
The Woman's College of 
The University of North Carolina 

LIBRARY 

r>0.208 

COLLEGE COLLECTION 

Gift of 
Helen Marie Parks 



"AT A TIME LIKE THIS" 

A Play in Three Acts 

HELEN MARIE PARKS 

A thesis submitted to 
the Faculty of 

The Consolidated University of North Carolina 
in partial fulfillment 

of the requirements for the degree 
Master of Fine Arts 

Greensboro 

1957 

Approved by 

Adviser 



ii 

INTRODUCTION 

"At a Time Like This" is a snatch of a few hours from the life of 

the Rouse family, a well-established group in a small Midwestern farming 

community. The family is portrayed at a peculiar time, the hours before 

the head of the house is buried. 

A combination of the slice-of-life and the more conventional begin- 

ning-middle-and-end dramatic form was used in writing the play. The 

"thinking" characters—Buell, Mary Lou, and to some extent, llama—are 

handled under the latter form and the "non-thinking" characters—Alma, 

Zetta, and Wendell—are more sliced from life. The open rebellion of the 

son Buell and his sister Mary Lou destroy any idea of stereotyped behavior 

advocated by their mother and aunt Zetta. The children's actions reach a 

climax and resolution while their elders and Wendell remain somewhat static. 

The play covers about eighteen hours before Bond Rouse, the almost 

completely unappreciated and unrecognised head of the household, is buried. 

Buell, his eldest son and "spitting image," is taking up where his father 

left off. Buell rejects the Rouse family bank which in the short space of 

two generations has become the tradition his mother cherishes. His decision 

to farm not only means the end of the banking Rouses, but it brings him back 

to the home and town where neither he nor his father could adjust. 

As the unwanted Buell returns home to make the oncoming years "a 

life of living hell" for his mother, her beloved daughter has realized 

there is something false and terribly unrational about the family, and she 

proposes to leave. 

Not understanding the negative unity her husband Bond gave to the 

L94823 
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family, Alma dreams of a brighter existence with him dead. In her narrow 

mind she believes the bad tines are gone now. It is inevitable that she 

realize to some extent that she is wrong. The problem in writing was to 

what degree Alma would realise that she has not been both mother and father 

to her children. The lesser degree of realisation was drawn because Alma 

is an unthinking character and the full import of her changed position in 

the family would not come suddenly any more than Zetta would completely 

understand her own changed relationship to the family. 

By the end of the play, Alma loses not only her children and her 

role as mother-martyr but also her position in the community as wife of 

the town's banker. With the death of her husband she becomes re-affiliated 

with the farm she hates. This is revenge for Bond Rouse and a fitting 

conclusion to the life of a man who never felt the unity he gave to the 

family. With his death, the family no longer exists as a unit. In the 

midst of the bickering and pettiness which has existed since their child- 

hood, the children are breaking away and their mother has lost the "villain" 

who in the past was used to rally them about her. 

As the family breaks up, it is the grandmother, llama, who directs 

their last moments of action. It may be objected that her part in the 

ending is too contrived since she is not more active earlier in the play. 

But she is a stable, understanding, and "thinking" character to whom all 

members of the family have turned at one time or another. Her persistent 

withdrawal from the situation and the family makes even more dramatic her 

action at the end when she becomes the guiding hand necessary to give 

direction to the others while revealing their foibles with her direct 

questions. 
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i, Buell, and Mary Lou achieve realisation in varying degrees 

and their actions culminate in a more conventional play ending. The non- 

thinkers, treated as slice-of-life characters, find no definite solutions. 

The front porch swing will become the common meeting ground where, as Buell 

says early in the first act, Alma and Zetta can "sit out on the porch the 

rest of your days talking about what a mean man and poor father he was, 

Just like you did when he warn alive." For people such as these, the death 

of an unloved one is merely an interruption in their routine, a sign which 

they do not fully understand. 

Wendell differs from the other non-thinkers in that he is innocently 

simple and is the most sympathetic member of the quarrelsome Rouse family. 

He is to be pitied at the outcome when he is set adrift to face the gigantic 

problem of making up his own mind. He and Kama occupy similar positions 

in the thinking and non-thinking groups of characters. Ifach seems to give 

a more human element to the negative action which is dominated by the harsh 

and unsympathetic qualities of the others. 

There is little relief in the negative tone given to the play from 

the beginning. During the hours before the funeral, the characters scarcely 

rise above themselves or show noble traits. Buell comes closest to lift- 

ing the action when he roars and curses his way through the preacher, his 

mother's friends, and the family itself to finally reach the side of his 

father's coffin. 

In defense of the negative action and thought, there is consist- 

ency and irony in the portrayal of the living as compared with the peace 

and positiveness of the dead man in the adjoining room.  Death for Bond 

Rouse is a thing of beauty in comparison to the life he left behind. The 



glimpse into his past is given sympathetically by his friend, Everett, 

and unsympathetically by the women of the community, hie sister-in-law, 

and wife. The children's views range from Mary Lou's realization that 

she did not know him at all to Buell's unconscious pride in being like 

him. 

Bcposition of the family's life before his death is threaded 

throughout the three acts rather than given in detail early in the play. 

The hours before a funeral provide a natural time for the family and 

friends to discuss the deceased and their relation to him. Another legit- 

imate device for exposition is Mrs. Simmons, a newcomer to town. Certain 

information about the Rouses must be given to her, and Mrs. Simmons' own 

speculations are corrected from time to time by the other members of the 

Golden Circle Missionary Society who have lived in the town longer. 

Intimate details concerning the dead man and family are brought out through 

Mary Lou's quest for the truth, Zetta's unending prattle in defense of 

Alma, and the comparison drawn between the father and eldest son. 

An effort TOS made not to force the exposition, letting it unravel 

with the action.  For example, the significance of the emphasis Alma puts 

on clothes throughout the play is not revealed until minutes before the 

final curtain when she is saying, "I hated farming. I hated seeing Papa 

come in dirty every night. I wanted my kids to have clean clothes and be 

somebody!" Buell's inner scorn for Wendell's passiveness is linked with 

exposition of Wendell's wartime service when early in the third act the 

older brother says, "Haven't you ever been around dead people before? Oh, 

that's right, excuse me, you were one of those Army stateside flowers who 

never left your clerk-typist desk Job." 

I 
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The Rouse family is shown at its most dramatic and worst moment. 

It could not have been portrayed in such an unkindly manner before the 

death of the father, and it will never reach such a degrading state again. 

A truth has been revealed by his death. Some feel it deeply and others do 

not, as evidenced when Mary Lou says, "I never honestly knew we were this 

way. We're not a family, we're some sordid individuals who can't even 

pull ourselves together enough to bury a man. ..." And Alma replies, 

"Those are unkind words, Mary Lou, they're words against me." 

There to witness it all is the prying community which chooses a 

moment like this to invade privacies. Perhaps the most compassionate 

lines in the negative and severe treatment of the play are spoken by Lottie: 

"... Leave these people alone. We don't have any business see- 

ing this. Get out the door, and leave them alone." 



THE CHARACTERS 

BUELL, 28, the late Bond Rouse's eldest son 

KAMA, the deceased man's 80-year-old mother-in-law 

ZETTA, 52, his sister-in-law 

MART LOU, 19, his only daughter 

WENDELL, his other son, about 25 years old 

ALMA, the 50-year-old wife of the deceased 

EVERETT, his beet friend 

BROTHER PALMER, the pastor of the local Baptist church 

THE GOLDEN CIRCLE MISSIONARY SOCIETY: 

ELZORA, a heavy, middle-aged woman 

MAUD, a sweet-faced lady in her early fifties 

MRS. SIMMONS, a thin woman about 40 years old 

LOTTIE, 75, a neighbor of the deceased's family 

THE LODGE MEMBERS—voices 



THE SCENE 

ACT I 

Six o'clock, Saturday evening 

ACT II 

Just before sunrise the next morning 

ACT III 

Sunday noon 

All action of the play takes place in the living roan of the 

Rouse home in the late fall of 1953 in a small Midwestern farming 

community some fifty miles from any sizable town. 

In the living room there are wreaths of fresh and wax flowers 

scattered about and placed on either side of the upstage right archway 

which leads to the darkened dining room where the late Bond Rouse lies 

unseen in his coffin. 

A picture of Grandpa Rouse in old-fashioned collar and string 

tie hangs from the flower-print papered wall over the piano upstage left 

of center. A picture of a sailing ship hangs downstage right between 

the outside door and a large ceiling-to-floor window. 

The room has an unlived-in look. There are lace doilies, starched 

and white, on the back of the rust-colored couch downstage left. A dark 

mohair wing chair faces the Couch and there is a small table by the chair. 

These pieces of furniture are nondescript. 

The cloth-bottomed arm chair upstage between the arch and the 

piano was purchased in the 1930s. The simple desk upstage right close to 



the arch is of the sane vintage. There are some funeral home folding 

chairs stacked against the wall near the bedroom door upstage left. A 

large armchair upstage right between the door and window is the most 

used and comfortable piece in the room. There is a magazine rack, lamp, 

and footstool close by.  Downstage left, almost apart from the room, is 

a rocking chair with a loud pillow on the seat. 

Over the desk is suspended a knick-knack shelf for small objects 

and an ivy or potato plant. On the piano there are some carefully stacked 

sheets of music and a metronome. 

The room depicts no definite period. But like the clothing worn 

by the characters, nothing is in poor taste, but rather non-committal. 



ACT I 

tolll Ifl IgTMlrt 9B tti con,ch W^tfa hlg fret} ugstaget    HJ,s rtMMtti 
smoulders on the rag where he dropped, K ttOT hi fill flffl^ftP-    M"" 
enters from the bedroom left with hflr 'ftflwfrffr 1??ti    flit W"ff f» nh" 
pass— the couch, pats Buell's leg affectionately, and moves on to 
erlt through archway right canter.     Zetta enters from front door at 
ELB 

ZETTA.      Sees cigarette on floor. Buell! Buell! Wake up ! 

Are you trying to burn the house down? Tour cigarette is on the floor! 

Buell 1 Goes %q fcfc. 

BDKLL.      fJHH moving- Well, for God's sake, put it out, Zetta. 

ZETTA.      BsWMtM on Hl» I'l *»•▼•* ■••n anything like you kids. 

Always into soaething. How, you ought to get up and go put your good 

clothes on. Look at you. Tou're a sight! And you've got mid all over 

your Bother's nice couch. f*h,e brumes at couch am. 

BUELL.      Aw, shut up, Zetta. 

ZETTA.      Get up and get dressed before the Golden Circle ladies 

cone. They can't see you looking like this, can they? Gets no response. 

Buell, you are going to wear your nice uniform to the church service 

tomorrow, aren't you? 

BUELL.      Haw, I'm going naked. I always go to funerals naked. 

