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ALTER (to Ruth): See—did you hear? Did you hear!

R H: Honey, please go to work.

waNgER: Nobody in this house is ever going to understand me.

BENENTHA: Because you're a nut.

waLTEY, Who's a nut?

BENEATEN; You—you are a nut. Thee is mad, boy.

WALTER (Ngking at his wife and his sister from the door, very sadly): Jhe world's
most Nackward race of people, and that's a fact.

BENEATHA (tNgung slowly in her chair): And then there are all ffiose prophets
‘who woXd lead us out of the w1lde1ness—(WalteT gfims. .out of the
house,)—1Njo the swamps!

RUTH: Bennie, whi\you always gotta be plckm onyour bro er? Can tyoubea
Aittle sweeter metimes?(Door opens. Walter walkflin.- He fumbles with
his cap, starts toNpeak;clearsthroat, looks.everywhefl but at Ruth. Finally:)

WALTER (to Ruth): I nee\ some moneyfor carfare. - - ,

RUTH (looks at him; then\arms; teasing, but tenderlyf. Fifty cents? (She goes to
her bag and gets mond ) Here—take a taxil . :

Walter exits. Mama enters. e is a woman in | em’ly sixties, fu -bodied and
strong. She s one_of those workn of a certainffrace and beauty who wear it so
unobtiusivel [y that it takes d whilXo notice. Fij dcwk -brown fdce is surrounded by
the total whiteness of her hair, an being ‘woman who has’ ad]usted to many
things in life and overcome many mom\ herffice is full of strength. She has, we can
see, wit and fazth of a kind that keepNgf eves lit and full of interest and expec-
tancy. She is, in a word, a beautzfu wogn. Her beao'mg is perhaps most like the
noble bearing of the women of the HefbroNof Southwest Affrwammther as if she
imagines that as she walks she still Jears a Ngsket or a vessel upon her head. Her
speech, on the other hand, is as cqffeless as heNgarriage is premse—she is inclined
to slur everything—but her voicgflis perhaps noo much quiet as simply soft,

MaMA: Who that 'round hergflamming doors atWhis hour?

She crosses thmugh the roofh, goes to the wmdow, oNens it, and brings in a feeble
little plant growing doggdllly in a small pot on the wikdow sill. She feels the dirt
and puts it back out. . '

rRUTH: That was Walfr Lee. He and Bennie was at it agaiy,

MAMA! My childrgh and they tempers. Lord, if this littl§pld plant don't get
more sun fflan it’s been getting it ain't never going t\ see spring again.
(She turnfl from the window.) What's the matter with y\u this morning,
Ruth? Yu looks right peaked. You aiming to iron all thet\things? Leave
somegbr me. I'll get to 'em this afternoon. Bennie honey, §'s too drafty
for yPuto be sitting 'round half. dressed Where's your robe?

BENEATH: In the cleaners.

MamagWell, go get mine and put it on.

BENEZTHA: I'm not cold, Mama, honest.

MAA: ] know-—butyousothin. . . -

BPREATHA (irritably): Mama, I'm not cold.
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MAMA (seeing the make-down bed as Travis has'left it): Lord have mercy, look,
that poor-bed. Bless his heart— he tries, don’t he?

es to the bed Travis has sloppily made up.

MaMA (fol dzng bedd
housekeeping.
this morning?

busy-bodyish:) I just noticed all last

it starts getting this chilly in the fall a

N something when he goes out in the
cold—

RUTH (furious): I gave him.

MAMA: Lain’t meddling,

fas you and your brothe1 fussing 'bout this. morn
#1t’s not important, Mama.

gnd she

ks up her towels and rushes out.

MAMA: What was they fighting about?

RUTH: Now you know as well as I do.

MAMA (shaking her head): Brother still worrying hisself sick about that money?

RUTH: You know he is.

MAMA: You had breakfast?

RUTH: Some coffee.

MaMA: Girl, you better start eating and looking after yourself better. You
almost thin as Travis.

