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Mary. Rusting away, flaking away. C ”‘(N i

MarTHA. You get in, now.

Mary [leaving]. This wicked town.
prayer and do not forgive this wicked town!

[
| EvaAreyouglhdto be out of school?

‘ Rosexr. I liked itall right.

Eva. What are you going to be?

RoperT. Who knows? :
Eva. We had our Eighth Grade graduatio
what you won't be, don’tI?

- Eva. Well, think about it, right now. Think ab
Rogerr. How does it smell?

— Eva. Like dry, windy, cold, frosty rime an

and corn husks. ““’“\;

RozexT. It does, huh? sruclhin

— Eva, Pretend. Close your eyes—ate your eyes closed?
swish it was here? Like apples and cider. You g0-

Roperr. And rain.
__ Eva. Sometimes. And potatoes
Ropzxr. And popeom and butter.

—— Eva [opening her eyes]. Yes. Oh,
:;I.[’I/’Jhere’f hay and clover and alfalfa and all

really quite hard, slapping]
Roserr [laughing]. Come on,

. Eya, Well, that’s not right; it
Rosexr, Come on, don’t be rough.

Eva. I will too; you're not the least bit funny,
g starts to walk on.] Come back here, Robert! Robert

Driver Junior! Little brother. Yo

C D

and flower seeds and honey.

it’s different for everybody-

€ ; Coward, Robert? Bobby? =, £ (1)
ook around $hop

WA, And Ill have some flour 2

I \
In the store. 4"- RODE)
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“be leaving us as soon as

 young kids now.
Rosert. Not fora while yet.
Wi, Oh, you will; you'll be going off to see the world.
Roserr. I don’t know.
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| WmmMa. Yes, love. \ Roserr. What's that? 0
Mary. Immunity to death myself. My number pass?bab‘tielxight . Eva. A race car driver.
ol on by. It came up and passed right on by and here I am a forgotten Rosert. Why do you want t i ’
child. SR \\( o 1 TEi  banted bog nt to say that? You think I couldn’t do
Witaea: You better getinside, Tove.. 5 7 ) | Eva You don't want to get yourself killed.

God hear a dried-up woman's

“Shall We Gather at the River™;

5%

S . The CONGREGATION bursts into
. \ : after only a few bars, the song stops abruptly. i
,.'/ \ In the courtroom. \
N , Nerry. And Mama came running downstaits and said a man had
N ) | attacked young Eva Jackson. 1 | L)
b | J Jupce. Would you point out ot i e A O A O oy
(Y o\ e N [as the light fades]. There, poot Jamb, can ul;rdly_ggea :
eX words since this thing happened and I don't wonder—
c! N e On the porch. -
- - 91
o LMD Yl Wm[onrhppbtgawordortwo].w\e“,‘lhpw’lswegrl don't
O\ o e know what he sees in her. WO Cf
@S MartA. It's nice of him, though. > NICAN hl = ; - |
2a { Wiz, Well, I know but Dri ior's old enoug] to be taking
S AT Ao 'giﬂsout;heshomdn'tbewunﬁeﬁngnmundthh a®
% Marrsa. It's nice to have somebody to keep her company. Still and
0\ 1 all, it doesn't seem natural, I know what you mean.
. ] Wmma Xdon'tknow whathesees inher. <+ 00C
3%\ K}, | Mawtsa. Poor thing. s one ok "‘% LG N
A \'-‘X’t \\_/, . Near Eva’s house. : ,va\“;',_, e
Rosmr En A ASEIN S CEA\e

n in robest I bet I know
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f does but I ™A, There’s nothing for a strong young man in ead old
e T won't call you that. Everybody else does, town, Where do you think you'll be heading? -
P ROBERT. I don’t know.
Rogert, I haven’t thought about it. :
¢ out how it smells. ‘Wirma. Des Moines?

d chaff and leaf smoke
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Don’t you

L

it does not! Yowre not playing at
that. [Hitting him, |

doesn’t at all, Aze you making fun?

Driver Junior! [As he
Conklin.

ur brother was a man, anyway. \i
¢ oM £
\

nd yeast. And three packs of

school gets out next month, like all the

Roszrt, Driver didn’t want it; he just had an accident.
.. EvA. You want to be like him?
Rogert. People don’t want to do the same thi i id;
I couldn't see any sense in it. e
“—EvaA. 1 knev.v you didn’t. You aren’t going to get yourself killed.
Rolnmr.'Kllled doesn’t have anything to do with it. Eva, good Lord,
don’t want people carrying on like that; honking their homs’,

coming into town every week like a parade. I
; . I never ev
see Driver. 5 e

|}~ EvA. You decided what you want to be?

Roperr. I don’t have to decide this minute, do 1?

. Eva. I just wondered.

Rosert. Do you know? You don’t know what you want.

.. Eva. Of course 1 know; you know, I told you. So do you know,
everybody knows what they want—it’s what they think they really
can do that they don’t know.

Rosert. Well, I don’t have to decide yet.

. Eva [in a sudden burst, as though conjuring). When's it gonna be
autumn? I love autumn so much I could hug it. I want it to be
autumn, That's what I want right now. Now! Autumn! Now!

RozerT. Good luck; I don’t seeit.

| Eva [in a burst]. Dor’t you be derisive to me, Driver Junior!

Rosert. Don'’t call me that.

| Eva. Well, don’t you go on, Robert Conklin, or I'll call you any-
thing I like.

Rosext. You'll be talking to yourself.

. Eva. Everybody else calls you that. Don’t go away; I won't, i

promise. Don’t you wish it was autumn? Don’t you? Don’t you

Jove autumn? And the wind and rime and pumpkins and gourds
and corn shocks? I won’t again. Don’t you love autumn? Don’t
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RosERT. I don'timagine.
‘WinmaA. St. Louis?
RoBerT. Who knows?
'WirmA. Chicago?
RoserT. I might not leave at all fora while. |

WA, Well, your brother stayed and he was wonderful, but we
all expect you to be moving along like all the young boys now.

Roserr. I don’t know. %\ ot € g g FX
XY

Downstairs in the ‘Windrod house. NB;LY hasa hoi;i‘o\n\

MARY is turning backward, NELLy forward, Mary avoiding the

'raised hand threatening her, much as on ¢ turniable going back-
y’ ward.

- Mgn; 1 know, I know, I know, I know, don’t hit me; don’t hit me,
aby.

Necry. What do you mean telling people a tale like that. You know
Ibought thatmill, _

. Mary. You bought it, baby; I know you bought it.

Nerzy. Well, they said in town you told I'd killed Dad to get it.

. Mary. I said he died mysteriously.

Nerwy. Well, he died of old age; he was ninety-six, for God's sakes.

. Mary. He died mysteriously!

Nzrry. In his sleep like you will; died of old age like you will. What
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) NEEN( 4 (i‘::'jcg;ght vou e, Howmach fou? : in hell do you mean telling something like that?
- 1) Waizsa No more than five pounds in this weather, How're you do- || 1= Maxy. 1didn’t mean to, baby. I don't mean to—
4 b ing in school? 1 Newy. —You're batty as a goddamned loon.
fp"'h 1 Rogerr All right. | & Mary. They don't like me is what it is. They know I watch them.
i Wn.MA. T just sid to it, T suppose Driver Junior will | They don’t like me in town, I knew they didn’t. T don’t say those

things. They tell things on me.
Nerry. You're crazy as hell is what it is; you're out of your god-
damned mind is what it is.
| Mary. Baby, don’t talk like that. They tell fibs on me. They say—
NEeLLY. Sl]g_vyl"gg_ghem bruises and saying 1 beat you; when the hell
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