ZETTA.      fussing. After Alma worked so hard getting your clothes 

ready the least you could do is wear them. She moves about touching the 

flowers. So many pretty flowers, aren't there? Wjfrtfully So "any' 

More than poor Sanford had when he died. And he was such a good man. 

BDKLL.      Cruelly. But he was only a clerk in a hardware store. 

You have to be a banker like Daddy to get a lot of flowers, Auntie Zetta. 

ZETTA.      Iou should be ashamed, Buell Rouse ! Sanford was more 



of a father to you three kids than Bond ever was. 

BUELL.      Yeah. And when Sanford died, you said it was a shame 

it wasn't Daddy. 

ZETTA.      I didn't say any such a thing. 

BUELL.      Teasing. Oh, yes, you did, Zetta. Now that the old 

man's dead, you must feel pretty good, huh? 

ZETTA.      How terrible ! Don't you have any respect for the dead? 

BUELL.      I have respect for the living, some of them, damn few 

of them. But the dead are dead and that's all there is to it. 

ZETTA.      You sound just like your daddy, that's the sort of awful 

thing he would say. But he never had respect for anyone, including him- 

self. 

BUELL.      God, but I bet he's happy being away and out of all this. 

How long did he put up with it? 

ZETTA.      Put up with it? Bond put up with anything? I'd like to 

know what? Alma made the home for you kids, she did it all by herself. 

He never helped, you all know that. 

BUELL.      Maybe he didn't. Maybe he was too busy trying to find 

some sort of peace and quiet away from here. 

ZETTA.      Why, Buell, are you defending the way he always acted? 

BUELL.      Ho, I'm not defending him. No one ever has. Isn't it a 

little late to start now? 

ZETTA.      Bond Rouse never did anything for you ehildren. Alma's 

done it all, and he never helped her. 

BUELL.      Where's all this respect for the dead you mentioned? 

Let's have a reverent silence. 



ZETTA.      At least I'm trying to help Alma out. Tou all aren't 

helping her. Why don't you go pat these clean clothes on and act nice? 

BUELL. 

ZETTA. 

BUELL. 

to the farm. 

ZETTA. 

Snorts. Act nice! 

Tou could try. 

?!*■• w.   Bjai tim MftUaai im h1i-   i»» going out 

lou are not! You're not going out to that dirty fare. 

What would everyone say? 

BUELL.      They'd say: Mlaics.  "Can you imagine? That Buell 

going out to the fare and his daddy dead in there?" That's what they'd 

say. Mother has her two favorite children at her side, so to hell with 

it. She doesn't need mo. 

ZETTA.      I don't understand you, Buell. Not at all. Tou used to 

be such a sweet child, always winded. . . . 

BUELL.      Zetta, when you've been in the Army and through two wars 

real fast, you don't stay sweet and you don't stay a child. Sorry. I'm 

a big boy now. 

ZETTA.      Tou could at least behave yourself when you come hone. 

Now get up and get dressed. The ladies. . . . 

BUELL.      The ladies from the church don't have a dawn bit of busi- 

ness sitting up here all night, and neither does that lodge outfit Daddy 

belonged to. 

ZETTA.      They always do, and your mother is a big member of the 

Golden Circle Missionary Society. 

BUELL.      So they oome in and sit up and try to think of nice 

things to say about her late husband. . . . 



ZETTA.       . . . They're her good friends. . . 

BUELL.      ... At least the lodge hall crowd has a roaring good 

time when they sit up. 

ZETTA.      They'll have to stay outside, those men will. They drink 

and carry on awful. You just stay away from then, Buell.  You can't embar- 

rass your Bother at a time like this. 

BUELL.      At a time like this ! that kind of time is this, Zetta? 

He'8 dead and we're going to put him in the ground tomorrow. Then you 

and Mother can sit out on the porch the rest of your days talking about 

what a mean wan and poor father he was, just like you did when he was 

alive. 

ZETTA.      It would break her heart if she heard you say that. 

She's so upset, don't you understand, Buell? Wendell and Mary Lou have 

been good to her and you. . .you don't even try. 

HfTfl fflrtfP frcm Mil car"*"* PO*- Sh« fa***" Ml t**frP«» door- 

BUELL.       Zetta, sometimes you make me sick. 

ZETTA.      You've got no right to talk to me like that. . . SSSft 

Ifamx.  Mama ! You can't be carrying that pot through here ! 

MAMA.       gtopsr looks pleasantly at Zetta. I had to empty it. 

It stinks. 

ZETTA. 

of us. 

I don't see why you can't use the bathroom like the rest 

Because it's oold and lonely in there. 

ZETTA.      Oh, Mama ! Look, why don't you go across the street to 

my house and stay until the funeral's over? Ton can sleep in the front 

bedroom and work your crossword puzzles and have a good time. 



Moves on aaat couoh.     Brushes Bncll's 

and goes on to exit bedroom.    Because, to tell the truth,  Zetta, I don't 

want to. 

ZETTA. Poor Alma, poor, poor Alma.     She wants everything to    be 

nice and go right for the funeral and no one's helping her out but me. 

BUELL. Yeah.    You're a great help,  Zetta.    gtanda and stretches. 

Where's Wendell? 

ZETTA. Tou leave that child alone.    He's not going out to that 

farm and drink. 

BUELL. Laughs.    Who said anything about drinking? 

ZETTA. Tou always do.    Just this one tine you're home, can't 

you think of your Bother?   These last few days have almost driven her out 

of her mind.    Tou're not going to be here long, Buell, can't you be a good 

boy for her sake? 

BUELL. For my sake, can't you hush up?    If you yap at Mother all 

day like this, I can see why she's nearly out of her mind. 

ZETTA. Mad.    How dare you?   How dare you talk like that when I'm 

the only one. . . 

BUELL.      Shouting. I know, I know, you're the only one here who 

helps her ! Tou're her ever-loving sister and you help her so much no one 

else gets a chance. 

Wendell and Marv Lou enter fTCB front door. 

MARY LOU.    What's wrong? 

BUELL.      Here they are ! The heirs to the throne. 

WENDELL.     Pleasantly. What's going on? 



ZETTA.      Nothing's wrong, Wendell, honey. Buell has a temper 

worse than his daddy's, that's all. 

MARY LOU.    Moves upstage to ni»»0. Oh, Zetta. 

He does, I swear he does. And look at him, he isn't ZETTA. 

even dressed. 

BUELL. 

WENDELL. 

Want to drive out to the farm with me, Wendell? 

Gee, maybe we'd better not. Nods toward arch. With 

Daddy in there and all. . .yon know. . . 

BUELL.      Okay. If you'd rather sit around with the Golden Circle 

Missionary Society, that's up to you. 

WENDELL.    You know I hadn't, but Mother said she wanted us here. 

BUELL.      What for? 

MARY LOU.    Someone has to be around, Buell. If you want to go out, 

Wendell and I will stay with her. 

BUELL. SarcaBtlcTiv- Well, that's real decent of you, little 

sister. But maybe Wendell wants to go with me. What about it, Wendell? 

Make up your mind. 

WENDELL.    Gosh, I don't know, Buell. 

BUELL.      Make up your mind, you staying or going? 

ZETTA.      No one's going anywhere. Buell, you've got to get 

dressed and be here when the people come. 

BUELL.      awMmeatt ^ff- Com* on» Wendell, let's get out of here 

for fresh air. 

Buell goes to ontalde door, opens it and waits for Wendell. 

MARY LOU.    Wendell, one of you fellows should be here when the people 

come in. 
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BUELL. Aw, come on, Wendell, the college co-ed can hold down 

the fort, Ihat's she getting all this education for if she can't meet 

the people and be proper? 

WENDELL.    Moves toward door. We won't be gone long. It would be 

good to get away for a little while. 

BUELL. F
1
A1
^VF jln pocket. Wait a minute. I've got some car 

keys. 

Ml Bill arshi&T' 
MART LOU. Wendell, do you think you ought to leave Mother right 

now? 

ZETTA.       He certainly shouldn't. 

WENDELL.    Honestly, I thought I'd go along in case Buell. . . 

in case he starts. . . 

ZETTA.      Drinking ! Oh, Alma will die if he goes out and gets 

drunk. 

WENDELL.    He'a not going to, for pete's sake, Zetta. What do you 

think he is anyway? 

ZETTA.      I think he's a Rouse. 

MARY LOU.    Zetta, please, Just for once, I wish you'd leave every- 

thing that has been where it belongs. Daddy's in there dead and in his 

coffin. I don't like hearing you run down. . . 

ZETTA.      quickly. Oh, I'm not running him down. Par be it from 

Be not to respect the dead no matter what they did when they were living. 

But the boy is the spitting image of Bond, isn't he? Even the hair, the 

way it won't lay down and the voice. . . 

MART LOU.    I don't know. I've about decided I didn't know Daddy at 
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BftgP't JMi ltpt.QBlpp to her.  What, Z«tta? Oh, sure, 

all. And 1 know Buell even lees. Let's just drop it. 

WENDELL.     Sits right. Yeah, Zetta, I don't feel much like talking 

either. 

ZETTA.      We're all on edge, that's what we are. Bat it's natural 

to be upset when there's a death. I'm just glad Alma has you two kids to 

depend on. I don't suppose we can really blame Buell for being like he 

is. He's been away for so long, and I guess the Army is the only place 

for him. He's miserable when he visits here. Isn't he, Wendell? 

WENDELL. 

I guess so. 

There j,s ft "tap-tap-tap" on jhm right fropt floor, The flgjdjn. Circle 
Missionary Society enters ouietlT. carrying covered dishes. They file 

Simmons, with Lottie last. They pass by Zetta. some patting her, some 
BJMMa *** ifl pod or Mil *o*«Jd Mary Lou and Wendell as they file 
out through archway, leaving the m-ennhwr behind. He goes to Wendell. 
Me hmfl ■ Mir alwflflwr- 

PREACHER. How's everyone holding up? 

ZETTA. Alma's across the street at my house lying down, Brother 

Palmer.    She's so nervous and upset. 

PREACHER. I know.    She must get some rest. 

ZETTA. I'll go get her.    She'll want to talk to you.    gififis.. 

PREACHER. She may be asleep.    Sleep comes so hard in times like 

these, we shouldn't disturb her. 

ZETTA. It's all right,  I know she wants to see you.    She asked 

me to come get her when you earns.    Brits front door. 

PREACHER. This is the time hardest of all on folks.    How are you 

children doing? 

WENDELL. Tfocoflfgrtfffrlv-    jLL1 ri8ht» ***&*> Brother Palmer. 
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PREACHER.    It's good she has you and Mary Lou to lean on, Wendell. 

At a time like this there's nothing that can replace the children's 

devotion for their mother. 

