Guys ain’t let to talk a hell of 2 lot together — two maybe,
but not 2 crowd. An’ so you get kinda sensy. If somepin’s
gonna bust — you know before it happens. An’ if they’s gonna
be a break or a riot, nobody don’t have to tell y2. You’re sensy
about it. You know.

CASY. Yeah?

TOM. Don’t go away right yet. Not right yet. (Casy waves his
toes up and down and studies them gravely. Tom seitles back on his
elbow and closes his eyes. Rose of Sharon runs on followed by Con-
nie. Connie grabs her and spins her around.)

CONNIE.' If I’d of knowed it would be like this I wouldn” of
came. I’d 2 studied mights ‘bout tractors back home am’ got
me a three-dollar job. Fella can live awful nice on three dol-
lars a day, an’ go to the pitcher show ever'night, too.

ROSE OF SHARON. You’re gonna study nights ‘bout radios.
An’t you?

CONNIE. Yezh, sure. Soon’s I get on my feet. Get a little
money.

ROSE OF SHARON. You ain’t givin’ it upl

CONNIE. No — no — ‘course not But — I didn’ know they
was places like this we got to live in. (Her gyes harden.)

ROSE OF SHARON. You got to.

CONNIE. Sure. Sure, I know. Got to get on my feet Get a
little money. Would 2 been better to stay home an’ study ‘bout
tractors. Three dollars a day they get, an’ pick up cxtra money,

too. But I'm gonna study. Soon’s I get on my feet.

ROSE OF SHARON. We got to have 2 house ‘fore the baby
comes. We ain’t gonna have this baby in no tent.

54

-

e e e g ey e e o e gt s e
f

CONNIE. Sure. Soon’s I get on my feet. (Rose of Sharon rums

eway end Connie follows. Pamovasdawntothe‘}badc{mp.AZmlls

over to wafch Floyd at his velvegrinding job. Mz stends up at the

Jore, a‘ndgwesthemuﬁngdzildmmd}&ngtoea!. They run back

to their own comps ravenously eating the tiny morsels.)

AL. Looks like you're ‘bout through.

FLOYD. Two more.

AL. Any girls in this here camp?

FLOYD. I got a wife. I got no time for girls.

AL. I always got time for girls. I got no time for nothin’ else.

FLOYD. You get 2 little hungry an’ you'll change. (Al leughs.

Uncle _]'oalznkd, m;v;: lo the Joad camp. A man dressed in khaki frou-

sers, a j a flannel shirt appears. He moves through

zf‘smlg;h out hendbills.) e comp
ybe. But I 2in’t never changed that notion yvet.

iLLOYgéaieﬂ;I I ;a]kl;d to while agog, ke’s with you, );jm’t he?

rother Tom. i i
e o | y Better not fool with him. He
FLOYD. Did? What for?

AL. Fight Fellz got a knife in Tom. Tom busted “im with a
shovel.

FLOYD. Did, huh? What'd the law do?

AL. Let ‘im off *cause it was a Hght.

FLOYD. He don’t look like a quarreler.

AL. Ob, he ain’t. But Tom don’t take mothin® from nobody.
Tom, he’s quiet. But — look out!

FLOYD: Well — I talked to ‘im. He didn’ soun’ mean.

3 Like me to he’p you get them valves set an’ the head
FLOYD. Well, I’d admire to git a hand. My name’s Floyd
Enowles.

AL. T'm Al Joad.

FLOYD. Proud to meet ya.

AL. Jesus! They ain’t nothin® I i i
FLOYD. Howe‘}l;out girls? tee Tl the guts of 2 engine.
AL. Yeah, girls tool (He wipes his hands on his frousers. Floyé
moves over to meet the contracior. Other men emerge end gather. Tom
and Casy move up to join the Joad family.)
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CONTRACTOR. You men want to work?
MAN IN CROWD. Sure we wanta work. (Floyd sleps out ahead
of the others.)
FLOYD. (Quicthy.) I'll go mister. You're a contractor, an’ you
got a license. You jus’ show your licemse, an’ then you gives
us an order to go work, an’ where, an’ when, an’ how much
we’ll get, an’ you sign that, an’ we’ll all go. (The coniractor
turns.)
CONTRACTOR. You telling me how to run my own business?
FLOYD. °F we're workin® for you, it’s our business too.
CONTRACTOR. Well, you zin’t telling me what to do. Fruits
opening up. I need men.
FLOYD. But you ain’t sayin’ how many men, an’ you ain’t
sayin’ what you’d pay.
CONTRACTOR. Goddamn it, I dor’t know yet
FLOYD. If you don’ know, you got no right to hire men.
CONTRACTOR. I got a right to run my business my own way.
If you men want to sit here on your ass, OK. I'm getting men
for Tulare County. Going to need a lot of men. (Floyd tums
to the crowd of men.)
FLOYD. Twicet now I've fell for that Maybe he needs 2 thou-
san’ men. He’ll get five thousan’ there, an’ he'll pay fifteen
cents an hour. An’ you poor bastards’ll have to take it ‘cause
you'll be hungry. ‘F he wants to hire men, let him hire ‘em
an’ write it out an’ say what he’s gonna pay. Ast @ see his k-
cense. He ain’t allowed to contract without a license. (A4 man
appears, on his leather jacket is pinned the stor of the deputy sheriff.
A heavy pistol holster hangs on his belt. He moves through the crowd.)
CONTRACTOR. Ever see this guy before, Joe?
DEPUTY SHERIFF. Which one?
CONTRACTOR. (Indicating Floyd.) This fella.
DEPUTY SHERIFF. What'd he do?
CONTRACTOR. He’s talking red, agitating trouble.
DEPUTY SHERIFF. Hm-m-m. (He moves slowly around Floyd.)
FLOYD. You see? If this guy’s on the level, would he bring
a cop along?
CONTRACTOR. Ever see ‘im before?
DEPUTY SHERIFF. Hmmm, seems like I have. Las’ week
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when that_used-tzr lot was busted into. Seems like I seen this
fella hangin’ aroun’. Yepl I'd swear it’s the same fella. You
come) on. (He unhooks the strap that covers the Bust of Ms euio-
matic.

TOM. You got nothin’ on him. (The deputy swings erownd, end
moves slowly o Tom.)

DEPUTY SHERIFF. ‘F you’d like to go in too, you Jjus’ open
{our Trap once more. They was two fellas hangin’ around that
ot

CONTRACTOR. You fellas don’t went ta Listen to these god-
damn reds. Trouble-makers — they’ll get you in trouble. Now
I can use all of you in Tulare County. (The men er silent. The
deputy smiles.)

DEPUTY SHERIFF. Might be a good idear to go. Board of
Health says we got to clean out this camp. An’ if it gets
a:.round that you got reds out here — why, somebody might
git hu:rt. Be a2 good idear if all you fellas moved on to Tulare.
They isn’t a thing to do aroun’ here. That’s jus’ 2 friendly way
a telling you. Be 2 bunch a guys down here, maybe with pick
handl)es, if you ain’t gone. (Ma and Ruthie appear near the Jood
camp.

COI:TRA(;% OR. I told you I need men. If you don’t want to
work — well, that’s your business. d stands stiffly, his thu
hooked over his belt. The contractor movaz?away.) 7 i
DEPUTY SHERIFF. (Moving to.Floyd.) Now c’mon, Hayseed,
we’re goin for 2 ride. (Floyd’s wife tries to intercede, but Al holds
her back. Tﬁedeput_yreachesa!a@handup end takes hold of
R@iiiskﬂamﬂoydpmheslhe}wndaway. The deputy reaches
aguin and Floyd puskes the hand eway again and swings with one
movement. His fast splashes into the large face, end in the same mo-
tion he is awey. ﬁwdepu!yfallsinahmpmtheground.ﬁqd
bumps into Casy, who sends him off. The deputy stands, draws his
&un, and moves afler Floyd, who pushes through the crowd.)

AL. He’s got a gun! (Tom steps in and puts out his foor. The
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deputy falls heavily and olls, looking back of Tom. T?femwdsazam
and parts @b the sight of the depuly’s gun. Floyd trips and fells io
the ground. The deputy fires. A woman near Floyd screams and g-rc_zbs
her hand. Floyd stands and ducks out of sight. The deputy, kneeling
on the ground, raises his gun ogein end thcn,.mddenly, Jrom the
group of men, Casy steps #n. He kicks the depuly in the face end then
stands back as the heevy man crumples. Most of the crowd ﬂea‘ The
deputy is lying on his back, his mouth open. Tom picks up his eulo-
matic end pulls out the magezine. Casy hneels down end checks the
TOM.) Fella like that zin’t got no right to 2 gun. (A small
mwdgathasamndthcwaundadwmn.Mamoﬂato}m: Cesy
moves dose to Tom, takes the gun and places it next fo the depuly.)
CASY. You got to git out. You go down in the wﬂlas an’ wait
He didn’t see me kick “im, but he seen you stick out your
foot

TOM. I domn’ want ta go. ]

CASY. They’ll fngerprint you. You broke parole. They’ll send
you back.