RuUTH: Lena—

MAMA: Un-hunh?

RUTH: What are you going to do with it?

MaMA: Now don't you start, child. It's too early in the morning to be talking
about money. Itain’t:Christian.

RUTH: It's just that he got his heart set on that store—

MaMa: You mean that liquor store that Willy Harris want him to invest in?

RUTH: Yes—

MaMA: We ain’t no business people, Ruth. We just plain working folks.

RUTH: Ain’t nobody business people till they go into business. Walter Lee say
colored people ain't never going to start getting ahead till they start gam-
bling on some different kinds of things in the world—investments and
things.
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MaMA: What done got into you, girl? Walter I.ee done finally sold yoeu on
investing.

rUTH: No. Mama, something is happening between Walter and me. I don't
know what it is— but he rieeds something — something I can’t give him
any'more, Heneeds thischance, Lena.

MAMA (frowning deeply): But liquor, honey—-

RUTH: Well—like Walter say—1 spec people going to always be drinking
themselves.some liquor.

MAMA: Well—whether they drinks it or not ain’t none of my busmess But
whether I go into business selling it to 'em is, and [ don't want that on my
ledger this late in life. (Stopping suddenly and studying her-daughter-in-
law.) Ruth Younger; what's the matter w1th you today? Youlook like you
«could fall over rlght there: ; , ,

RUTH: I'm tired:: : :

MaMA: Then you better stay home from work today

RUTH: I can't stay home. She’d be calling:up the agency and screaming at them,
“My: gir]l didn’t come in today—send me somebodyl My girl didn’t
come in!"” Oh, she just havea fit .

MAMA: Well, let her have it. I'll just call her up and say yougot the flu—

RUTH (laughing):Why the flu? .. .. .

MaMA: 'Cause. it sounds respectableto 'em. Somethmg white people get, too.
They know 'bout the flu. Otherwise they think you been cut up or some-
thlng when you tell 'em you sick.

rUTH: I got to go in. We need the monéy.

MAMA: Somebody would of thought my children done all but starved to death
the way they talk about money here late. Child, we got a great big old
check coming tomorrow.

RUTH (sincerely, but also self-righteously): Now that’s your money. It ain't got
nothing to do with me. We all feel like that— Walter and Bennie and me—
even Travis.

MaMA (thoughtfully, and suddenly very far away): Ten thousand-dollars—

RUTH: Sureis wonderful.

MAMA: Ten thousand dollars. '

rUTH: You know what you should do, Miss Lena? You should take yourself a
trip somewhere, To Europe or South America or someplace—

MAMA (throwing up her hands at the thought): Oh, child!

RUTH: I'm serious. Just pack up and leavel Goon away and enjoy yourself some:
Forget about the family and have yourselfa ball for once in your life—

MAMA (drily): You sound like I'm just about ready te die. Who'd go with me?
What1 look like wandering 'round Europe by myself?

RUTH: Shoot— these here rich white women do it all the time. They don't think
nothing .of packing up they suitcases and piling on one.of them big

.steamships and—swoosh! -—they gone, child..

MAMA: Somethingalways told me I wasn't no rich white woman.

RUTH: Well=what are you going to do-with-itthen?

MAMA: T ain't rightly decided. (Thinking. She speaks now with emphasw ) Some
of it got to be put away for Beneatha and her schoolin’—and ain’t noth-
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ing going to touch that part of it. Nothing. (She waits several seconds, try-
ing to make up her mind .about something, and looks at Ruth a little tenta-
tively before going on.) Been thinking that we maybe could meet the notes
on a little old two-story somewhere, with a yard where Travis could play
in the summertime, if we use part of the insurance for a down payment
and everybody kind of pltch in. I could maybe take on a [ittle day work
again, few days a week—

RUTH (studying her mother-in-law furtively and concentrating on her ironing,
anxious to encourage without seeming to): Well, Lord knows, we've put
enough rent into this here rat trap to pay for four houses by now . . .