WENDELL.    Stands, moves toward arch. That's right, I guess I'd 

better find Buell and tell him everyone's here. Exits. 

PREACHER.    It's nice Buell could come home, Mary Lou. How long's 

it been since he was here? 

MART LOU.    More than a year, Brother Palmer. 

PREACHER.    It's a shame such a sad occasion brings him home. I know 

his heart oust be heavy, his being the eldest son and all. 

MARY LOU.    Strokes piano key. Yes, sir. 

PREACHER.    I suppose you'll be staying at home with your mother now, 

Mary Lou. Just want you to know we'll sure have a spot for you in the 

Sunday school, playing the piano. 

MARY LOU.    Thank you. 

PREACHER.    About time you found some nice man and settled down here. 

Too bad you have to leave college where you did so well with your music, 

but there's nothing wrong with your bringing your talents back to your 

home town and putting them to good use in the church. We need more like 

you around here* 

MARY LOU.    Ifaeomfortable.  Yes, sir. 

PREACHER.    that a blessing it will be for your mother, too. She's 

very proud of her only daughter who plays the piano so well. 

MARY LOU.    Yes, sir. I wonder if you'd excuse me, Brother Palmer? 

I'd like to see how my grandmother's getting along. 

PREACHER.    Why, certainly. You're a thoughtful granddaughter, Mary 

Lou. 
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Mary Lou exits ouletlv to bedroom. For a few seconds the preacher walke 
about the living room aporalBlng It and the wreathe. The ladles enter 
and alt about on chairs and the couch left stage. The preacher is near 
IB um iflitt' 

UADD.       Well. They sure did a good job on Bond Rouse. Have you 

seen him, Brother Palmer? 

PREACHER.    Of course. I was over at the funeral home when they 

finished with him. 

MRS. SIMMONS. Mrs. Rouse picked out a pretty casket, didn't she? She 

seems to have awful good taste. 

ELZORA.     She can afford it. Alma's a banker's widow now. I 

wonder what they'll do with the bank? 

LOTTIE. I don't think it's any of our concern what they do with 

the bank, especially right now. We're here to sit up with the dead, not 

talk about his business affairs. 

ELZORA.     Huh! I think it's some of our concern. We've all got 

money in that bank. 

PREACHER.    Of course, but it'd be more fitting not to discuss it 

right now. 

MAUD.       I didn't want to discuss it, Brother Palmer. I was just 

wondering what they were going to do with it. 

MRS. SIMMONS. Maybe the two sons will run it. 

ELZORA.     God, forbid I Mrs. Simmons, you haven't been in this town 

long enough to know about. . . 

LOTTIE.     Magusted. Honestly, Bl»ora I Stand*. I'm going to see 

how Alma's mother is bearing up. 

ELZORA.     Well I 
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MRS. SIMMONS. They sure have nice furniture. 

ELZORA.     And he didn't buy a stick of it. I heard Alma paid for 

everything off that 60-aere farm her father left then. 

MRS. SIMMONS. Imagine having a bank and a farm both ! 

ELZORA.     I remember when Alma and Zetta didn't even have a farm. 

Their father was paying for it, bit by bit. 

MRS. SIMMONS. Well, she's got a bank now. 

MAUD.       Ladies, I imagine she's earned it. 

ELZORA.     It's not so grand. The farm was left to her and Zetta 

together. They hated the farm when we were all kids and they had to live 

on it. They were farmer's kids. Bat that bank's been in the Rouse family 

for years and years. 

tMtt followed, by Wendell cones jj archway. 

MRS. SIMMONS. The brothers might run it. 

ELZORA.     Those two boys couldn't manage it. If they tried I think 

I'd take my money across the state line. 

MAUD.       Oh, don't be so hard on Alma's boys, ELzora. 

PREACHER.    Friends, I don't think we ought to be talking about these 

matters. . . 

Baall comas tfcfejl «^eh. glaring at Slsora who tries to smile. 

BDELL.      You're exactly right, Brother Palmer. This is a time of 

sorrow. 

PREACHER.    Why, here's Buell. I haven't had a chance to see you 

since you got in, my boy, but I want you to know you have my deepest 

sympathy on the loss of your father. 
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BUELL. PAlTlTg +'h» part. I appreciate that, Brother Palmer. 

Don't you appreciate that, Wendell? 

WENDELL. Sensing approaching storm. Yeah, I sure do. We all do. 

Buell and I were just on our way out to look over some things at the farm, 

Brother Palmer. lou ready, Buell? Moves to door. 

BUELL. In Just a second. I always enjoy seeing Mother's good 

friends. 

MAUD. Nice you could come home, Buell. 

Mrs. Simmons. What rank're you in the Army now? 

BUELL. I'm a sergeant. 

ELZORA. Blunders, then laughs nervously.  Still a sergeant? 

BUELL. 22Sdll« * *°P sergeant, Mrs. Potter. 

ELZOPA. That's nice. I mean, you're moving right along, aren't 

you? Who knows, you may be a general some day. 

BUELL. I don't think I'll be around the Army that long. 

MRS. SIMMONS. I suppose you get used to it. 

MAUD. Well, I never thought you'd turn out to be an Army man, 

Buell. When you were little, you used to say you were going to grow 

flowers. 

BUELL. That was when I was little.    Sergeants Just don't grow 

flowers, do they? 

WENDELL. We'd better go on out, Buell. 

PREACHER. Sow you boys know we're here.    We'll help out all we can. 

MRS. SIMMONS. We brought supper for everyone. 

WENDELL. Thanks a lot.    We'll be baek pretty soon. 

MAUD. We'll tell your mother. 
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iMttft tl VUOM fogr mPt   Parti gtandg gear It wj,th hands In pogfr^a, 

BUELL.      Sweetly. Just can't tell you how much we appreciate all 

you're doing, Mrs. Potter. 

ELZORA.     We're here to help. 

WENDELL.     ftTW ft \W tf BuaU's gtfgfa Well, bye. fcjgj egjtff- 

BUELL.      Thanks again for being with us in this tine of sorrow. 

I'll be back. Exits. 

Group is silent for a moment. 

MRS. SIMMONS. Isn't he a sweet boy? 

MAUD.       I thought he acted peculiar, not a bit like himself. Do 

you suppose he overheard you talking, ELzora? 

MRS. SIMMONS. Wouldn't that have been terrible? 

ELZORA.     I hate it if they heard, but everything I said was the 

truth. Tou all know that. 

MAUD.       I Just feel sorry for Alma. She's a good woman and she's 

always had troubles. 

PREACHER.    Yes, she always comes to church, but she never asks for 

any help. 

ELZORA.     I've tried to feel sorry for Alma, but she brought her 

troubles on herself. She wouldn't have a son like that if she hadn't 

married Bond Rouse. We all know Bond drank before they married, but Alma 

wouldn't listen to us. She couldn't see anything but being a banker's 

wife. She could have married my brother Harmon. He would've made her a 

fine husband. 

MAUD.       It's funny how when you're young and growing up together, 
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you never know how things will turn out. 

ELZORA.      I could've guessed all this for Alma back then. . .the 

way Bond would end up. 

MRS. SBSMOMS. But he's dead now. 

ELZORA.      Sharpj-y.  1 know that, Mrs. Simmons.  Softening.  I don't 

mean to sound hard, but Alaa and Zetta and I have been friends since we 

were little. He used to play dolls together. I couldn't talk so freely 

this way if we weren't such good friends. 

PREACHER.    They're a strange family, I'll adnit, but we folks Bust 

do everything we can to help them out, especially right now. 

MAUD.       That's right, preacher. 

ELZORA.     Do you think Buell was drinking? Of oourse, it wouldn't 

be unusual, would it? 

PREACHER.    I don't think we should say unkind things. 

ELZORA.     gnapping. Brother Palmer, since you're preaching to us 

live ones so hard, have you thought of anything good to say about the dead? 

PREACHER.    Why, ELiora Potter ! 

ELZORA.     What are you going to say? He never went to church. He 

and that Everett Shaw drank the days away, up at the bank, the lodge hall. 

PREACHER.    Roused. ELaora, I'm going to have to insist you stop 

this kind of talk. 

KATO.       I don't like it either, ELsora. We're here because we're 

Alma's best and oldest friends. Doesn't seem right to talk this way when 

he's lying in that room dead. 

ELZORA.     The truth is the truth. 

PREACHER.    And there's a time and place for everything. 
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Loud guffaws cone fra. W0mm> 

MRS. SIMMONS. Most be the lodge members. 

ELZORA. And they'll be drinking all night long.    Preacher, why 

don't you go tell then,   "There's a tine and place for everything?n 

PREACHER. Exasperated.    Mow, Elaora.    Mrs. Potter, really.   .   . 

ELZORA. They've got their nerve, coming here to sit up.    I 

wouldn't allow them on my property. 

MAUD. Hell, KLzora, they've got a right to come mourn Bond. 

He was a big man in the lodge.    They always come around to pay respects 

when.  .  . 

MRS. SIMMONS. Listen 1   They've gotten awful quiet. 

fcU PfMlflt to  'listen'.    The outside door onens quietly. Bnjer WJ&* *h9 
■MMI hffMlny thn tionr gptn far ftlw.   jlmi 4i9ff»v4 a hktfci enters. 
Everyone stands. After the preacher silently clasps her hand and backs 
gfft %h9 HUM  9M by 9Q9 RQ ttffg hf flft<3 gtand in a circle about faer. 

MAUD.       Alma, we know what you're going through and we want to 

do everything we can to help you. 

MRS. SIMMONS. Supper's all taken care of, Mrs. Rouse. 

PREACHER.    You have to depend on your friends at a time like this. 

Elzora takes Alma by the hand and leads her to the couch where they sjt. 

ELZORA.     Here, Alan, come sit down. lou look so tired and thin. 

Haven't you lost weight? Small wonder. Such an ordeal. But you keep 

your chin up and know we're all right here with you for better or worse. 

ALMA.       foqkJM ff* ^^ person. Have you all seen him? 

MRS. SIMMONS. He certainly looks nice. 

MAUD.       Looks just like he's asleep. 

ELZORA.     They did a grand Job. 
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nil mmtr 1 Mi —lfc. 

ALMA. Doesn't seem like Bond.     So quiet and still In there. 

ZETTA. Have the boys gone out? 

PREACHER. They said they'd be back in a little while.    I think a 

little flresh air will do them good.    Can't coop up boys, you know.    They 

get restless. 

Lrtttt —f bedfooi door,    gees y end, goes %j jit by fcgj    AIM |BJM 

tar at artfi fttnrcUnfi wrt forta fry yw fror. 

LOTTIE. Sincerely.    Bless your heart, Alma, what can I do? 

ALMA. He wasn't sick very long, was he?    Just three days and 

he was gone.    Never sick a day in his life till he had this stroke. 