TOM. Jesus! I forgot

CASY. Go quick. ‘Fore he comes to. (Tom Tuns cway. Al steps
over to the fallen deputy, then turns lo Calsy admiringly.)

Al. Jesus, you sure ed ‘im down!

CASY.! (To 7:rﬁ.Ol.) Get ;]:Eg Go om, get out — to the fambly. You
don’t know nothin’.

AL. Yeah? How ‘bout you?

CASY. (To the family.) Somebody got to take the bl_ame. I g_oi,:
po kids. They’ll jus’ put me in jail, an’ I ain’t doin’ nothin
but set aroun’.

AL. Ain’t no reason for —

CASY. Go on mow. You get outa this.

ristling.) I ain’t takin’ orders.

%(B It l;:;i)mess in this your whole fambly, all your folks,
gonna get in trouble. I don’ care about you. But your ma and
your pa, they’ll get in trouble. Maybe they’ll send Tom back
to McAlester.

AL. OR.1I think youre 2 damn foel, though.

CASY. Sure. Why not? (Al runs over lo the family as Casy kreels

58

R N T O T i S TN T IR RIS

—.m-,—#ﬁ.ﬂ i LR R

FH T

e F s T m TRRIIR

beside the deputy. The deputy groons. Two armed men Tun on. Casy
stands up.)

OFFICER. What the hell’s goin’ on here? (He goes o the dep-
uly who is lrying o s¥ up. The second officer picks up the deputy’s
gun. Connie eppears.)

CASY. I knocked out your man there.

OFFICER. Now what happened here?

CASY. Well, he got tough an’ I hit ‘im, and he started
shootin’ — hit 2 woman over there. So I hit ‘im again. (The
depuly stends up slowly.)

OFFICER. Well, what'd you do in the first place?

CASY. T talked back

OFFICER. Awright, youre going with me.

CASY. Sure. They’s 2 woman over there like to bleed to death
from his bad shootin’.

COFFICER. We’ll sece about that Iater. Joe, is this the fella that
hit you? (The deputy stares sichly at Casy.)

DEPUTY SHERIFF. Don’t look like him.

CASY. It was me 2ll right You got smart with the wrong fella.
DEPUTY SHERIFF. You don't look like the right fella to me.
By God, I'm gonna be sickl (The deputy stumbles away. Connie
Tuns off es the officer approaches.)

CASY. T'll go ‘thout no trouble. You better see how bad that
woman’s hurt. (The first officer puts handeuffs on Casy end then
leeds him awey. Urcie fohn and Ps welch. Al rens off)

PA. Now what the hell made the preacher do that?

UNCLE JOHIN. He knowed about sin. I ast him 2bout sin,
an’ he tol’ me; but I don’t know if he’s right He says a fella’s
sinmed if he thinks he’s sinned. I been secret all my days. I
done things I never tol’ about.

MA. (Tumning from the firz) Don’ go tellm’, Jobn, Tell ‘em
to God. Don’ go burdenin’ other people with your sims. That
ain’t decent

UNCLE jJOHN. They're a-eatin’ on me.

MA. Well, don’ tell ‘em. Go down the river 2m’ stick your
head under an’ whisper ‘em in the stream.

UNCLE JOHN. I got to tell.
PA. Well, then goddamn il Who'd ya Kl (Undle John digs with
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his thumb inio the watch pocket of his blue jeans and scoops out @
Jolded dirty bill)
UNCLE JOHN. Fi’ dollars.
PA. Steal her? ' A
UNCLE JOHN. No, I had her. Kept her out (Rose of Sharon
eppears, seerching for Connie.)
PA. She was yourn, wasn't she?
UNCLE JOHN. Yeah, but I didn’t have no right to keep her
out. (Rose of Sharon wanders awey.)
MA. I don’t see muck sin in that. It’s yourn.
UNCLE JOHN. It 2in’t only the keepin’ her out I kep’ her
out to get drunk. I knowed they was gonna come a time when
I got to get drunk, when I’d get to hurtin’ inside so I got to
get drunk. Figgered time wasn’t yet, an’ then — the preacher
went and give ‘imself up to save Tom.
MA. I don’ see why him savin’ Tom got to get you drumk.
UNCLE JOHN. Can’t say her. Look! You got the money.
Gimme two dollars. (Pz reaches in his pochet and brings. out e
leather pouch.)
PA. You ain’t gonna need no seven dollars to get drumk. You
don’t need to drink champagny water.
UNCLE JOHN. (Holding out his bill) Take this here an’
gimme two dollars. I can get gooed an’ drunk for two dollars.
I don” want no sin of waste on me. I'll spend whatever I got
Always do. (Pe takes the dirty Bll end gives Undle jJohn two sikver
dollazs.) ’
PA. There ya are. A fella got to do what he got to do. No-
body don’ know enocugh to tell ‘im.
UNCLE JOHN. You ain’t gonnz be mad? You know I got
to?
PA. Christ, ves. You know what you got to do. (TUnck john
walks forlornly eway. Rose of Sharon appeass.)
ROSE OF SHARON. Where’s Comnie? I ain’t seen Connie
for 2 long time. Where’d he go?
MA. I 2in’t seen him. If [ see “im, I'll tell “im you want Gm.
ROSE OF SHARON. I ain’t feelin’® good. Connie shouldn’ of
left me. (Ma looks at the girl’s swollen face.)
MA. You been a-cxyin’. You git aholt on yaself. They’s a lot
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of us here. Come here now an’ peel som §
: atoes.
feelin’ sorry for yaself. ¥ ° pomtoss fou're
ROSE OF SHARON. He shouldn’ of went away.
M_A. You got to work. I ain’t had time to take you in han’. [
will now. You take this here knife an’ get to them potatoes.
(Rose of Sharon ighes the knife from Ma and sits at the fere)
ROSE OF SI:IARON. Wait'll T see ‘tm. I'l tell %m.
MA. ’He’mxght_smad: you. You got it comin’ with whinin’
Z.Ioun‘-an candym}: Z;aself. If be smacks some sense in you I'Rl
ess ‘m. (Rose of Sharon’s ges blaze. Ma end Pz move
Tom and Al run on.) ? °e : =
TOM. Ca,sy shouldn’ of did it I might of knew, though. He
was talkin® how he ain’t done mothin’ for ws. He’s a funny
fella, Al All the time thinkin’.
AL. Comes from bein’ 2 preacher.
s P er. They get all messed up
TOM. Where ya s’pose Comnie was a-zoin™?
?IaMGoin’ to take a crap, I guess. €
. Well, h in’
ot o M}e was goin” a hell of a long way. (Floyd runs on
FLOYD. You gettin® ouf?
TOM. 1 don’t know. Think we better? Floyd lau
_FLOYD. ’Yc:u heard what that bull said. "Ihey’llg:suin ya out
i y2 t}on t °F you think that guy’s gonna take 2 beatin’ ‘thout
E:“'ni; :ba‘:k’b you’re nuts. The poolroom boys'll be down here
to . . . .
ca:lg) mnusout.a%ydandhsmfebegmbrzakmgupt}mr
TOM. Guess we better git, then. Where vou i
agoin’?
FLOYD. Why, up north, I guess. TR EE
TOM. So long, Floyd.
iLLOYg; So long. Prob’ly see you. Hope so.
od-by. (Floyd and his wife hury cway, pushine their
ham out of sight. Ma appears.) ke » pusting e
MA. It’s Tom! Thank Ged.
TOM. We got to get cuta here. (Pa approaches
MA. What's the matter now? 7 ?
TOM. Well, Floyd says they'll i
8 ey’ll burn the camp tonight.
PA. What the hell for? We ain’t done nothli)n’.omg
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TOM. Nothin’ ‘cept beat up 2 cop.
PA. Well, we never done it
TOM. From what that cop said, they wanta push along.
ROSE OF SHARON. (7o AL) You seen Connie?
AL. Yeah. Way to hell an’ gone up the river. He’s goin’ south.
ROSE OF SHARON. Was — was be goin® away?
AL I don’ know. (Mz turns to Rosc of Shavon.)
MA. Rosasharn, you been talkin’ an’ actin’ funny. What'd
Connie say to you?
ROSE OF SHARON. Said it would a been a good thing if he
stayed home an’ studied up tractors. (Rose of Sharon's gyes glis-
ten in the firelight)
PA. Connie wasn’t mo good. I seen that a long time. Didn’
have no guts, jus’ too big for his overhalls.
Al Wouldn’ do no good to caich ‘im, I guess.
PA. No. If he ain’t no good, we don’t want him.
MA. Sh. Don’ say that.
PA. Well, he ain’t no good. All the time a-sayin’ what he’s a-
gonna do. Never doin’ mothin’. (Rosz of Sharon throws the knife
into the polato pot and 7unms off) 1 didn’t went fo say nothin’
while he’s here. But now he’s run out —
MA. Shi
PA. Why, for Christ’s sake? Why do I got to “h™ He run
out, didn’ he?
MA. Rosasharn’s gonna bave a little fella an’ that baby is half
Connie. It ain’t good for a baby to grow up with folks a-saym’
his pa ain’t no good.
PA. Better'n lyin’ 2bout it
MA. No, it ain’t. Make out like he’s dead. You wouldn’ say
no bad things about Connie if he’s dead.
TOM. Hey, what is thiss We ain’t sure Connie’s gone for
good. We got no me for talkin’. We got to get on our way.
MA. On our way? We jus’ come here.
TOM. They gonna burn the camp tonight, Ma. Now you
know I ain’t got it in me to stan’ by an’ see our stuff burn
up, nor Pa ain’t got it in him, nor Unde John. We’d come
up a-fightin’, and I jus’ can’t afford to be took in an’ mugged.
I nearly got it today, if the preacher hadn’ jumped .
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MA. Come on! We got to be quick. '
TOM. Al go get the truck. (Al runs off. Me, Pz, Ruthic and
Wenfield start to pack up the camp.)