MaMA (looking up at the words “rat trap” and then looking around and leaning
back and sighing—in a suddenly reflective mood—); “Rat trap” —vyes,
that's all it is. (Smiling.) I remember just as well the day me and Big Wal-
ter moved in here, Hadn't been married but two weeks and wasn't plan-
ning on living here no more than a year. (She shakes her head at the
dissolved dream.) We was going to set away, little by little, don’t you
know, and buy a little place out in Morgan Park. We had even picked out
the house. (Chuckling a little.) Looks right dumpy today. But Lord, child,
you should know all the dreams I had "bout buying that house and fixing
it up and making me a little garden in the back—(She waits and stops
smiling.) And didn't none of it happen.

Dropping her hands in a futile gesture.

RUTH (keeps her head down, ironing): Yes, life can be a barrel of disappoint-
ments, sometimes.

MAaMA: Honey, Big Walter would come in here some nights back then and
slump down on that couch there and just look at the rug, and look atme
and look at the rug and then back at me—and I'd know'he was down then

.. really down. (After a second very long and thoughtful pause; she is see-
ing back to times that only she can see.) And then, Lord, when I lost that
baby-—little Claude—1I almost thought I was going to lose Big Walter
too. Oh, that man grieved hisself! He was one man to love his children.

RUTH: Ain’t nothin’ can tear atyou like losin’ your baby.

MaMma: | guess that's how come that man finally worked hisself to death like he
done. Like he was ﬁghtlng his own war with tlns here world that took his
baby from him.

RUTH: He sure was a fine man, all right. I always liked Mr. Younger.

MaMA: Crazy 'bout his children! God knows there was plenty wrong with Wal-
ter Younger—hard-headed, mean, kind of wild with women— plenty
wrong with him. But he sure loved his children. Always wanted them to
have something—be something. That’s where Brother gets all these
notions, I reckon. Big Walter used to say, he'd get right wet in the eyes
sometimes, lean his head back with the water standing in his eyes and say,
“Seem like God didn't see fit to give the black man nothing but dreams—
but He did give us children to make them dreams seem worthwhile.”
(She smiles.) He could talk like that, don’t you know.

RUTH: Yes, he sure could. He was a good man, Mr, Younger.
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MaMA: Yes, a fine man—just couldn’t never.catch up with his dreams, that's all.

Beneatha comes m, Drushang her hair and looking up to the ceiling, where the
sound of a vacuum cleaner has started up: '

BENEATHA: What couldbe so dirty on that v woman 's rugs that she has to vacuum

them every smgle day?
TH: | wish certain’ young women round here who I could name wo fd
‘take 1nsp1rat10n about cer taln rugs ina certaln apartment I coul lso
entlon )

BENEANIA (sh'ruggmg) How much cleaning cana houseneed, for Chus sakes

MAMA (11 1kmg the Lord 's name used thus): Benme‘

RUTH: ]us isten to her —just listen!

BENEATHA: N\, Godf ‘

MAMA: If you Nge the Lord’s name just one more time—

BENEATHA (a bitNf a whine): Oh, Mama-—

RUTH: Fresh_Ju fresh as salt, this gitl! 7

BENEATHA (drily): W o1 if the salt loses its savor—

maMA: Now that wil O Just ain’t going to have you 4 Jound bere reciting the
scriptures in vain\gyou hear me?

BENEATHA: How d1d ImaNage to get on ever ybody f Long side by just walking

" intoaroom? :

RUTH: If you weren't so fresh

BENEATHA: Ruth, I'm twenty y®&s old.

MaMA: What time you be home f\gm schoolfoday?

BENEATHA: Kind of late. (With entMsiasmgMadeline is gomg to start my guitar
lessons today

Mama and Ruth look up with the sam Rpression.

MaMa: Your what kind of lessons?

BENEATHA: Guitar.

rUTH: OR, Father! : .