MAUD. You're lucky you've got all the children hone, Una. 

They're a lot of help at a tiae like this, especially the girl. 

ALMA. The lodge Benbers are out there.    They shook wy hand when 

I csae in.    Everett told we they were going to wear their lambskin aprons 

at the graveside service tomorrow. 

PREACHER. That would have pleased your husband. 

ALMA. Tes, he was real active in the lodge.    Went about as high 

as you could go. 

MAUD.       I heard Everett's taking it pretty hard, his being Bond's 

best friend and all. 

^TJII.       It was an awful blow to him. He took Bond to the doctor 

when he had the stroke at the bank. 

ELZORA.      We heard they were together when it happened. 

Awfcwart fllacsg- 
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MRS. SIMMONS. Your dress looks nice, ilia. 

ZETTA. We ordered it special. 

Another sllenoe. Mary Lou enters from badroca. 

MART LOU. How do you feel, Mother? 

ZETTA. Go sit by your mother, Mary Lou. 

Marr jg goes behind couch. Alma reaches UP and takes her hand. 

PREACHER. You've got a fine daughter there to take care of you. 

ALMA. I don't know what I'd do without her here. 

MRS. SIMMONS. I hear you play the piano real well, Mary Lou. 

MARY LOU. Thank you, Mrs. Simmons. 

Bj— again- 
LOTTIE. Rj.sirur.    I think we all ought to go to the kitchen and 

get this supper ready. 

MAUD. Rising.    You just sit still, Alma.    We'll take care of it. 

ELZQRA. Yes.    I know where everything is out there. 

EJ.zora goes softly through the arch after Mrs.   Simnong.   Lpttle, and Mayd. 

PREACHER. Mrs. Rouse, I still need soae information on the deceased. 

I'd planned a short sermon and we'll have prayer, but I need to check some 

things on Mr. Rouse's background.    I know it's painful for you, but we 

can't neglect these details. 

ALMA. Mo.    It's all right, Brother Palmer.    We have to be strong 

at times like these. 

PREACHER. Referring to notebook,    lfcat year was he born and where? 

ALMA. It was.  .   .let's see.    Thinks.      It was 1902, and he was 

born here in town in the old Rouse home that was torn down when they put 

the new road through. 
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PREACHER.    And he attended the public schools here? 

ALMA.       lee. 

ZETTA.      They called it the "academy" back then. 

PREACHER.    And he graduated? Wrltea In book. 

ALMA.       First in hie class. The day after graduation he went to 

work for hie father. He was in the bank for eoae 30 years, Brother Palmer. 

PREACHER.    A long tine. And he did lodge work for about the same 

length of time, didn't he? 

ZETTA.      Yes, he did, but we don't know what all offices he held. 

ALMA.       He went about ae high ae you could go though. You'll 

have to ask eoae of the lodge members about that. 

PREACHER.    All right. Now, survivors. He's survived by his wife 

whom he married in. . . 

ALMA.       In 1924. 

PREACHER.    There're two eons, one daughter, and a sister in Texas. 

ZETTA.      She's not coming to the funeral. 

PREACHER.    I heard she couldn't make it. Now, then. Mrs. Rouse, 

we'll hare to decide about the music. We've let these details slip up on 

us. 

ALMA.       Brother Palmer, could we wait till later? I'm so tired. 

ZETTA.      She is worn out. 

PREACHER.    Closes book. All right. I'll be around anyway until the 

boys come back. 

ALMA.       ies, there should be a man in the house. I'd appreciate 

it if you stayed while they're gone. 



PREACHER.    All right.  If you need anything at all, call no.  1*11 

bo out with the ladies, fll BJJI archway. 

Mary Lon has sat on piano bench.  Zotta wait, till tha preacher exits 
h«for? rwMng to lot* ret rlfifat stage wlafoW' 

AUIA. Zetta, get away from the window. Those men will sse you 

peeking out. 

ZETTA. I Just wish he'd left Wendell alone. Wendell's a good 

boy till Buell coaes hone. 

ALMA. They both should be here with M. 

MART LOU. They won't be gone long, Mother. 

ALMA. Zetta said Buell was drinking. Was he? 

MARY LOD. I don't know. 

ZETTA. He had the rug on fire when I came in. 

ALMA. What makes him act like that? 

ZETTA. It must be in his blood. I can't think of any other 

reason. 

Marr Lon iflTinkj Plfffir fcf™- 

ZETTA. Mary Lou, stop that! 

MARY LOU. But all I did was. . • 

ZETTA. You can't play the piano with all those people out there 

in the kitchen. Itoat'll they think? 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

Leave the child alone, Zetta. 

Do you want her to be playing 

She's not making any noise they can hear. 

Do you want her to be playing that piano? 

flprt. I'm Just trying to help you, Alma. 

Mary Lou? Come over and sit by me. Mary Ml MM %9 



I. It's going to be different around here now, I guess. But 

I have you and Wendell. I'm luckier than most. 

ZETTA.      You sure are, Alma. Look at me.  I didn't have anyone. . 

ALMA.       Oh, now, Zetta, that's not true. Uy kids have been over 

at your house as much as they've been here. You can't tell which house 

they belong in. Bond said so himself lots of times. 

ZETTA.      I still say you have a lot to be thankful for. Plenty of 

women lose their husbands, but not many have a bank and three kids left. 

ALMA.       I wonder why those boys don't come back. 

ZBITA.      Continuing. And I think you'll find a little peace now. 

It's awful to say but he made life a living hell for you, Alma. 

ALMA.       Was your life so good, Zetta? 

ZETTA.      Softly. Sanford was so good to me. From the day we 

married till he died, he was nothing but good; and he did nothing but good 

for others. lou could never miss Bond like I miss him. He was everything 

I could ever want in a person, and he left me so soon. 

ALMA.       Everyone wants something different, Zetta. You never 

understood that, though. I remember how you felt when I married Bond. 

ZETTA.      And wasn't I right? Haven't you been in hell? Hasn't 

it been a living hell? 

MARY LOU.    Zetta, stop it. Mother's upset enough. Please. 

ALMA.       I can't deny what she says, Mary Lou. You know what 

your father was, but I suppose we'll miss him more than we know. He 

always was up early and had the house warm in the winter, and he had the 

coffee going in the morning. I don't like seeing him in there so quiet 

and heavy looking. It scares me a little. It's like he was waiting for 



something. 

MART LOU.    Don't talk about it, Mother. Goaa back to piano. All 

ay Ufa I've just heard what ay father was. I've never known for myself. 

Now he's dead and I look at him in there and he doesn't look so bad. He 

looks tired and like a stranger. 

ZETTA.      Ton don't know the half of it, young lady. Tou don't 

know what your mother. . . 

ALMA.       Stop, Zetta. 

MARY LOU.    I never knew what a funny family we were until I went 

away to college. It was the first time I'd really been away from home. 

ZETTA.      There's nothing funny about it. Tou go off to college 

for two years and come home tailing us we're funny. After all. . . 

MART LOU.    Don't say it. I know. "After all we've done for you." 

But you know, I've mat kids at school that had more done for them, and 

it cost less money. 

ALMA.       I've spent a lot of money on you, Mary Lou, an awful lot. 

ZETTA.      Her own money, too, might I add. 

MART LOU.    I appreciate your sending me to school. Tou know that. 

I've found so many things I never knew existed. People I never knew 

existed. So much. And the music. . .  jjfjjg l3 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

looks awful. 

ZETTA. 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

Stop that. 

Why don't you go change clothes, Mary Lou? That dress 

It's down-right dirty. 

It's comfortable. 

I wish you'd wear the things I pick out for you. 



MARY LOU. 

ZETTA. 

dress. . . 

MARY LOU. 

wearing it. 

ALMA. 

MARY LOU. 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

MARY LOU. 

I don't like ruffles and that sort of thing. I never did. 

When you were little you had this cute little ruffled 

And I hated it. I just didn't know how to get out of 

And you've learned how now? 

Yes, Mother, by saying simply I won't wear it. 

If you'd wear what I say, you'd look better. 

I just wish she looked clean. 

I am clean, but I'm not going to dress up like a fashion 

horse, if that's what you mean. 

ZETTA.      You could wear what would please your mother. . . 

MARY LOU.    Dammit, Zetta, leave me alone I Hits piano keyB. 

ALMA.        Admonishing. Oh, oh, oh! 

ZETTA.      Never talked that way till she went to that college.  I 

told you all along it was a mistake leaving her in school for more than a 

year. 

ALMA. Let her alone,  Zetta.    She'll be home with us from now on. 

And she'll be our good little girl. 

MARY LOU. Oh, Mother.  .  .    Can't you realise I'm almost.  .  . 

ZETTA. Almost grown?   Huh, what do you know about life? 

ALMA. You'd be a pretty girl, too, if you'd wear what I tell 

you. 

Mygp nimemrf \\ fad™«» door- 

MARY LOU.      MM iaimM at oiano-  •* x don,t want to * a littl# 

girl, a pretty little girl. 



MAMA.       Someone playing the piano? 

MART LOO.    Got any requests? 

MAMA.       Well, "Sweet Hour of Prayer" is nice. 

ZETTA.      Mama ! She can't play that piano now. We Just got through 

telling her to leave it alone. 

ALMA.        Mama, why don't you put that nice lavender dress on? 

Please do if you're going to come out here. Tou look awful. 

MAMA.       I feel pretty good. 

MARY LOU.    Laughs. I think you look fine. 

ALMA.       Riaes. Come on, Zetta, let's straighten up her room real 

quick while the ladies are out there. 

ZETTA.      Let me. Tou rest, Alma. 

ALMA.       No, you're so slow, I'll help. Come on. 

Thev move toward the bedroom. 

MAMA.       There's nothing wrong with my room. 

ZETTA.      To Aj|wfl- I'll bet her false teeth are in a glass of 

water out on the kitchen sink where everyone will see. 

MAMA.       Clicks teeth loudly. They are not! They're right here 

in my mouth. 

Mm Ml Srtte W&» 
MART LOU.    I can one-finger Sweet Hour of Prayer real softly, Mama. 

MfMM rn?g tQ atKad to thm xa-ano M Marv Lo° p3ay8' ***** *♦» ssconds she. 
pats her on the head and goes to sit on the couch. 

MAMA.       That's enough. It sounds pretty, but we don't want to 

upset your mother. Where is everyone? Lottie said the place was swarming. 

MART LOO.    The lodge is outside, I guess, and the women and the 

preacher are outside in the kitchen. 

■ I 

•i 
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MART LOU. 

People always cono around. 

Mocking. It's because of our position, of course. After 

all we do own a bank now. The family of Bond Rouse now owns the one bank 

in town. It would be wore impressive if there were more than three 

thousand people, but it's still the only bank in town. What makes it 

ironical is that there's not a banker among us. 