PA. How ‘bout john?

TOM. Where's Uncle John?

PA. He went to get drunk.

TOM. Jesusi Look, you all get the stuff loaded. I'fl go look
for Uncle John. (He walks gquickly awey. Ma, Pa, Ruthiz end
W’Euﬁf!dgafherup the cooking stuff and the mativess. The jiddle fills
the n.zgkt with soft melody. Unde John appears nursing his bottle and
dancing.}

UNCLE JOHN. Yes sir, she was 2 girl with pretty feet, and
she danced one time... (The trudk, with Al ot the wheel, moves on
and stops. Tom runs on and approeches Unde John.)

E'J;JIM Come on, Uncle John...

CLE JOHN. Tom, ocught to find a girl to talk

TOM. Sure, John.. s &= >
UNCLE JOHN. Might lay with her, too.

TOM. Come on now, Undle John.

UNCLE JOHN. Like to stay drunk all the time. (The jozds
have loaded the truck. Ruthic and Winfield climb on.) (ned
AL. He sure got a quick start.

TOM. He’s like you, Al, been out lookin” for girks. Poor fella.
(Pe appears and helps Unde John into the back of the trudk.)

PA. Awready.

TOM. Where’s Rosasharn?

MA. Over there. (Rose of Sharon appears with @ carpetha

on, Rosasharn. We're a-goin’. g) Come
ROSE OF SHARON. I ain’t agoin’. (She kneels with

TOM. You got to go. -® : i e bog)
ROSE OF SHARON. I want Connie. I ain’ in’ ¢
e S je. I ain’t agoin’ tll he
TOM. Conmie’ll ind us. (Mo approaches.)
MA. Come on, Rosasharn. Come on, honey.
lli}iSE OF SHARON. I wanwa wait

We can’t wait, (Me Zons down, ickes Ros Sheron

arm, end Relps her to her feet.) = e
TOM. He’ll find us. Don’ you worry, He'll find us.
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ROSE OF SHARON. Maybe he went to get them books to
stedy up. Maybe he was a-gonna surprise us.
MA. Maybe that’s jus’ what he done. (Ma lezds her to the truck
and helps her up on the load. Tom move to Pa. The Mayor of
Hooverville wanders on and approaches the men.)
MAYOR. You gonna leave any stuff a fella could use?
PA. Can’t think of nothin’. We ain’t got nothin’ to leave.
TOM. Ain’t ya gettin’ out? )
MAYOR. No.
TOM. But they'll bum ya ont
MAYOR. I know. They done it before.
TOM. Well, why the hell don’t ya get out?
MAYOR. T don’t know. Takes so long to git smff together. (He
wenders vaguely away.)
PA. What’s a matter with him?
TOM. Cop-bappy. Fella was sayin’ — he’s bull-simple. Been
beat over the head too much. Come on, Pa. Let’s go. Look
here, Pa. You an’ me an’ Al ride in the seat Ma can get on
the load. No, Ma, you ride in the middle. (He moves to the truck
andpidsupamnkeyumchﬁmtfztoolbox.)!ﬂ,yougetup
behind. Take this here. (He hands Al the wrench.) Jus’ in case.
If anybody tries to climb up — let “m have it. (Al cimbs in
the back of the truck)
PA. T ain’t got nothin’ in my han’.
TOM. (Exploding.) Well reach over an’ get the Jjack handlef
(Pa moves slowly around the tnick, shaking his head. Tom watches,
end then moves away. Ma follows.) There comes a time when a
man gets mad.
MA. Tom — you tol' me — you promised me you wasn’t fike
that. You promised.
TOM. I koow, Ma. 'm a-tryin’. But them deputies ~— Ma, if
it was the law they was workin’ with, why, we could take it But
it gin? the law. They're a-workin’ away at our spirits. They’re
atryin’ to make us cringe an’ crawl like a whipped bitch. They
tryin’ to break us. Why, Jesus Christ, Ma, they comes 2 time
when the on’y way a fella can keep his decency is by t=kin’ a
sock at a cop. They’re workin’ on our decency.
MA. You promised, Tom. .
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you?
MA. TI'm a-prayin’. You got to keep «l
breakin’ up. Yo}:]xngot to fcep cle::p = Tom. The fambly’s
TOM. I'l oy, Ma. But when one a them fat asses gets to
work'm’ me over, I got a big job tryin’. If it was the law, it’s
be different. But burnin’ the camp ain’t the law, ’
M}A. Easy. Y.’ou got to have patience. Why, Tom — us people
wﬂ'l go on livin’ when all them people is gone. Why, Tom,
we're the people that live, They ain’t gonna wipe us out. Why,
we're the people — we go on. s
;\IE,MBWG take a beatin’ all the time.

ut, Tom, we kee in’ !
pyand ﬁ;:;,s coming- acomin’. Don’ you fret none, Tom.
TOM. How do you know?
MA. T don’t know.

lar a week, but you can work it out, i

I < carrymng garbage, kee
ing the camp clean — stuff like that. It’s a nice place. Foﬂi':
that had it just moved out.

TOM. We'll work it out.

WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR.  You’ll see the comrnittee
Monday mornin’.

WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR. No cops. We got our own
cops. Folks here elects a committee that makes the laws. What
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th goes. .
T(;YM.QYYou mean to say the fellas that runs the camp Is Jus

fellas — campin’ here? ]
WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR. Sure, and it works.
TOM. You mean they ain’t mo cops?
WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR. No, sir. Neo cop can come
in here without 2 warrant. ) )
?OM. Cod Almighty, I can’t hardly believe id _Last night them
deputies, they burned the camp over by the m:er. )
WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR. They d?n t get in pere.
Some nights, the boys patrol the fences, 'spec:a]ly. d’ance nights.
TOM. Dance pights? Well, Christ’s sake! Why ain’t they more
like this?
%PA’;‘CH CAMP DIRECTOR. You'll have to find that out
for yourself. (Al appears #n the distance.)
AL. Gonna stay here?
TOM. Yeah. Y’};ll unload the track I got to go to the office.
WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR. Come along, M. Joad. (Al
runs off. Rosc of Sharon appears. She wanders through the-grmz emply
spaaundertbcagnmrzssmgherimgzbe&_y'ﬁz Camp Direcor welks
briskly eway. Tom jollows. Ma and the dn!d-rm file on and meet &
gvuupofwamm.Rasequhammdowlymwthcforegmmzd- Ti:e
women distribute blamhets, soap and toilel paper o Ma and the chil-
drem, thenkadthemgmﬂyaway.EEmbthandymagz-soutoft}w
shadows carrying an apple box full of loundsy. She mofces Rose of
Sharon caressing herself-) o
ELIZABE'I'H?ANDRY. Sol What do you think it’s gorma be?
ROSE OF SHARON. I don’ know. ]
ELIZABETH SANDRY. Got 2 live tumor. Which’d you ruther?
ROSE OF SHARON. I dunno — boy, I guess. Sure — boy.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. You jus’ come i, didn’ ya?
ROSE OF SHARON. Ub-huh.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. Gonna stay?
ROSE OF SHARON. I dopn’ know. F we can get work, guess
we will.
ELIZABETH SANDRY.
2l say.
ROSE OF SHARON.

