1580 Plays and Playwrights

MA: Well, good night,
GEORGE: Good night. (He exits. Mama closes the door behind her.)
MA ello, honey. What you sitting like that for?

L ['m just sitting, :

MAMA (hustling arou
he, baby?
BENEATHA: Yes.

ed with. She stops): Is

Beneathamakes up Travis’s b

MAMA: You sure?
BENEATHA; Yes.
MAMA: Well —1I guess you better notWagfe your time with no fools.

her put groceries in the refrigerator.

0 the bedroom. At the door she stops

Beneatha looks up>at her mother, w
Finally she gathers up her things an
and looks back at her mother.

BENEATHA: Mama—
MAMA: Yes, baby —
BENEATHA: Thank you,
MAMA: For what?’
BENEATHA: For un

standing me this time.
She exits quicklygnd the mother stands, smiling a little, lookingNg the place where

Beneatha just ffood. Ruth enters.

RUTH: Nogflion't you fool with any of this stuff, Lena—

Mama is s:ilent and someone knocks on the door. Mama and Ruth exchange weary

C.md knowing glances and Ruth opens it to admit the neighbor, Mrs, Johnson, ° who

;: a rather squeaky wide-eyed lady of no particular age, with a newspaper under
er arm.

MAMA (changiﬁg her expression to acute delight and a ringing i
ging cheerful greeting):
Oh-—hello there, Johnson. ¢ g
JOHNSON (this isl a woman who decided long ago to be enthusiastic about EVERY-
THI NG in life and ‘she is inclined to wave her wrist vigorously at the height
g{ he}alfr exclamatory comments): Hello there, yourself! H’you this evening
uth? '

RUTH (not much of a deceptive type): Fine, Mis’ Johnson, h'you?

Mrs’. Johnson: Thi‘s f:haracter and the scene of her visit were cut from the original pro-
duction and early editions of the play. ‘
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jonnsoN: Fine. (Reaching out quickly, playfully, and patting Ruth’s stemach.)
Ain't you starting to poke out none yet! (She mugs with delight at the over
familiar remark and her eyes dart around looking at the crates and packing
preparation; Mama’s face is a cold sheet of endurance.) Oh, ain’t we get-
ting ready round here, though! Yessir! Lookathere! I'm telling you the
Youngers is really getting ready to ‘‘move on up a little higher!” —Bless
God! - . :

MAMA (a little drily, doubting the total sincerity of the Blesser): Bless God.

jorNsoN: He's good, ain’t He?

mamA: Oh yes, He's good. .

JouNsON: I mean sometimes He works in mysterious ways . . . but He works,
don’t He!

MAMA (the same): Yes, He does. ‘
JorNsON: I'm just soooooo happy for y’'all. And this here child—(about Ruth)

looks like she could just pop open with happiness, don't she. Where's all
the rest of the family?

MAMA: Bennie's gone to bed —

JOHNSON: Ain't no . . . (the implication is pregnancy) sickness done hit you—I
hope...? ’

MAaMA: No—she just tired. She was out this evening.

JOHNSON (all is a coo, an emphatic coo): Aw—ain't that lovely. She still going
out with the little Murchison boy? '

MAMA (drily): Ummmm huh.

jounson: That's lovely, You sure got lovely children, Younger. Me and Isaiah
talks all the time 'bout what fine children you was blessed with. We sure do.

MaMA: Ruth, give Mis’ Johnson a piece of sweet potato pie and some milk.

jounsoN: Oh honey, I can’t stay hardly a minute—1I just dropped in to see if
there was anything I could do. (Accepting the food easily.) I guess y'all
seen the news what’s all over the colored paper this week . . .

MaMa: No—didn’t get mine yet this week.

JoHNsoN (lifting her head and blinking with the spirit of catastrophe): You mean
you ain’t read 'bout them colored people that was bombed out their place

out there?

Ruth straightens with concern and takes the paper and reads it. Johnson notices
her and feeds commentary.

JOHNSON: Ain’t it something how bad these here white folks is getting here in
Chicago! Lord, getting so you think you right down in Mississippil
(With -a tremendous and rather insincere sense -of melodrama.) "Course I
thinks 1t’s wonderful how our folk keeps on pushing out. You hear some
of these Negroes round here talking "bout how they don't go where they
ain’t wanted and all that— butnot me, honey! (This is a lie.) Withemenia
‘Othella Johnson goes anywhere, any time she feels like it! (With head
movement for emphasis.) Yes I dol Why if we left it up to these here crack-
ers, the poor niggers wouldn’t have nothing— (She clasps her hand over
her mouth.) Oh, I always forgets you don't "low that word in your house.

MaMA (quietly, looking at her): No—I don't 'low it.
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JOHNSON (vzgorously agam) Me neither! T was just telhng Isaiah yesterday when
he come using it in front of me—1 said, “Isaiah, it's just like Mis’
Younger says all the time— »

Mama: Don'’t you want some more pie?