MAMA.       Lottie said the ladies have been speculating what would 

happen to the bank. 

MART LOU.    Gossip would be a better word. 

MAMA.       Lottie doesn't gossip. 

MART LOU.    Maybe she doesn't, but the others do. They sit around 

trying to think out the rest of our lives. And it's none of their busi- 

ness, Mama, is it? 

MAMA.       They're just interested. 

MART LOU.    No, it's more than that. No one cares that there's a 

man dead in there. They're still alive and that's all that counts. 

MAMA.       Tou're too hard on them. They're just trying to help. 

MART LOU.    I'm beginning to doubt it. I keep looking for. . . 

for someone who's mourning, and I don't see anyone. 

MAMA.       I don't want to talk like this. I'm old. I'm ready to 

die, but I see friends around me. I've been in this town for eighty 

years, and it's always been the same. It doesn't seem to change. Just 

like this family, and there's nothing much you can do about it. 

MART LOU.    Unless you can do "without it." Didn't you ever want 

to leave, Mama, get out of here? 

MAMA.       that I've wanted is gone. It's back there, way long 

ago somewhere. 
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MARY LOU.    But you've lived so long. Don't you think about. . . 

MAMA.       I think about right now, Mary Lou, Ilka you ought to. 

Lottie's going to bring me some Mimosa tree seedlings. Do you think 

they'll grow on the north side of the house? 

MART LOU.    Didn't you ever, in all these years, want something 

different, better? 

MAMA.       Working nuzzle. Buell promised to plant them for me. 

He's good at working the earth. 

MARY LOU.    Aren't you going to talk to me about this? 

MAMA.       Lopkj W fTOffl —| TO2S19* There's nothing for me 

to say. 

Poor taocfc, JMMM ffUpfl in- 

EVERETT.     I hate to bother Alma, but I need to see her. 

Hi, Everett. 

Hi, Mary Lou. How do you feel. To Mama. 

All right. Come on in, Everett. Alma's in the other 

room. 

EVERETT.     I went through his things at the bank like she said. She 

didn't want to do it. There're his books and shortwave radio and his 

lodge material and some clothes.  I don't know what to do with all of it. 

I've got it out in the ear. All the things he oared about. 

MART LOU.    I'll go call Mother, Everett. 

MAMA.       BiflDE* No» W& 8«* ner« They've been pestering around 

in my room long enough. I want to lie down. 

She grumble* »« ahe crosses to bedroom and Wltfl- 

MART LOU.    I guess the boys will want a lot of Daddy's things. 

MART LOU. 

EVERETT. 
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ETSUCTT. Mary Lou,   I found this and thought you might like it. 

HART LOU. m| ffMll   boofc f fall.    What is it? 
EVERETT. His New Testament. 

MARY LOU. A Bible I 

EVERETT.     Yeah. 

HARI LOU.    I didn't know he had one. 

EVERETT.     He liked the stories. 

MART LOU.    Do yon read the Bible, Everett? 

EVERETT.     No. But Bond used to tell me some of the stories. He 

could really tell a story, knew just how to do it. Some afternoons after 

he closed up the bank he'd talk. Iou'd think he'd been all over the world. 

He knew everything about countries away off and when he'd talk, you'd think 

you were there. 

MART LOO.    Why don't you sit down, Everett? 

EVERETT.     Where is he? 

MARY LOU.    todm toward arch. In there. Have you seen him? 

EVBRETT.     Ho. And I don't want to. I think I'd be embarrassed. 

I think it'd embarrass him. He wouldn't like it at all. 

MARY LOU.    You miss him, don't you, Everett? You really honest-to- 

God miss him? 

Brtrtt* arts- 

MARY LOU. 

same. 

EVERETT. 

MARY LOU. 

EVERETT. 

I don't think there's anyone else here who could say the 

Hot many people knew him, Mary Lou. 

But you did. 

A little.    He was a lot smarter than me, Mary Lou.    I 



couldn't talk about BOM of the things he did.    He was real smart. 

MARY LOU. He nerer talked around hoae.    What did he talk about up 

there, Everett? 

EVERETT. Oh, I don't know.    The crops, things he'd heard the 

farmers say, business, you kids.    He had pictures of the three of you when 

you were little.    They're In with his things I brought over.    He talked a 

lot about you all.    A lot about Buell. 

MARX LOU. What did he say? 

EVERETT. All that was back before Buell went in the Amy.  'Course 

Bond was planning on him taking over the bank, his being the eldest and 

all. After he went in the Amy, Bond didn't mention it again. Then he 

let Wendell come to work there. 

MARY LOU. W.d he ever mention me?    Up there? 

EVERETT. Lots of times.    He was real proud of you being in college. 

He always wanted to go to college, but he didn't get to because of the 

bank.    And he was proud of you playing the piano. 

MARX LOU. 

He never said much. 

EVERETT. Maybe he didn't get much of a chance to say anything.   .  . 

MART LOU. .  .  .And in the evenings when he came home drunk.  .  . 

EVERETT. lour mother had put out some cheese and crackers on the 

kitchen table for him and took you kids over to Zetta's to eat. 

MART LOU. Are you blaming my mother? 

EVERETT. Partly.    It was everyone's fault.    I don't know.    It was 

his fault, too.    He bated this town.    I always thought he hated it. 

MART LOU. I didn't know him at all, Everett, not at all. 

He never listened.   .   . I didn't think he ever listened. 



EVERETT. No,   I don't suppose 70a did. 

MARY LOU. Or ever will now. 

■Iff* Wtmti llflssMh  followed bv Zotta. 

ALMA. Mama said you wanted to talk to we, Everett. 

She git| on, doucb,,    FrtTfit j| fry front 4pQT JM fffallTi    Srttft 9^9 QP 
pl,ano beneh with Marr Lou. 

EVERETT. Yes.    I got Bond's things from the back room at the bank. 

It's all out in the car.    The boys will want a lot of it,  I guess. 

ALMA. I want to go through it first.    What did he have up 

there,  Everett? 

EVERETT. The things he used a lot.    Some of his clothes, too, 

might fit the boys.    Where are they? 

ALMA. They drove out to the farw.    And I wish they would cone 

on home. 

ZETTA. If you ask me, they're out there drinking.    I Just don't 

know what we'd do if Mary Lou ever started drinking, after Bond and the 

boys.    I'd die if she did. 

EVERETT. Now a drink never hurt.  .  • . 

ZETTA. Never hurt?   Sever hurt, is that what you were going to 

say?    Look in there and you'll see how much it hurt, Everett Shaw. 

ALMA. Zetta, don't get worked up.    Everett's trying to help us. 

Was there anything else up there, Everett? 

EVERETT. No will,  'course, like you know.      But there is an insur- 

ance policy for #5,000. 

ALMA. 

EVERETT. 

ALMA. 

Cautiously. Who's it Bade out to? 

Bond's sister in Texas. 

Bond's sister? 



ZETTA.      Might have known. That woman. Not even coning to the 

funeral. Probably knew she'd have the aoney whether she came or not. 

ALMA.       Wall, I'm not really surprised. That's just like Bond. 

Leaving it to an outsider and denying his own family. 

MART LOU.    For gosh sakes, Mother, you've got the whole bank. This 

is just an insurance policy. 

EVERETT.     Rises.. I think I'll be getting along. Let me know if I 

can help you, folks. 

Are you sure he left it to her? 

She's the only one of his sisters and brothers left, Alma. 

And she's not even coming to the funeral. 

Lzora. sizing UP the scene. 

In a whisper. Supper's ready, Alma. 

Coldly.  Hello, Everett.  Everett nods at her. 

Rifting.. Ladies, I'm not a bit hungry. I think I'll go 

over to Zetta's and lie down a bit. 

ZBTTA.      Rising. Mary Lou and I will go with you, Alma. 

Why do I have to go, too? 

Come on. Tour mother needs you. Thev exit door. 

km thev leave. We'll keep supper warm for you. 

n— store was upset. Sounds like they're going off for 

a family conference. Everett, did you bring bad news? 

EVERETT.     It's their business and none of yours, ELsora Potter. 

ELZORA.     Well! Aren't we smart! Tou can Just come off your high 

horse, Everett. We all know you. And that bank's community business, 

don't forget. 

EVERETT. 

ZETTA. 

MAUD. 

ELZORA. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

ZETTA. 

MAUD. 

ELZORA. 
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EVERETT.     Can't you wait till he's at least burled? 

ELZORA.      I'm a friend of the family and I want to know what 

they're going to do with that bank. We've all got noney in it. Have 

you, Ererett? 

EVERETT.     Mad.  It's none of your business. 

ELZORA.     Bond night have been a good banker, but those two boys 

can't take it over. They'd drink on the job. . . . 

EVERETT.     Bond never touched a drop on the job ! 

But the boys would. 

They're not very dependable, Everett. Everyone knows 

ELZORA. 

MAUD, 

that. 

EVERETT. 

I don't know? 

MAUD. 

mourning. 

EVERETT. 

MAUD. 

EVERETT. 

MAUD. 

EVERETT. 

Ask Alma what they're going to do. Can't you understand 

We couldn't mention it to Alma, Everett. She's in 

In mourning? 

Of course she is at a time like this. 

fonghs weakly. That's right. I'd forgotten. 

Aflide to Elsora. Has he been drinking? 

No • I am not drinking. I wish I were drinking. I just 

don't know anything about the bank. It's been in the Rouse family for a 

long, long time, but who knows what's going to happen now? 

ELZORA.     r-VJM to ait left' Itl8 *"* ** the faBily to° long* 

It's outlasted the people who could run it. I think it's high time they 

sold it. 

EVERETT. Formally.    Mrs. Potter, does Mr. Potter, the groceryman, 



have a hankering to own a bank? 

ELZORA.      Flustered. I don't know what you're talking about. 

EVERETT.     Didn't he try to buy into the bank about ten years ago? 

And didn't Bond laugh right in his face? 

MAUD.       Why, Elsora, I didn't know that. 

EVERETT. And didn't Bond tell hia to stick to his eggs and lettuce 

and Cloroz and cans and apron? 

ELZORA.     Tou don't know what you're talking about. . . . 

EVERETT.     Bond told me lots of things. If I were you I'd keep 

quiet and leave these people in peace to make up their own minds. 

ELZORA.     Furious. Brerett Shaw, I've known you all your life and 

you're nothing. . . . Tou thought you were something because you hung 

around the bank all the time, but we laughed at you! 

EVERETT. Opepfipp door- Well, I'» laughing at you now. . . . I've 

got some fine things to renember, and you've got nothing but your money to 

worry about. Bond would love to see this. I hope he's proud of me. fijiifl. 

ELZORA.     A drunkard. That's all be is, that Everett Shaw. A no- 

good drunkard. He's got no right to talk to me like that. 