‘F you can git work. That’s what we

My brother says he might a get 2 job
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right away!
ELIZABETH SANDRY. That’s what be says, huh? Maybe he
will. Maybe you’re lucky. Look out for luck. You cain’t trust
Iuck. You cain’t have but one kind of lnck Cain’t have more.
You be a good girl. (Fiereely.) You be good. If you got sin on
you — you better watch out for that there baby. They’s scan-
dalous things goes on in this here camp... (A fiddle begins to
tune up for e square dance. Musicians appear and set up their in-
struments end @ microphone. People gather in the shadows eround
them.)
ROSE OF SHARON. Is?
ELIZABETH SANDRY. You let me warn you mow. They ain’t
but a few deep down Jesuslovers lef’. Every Sat’dy might when
that there strang ban’ starts up an’ should be 2’playin hym-
nody, they’re a-reelin® — yes, sir, a-reelin’! An’ don’ you think
them sinners is puttin’ nothin’ over on God, neither. No, sir,
He’s a<chalkin® ‘em up sin by sin. God’s aswatchin’, an’ I'm a-
watchin’! He’s awready smoked one of ‘em out (Me agppears in
the distance with an old dgar box.)
ROSE OF SHARON. Has?
ELIZABETH SANDRY. I seen it A girl a-carryin’ 2 linle one,
jes’ like you. An’ she hug-danced. An’ she thinned out and she
skinnied out, an’ — she dropped that baby, dead.
ROSE OF SHARON. Oh, my.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. You take heed a that pore chile in
your belly an’ keep outa sin. (Rose of Sharon moves cwey a Bitle.)
ROSE OF SHARON. (7o herself.) 1 done it I hug-danced. I
done it in Sallisaw. Me an’ Connie.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. I warned you. (Mg steps betwieen them.)
MA. Howdy. (Rose of Sharon swings around.)
ROSE OF SHARON. Ma, this lady says...
ELIZABETH SANDRY. (To Ma.) Howdy. I'm Mis® Sandry.
‘Lisbeth Sandry.
MA. Howdy do.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. Are you happy in the Lord?
MA. Pretly happy.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. Are you saved?
MA. I been saved.
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ELIZABETH SANDRY. Well, I'm glad. The sinners is awful
strong aroun’ here. You come to a awful place. They’s wicket
oess all around about. Wicket people, wicket goin’son that
lamb’-blood Christians jes® cain’t bardly stan’. Wicket peoplel
MA. Seems to me they’s nice people here.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. They’s sinners all around us! (Me moves
slowly to the woman and then explodes.)
MA. Gid Git out now, ‘fore I git to be a sinmer a-tellin’ you
where to go.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. I thought you was Christians.
MA. Sc we are.
ELIZABETH SANDRY. No, you ain’t Youw’re hell-burnin sin-
ners, all of youl I can see your soul a-burpin’.
MA. Git! Don’ you never come back. I seen your kind before.
You'd take the little pleasure, wouldn’ you?
ELIZABETH SANDRY. I can see that innocent child in that
there girl’s belly aburnin’l (A desparate o1y escapes from Rose of
Sharon. Me advances on the woman, who backs away end runs off.
The Camp Director signals the band, and they start to plzy. Couples
move into their positions and begin to square dance.)
MAN WITH GUITAR. (Spoken in thythm.) Fiddle is rare, hard
to learn! (Singing.)
Fiddle is rare, hard to learn.
No frets, no teacher.
She ain’t much of a fiddle. Paid two dollars.
Heard of fiddles four hundred years old.
They get mellow like whiskey. .
Says they cost fifty-sixty thousan’ dollars.
I don’t know. Soun’s like a le.
Harsh old bastard ain’t she?
Wanta dance?
(The Weedpatch Cemp Director takes over the microphore. The danc-
ing becomes wild and ecstatic. Al and o young girl swirl emong the
others.)
WEEDPATCH CAMP DIRECTOR (Callng.) “Chicken Reel”
now, and the feet tap. Square closes up and the dancing starts,
feet on the bare groum’, beating duli, sirike with your heels.
Hands ‘round and swing. Hair falls down, and panting breaths.
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Lean to the side now. Look at that Oklahoma boy! Long legs
lo?se, taps four times for ever damn step. Never seen 2 boy
SWmg aroun’ like that. Look at him swing that Cherokee girl,

emerges. Couples begin Pugdancn’ > Al Pulls the girl away Jrom the
others. Ma holds up & pair of gold earrings.)
;IS.SELOOI‘:k- These is for you. '

SHARON. I ain’t pierced. Ma hands
theeaﬁngsandopem-theba:.)P ‘ e of Sheron
MA.  Well, I'm agonna pierce ya. (She threads o needle. )
ROSE.OF SHARON. Il hurt Jr'q hurt. (Al and the gini siz
some distance away. Al attempts lo kiss her.)

AL’S GIRL. Don’t You tickle.

AL. 1 2im to.

AL’S GIRL. We're gonna git married, ain’t wep

AL Sure, sometime,

AL’S GIRL. 1 thought you said purty soon!

AL. Well, soon is when soon comes,

AL’S GIRL. You promised. You said we was,

AL. Well, sure we are, (They Kiss.)

AL’S GIRL. You gettin® a job soon?

AL Youw'll see. I'll have 2 pocketful of jack. We'll go down

her ears tenderly and looks a the tin: e
ey spols of dlood onm her .
ROSE OF SHARON. It didn’ hurt. Jus’ stuck a Lie. d ‘

But you're safe now.
ROSE OF SHARON Does it mean somepin’?
MA. Why, ‘course it does. ‘Course it does, (Tom approaches Ma,
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tdzsherhamianéleadsherinthewaﬂz.Alandhisgid;omthe
dencing. Rosz of Sharon vemains, tauciinglzrwrlobxg_mtly.Alzan
mnmrgsﬁmamngthcdanmandstandswatckmg:Maand
Tom dance. Ma and Tom are in one pool of Lght, the Third Nerro-
tor in another. As the Third Narrator speaks Ma and Tom slowly
mowwayjbllawdbyRoseofShmnAlandi&sgirlsaygwdbye
and also move away.) .
THIRD NARRATOR. The moving, questng pe?ple were
migrants now. Those families which bad lived on 2 Jittle piece
of land, who had Lived and died on forty acres, had n.ow the
whole West to rove. And they scampered about, looking _for
work; and the highways were streams of people, and the d.\tch
banks were lines of people. Behind them more were coming.
(Paappmachesthenamtarandstepsintothcarcktf{zgﬁl.)
PA. (To the man) We're a-gettin’ out in the mornmg.
THIRD NARRATOR. Yeah? Which way you goin’? )
PA. Thought we’d go up morth 2 Litle. Fella came b,ry las
night says there might be work pickin’ Eeachcs. We ain’t had
work. We’re outa food. Folks been so mice hel:e, and we had
a bath ever’ day. Never been so clean in my life. We hate to
go, but there just ain’t no work. (They shake hands. Pa moves
eway. The sign disappears. The guitar plays. The dancers form & Ene
silhouetted against the sky. The Joads are gone.)
THIRD NARRATOR. The Joads moved north, and the or-
chards Bned the way and made an aisle. At the H?oper Ranch
there were lines of men standing in the ditc.'): beside the road.
(sziﬂmfmislominﬁu_ntqftheﬁmsdlmﬁe.)
MAN WITH GUITAR. (Singing)
In the eyes of the people
is a growing wrath.
(The l:;:ideangw suddmlgj and the crowd becomfs _am'm:zt.ai, yellf'ng
and taunting s mer with 7ifles lead the Joads info position behind
tixironfmAmujthamtzbookappeafsmﬁvntofihgfm
Hejk}safaupagzsandpmdmapmdL Oneoft.hemmedgua:dé
shoots kis ifle in the air. Thecmwdissudfimlyszknt. The sou
of crickets fills the night dir as the crowd begins slowly to disperse)
BOOEKEEPER. Want to work? ]
TOM. Sure, what is this? All this commotion.
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BOOKKEEPER. That’s not your affair. Want to work?
TOM. Sure we do.
BOOKKEEPER. Name?
TOM. Joad.
BOOERKEEPER. How mapy men?
TOM. Four.
BOOKKEEPER. Women?
TOM. Two.
BOOKKEEPER. Kids?
TOM. Two. :
BOOEKEEPER. Can all of you work?
TOM. Why — I guess so.
BOOKKEEPER. OK. Find house sixty-three. Wages five cents
a box. No bruised fruit. All right, move along now. Go to work
first thing in the momming. (The #ron fence is pulled up. The book-
keeper and the guard move off. Ma leads Rosz of Sharon and the
children. away. Tom, Pe, Unde John and Al move forward.)
" TOM. Pa, I'm agonna walk out an’ see what all that fuss is
outside the gate. Wanta come?

PA. No. ] like to have a little while to jus’ work an’ not think
about nothin’. :

TOM. How ‘bout you, AP

Al. Guess I'd Icok aroun’ in here, frst.

TOM. Well, I know Uncle John won’t come. Guess I'll zo her
alone. Got me all curious.