JorNsON: No—-no thank you; this was lovely. I go‘c to get on over home and have
my midnight coffee, [ hear some people say it.don't let them. sleep but I
finds I can't close my eyes right lessen I done had that lasaast cup of cof-
fee ... . (Shé waits. A beat. Undaunted.) My Goodnight coffee, I callsit!

MAMA (wzth much eye- rollmg and communication between._herself and Ruth)
Ruth, why don’t you give Mis’ Johnson some coffee.

Ruth gives Mama anunpleasant look for her kindness.

JOHNSON (accepting the coffee): Where's Brother tomght?

MAaMa: He’s lying down.

JOHNSON: Mmmmmmm, heé sure gets his beauty rest, don't he? Good looking
man. Sure is a good-looking man! (Reaching out to pat Ruth’s stomach
again.) I guess that’s how come we keep on having babies around here.
(She winks at Mama.) One thmg 'bout Brothet, he always know how to
have a good time. And so00000 ambitious! I bet it was his idea y'all mov-
ing out to Clybourne Park. Lord—TI bet this time next month y'all’s
names.will have been in the papers plenty (Holding up her hands to
mark oﬂ each word of the headline she can see in front of her,) “NEGROES
INVADE CLYBOURNE PARK — BOMBED'” '

MAMA (she and Ruth look at the woman in amazement): We am "t exactly moving
out there to get bombed,

joHnsoN: Oh honey you know I'm praymg to God every day that don’t
nothing like that happen! But you have to think of life Iike it is—and
these here Chlcago peckerwoods is some baaaad peckerwoods.

MAMA (wearily): We done thought about all that Mis’ Johnson.

Reneatha comes out of the bedroom in her robe and passes through to the batjy#om.
ohnson turns.

jounsoNNellothere, Bennie!

guess I better get on home. (UM mng )'Course I can
‘understand % she must be proud and everythlng— Mg the only one

Ever sat1sﬁed Brother none. He shouldn t feel hke tha
1't nothing wrong with being a chauffeur.
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1AMA: There’s plenty wrong with it.
JONsoN: What?
MaNa: Plenty. My husband always said being any kind of a ser vant wasgft a fit
hing for a man to have to be. He always said a man’s hands was # ade to
ake things, or to turn the earth with—not to drive nobod car for
‘e or—(she looks at her own hands) carry they slop jars. Ad my boy
is juMJike him-—he wasn't meant to wait on nobody.

JOHNSON (1iX\pg, somewhat offended): Mmmmmmmmm. The fungers is too
much fo\me! (She looks around.)You sure one proud actffig bunch of col-
ored folk\Well—1 always thinks like Booker T. Waghington said that
time — “Ed\cation has spoiled many a good plow B d” -

Mama: Is that what€\Jd Booker T. said?

JornNsoN: He sure dich ,

MAMA: Well, it sounds Nest like him. The fool. o

JOHNSON (indignantly): Vgll— he was one of our gre m'en'.’dr

MaMA: Who said so? ‘ L

JOHNSON (nonplussed): You Ngow, me and you g ; 't never agreed about some
things, Lena Younger. I'\uess I better begoing— §

j uickly): Good night. N

;{(I)J;SsglN: GZ?)d night. gOh—( gusting iflat her.) Youjcé»n kgep the paper!
(With a trill.)'Night.

MAMA: Good night, Mis’ Johnson.

Mys. Johnson exits. _
RUTH: If ignorance wasgold . . .
MaMa: Shush. Don't talk about foffts behinqtheir backs.
rUTH: You do. co
MaMA: I'm old and corrupted. fBeneatha enters\You was rude to Mis’ Johnson,
Beneatha, and I don't ke it at all. )
BENEATHA (at her door): Mgfna, if there are two thi\gs we, as ahp‘eople, have got
to overcome, one igffhe Klu Klux Klan— and\pe other is Mrs. Johnson.
(She exits.)
MAMA: Smart aleck.
The phone rings.
ruTH: I'll get it.
MAMA: Lord, aigft this a popular place tonight. g
ruTH (at the ghone): Hello— Just 2 minute. (Goes to door.) Wy fer, it's M;s
Arnoldl (Waits. Goes back to the phone. Tense.) Hello.‘Yes, t s 1s his wife
speajfing . . . He's lying down now. Yes . . . well, he'll be in\fomorrow.
He been very sick. Yes—I know we should have called, but ¥ were so
syffe he'd be able to come in today. Yes—yes, I'm very sorry.\
hank you very much. (She hangs up. Walter is standing in the doo ay of
the bedroom behind her.) That was Mrs. Arnold.
wLTER (indifferently): Was it?
firr: She said if you don’t come in tomorrow that they -are gettmg a new
man.. .
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