MAUD.       ELzora, please calm down. Lower your voice. 

ELZORA.     How dare he? How dare that Everett Shaw talk like that 

to me. The nerve. . . • 

mUD.       Laadlne her through arch. There, there, everyone's up- 

set. Tou mustn't take on like this now. Not here. Now, now, Elsora, 

let's eat our supper. Tou'11 feel better. . . . 

Th«v arit arch. 

CURTAIN 



ACT II 

au 1B aprawled on the couch similar to Buell's posi- 
tion at opening Of Act. I. The front door opens alowlr and Buall puts 
MJ jpj la tM SMI mrouofl S room,   HM fig Lta MliiBj p &»■ 
toee in.  closes the door, and holds onto it a moment fcfl P*<fflfrf Mlflflf- 
He goes carefully to the couch,  geta down on jjy hnnH«. mid ^M. and 
pulle a Pint of whisky from beneath it.    Buell looks UP. his eyes on 
the, level of Hary fcou who h&s turned, bey head, to look in M,s face. 

HART LOU. What are you doing? 

BUELL. What the hell's it to you? 

HART LOU. You couldn't be praying. 

BUELL. fl^iHnc wn«t«adilT. puts pint in hip pocket.    Yeah,  sure. 

I was throwing myself at your feet and praying to you, little God.    Sister 

worship, they call it. 

HART LOU. Why don't you call it a night and stop drinking? 

BUELL. Why don't you go drop dead somewhere? 

Buall walks toward the door.    Harv Lou sits UP. lights a cigarette. 

HART LOU. Buell? 

BUELL.      Turning. What? 

HART LOU.    Want a cigarette? 

BUELL.       Yeah. 

She throws Mm nna,  He lights it. 

BUELL.      Tou'd better watch out. Someone will catch you smoking. 

Tou don't want your good name soiled, you know. 

HART LOU.    What've you done with Wendell? 

BUELL.      He's out in the car. 

HART LOU.    Are you going out again? 

BUELL.      To another world, far, far from here. 

HART LOU.    Well, leave Wendell here. 
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BUELL.       Taking him with me.  He's been with the women folks too 

long. It's broken his spirit. He needs a nan to guide him. 

MARY LOU.    Are you trying to talk Wendell into something, Buell? 

BUELL.      Who, me? What could I talk Wendell into? Whoever has 

plans around here? I'm Just a sergeant, that's all. And I'm tired of the 

Army, you know that? Sick of it. Wendell would make a better sergeant 

than I do. and that's pretty pitiful, huh? After ten years in the Army 

I'm not even a good sergeant. 

MART LOU.    Tou're getting drunk. 

BUELL.      How'd you guess? Oh, excuse me I Tou didn't guess. Tou're 

in college.  You know everything. 

MART LOU.    Don't get off on that college-kick again. There's the 

door. You were on your way out. 

BUELL.      How is college Mary Lou? You a concert pianist yet? Think 

you ever will be? That's a mighty high calling for a small-town girl. 

MARY LOU.    ElUnP ll h*lt- 1 ***** sald •nythi°« about ****& *  concert 

pianist. I Just want to play the piano. . . I like music. I'm majoring in 

music. 

BUELL.      Excuse me. Didn't have any idea you'd gone so far. 

MARY LOU.    Leave me alone. 

BUELL.      It's a real shame about you. All these big ideas and now. . 

Well, you can always have your dreams, sitting out there on the front porch 

with Mother and Zetta. "Your mother will need you now," end-quote Zetta. 

MARY LOU.    You're crude when you've been drinking. 

BUELL.      So was the old man. I came by it honestly. Do you r< 

ber the night he came home drunk and Mother bitched at him so much about 
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having your dog vaccinated, he took the pistol and shot the dog in the 

head? Lapghp. 

MARY LOU.    He didn't know what he was doing. 

BUELL.      And he never got you another dog, did he? 

MARY LOU.    I didn't want another dog. That was my dog. Buell, 

can't you leave me alone? Don't come in the house now of all times. . . . 

you've got some common decency. He's in there. He's in there dead, you 

know that. 

BUELL.      Now don't go crying. You'd break a record in this house. 

No one cries. This is the driest funeral in the history of this town. 

They don't care if someone is dead. It's the circus that counts. 

MARY LOU.    You're sure doing your share to make it a three-ring 

affair. 

BUELL.      I'm doing what I do best of all. And dear sister, I'm 

being myself, not hiding behind a false face. 

MARY LOU.    Listen, Buell, tell «e something. Did you know Daddy? 

Did you know him really? Did you know what he was like? 

BUELL.      Off bfl>"c«- How. . .what do you mean "know him?" 

Know what he wanted, how he was when he was away from MARY LOU. 

this house? 

BUELL. 

MARY LOU. 

BUELL. 

I used to drive him around when he was drinking. . • . 

that did he talk about? 

frrltablv. I don't know. Dammit, I don't remember. It 

was a long time ago. He talked about how he wanted to learn to fly an 

airplane. He was alwaye going to take lessons. Said he was going to fly 

out to see me someday and surprise me. He used to write me that before he 
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quit writing me. Said he was going to swoop down from the sky and pay me 

a visit at camp. Oh, hell! Why are you asking me? I didn't know him. 

HART LOU.    Ion were with him the most. 

BUKLL.      To hell with all this talk. What's the good of it? 

lhat're you trying to prove, anyway? 

MARY LOU.    I don't know. I keep wanting to hear about him. I'm not 

trying to prove anything. 

BUELL.      Leave me out of it. I didn't know him. . . . 

rtllflf sMli "Qftlv from bedroom; "Mary Lou? Are von asleep?" 

BUELL.       "PYlBg toward door.  Don't tell her I'm home.  Do you 

hear? Leave me alone. If you tell her, I'll knock the hell out of you, 

Mary Lou. He waves fist at her and exits front door. 

ALMA.       Siters. Have the boys come back? It's four in the 

Mary Lou! 

What, Mother? 

Honey, are you smoking? 

Everyone's out in the kitchen. No one's going to see. 

I don't want you to smoke while they're in this house. 

I haven't had a cigarette since they came. That's pretty 

good for what Zetta calls a "nicotine-fiend," isn't it? 

^TJ»,       I wish you didn't smoke. lou never smoked before you went 

off to sohool. Girls just aren't supposed to smoke. It looks mannish. 

MARI LOU.    Puts it out. Okay, it's out. 

ALMA.       That's my good girl. She aits in ohfllr. looks vaguely 

about, blttfl flftr "■"'■ 

MART LOU.    Mother? 

morning. . . 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 



ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

Hmam? 

What are you going to do now? 

What do you mean,   "do now?" 

Well, daddy*e dead. 

Just keep going on, I suppose. 

What about the bank? 

It's ours. 

Well, what are you going to do with it? 

I haven't thought much about it, haven't had time. I've 

been so upset 

MART LOU. 

ALMA. 

Who's going to run it? 

Oh, Mary Lou, do we have to talk about it? I don't know. 

I guess Wendell can run it fine. He's worked there with Bond. Tou can 

work there, too. 

MART LOU.    I don't want to work there. And Wendell doesn't know 

enough about the bank to run it. He's been trained to be a teller, pure 

and simple. 

ALMA.       We'll all Just have to learn about it together. 

MART LOU.    Mother, do you think the town's going to sit back and 

let the Rouses learn the banking business when it's their money deposited 

there? 

ALMA.       We're not going to steal their money, for heaven's sake. 

Everyone in town knows we're all honest. If Bond had ever told me about 

the bank business, this wouldn't be so hard. But he never talked about it. 

MART LOU.    Did you ever ask? 

ALMA.       Of course I asked, and he said it was none of my business 
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how much monoy people had in their bank accounts. 

MARY LOU.    Oh, great God i 

ALMA.       Stop that cursing. I don't know what's gotten into you, 

Mary Lou, smoking and cursing and worrying me. You used to be a quiet 

childj in fact that worried me, too, the way you'd get in a corner and 

read and never say a word. But you've got to be a good girl now and help 

me all you can. You and Wendell are all 1 have left. 

MARY LOU.    What about Buell? 

ALMA.       Buell? Why, I've given up trying to do anything with him. 

MARY LOU.    What if he has ideas about the bank? 

ALMA.       Who, Buell? Looks frightened for a moment. Buell? 

Buell come back home to live? Brushes thought aside. Oh, he wouldn't 

want to fool with the bank. He's always hated it. 

MARY LOO.    But that was because he couldn't get along with Daddy. 

ALMA.       He's too restless. He always wanders off. You can't 

count on Buell like you can Wendell. But aren't they both fine looking 

boys? If you'd dress like I tell you to, you'd be the cutest girl in town. 

MARY LOU.    But I don't. Now what about the bank, Mother? 

ALMA.       I don't know, Mary Lou. Stop worrying me. It's always 

been in the family, and we'll work it out somehow. Wendell can run it, 

you'll see. 

MARY LOU.    3ut, Mother. . . . 

tfpk. Now, hush. You're making me nervous. Where're those 

boys? I hope they're not drinking. If they aoted up now, I'd just die. 

I don't know what's wrong with my kids. I guess I've just been too good 

to you and none of you appreciate it. 



Preacher enters from arch. Site In chair near Alma downstage right. 

PRE&CHER.    I hate to bother you, Mrs. Rouse, but I thought while 

everyone was out of the way we could talk about the funeral some more. 

ALMA.       Yes, I suppose we do have to plan it. I want it nice, 

but I'm so upset. 

PREACHER.    Of course. 

Alma notlcaa Marv Lou ia sprawled out on couch. 

ALMA.       Mary Lou, sit up, for goodness Bake. 

MARY LOU.    MIHH TO- Sorry. 

PREACHER.    Balng profeaaional and enjoying his work. I wondered if 

there was any certain thing about your late husband you want emphasized in 

the sermon at the church? 

ALMA.       Just say how fair he was to everyone in all the dealings 

at the bank. 

PREACHER.    Yes, everyone knows what a good honest banker he was. 

Jots Information down in a little notebook. I hesitate to ask this, but 

it's important. Was Mr. Rouse a Christian? 

ALMA.       A Christian? Why, I suppose so. Aren't we all? 

MARY LOU.    Not automatically, Mother. Some people even have to work 

at it. 

PREACHER.    What I mean is, did the late Mr. Rouse accept Jesus Christ 

as his Lord and Saviour? Maybe when he was a boy? 

ALMA.       Well, he never went to church as long as I knew him. His 

people were good Baptists, though, except of course his father. Brother 

Palmer, seems like the bank never left the Rouse men with much time for 

anything else. 

PREACHER.    It's a great responsibility, I know. And he was always 



fair, a good banker, just like his father. 

ALMA.       He really was. 