PA. T’d get a hell of a lot curiouser “fore I'll do anything
about it ~ with all them cops out there. .

TOM. Maybe they ain’t there now.

PA.. Well, I ain’t gonna find out. An’ you better not tell Ma
where you're a-goin’. She’ll jus’ squirt her head off worryin’.
(Pa and Unde John move off.)

TOM. (Turning to AL) Ain’t you curious?

AL. Guess I'Il jes® look aroun’ this here camp.

TOM. Lookin’ for girls, huh?

Al. Mindin’ my own business,

TOM. TI'm still agoin’. (4! moves off I grows dark. Tom moves
cautiously. Dogs bark. Suddenly, out of the davk, a flashlight plays
on Tom’s face.)
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HOOPER RANCH GUARD. Hello — who is it? (The guard
moves e few steps closer.)
TOM. (Frozen.) Who are you? )
HOOPER RANCH GUARD. Where you think you’lze go.mg?
TOM. Well, I thought I’d take a walk, Any law against it? _
HOOPER RANCH GUARD. You better walk some other way.
TOM. Can’t] even get out of here?
HOOFER RANCH GUARD. Not tonight you can’t. Want to
walk back, or shall I whistle some help an’ take you? :
TOM. Hel, it 2in’t nothin’® to me. If it’s gonna cause a mess,
I don’t give a dam. Sure, I'll go back.
HOOPER RANCH GUARD. Ya see, it’s for your own good.
Them crazy pickets might get you
TOM. What pickets?
HOOPER RANCH GUARD. Them goddamn reds!
TOM. Oh. I dide’t know “bout them.
HOOPER RANCH GUARD. You seen ‘em when you come,
didn’ you?
TOM. Well, I seen a bunch a guys, but they was SO many cops
I didn’t know. Thought it was a accident. )
HOOPER RANCH GUARD. Well, you better git along back.
TOM. That’s OK with me, mister. {Tom smoves slowly in the hard
beam of the flashlight A song wells up out of the dark as Tom
TROUES., )
MAN WITH GUITAR. (Singing.)
In the souls of the people,
The grapes of wrath are filling,
And growing beavy, growing heavy
For the vintage... )
(Theﬂashlightma;g:ﬁ The sound of the crickets fills the night air.
Tommwkalongthegmundintkcdarlzandthma{mupona
group of mer huddled in the shadows. ?ﬁestancutdmlyzhmugix
the night sky. One men with a lantern is stending puard.)
TOM. Evenin’.
CAMP GUARD. Who are you?
TOM. I guess — I'm jus’ goin’ past.
CAMP GUARD. Know anybody here?
TOM. No. I tell you I was jus’ goin’ past. (Suddenly a camp-
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outline of @ tent, Oncqft]wgrw?sta%andlooksmat Tom. It
is Casy)

CASY. What's the matter?

TOM. Casy! Casyl For Chris’ szke, what you doin’ here?
CASY. Why, my God, it's Tom Joadl Tommy!

CAMP GUARD. EKnow him, do ya? (Casy rushes over 0 Tom.)

ist, yes. Knowed him for years. I come
west with him. Come on over bere, Tom. (Casy brings Tom near

man sits near the fire.)

FIRST MAN. Glad to meet ya. I heard what Casy said. This
the fella you was tellin” about? .

CASY. Sure, This is him. Well, for God’s sake! Where’s your
folks? What you doin’ herep

TOM. Well, we heard they was work thisa-way. An’ we come,
an’ 2 bunch a State COps Tun us into this here ranch. I seen

" a bunch a fellas yellin’. They wouldn’ tell me nothin’, so I

come out here to see what's goin’ on. How'n heli’d you get
here Casy? '(Casy and Tom sit down at the fire.)

CASY. Jailhouse is a kinda funny place. Here’s me, been a-
goin’ into the wilderness to try to find out somepin’. Almost
got her sometimes, too, But it's in the jail house I really got
her. Some a them fellas in the tank was drunks, but mostly
they was there ‘cause they stole stuff; an’ mostly it was stuff
they needed an’ couldn’ get no other way. Ya-see?

TOM. No.

CASY. Well, they was nice fellas, ya see. What made ‘em bad
was they need stuff An’ I begin to see, then. It’s need that
makes all the trouble. I ain’t got it worked out. Well, one day
they give us some beans that was sour. One fella started vellin®,
an’ nothin’ happened. He yelled bis head off. Trusty come
along an’ looked in an’ went on. Then another fella yelled.
Well, sir, then we all got yellin’, And we 2ll got on the sarne
tone, an’ I tell ya, it jus’ seemed like that tank bulged an’ give
an’ swelled up. By God! Then somepin” happened! They come

arunnin’, an’ they give us some other stuff to eat — give it
to us. Ya see?

73




TOM. No.

CASY. Maybe I can’t tell you Maybe you got to find out
Where’s your cap?

TOM. I come out without it

CASY. How’s your sister? :

TOM. Hell, she’s big as a2 cow. I bet she got twins. You ain’
tol’ me what's goin® on-

SECOND MAN. We struck. This here’s 2 strike.

TOM. Well, f’ cents a box ain’t much, but a fella can eat
SECOND MAN. W cents? F’ cents? They payin’ you &
cents?

TOM. Sure. {A heavy silence folls. Casystmzsmztin!othedaﬁ
wigh, Jis face bright in the fire Eght)

CASY. Look, Tom. We come to work there. They says it's
gonna be fi° cents. They was 2 hell of a lot of us. We got there
a0’ they says they’re payin' two an’ a half cents. A fella can’t

&tontha.t,an’ifhegotkids—sowesayswewon’ttakeit .

Sofhcydruvusoﬁ'.An’a]lthc cops in the worl’ come down
on us. Now they’re payin’ you five. When they bust this here
strike — ya think they’ll pay five?

TOM. I dunmo. Payin® five now.

CASY. Look We wried to camp together, an’® they druv us like
pigs. Scattered us. Beat the hell outa fellas. Druv us like pigs.
They run you in like pigs, too. We can’t las much longer.
Some people ain’t et for two days. You goin’ back tonight?
TOM. Aim to.

CASY. Well — tell the folks in there how it is, Tom. Tell ‘em
they're starvin’ us an’ stabbin’ theirself in the back. “‘Cause sure
as cowflops she’ drop to two an’ 2 half jus’ as soon as they
dear us out.

TOM. T tell ‘em. I don’ know bow. Never seen so many
guys with guns. Don’ know if they'll even let 2 fella talle
CASY. Try an’ tell ‘em, Tom. They'll get two an’ 2 half, jus’
the minute we're gone. You know what two an’ 2 half is —
that’s one ton of peaches picked an’ carried for a doilar.
SECOND MAN. You can’t do it Torm.

CASY. No — you can’t do it You can’t get your food for that.
Can’t eat for that (He drops his head.}
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TOM. T'll try to get to tell the folks.

CASY. Look, Tom. Try an’ get the folks in there to come on
'c;‘x:]ti E;;? can do it in 2 couple days. Them peaches is ripe.
TOM. They won’t

CASY. But jus’ the minute they ain’t strikebreakin’ they won’t
get mo five.

TOM. I don’t think they’ll swalia that

CASY. Well, tell ‘em anyways.

TOM. Pa wouldn’ do it. I know ‘im. He'd say it wasn’t none
of his business.

CASY. Yes. I guess that’s right Have to take a beatin’ fore
bell know.

TOM. Think Pa’s gonna give up his meat on account of other
fellas? An’ Rosasharn oughta get milk. Think Ma’s gonna
wantz starve that baby jus® ‘cause a bunch of fellas is yellin’
cutside a gate?

CASY. I wisht they could see it

TOM.. (Exploding.) Talkin’l Always talkin’l (The other men freze
and .kften. Ton-: calms himself)) Take my brother AL He’s out
loo’hn for-a girl. He don’ care ‘bout nothin’ else. Couple days
he’ll get him a girl Think about it all day an’ do it ail night
He don’t give 2 ¢amn.

GA§Y. Sure. Sure. He’s jus’ doin’ what he’s got to de. All of
us like that (The man standing geard appronches.)

CAMP GUARD. Goddamm it, I don’t like it. (The men put out
the fire and separate, siraining lo hear.)

CASY. What's the matter?

CAc:f’ GUARD. I dom’ know. I jus’ itch all over. Nervous as
a

CASY. Well, what’s the matter?