MaMa: How come you done jfken it in your M\pd to learn to play the guitar?

BENEATHA: [just want to, thyft's all.

MAMA (smiling): Lord, chifld, don’t you know wha§to do w1th yourself? How
long it going o be efore you get tired of this 3w —like you got tired of
that little play-agffing group you joined last yearN[ooking at Ruth.) And
what was it thgfyear before that?

rUTH: The horsebflck-riding club for which she bought\pat fifty-five-dollar
riding habgffthat’s been hanging in the closet ever sinc :

MaMA (to Bengfftha): Why you got to flitso from one thing to a other, baby?.

BENEATHA (Jfarply): I just want to learn to play the guitar. Is\pere anything
wrog with that?

Mama: At nobody trying to stop you. I just wonders sometimes Wgy you has

Mit so from one thing to another all the fime, You ain't never d\ge noth-
ng with all that camera equipmentyou brought home —
peyfaTHA: I don't flit! I—1T experiment with dlfferent forms of expressN
fr: Like riding a horse?
frNEATHA: — Peoplehave to express themselves oneway or another.
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AMA: What is it you want to express?

NeNEATHA (angrily): Mel (Mama and Ruth look at each other and burst intgffau-
cous laughter.) Don't worry—I don't expect you tounderstand.

MAN (to change the subject): Who you going out with tomorrow night

BENEAHA (with displeasure): George Murchison again.

MAMA (Rleased): Oh—you getting a little sweeton him? A

RUTH: YOy ask me, this child ain’t sweet on nobody but herglf:
breaty, ) Express herself!

They laugh.

(Under

BENEATHA: Oh\I like George all right, Mama. I mean I1iffe him enough to go
out with hiyand stuff, but—

RUTH (for devilmen® What does and stuff mean?

BENEATHA: Mind yoo\ own business.

MaMA: Stop picking atNger now, Ruth. (She chuck then a suspicious sudden
look at her daught®gas she turns in her chair ffr emphasis.) What DOES it
" mean?

BENEATHA (wearily): Oh, I'\gst mean I couldfft ever really be serious about
George. He's—he's so Naallow. :

RUTH: Shallow—what do'you \ean he’s shflow? He's Rich!

MaAMA: Hush, Ruth. .o

BENEATHA: ] know he'’s rich. He kn¥ws bff's rich, too.

RUTH: Well-—what other qualities Ngfan got to have to satisfy you, little girl?

BENEATHA: You wouldn't even beg' o understand. Anybody who married
Walter could not possibly unflersqynd.

MAMA (outraged): What kind of wily is tha\to talk about your br other?

BENEATHA: Brother is a flip— lejfs face it.

MaMa (to Ruth, helplessly): Wflat's a flip?

RUTH (glad to add kindling): fhe’s saying he's cNzy.

BENEATHA: Not crazy. Brgfher isn't really craz\yet-—he—he’s an elaborate
neurotic,

MaMA: Hush your moyfh! .

BENEATHA: As for Gfforge. Well. George looks go®d—he’s got a beautiful
car and he tg}fes me to nice places and, as my Ngter-in-law says, he is
probably thefrichest boy I will ever get to know and\ even like him some-
times— byft if the Youngers are sitting around waiti to see if their little
Bennie jgfgoing to tie up the family with the Murchis&gs, they are wast-
ing thegf time.

RUTH: You gfean you wouldn’t marry George Murchison if he a¥ged you some-
dayff That pretty, rich thing? Honey, I knew you was odd

BENEAT}A: No I would not marry him if all I'felt for him was wha\I feel now.
Pesides, George's family wouldn't really like it.

Mamf: Why not?

BEfEATHA: Oh, Mama— The Murchisons are honest-to-God-real-liXe-rich
colored people, and the only people in the world who are more sno¥pish
than rich white people are rich colored people. I thought: everybody kiw
that. I'vemet Mrs. Murchison. She's a scene!
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