PREACHER.    Now* Mrs. Rouse, did he have any favorite hymns we can 

sing at the service? 

ALMA.       He didn't sing much, except once and a while when he was 

shaving. The only thing I can remember right off hand is "Ro8ema^ie.,, He 

whistled that. Did you ever hear him sing a hymn, Mary Lou? 

MARY LOU.    No. He did teach us kids "The Little Brown Jug" when 

we were little, a long time ago. 

ALMA.       That's not even close to being a hymn, and I nearly had 

a fit when I heard that he was teaching you that. It's not a good type 

song at all for children. 

MARY LOU.    Why does it have to be a hymn? 

ALMA.       They always sing hymns. They sang "Peace, Be Still, My 

Soul" at Sanford's funeral. That was nice. 

MARY LOU.    Couldn't we pick some good music? 

PREACHER.    It'll have to be from our song book we use at the church, 

Mary Lou. The choir hasn't worked up any special numbers. There Just 

isn't time. 

ALMA.       I think it should be from the church song book. We all 

know those hymns. How about "The Old Rugged Cross?" 

PREACHER.    That isn't exactly a funeral piece, but it'd do I suppose. 

Why don't you let me ask the choir director to pick the appropriate hymns 

the singers know best, Mrs. Rouse? The service would go smoother and I 

think it'd be nicer. 
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ALMA. Wall, sine* he didn't have any favorite hymns, I suppose 

it would be better. And it takes a lot off my shoulders. I have so many 

things to think about. 

PREACHER.    I'll see that everything goes off Just right, Mrs. Rouse. 

You can trust me. 

ALMA.       I know I can, Brother Palmer. 

Zatta enters from front door, trvlnr to k«ep calm. 

ZETTA.      Alma, I wanted to talk to you about something. 

PREACHER.    We're all through with this, Mrs. Rouse. I'll leave you 

to rest. If you think of anything we can add, just let me know before the 

service. Exits arch. 

ALMA.       Thank you, Brother Palmer. Waits till he's gone. Zetta, 

what's the matter? 

ZETTA.      Those boys are home. 

ALMA.       How are they? 

ZETTA.      I don't know. They're sitting out in front of my house 

in my car. I went out and asked them to come in and Buell told me to go 

away. 

ALMA. Buell's been drinking.    Mary Lou, run over there and see 

if you can get them to go in Zetta's house.    They mustn't come in here. 

MARY LOU. Rising, cross?Off to door.    Why don't you let them stay 

in the car? 

ZETTA. To bTBalf •    1 didn't know th«y w*re t^ng »Y oar out» 

ALMA. Mary Lou, go do what I say. 

Mary Lou exjta front door. 
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ZETTA.      Alma, I'd have that Buell locked up in jail till the 

funeral's over if I were you. 

AIJIA.       Zetta, you're cra»y. He's got to go to hie own father's 

funeral. We'll Just keep them at your house and tell everyone they've 

gone to bed. 

ZETTA.      I don't know whether I want Buell over there or not. You 

remember the last time he was home he got drunk and broke every stick of 

furniture in his bedroom here. 

ALMA.       That was the night the poor kid had the dreams about the 

war. It's not many kids who went through two wars, Zetta. He's been 

through a lot, but I think he's all over it now. He seems quieter. 

ZETTA.      He's mean when he's drinking. 

ALMA.       I don't want to talk about it now. You don't have any 

kids, Zetta.  It's easy for you to say these things. 

ZETTA.      Sharply. No, but I sure helped raise yours, Alma. And 

look at all Sanford did for them their own father didn't do. He gave them 

money and candy and. . . . 

ALMA.       I've got so much on my mind. I wish we could be quiet tor 

a while. 

ZETTA.      All right. Sits on conch. Let's be quiet. 

As thev sit auietlv. A3,— lUinilll Mtae Mt MfcUl MJ °^« at her hair. 
Zetta ateadilv picks at her dress. The lodge members' laughter drifts in 
low.  After a faw moment, l^l ?<*»«  ME h*"d through badroom door. She 

KAMA. 

KAMA. 

What's everything so quiet about? 

Mama, go back to bed. 

that time is it? 
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ZETTA. Almost morning. 

MAMA. Whan I die I don't want anyone sitting up.     Where're the 

women and the preacher? 

ALMA. In the kitchen drinking coffee and talking. 

MAMA. No point in this sitting up.    Everyone has a good tins 

but the family.    HaM her floor. 

ZETTA. Maybe we'd better shut the dining room door.    They could 

hear if the boys esjae in here. 

AHA. Zetta,   can't you be still? 

ThsT'rs Qulftt gfllfl fgr » noaent.    Then Zette  1IMOW wn and closes archway 
floors,   Wm mvnt k wiaflgw tor front floor aafl mm m\* 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

handle him. 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

Maybe I should go help Mary Lou. 

You'd just sake Buell mad, Zetta. You don't know how to 

I wish they hadn't used my oar. 

If only he'd behave as good as he looks. 

Bond was. . . . 

MJMM hlT off-    Zetta, I want us to quit talking about 

Bond. For once in your life, shut up'. 

ZETTA.      Hurt. Why, Alas I Talking to your own sister that way. 

ALMA.       lou lost Sanford in peace, and no natter what Bond was 

when he was alire, he's only been dead two days and this Just isn't the 

tine to talk about him. 

ZETTA.      Buffed. But I lost soasthing, Alma. Sanford was a good 

man, better to your kids than Bond was. 

ALMA.       iiy« been both nothsr and father to ay kids and don't you 

ever doubt it, Zetta. 



ZBTTA.      And look how they turned out! 

ALMA.       Rises, mad. If you'd ever had any, you'd know what it 

was like to rale* than. But you're ohildlesa! 

ZETTA.      I've had enough raising soaeone else's. 

Hgfcsg fioht t«nng »n ■\naa gj—| y^en   WHIM nmtr*** *t left door. 

Girls, shut up. 

Mama, she has the gall to stand here and tell me I 

haven't raised my kids right, and after all I've done for thea. 

ZETTA.      They've been over at ay house as much as they've been here. 

MAMA.       I want you both to hush up. 

ZBTTA.      But, Mama, Alma said. . . . 

MAMA.       The dead's still under this roof. Ion can fight after 

he's under the ground. NOW, hush. 

ZETTA.      She'll have wore peace when he's under the ground. Look 

at her, how nervous she is. Poor thing's almost out of her mind. 

MAMA.       Everyone sit down. 

Zetta goes *-? »Yn<T "fflr U7Yt    P**1™ fli*B on rrmnh.    Alan sniffing into 
hW LlBMPaUai goeB to slt bT Mama- 

How, Zetta, leave Alaa alone. 

ZETTA.      I Just try to help, you know that, Mama. 

frfi t?anP1ma enters through closed dlntmr room doors. 

MRS. SIMMONS. The ladies wondered if you would like some coffee and 

sandwiches from the kitchen? 

ALMA.       Thank you, Mrs. Simons, but we're Just trying to rest. 

MRS. SIMMONS. It's a pity you can't sleep. I saw the door closed but 

I thought I'd see if you were hungry. I heard voices out here. 
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ALMA. Just don't feel like eating, thanks. 

MRS. SIMMONS. You all should be in bed.    We're here to sit up and watch, 

you know. 

ZETTA. We appreciate it, too, Mrs. Simmons, all of us. 

Mja. Simmons modestly holds UP her hand for no more praise and esitg through 
the archway, softly dosing the doora behind her. 

ZETTA. Alma, why don't you go lie down? 

ALMA. I can't sleep.    Not till I know my boys are settled. 

Mama, go put a wrap on.    It's cool in here. 

ZETTA. Gojng to window.    No one's on the porch.    I wonder where 

the lodge men went. 

ALMA. Zetta, I don't know.    I'm so worn out I can hardly sit 

here.    I wish it were all over.    The whole thing. 

ZETTA. Here comes Mary Lou.    One of the boys is with her, Alma. 

ALMA. Why is she bringing him over here? 

ZETTA.               Looks like he's bringing her.    Opens door for them. 

jmMtoU ataggar a in PU|Un.r Ifrrv Lou along htfiHrfl t^T- fl« gP«flfa t»Pl4lT» 
g«lf-flpgwwl when frlnhlmr* 

WENDELL.     Can you imagine a young girl like this running around in 

the streets by herself after dark? 

MARY LOU.    Wendell, you're hurting my arm. Let me go. 

She wrencbaa loose. goaa to stand behind « chaif. 

WENDELL.     Whoops, there you go. 

ALMA#       ot^ Wendell, how can you do this to me? What happened? 

WENDELL.     Well, now, Mother, it started so innocently. 

ZETTA.      Come on, Wendell, we'll go to ay house and get something 

to eat. Where's Buell, Mary Lou? 



MARY LOU.    In the car. 

ALMA.       Why did you let this poor child come over here, Mary Lou? 

MART LOU.    I really didn't have much choice. 

ALIA.       I can't forgive Buell this. Wendell wouldn't drink if 

Buell didn't egg him on. 

MAMA.       Wendell's supposed to have a mind of his own, Alma. He 

can say "no." 

WENDELL.     Wrong again. Buell says I don't have a mind at all. Have 

to be told everything I do, that's what Buell says. 

ZETTA.      Well, I'm telling you to come home with me. Those ladies 

and the preacher are out in the kitchen and. . . . 

WENDELL.     You mean they're gtii] here?  Starts for arch. I'll have 

to go greet them. 

MARY LOU.    Dammit, Wendell, stay out of there. 

WENDELL.     Now my little sister's mad at me. Goes for her. Let's 

kiss and make up, Mary Lou?  She dodges \\fr  Pf |»JM \owaj^ "flia- Th«n 

I'll kiss that poor old gray head. He goes behind couch, outs his arms 

around %nfl's Mfjfc* 

ALMA.       Wendell, stop that. Behave yourself. 

MAMA.       Wendell, honey, you're hurting me. 

WENDELL.     It's because I'm so strong. 

Marv Lou gofff ^ jjg, trlma to pull him away. 

MART LOU.    Leave her alone, Wendell. 

Wendell swinge at Marv Lnu. almas, loses his balance, and fails flat OP 

Gm, >-hM oftMfr -*** hla haad toward the «»tt»pc«' 

ALMA. Oh, great goodness ! 

WENDELL. Ohhhh,  it's so cool down here. 
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ALMA. Get up, Wendell 1 

ZSTTA. Oh, ray, I hope they don't hear us out there. Oh my, oh 

my, get up, Wendell. 

ALMA. Mary Lou, get hold of him and we'll pull hie Into Mama's 

roon. 

Mwrv Lou and Alma bend down behind gourh to get hold of him when Maud 
?nterg with a gup of coffee, They straighten Wf Wendell lp hidden by 
couch. 

MAUD. 

feel? 