CAMP (}UARD. I dom’t know. Seems Iike I hear somepin’, an’
then I Listen an’ they ain’t nothin’ to hear.
SECOND MAN. You're jus’ jumpy. They’s a cloud a-sailin’
over. Bet she’s got thunder. That’s what's itchin’ him — ‘lec-
tricity.
CAS'?'. (Softhy.) All of ‘em itchy. Them cops been sayin’ how
they’re gonna beat the hell outz us 2n’ run us outa the
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county. They figger I'm a leader ‘cause I talk so much.
SECOND MAN. Whait a minute. Listen!
CASY. What is it?
SECOND MAN. I dunno.
CASY. Can’t really tell if you hear it. Fools you. Get mervous.
We're all nervous. Can’t really tell. You hear it, Tom?
TOM. I hear it. Yeah, I hear ic. I think they’s guys comin’
from ever’ which way. We better get outa here.,
SECOND MAN. (Whispering.) Under the bridge span — out
that way. Hate to leave my tent.
CASY. Le’s go. (The men begin fo scatier. Suddenly, dozens of flash-
Bght Leams stice through the davk. White luminous blades slash moo
ing figures and humer voices batk and growl end whisper from the
shadows. Suddenly, Tomfsfaaisﬁmninamdpointqflight.)
FIRST MAN WITH CLUB. There they arel
SECOND MAN WITH CLUB. Stand where you are. (One of
the flashlight beams finds Casy.)
FIRST MAN WITH CLUB. That’s him. That shiny bastard.
That’s him. (Caqstamb&nd{yatthcligﬁt.Mmligfus.mmto
Cesy. Some flashlights stay pointed at Tom. Casy breathes heavily.)
CASY. (Moving toward the ferst man.) Listen. You fellas don’
know what you’re doin’. You’re helpin’ to starve kids. (The ferst
man, short and heavy, steps into the Bght. He carries a pick handle.)
FIRST MAN WITH CLUB. Shut up, you red son-ofa-bitch.
CASY. You don’ know what youre a-doin’. (The first man
swings with the pick handle. Casy dodges down into the swing. The
heafad&baushaintoﬂwﬂ'&q’hishmdwithaduﬂmmhqf
bone and Casy falls sideways out of the light. The second men dashes
over-and shines his Eght on Casy’s fece. The preacher’s eyes are wide.
Hicr:wutfzisopminsmpn&easifdmwingin air. Suddenly, blood
gurgles up end spills onto his chin.)
SECOND MAN WITH CLUB. Jesus, George. I think you killed
bhirn.
FIRST MAN WITH CLUB. Serve the son-ofa-bitch right. (Tom
is frozen in horror, looking doum at Casy. A bellow -of rege escapes
ﬁmkimasfzkapsattkeﬁntmancndtkmwshimtothegmund.
The second man rushes in, but Tom wrenches his pick hendie away,
swings wildly and begins beating the fallen first man about the head
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MA. Tom, what's the matter?

TOM. Sh! Don’t talk Joud. I got in a fight (He stumbles closer
i Ma.)

MA. Tom!

TOM. I couldn’ help it, Ma_

MA  You in trouble?

TOM. Yeah. In wrouble. I can’t go out to work. I got to hide.
(Tom sits o the bench.) :

MA. Is it bad?

TOM. Nose busted.

MA. I mean the wouble.

TOM. Yeah, badl I went out to see what all th Tn°
about. An’ I come on : " e b
MA. The preacher?

TOM. Yezh. The preacher, on’y he was adeadin’® the strike.
They come for him.

MA. Who come for him?

TOM. I dunno. Had Pick handles. They killed ‘4m_ Busted his
head. I was standin’ there. I went nuts. Grabbed the pick
handle. I — I clubbed a guy.

MA. Kill 4$m?

TOM. I — dunno. I was nuts. Tried to,

MA. Was you saw?

TOM. I guess so. They bad the Lights on wus.

MA. Tom, you gOL to go away.

TOM. I know, Ma

MA. You gonna have a bad scar, Tom. An’ your nose is ali
crocked.
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TOM. Maybe tha’s a good thing. Nobody wouldn’t know me,
maybe. If my prints wasn’t on record, I'd be glad.
MA. I want you should go a long ways off.

TOM. Hm-m. Lookie, Ma. I been all night hidin’ alone. I
been thinkin’ about Casy. He talked a ot Use’ ta bother me.
But now I been thinkin’ what he said, an’ I can remember —
all of it ]

MA. He was 2 good man. (Adogbaﬂrs:‘nthedfstam) Hush
— Listen.

TOM. On’y the wind, Ma. T know the wind. (Ma sits ned flo
Tom.}

MA. Tom, what you aimin’ to do?

TOM. What Casy done..

MA. But they killed himl ]
TOM. Yeah. He didn’ duck quick enough. He wasn’ doing
nothin® against the law, Ma. I been thinkin’ a hell of 2 l_ot,
thinkin® about our people livin’ like pigs. an’ the good nf:h
lan’ layin® fallow, or maybe one fella with 2 milion acres, while
» hundred thousan® good farmers is starvin’. An’ 1 been wom-
dern’ if all our folks got together an’ yelled, like them fellas
yelled, only 2 few of ‘em outside the gate —

MA. Tom, they’ll drive you, an’ cut you down.

TOM. They gonna drive me anyways. They drivin’ 2l our
pecple. i . ,
MA. How'm I gonna know ‘bout you? They might kil ya an
I wouldn® know. They might hurt ya. How'm I gonna know?
TOM. Well, maybe like Casy says, 2 fella ain’t got a soul of
his own, but on’y 2 piece of a big one — an’ then —

MA. Then what, Tom? _
TOM. Then it don’ matter. Then Il be all aroun’ in the
Gark Tl be ever'where — wherever you look. Wherever they’s
a fight so hungry people can eat, I’ll be there. Wherever they’s
2 cop beatin’ up 2 guy, Il be there. An’ when our folks eat
the stuff they raise an’ live in the houses they build — why,
T'll be there. See? God, I'm talkin’ like Casy.

MA. I don’ un’erstan’. I don’ really know.

TOM. Me meither. It's jus’ stuff I been thinkin” about.

MA. Tom, later — when it’s blowed over, you'll come back?
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You'll fimd us?

TOM. Sure. Now I better go.

MA. Good-by. (Ma takes his heed in her hands end kisses him on
the brow. Tom stands up and turns fo leave. Ma reaches for him but
when Tom turns around she pulls her hands back suddenly.)

TOM. Good-by. (Tom ducks and crawls away. Ma’s ees ave wel
and burning, but she does not cry. Darkness engulfs her, and ther o
dim circle of light reveals the fourth narrator, a man in overalls.)
FOURTH NARRATOR. The boxcars, twelve of them, stood
end to end on 2 little flat beside the stream. There were two
rows of six each, the wheels removed. Up the big sliding doors
slatted planks ran for catwalks. They made good houses, wa-
ter-tight and draftess, room for twenty-four families, one fam-
ily in each end of each car. No windows, but the wide doors
stood open. (The rusted side of & boxcar is vevealed. The trough of
water is open. Pa is standing in the open doorway. Ma end Uncle
John are seated nearby. The fourth narrator moves out of sight.)

~aMA. It’s mice. It’s almost nicer than anything we had.

PA. We got nothin’, now. Comin’ 2 long time — no work,
no crops. What we gonna do then? How we gonna git stuff
to eat? Aw’ I tell you Rosasharn ain’t so far from due. Git so
I hate to think Go diggin’ back to a ol’ time to keep from
thinkin’. Seems like our life’s over an’ done.

MA. (Moving to Pa.) No, it 2in’t. It ain’t, Pa. An’ that’s a thing
a woman knows. I noticed that Man, he Bves in 2 jerk — baby
born an’ a man dies, an’ that’s 2 jerk — gets a farm an’ loses
his farm, an’ that’s 2 jerk. Woman, it’s zll one flow, like a
stream, litdle eddies, Little waterfalls, but the river, it goes right
on. Woman looks at it like that We ain’t gonna die out
People is goin’ on — changin’ 2 little, maybe, but goin’ right
on. (Undcle John moves to Mo with an unki lontern. Me holds the
lantern while John Bghts it.)

UNCLE JOHN. How can you tell? What's to keep ever’thing
from stoppin’; all the folks from jus’ gittin’ tired am’ layin’
down? (Ma kands the lantern back to Undcle John, who hengs it up
on the well. Rose of Sharon, Winficld, and Ruthie are oll asleep on
& mallress.)

MA. Hard to say. Ever'thing we do — seems to me is aimed
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right at goin’ on. Seems that way to me. Even gettin’ hungry
— even bein’ sick; some die, but the rest is tougher. jus’ oy
to Live the day, jus’ the day. (Ps looks oul.)

PA. They might be a good year nex’ year, back home. Dis-
tant thunder rolls. Al comes in through the curtain ssparating the two
halves of the car.) )

AL. Hullo. I thought you’d be sleepin’ by now.

MA. Al we're 2 talkin’. Come set here.

AL. Sure — OK I wanta talk too. I'll haftz be goin’ away
pretty soon now.

