LOR.R.AINE HAMSBERRY

E TRAVIS (Waiching the bathrooin) Daddy, come onl
(WALTER geis bis bathroom stensils and flies out io the
bathroom)

auTn Sit down and have your breakiast, ”fﬂmvig.

TrAVIS Mama, this is Friday. ( Gleefuily) Checle coming
tomorrow, huh?

ruTH You gei your mind off money and eat your
break{ast,

rravis (Eating) This is the morning we supposed o bring
ihe fifty cents to school,

puTE Well, T ain’t got o fifty cents this morning.

trAvIs Teacher say we have to.

cuth 1don’t care what teacher say. [ain’t got it. Eat your
breakfast, Travis.

tRAVIS | am cating

rUTH Hush up now and just eat!
(The boy gives her an exasperated look for her lack of

ynderstanding, and eats grudgingly)
trAvViS You think Grandmama would have it?

rutH Mol And [ want you to stop asking your grand-
mother for money, you hear me?

TRAVIS (Ouiraged) Gaaaleee! 1 don’t ask her, she just
gimme it sometimes!

rUTH Travis Willard Younger—I got t00 much on me
this morping o be—

rrAVis Maybe Daddy—

rRUTH Travis!
(The boy bushes abruptly. They are both quiet and

tense for several seconds)
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TrAVIS (Presently) Could [maybe go carry some groceries
- front of the supermarket for a littde while afier school

then?

ruTH Jusi hush, 1 said. (Travis jabs bis spoon into bis
cereal bowl viciously, and rests his bead in anger upoi
his fisis) 1f you throngh eating, yon can get over there
and make up your bed. . ‘
(The boy obeys stiffly and crosses the room, almost
mechanically, to the bed and more or less folds the
bedding inio a heap, then angrily gets bis books and

cap)

TRAVIS (Sulking and standing apart from her unnatn-
rally) Tra gone.

goTH (Looking up from the stove io inspect him auto-
snatically) Come here. (He crosses to her and she studies
his head) ¥ you don’t take this comb and fix this here
head, you better! (TRAVIS puis down his books with a
great sigh of oppression, and crosses to the mirror. His
mother muiters under ber breath about his “slubborn-
ness”’) *Bout to march out of here with that head looking
just like chickens slept in it I just don’t know where you
get your slubborn ways .. . And get your jacket, 100.
Looks chilly ont this morming.

TRAVIS (With conspicuously brushed bair and jacket) Tm
gone.

ruTH Gei carfare and milk money—{ Waving one fin-
ger)—and not a single penny for no caps, you hear me?

trAviS (With sullen politeness) Yes m.
(He turns in ouirage to leave. His mother watches afier
bimn as\in bis frustration he approaches the door almost
comz’cgil}r. When she speaks to him, her voice has be-

come a very genile tease)

auTH (Mocking; as she shinks be would say i) Oh,
Mama makes me so mad sometimes, [ don’t know
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what to do! (She waits and continues io his back as he
siands stock-still in front of the door) 1 wouldn’t Kiss
that woman good-bye for nothing in this world this
morning! (The boy finally turis around and volls his eyes
at her, knowing the mood bas changed and he is vindi-
cated; he does not, however, move towar \her yet) Not
for nothing in this world! (She finally laughs aloud at
i and bolds ous ber arms to him and we see that it is
2 way between them, very old and practiced. He crosses
i0 hor and allows ber to embrace him warmlby but keeps
bis face fixed with masculine rigidity. She bolds him back
from her presently and looks at him and runs her fingers
over the features of bis face. With uiter genileness—)
Now—whose litile old angry man are you?

1RAVIS (The masculinity and gruffness siart io fade at
last) Aw gaalee—Mama . ..

RUTH (Mimicking) Aw gaaaaalleeeee, Mama! (She pushes
bim, with vough playfulness and finality, toward the
door) Get on out of here or you going to be late,

TRAvIS ([n the face of love, new aggressiveness) Mama,
could [ please go carry groceries?

rRuTH Honey, it’s starting to get so cold evenings.

warLTeR (Coming in from the bathroom and drawing 4
make-believe gun from a make-believe holsier and shooi-
ing at his son) What is it he wants to do?

rutH Go carty groceries after school at the supermarket.

warTer Well, let him go ...

TRAVIS (Quickly, to the ally) 1have to—she won’t gimine
the fifty cents . . . |

wALTER (To his wife only) Why not?

RUTH (Simiply, and with flavor) "Cause we don’t have it.
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wALTER (To RUTH only) What you tell the boy things like
that for? (Reaching down inio his pants with a rather
importani gesiure) Here, son—
(He bands the boy the coin, but his eyes are directed
1o bis wife’s. TRAVIS takes ihe money happity)

TRAVIS Thanks, Daddy.
(He siaris out. RUTE waiches boih of them with murder
in her eyes. WALTER stands and stares back at her with
defiance, and suddenly reaches inio his pocket again
. on an afterthought)

WALTER (Without even looking ot bis son, still staring hard
ai bis wife) In fact, here’s another fifty cenis . .. Buy
yourself some fruit today—or take a iaxicab to school
or something!

TRAVIS Whoopee—
(He leaps up and clasps bis father around the middle
with bis legs, and they face each other in muinal ap-
preciation; slowly WALTER LER peeks around the boy
to caich the violent rays from his wife’s eyes and draws

his head back as if shot)

WALTER You better getr down now-—and get fo schicol,
man.,

TRAVIS (A# the door) 0K, Good-bye.
(He exits)

TWALTER (Afier him, poiniing with pgde) That’s my boy.
(She looks W him in disgust and jifrns back to her work)
You know v
this morning? X

|

RUTH No.