MA. You can’t We need you here. Why you got to go away?
AL. Weli, me an’ Aggie Wainwright, we figgers to get mar-
ried, an’ I'm gonna git a job in a garage, an’ we’ll have 2 rent’
house for 2 while, an® — (They stare at him.) Well, we are, an’
they ain’t nobody can stop usl (Rain begins to fall.)

MA. Al we’re glad! We’re awful glad.

AlL. You are?

MA. Why, ‘course we are, you're a growed man. You need a
wife. Just don’ go right now. )

AL. I promised Aggie. We got to go. We can’t stan’ this no
more.

MA. Jus’ stay 6l spring. Jus® tll spring. Won’t you stay &l

-3 ,

ASPIILID %Nell — (Mrs. Wainuwright appears from behind the curtain.)
MRS. WAINWRIGHT. You heard yet?

MA. Yeah! Jus’ heard, Mrs. Wainwright, jus’ heard.

MRS. WAINWRIGHT. Oh, my! I wisht — I wisht we had 2
cake. I wisht we had — a cake or somepin’.

MA. T set on some coffee an’ make up some pancakes. We
got sirup. ]
MRS. WAINWRIGHT. Oh, myl Why — well. Look, I'll bring
some sugar. We’ll put sugar in them pancakes. (She goes behind
the curtain. Rose of Sharon sits up and steadies herself.)

ROSE OF SHARON. What’s a2 matter?

MA. Why, it’s news! We’re gonna have 2 htde party ‘count a
Al an’ Aggie Wainwright is gonna get married. (Rose of Sharon
sits perfectly stll She looks at AL Mis. Wainwright calls from the other
end of the car.)
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MRS. WAINWRIGHT. I'm puiting’ a fresh dress on Aggie. Il
be right over. (Rose of Sharon turns gway slowly. A crack of thun-
der. Lightming flashes. Pz and Uncle John step out of the car into
the rain and run dowm to the churning stream. Al brings Mr.
Wainwright out of the boxcar and down to Pa.)

PA. How’s it look to you, Johm?

UNCLE JOHN. Seems to me if that crick keeps comin’, she’ll
flcod us.

PA. If we was all to get our shovels an’ throw up a bank, I
bet we could keep her out.

UNCLE JOHN. Yeah. Might. Dunno if them other fellas’d
wanfa. They’d maybe ruther move somewheres else,

PA. But these here cars is dry. Couldn’ find no dry place as
goed as this,

UNCLE JOHN. Comin’ up fast. I think we oughta go talk
to the other fellas. See if they’ll help ditch up. Got to git outa
bere if they won’t. (The men end run off. Thunder and Lghtning

again. Me puts her hand under the covers.) Mis” Wainwright. Oh,
Mis’ Wainwright! (Mrs. Wainwright appeers.)

MRS. WAINWRIGHT. Want me?

MA. Look! It's come. It's carly. (Mrs. Wainwright bends over the
girt)

MRS. WAINWRIGHT. Did it kinda grab you 2ll over — quick?
Open up an’ answer me. (Thunder and Lightning. Rose of Skarorn
rods weekly. Mrs. Wainwright turms to Me.) Yep. It's come. Early,
ya say?

MA. Maybe the fever brang it

MRS. WAINWRIGHT. Well, she oughta be up on her feet
Oughta be walkin’ aroun’.

MA. She can’t She ain’t got the strength.

MRS. WAINWRIGHT. Well, she oughta. I he’ped with lots. I'll
git our lantern, too. (She calls acruss the curtain.) Aggie!l You take
care of these here little fellas.

MA. Tha’s right. Ruthie! You an’ Winfiel’ go down with Ag-
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gie. Go on now. (Aggie appears and holds the curiain for the chil-
dren. Wanfeld Tuns to Aggie. Ruthie approaches Ma.)
RUTHIE. Why?

MA. °Cause you got to. Rosasharn gonna have her baby.
RUTHIE. I wanna watch, Ma. Please let me.

MA. Ruthie! You git now. You git quick. (Ruthie follows Aggic
to the other side of the car. Rose of Sharon looks up from the mat
bress.)

ROSE OF SHARON. Is it a-comin’?

MA. Sure. Gonnz have 2 nice baby. You jus’ got to help us.
Feel like you could get up an’ walk?

ROSE OF SHARON. I can try.

MA. That’s 2 good girl. (Pz suns on and up inlo the boxcar for
¢ shovel. A group of men with shovels and lonterns gather near the
stream. To Pe.) Her time’s come.

PA. Then — then we couldn’ go ‘f we wanted to.

MA. No.

PA. Then we got to get that bank built

MA. You got to. (Pa grabs ¢ shovel and moves back out io the
stream. )

PA. (To the men.) We got to get the bank buile My girl got
her pains.

FIRST MAN. Baby?

PA. Yeah. We can’t go now.

SECOND MAN. It ain’t our baby. We kin go. (Rose of Sharon
lets out o terrible scream.)

PA. Sure. You can go. Go on. What the hell’s stoppin’ you?
(Thunder cracks. The women work over Rose of Shavon, and the rain
drums down. Pa jumps in the water end drives his shovel into the
wmud. The other men do the same) Higher! We got to git her
higher! (Some men appear with flashlights and sandbags. Pa watches
Uncle John plunge on.) John, take it easy. Yow'll kill yaself. (Rose
of Sharon screams over the thunder. The men begin to pile sandbags
clong the bank of the stream.)

UNCLE JOHN. I can’t he’p it I can’t stan’ that yellin’. It’s
like — it’s like when —

PA. ] know. But jus’ take it easy.

UNCLE JOHN. I'll run away. By God, I got to work or I'l
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Tun away.
PA. How’s she stan’?
FIRST MAN. Comin’ up.
PA. Shell come up slower now. Got to flood purty far on the
other side.
SECOND MAN. She’s comin’ up, thouw
5 gh. (Rose of Sharon
screems vepeatedly. The men work. The rain streoms down., ];ﬁm the
;mamng stops. Pg Ustens.)
A, (To Unde jokn.) Mz’d cz2ll me if it was bore. (A terrifec
- - - - M
andajlashqugizzrng:AnppmgaaﬂziemﬁcainItisﬁemnd
qfagnatcottonwadtoppling. The men: stop to look out, their mouths
;pne: gﬁqwakhthzgm!&aspblandthunderintozkeboiling
a7
UNCLE JOHN. Cottonwood.
THIRD MAN. Mighty big one.
PA. Look at ‘er sink.
SECOND MAN. There goes the bank. (The men
Jreeze, then
ek and run. Uncle John sBps into the water. :
ot 1 s s H The current swirls
PA. (Caling.) Hey, John! What’s the matter?
John up out of the current.) (Fe pulls Ut
UNCLE_ JOHN. Legs give ont. Jus’ give out.
PA. Think y2 can make it awright?
UNCLE JOHN. Il be awright Jus’ go on. (Pe end My
Wezm_umght move ¥p Lo the boxcar. Mr. Weinuright stips behind the
authastandsm:heopundoonAland&&eothermdésappecz)
PA. How is she? (Mz does not look up.)
MA. Awright, I think Sleepin’, (Mys. Weinuright mou
: . es to Pe,
Szpullshzm@:tiwdbowto!izmexqfthewgﬁicksupalanp
tern end lezisbzt over an apple box. Distant thunder. Curled on o
newspaper is a blue shriveled Bttle - U moves up i
g il mummy. Uncle Jokrn up into
MRS. WAINWRIGHT. (Softly.} Never breathed. Never was alive.

(Uncle John turns end sits down. The rain swishes Uncle
572, in the derk.) o> Jebn

PA. We — done — what we could.
MA. (St not looking up.) 1 know.
PA. We worked all night. An’ a tree cut out the bank.
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MA. I know. I heard it ]
PA. Think she’s gonna be all right?

MA. I dupno. . . -
PA. Well — couldn’t we — of did nothin’? (Ma's Bps are stiff
and white.)

MA. No. They was on’y one thing to do — ever — am’ we
done it. (Al runs into the cor soking wet.)
AL I went to the truck. No use. The motor was full a water.
Bat’ry foul by now. (Ruthic comes out from behind the curiin, looks
blindly at the lemp for a moment end then turns to M?.) .
RUTHIE. Is it bore? Is the baby out? Where s the baby?
(Mes. Waimnightpidvsupasachandspwadsztwertheapplebox
" én the corner.” Ma moves to Ruthie kneels and embraces her.)
MA. They ain’t no baby. They never was no baby. We was
?I;;I%-IE. Shucks! I wisht it had a been a baby. (Undle John
andMahdp}?zdIﬁebackintotheother;ideoftheboxcan) .,
MRS, WAINWRIGHT. (Pointing lo the apple bo=x.) W:e ain’t
gonpna git out SOCOm. That ain’t doin’ no good. jus cause
wrouble an’ sorra. Couldn’ you fellas Kinda — take it out an
i
;Z.TY lguess you’re right Jus’ cause sorra. ‘Gainst the law to
::;YS.I%NAINWRIGHT. They’s lots a things ‘gainst the law that
we can’t he’p doin’. (Mrs. Wainwright offers the box fo Pa.)'
PA. Veah. (He tumns to Unde John.) John, will you take an’ bury
i -
OHN. Sure. I'll do it Sure, I will Come on, give
ET:I;;E& %lome onl Give it to mel (Mys. Weinuwright brings Undle
the apple box.
{f:.n Shﬁl’s sta.)ﬁdjn’ right behin’ you. (Uncle John takes the
shovel end sps out the door. mnda:Hccomesdm{mtotfwbmfgh
of water end puts his shovel down. Holding the.box in front of him,
he edges into the swift streem. Thunder. For a time he stends watch-
ing the water swirl by, leaving its yellow foam amongthewz'llowstar:;
HeholdsthzapplebaxagaimthisdwstAndth_mhekam over &
setszkebozintkestreamandskadiesitwitkhzsbmd.)
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UNCLE JOHN. Fierzely.) Go down an’ tell ‘em. Go down in
the street an’ rot an’ tell ‘em that way. That’s the way you can
talk. Don’ even know if you was a boy or a girl. Ain’t gonna
find out. Go on down now, an’ lay in the street. Maybe theyll
Inow then. (He guides the box gently out into the curreni end lels
it go, then grabs the shovel and returns o the boxcar. The rain is
now ¢ gentle drizzle. Al pushes the curigin aside and moves into the
Joad’s section of the boxcar holding ¢ dim lantern light. Me and Rose
of Sharon, soaking wet, huddle together. Pa and Uncle John, also
drenched and rew, are squatiing nearty. Rose of Sharon reaches up
end whispers in Ma's ear. Ma nods her head.)
MA. Yes. It’s time for it. We're a-gettin’ outa here. Gettin’ to
higher groun’. (7o Pe.) An’ you're comin’ or you ain’t comin’,
but I'm t2kin’ Rosasharn an’ the litde fellas outa here.
PA. We can’d
MA., We're agoin’.
PA. Awrighe, we'll go.
AL Ma, I ain’t goin’.
MA. Why not?
Al. Well — Aggie — why, her an’ me — (Mz smiles. Ruthie
end Venfeld appecr from behind the curiain. They loo are drenched.)
MA. ‘Course. You stay here, Al. Take care of the stuff. When
the water goes down — why, we’ll come back Come quick,
‘fore it rains harder. Come on, Rosasharn. We’re goin’ to a
dry place.
ROSE OF SHARON. (Weakly.) 1 can walk. (Pz and Ma help Rose
of Sharon out the door. Uncle John cervies Ruthie. Winfield huddles
at Ma's side. Al and Aggie stand in the open door and waich the
Joads move out into the rain.)
MA. Winfiel’, hang on. Al — we'll come back soon’s the wa-
ter’s down. Al — if — if Tom comes — tell him we’ll be back
Tell him to be careful. Grab on to me now, Winfel’! (Rain
blows in billowing sheets over the trough of water. Uncle John, Ruthie,
Winfield, Ma, Rose of Shavon and Pg move down to the edge of the
stream and stare ahead through the curtains of rain. Al, Aggie and

the boxcar are gone.) We got to git along. Rosasharn, you feel
like your could walk?
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ROSE OF SHARON. Kinda dizzy. Feel like I been beat

PA. Now we’re agoin’, where’ we goin'?

MA. I dunno. Come on, give your han’ to Rosasham. (Thun-
dev. Rose of Sharon shps. Pa and Ma pull her up) Pa, can you
carty her? (Pa picks up Rose of Sharon Itgww_sda-tkea:andt}zram
blows. The joads turn slowly around. In the distance is on exponse
of wooden wall)

PA. You ain't said whereat we're a-hurryin’ to. (Ma searches '

theiandandﬂooddﬁdds.Shespotsthewallfaroﬁl) i
MA. Look! Look therel I bet it’s dry in that barn. Le’s go
there gl the rain stops. .
PA. Problly get run out by the fella owns 1t (The Joads move
up into the shadows toward thewoadcn w,all.)  come on. mowl
MA. H up. They’s 2 big rain 2’comin. L.ome om,
Bear on,u;gsasharn (Thunder.) Maybe they’s h.ay m51‘de. (In. the
daﬁﬂmrzdammblaagainanddiaaway.?kmnmda.AIong
wﬁdeméqf&gﬂsp&blhmﬂoj‘dmﬁnmandastﬁegmtbm
doors open, the Joads turn facing fromk MaandUnck.john have
tkedoms.nefanﬂystandsinsmwueﬁe. agamsthgh !keo;l;
. Credually, fechle shafts of Hght stream inlo the huge em
%Znﬁmjkrishungabawwitkamﬁmgzofhaj. The Joads
moveinslowly.PasdsRoseofShmngadlydownmrthcdaan
Unde]ohnkxpsﬂwdﬁ!dmdos&l%amloRoszquhamn}
They is hay. Come on in, you. Lay down, Rosasharn. Lay down
an’res’.I’]lu'ytoﬁggcrsomewaytodryyouoﬁl
WINFIELD. Mzl Ma!
MA. What is it? What you want?
WINFIELD. (Pointing.) Look! Over there. (Me looks. Thor are
twoﬁguraéfzthegkomAmanmwladonablankdandaboy,
his som, sitting beside him. ‘Theboygztsupslowlyandwmstozke
Joads.)
BOY. You own this here? ) )
MA. No. Jus’ come in outa the wet. We got a sick girl. You
got 2 dry blanket we could mse an’ get her wet clothes off?
mzbaypicksupa&tjmg'mtandholdsitwttoMa.)Thank
ya. What's the matter’th that fella? n
BOY. Fust he was sick — but now he’s starvin’.
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MA. What?

BOY. Starvin’. Got sick in the cotton. He ain’t et for six days.
(Ma looks down at the man.)

MA. Your pa?

BOY. Yeah. Says he wasn’t hungry, or he jus’ et Give me the
food. Now he’s too weak. Can’t hardly move. (The man moves
his Lips. Ma kneels beside him end puts ker ear close. His Bps move
agaein.) .

MA. Sure. You jus’ be easy. He’ll be awright You jus’ wait’ll
I get them wet clo’es offn my girl. Now slip ‘em off. (Ma moves
20 Rose of Sharon and holds up the comfort. The givi undresses.)
BOY. 1 didn’ know. He said he ef, or he wasn’t hungry. Las’
night I went an’ bust 2 winda an’ stoled some bread. Made ‘im
chew ‘er down. But he puked it all up, an’ then he was
weaker. Got to have soup or milk. You folks got money to git
milkp

MA. Hush. Don’ worry. We’ll figger somepin’ out.

BOY. He’s dyin’, I tell you! He’s starvin’ to death, I tell you.
MA. Hush. (Ma looks at Pa and Uncle Jokn. She turns to Rose of
Sharon now wrapped in the comfort. The two womern look degp into
each other. The girl’s eyes unden.)

ROSE OF SHARON. Yes.

MA. I knowed you would. I knowed!

ROSE OF SHARON. (Whispering.) Will — will you 2l go out®
(Me brushes the hair from her daughter’s eyes and kisses her on the
Jforehead.)

MA. Come on, you fellas. You come out in the shed. (The boy
opens his mouth lo speak.) Flush. Hush and git (Me helps the boy
up and leads him to the open door. Uncle Johrn, Pa and the children
leave. The boy looks back afler his father and then goes ouf. Me
stends in the door for a few moments, looking back at Rose of Sharom,
and then goes. Rose of Sharon stands still in the whispering barn.
Then she draws the comfort about her and moves slowly to the man
and stands looking down at the wasted face, into the wide frightened
eyes. She slowly kneels down beside him, loosens one side of the blan~
ket end bares her breast. He shakes his head feebly from side to side.)
ROSE OF SHARON. You got to. (She bends low. Her hand moves
behind his head and pulls him up gently.) There. (Her eyes gleam.)
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There. (A viokn plays in the distance. As the Eghts fade slowly, Rose
of Sharon looks up and across the bamn. Her Lps come together and
swiile mysteriously.)
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The Grapes of Wrath

Production Notes
June 21, 1990

Here are the various Iists and plots to assist in producing Tre
Grapes of Wrath. They are presented here in an effort to rep-
resent what was done in the Broadway production, not as the
definition of the only way to do 2 “correct” production. As the
author’s note indicates the Life of the play doesn’t depend
upon technical wizardry. Having said that, the following lists
are a fairly complete rendition of the New York production,
For that production, the show was divided into rehearsal
scenes, which are defined in the “Scene Explanations” list. The
scene titles are also used to divide up all the other plots and
Listsou,
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