ALMA. 

MAUD. 

ALMA. 

Alma, I brought you a good cup of coffee. How do you 

Oh, just fine. We were trying to etraighten the rug. 

I'll get the preacher to help. That's a man's job. 

Maud, please, we're done now. Put the coffee down. 

We're going to try to get some sleep. lou ladies Just go ahead and drink 

your coffee and talk out there. 

MAUD.       Puts coffee down near arch. Yes, of course, Alma. Call 

if you need us. You've got a long, hard day ahead of you. Ufrb tip- 

toeing. Closes doors after her. 

ALMA.       AJpofft erring. Oh, Mama, something's wrong with my kids, 

something's bad wrong. Why are they doing this to me at a time like this? 

MARY LOU.    Awkwardly mftfly Ml VVW$  hfT- *>w, Mother, he'll 

sleep it off. Wendell's real upset over Daddy dying. He just forgot the 

women were over here. 

ZBTTA.      He never oould hold his 'likker'. When he wakes up, 

he'll throw up all over the floor just like the last time Buell got him 

drunk. 

Stop all this fussing and get him in my room. 



ALMA. Come on,  Zetta, help us.    He's heavy. 

AB Zatta crosses stage to help.  Everett opens the front door and sticks 
hla head In. 

BVKRSTT. Softly.    Listen, Alma, Buell's out there and he's pretty 

full. 

ALMA. there are the men from the lodge? 

EVERETT. Some of them want home.    Some of them are out in the 

backyard.    Don't worry about them. 

ALMA. Everett,  can you help us with Wendell? 

EVERETT. Enters,  closea door behind Mffi-    Where do you want him 

put? 

k^mA nointa to bedroom.    |—tf HIT lifts and fca|| drffp<t Wendell. 

ZETTA. Jumt like old times for you, isn't it, Everett?   Only 

it's his son this time. 

EVERETT. I don't appreciate that remark,  Zetta.    Mot a bit. 

MAMA. Go ahead, Everett, get him in there.    Zetta, you keep 

quiet. 

iHMtt «dff Wifo Wendell. 

AUU. JM downatage left.    I can't think of anything worse 

happening. 

Marv Lou ec°B U WlnflTr lookfl aero" the street. 

ZETTA. Is he still in the car? 

MARI LOO. Can't tell.    Isn't light enough yet. 

EVERETT. B*-enter».    He's out cold.    I just put him across the bed. 

Better get back to Buell. 

ALMA. Everett, we appreciate what you're doing. 



EVERETT. 

front door. 

MART LOO. 

handle Buell. 

ZETTA. 

aiEagg.    I'd do about anything for his children.    Exits 

Lighta dgaratfa.    Don't worry, Mother, Everett can 

P9JP^IW ll h?T     Look at your daughter, Alma,  she's as 

bad as they are.    Look at her puff on that cigarette. 

ALMA. 

MAMA. 

ZETTA. 

MART LOU. 

ZETTA. 

of your mother ! 

MART LOO. 

Wearily. Mary Lou, put it out. 

Rises, goes to bedroom. I'll see  about this child. Exits. 

Look at Mary Lou, Alma. 

I'm sick of being told what to do and what not to do. 

This is a funeral. Tou can't carry on like that. Think 

I do. That's all I think of when I'm home. Maybe this 

is why I like to be at school where there're other things to think about, 

happy things ! 

ALMA.       Patiently. Just put the cigarette out, Mary Lou.  Do what 

I say. 

MART LOO.    Smashes cigarette in ashtray and holds it up. See, Zetta? 

Out, out, out! Tou win! It's out. 

Zetta goes to her. Takes the ashtray and empties it in a wastebasket up- 
ataga right.  Mary Lou, disgusted, atoms across stage to piano bench and 
sits. Zet^g I?riff3v MBM tha ashtray clean and outs it down. She goes to 
the window and peeks ou+,  MTB !■ flitting on couch looking strained and 
tired. 

ALMA.       Hill this night never end? 

ZETTA.      I see some daybreak. I hope he gets out of that car 

before it gets light. 

MART LOO.    Zetta, why don't you go to bed? 
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ZETTA.       Because someone has to stand by Alma, that's why. 

ALMA.       I just wish it were all over. 

ZETTA.      It's going to be a long day. It was the longest day of 

my life when we buried Sanford. 

ALMA.       Leans back and closes her eyes. Let's all be quiet. 

MARY LOU.    Let's. 

ZETTA.      I hope it doesn't rain. It's so dismal at the graveyard 

when it rains. Do you remember how we all had to sit under a tent when 

we buried. . . . 

MARY LOU.    I thought we were going to be quiet! 

A few seconds of quietness pass. Enter preacher from arch. 

PREACHER.    Mrs. Rouse, I believe I'll slip home to get some rest. 

Didn't mean to stay up so late, but I thought there should be a man in 

the house during the night. 

ALMA.       Yes. My boys weren't here, were they? 

PREACHER.    It's getting near daybreak. You won't mind if I leave 

now? 

ALMA. 

PREACHER. 

Honestly. I wish you would go home, Brother Palmer. 

Just remember you're in our prayers. It's hard for you 

now, but things will be brighter in time. It takes time for wounds from 

sorrow to heal, Mrs. Rouse. 

ZETTA.      To herself. Sometimes they never heal. You Just go on 

and on and hurt and hurt. 

PREACHER.    Mrs. Rouse, you must try to keep busy. You know you're 

surrounded by friends who only wish you well, people you've known all 

your life. And you've got all your children. 

Sadlv. Yes, I have the children. 
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PREACHER. So, I'll run along and. . . . Opens door. I'll be back 

in the morning. . . . Looks out. Oh, it is morning, isn't it? Than I'll 

be back later. 

ALMA.       Thanks for everything, Brother Palmer. 

PREACHER.    Just my duty. Good night. Laughs. I mean good morn- 

ing. Starts out, covering a yawn. Stops half way out door. Well, Buell! 

I thought you boys. . . . Hello, Everett. I couldn't make out who you 

were for a minute there. You all out on the porch waiting for the morn- 

ing to come? I was just starting home. 

The preacher starts jfMH ^P the room- Bnt>11  has finger on the preacher's 
fljJM&i mtewr till B ^ room-   B™11

- 
drmk« stl11 walk8 falrlY mmBJx* 

Everett is following helplessly. 

PREACHER.    For goodness sake, Buell, What's all this about? 

BUELL.      Very politely. Forgive me, preacher, I need some 

spiritual advice. Isn't it lucky for me I ran into you, you being a 

preacher and all? 

PREACHER.    Bebarraased. laughs nervously. Why, yes. . . . 

EVERETT.     Buell, let's go outside. lour mother wants to rest. 

BUELL.      Ignores him. Preacher, you remind me of a chaplain I 

had once. He cane to me and my buddies when we were on the line in Korea. 

Told us to get right with God before we went into battle because some of 

us weren't coming back, he said. 

PREACHER.    It's a sad truth the chaplain is obligated to point out. 

BUELL.      He was right! Some of us didn't come back. Only two. 

He and this other guy. le came back. And you know what we heard happened 

to that very same chaplain? He was sitting in an air-conditioned bar in 

Japan sipping beer and keeled over dead from a heart attack. So he didn't 
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come back either.    Old he? 

PREACHER. I'm afraid I never knew any chaplains who drank beer. 

BUBLL. Ton and I probably don't aove in the sane circles. 

PREACHER. We try to help everyone, all kinds, we ministers do. 

BUBLL. Do you think I'a "right with God"? 

PREACHER. I don't know, Buell.    I've got to get on home.    lou 

shouldn't be in this condition, bothering your Bother. 

BUELL. 

PREACHER. 

BUELL. 

a preacher 1 

PREACHER. 

BUELL. 

EVERETT. 

PREACHER. 

it, Buell. 

BUELL. 

Answer ae! 

I don't know. 

In best sergeant tones.    Why the hell don't you?    You're 

I just can't say.  .  . can't. .  .  . 

AftfXUY- Answer me, damn it, am I right with God or not? 

Move3 in to grab him.    Here now, Buell, watch it. 

If you'll coae see ae after the funeral, we'll talk about 

I want to talk about it now. 

Oh, Buell, please, please. 

BUELL. See, ay aother's all upset.    She's always trying to get 

ae and Wendell to go see the preacher, go to church,    ay brother should be 

here.    He's the one who really pleases ay Bother.    Where is ole Wendell 

anyway? 

ZETTA. He's in bed.    We should all go to bed. 

Everett has hA«n edging «romid to get between ftiell  nnd Preacher. 

EVERETT. Buell, let's go back to the car.    You can talk to the 

preacher out there.    Maybe we can give him a ride hoae. 
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ZETTA. Buell can't go out again.    ^fflJAgfrg she's 

ALMA. lea he can.    He can go with Everett if he wants to. 

BUELL. For once, Auntie Zetta,  I agree with you.    Uy place is 

here beside my mother.    Where's Wendell? 

EVERETT. I&gily.    Wendell's all right.    Why don't we go sit on 

the porch and get some air?     He puts his hand on Buell'a arm. 

BUELL. Jerking awav.    Goddammit, leave me alone, don't touch me. 

Politely to preacher.    Cb, excuse me, chaplain, I hope I didn't offend you. 

PREACHER. 

I'm going home. 

BUELL. 

PREACHER. 

BUELL. 

PREACHER. 

Fjrmly.    No.    No offense.    I've had about enough of this. 

Leaving?    I thought you'd come to help me with my soul. 

Tou need help, my boy.    You need a lot of help. 

Then you get the hell out of here.    Iou're no help. 

Io_ilaa.    I'll be back before time for the service.    Try 

to rest.    It's too bad this happened, but no one blames you.    It isn't 

your fault.    Good night.    S&ts.. 

BUELL. See that, Zetta?    Still think he's a good man of God? 

Won't even help a sinner come home. 

EVERETT. Buell, you've still got some in your pint.    Let's go 

finish it off. 

ZETTA. 

BUELL. 

ALMA. 

BUELL. 

that 1 

ZETTA. 

Hs's had too much to drink now, Everett Shaw! 

lean, Everett,  shame on you, trying to lead me astray. 

Zetta, do keep your mouth shut. 

Do you think I'm drunk, Zetta, Auntie Zetta?    Imagine 

Pofota to coffee "««• arch.    Drink that coffee, Buell 
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Rouse, and get hold of yourself ! 

Buall swava over to coffee. Plcka it UP carefully. 

BUELL.      A toaat! To «y favorite ole aunt. He slops the coffee 

down his shirt front. Goddammit, see what you made me do. Furiously, 

lou made me spill it down my shirt, goddammit ! Crashes CUP to floor down- 

stage right «ga1n*t wall. 

ALMA.       Zetta, keep your mouth closed. 

ZETTA.      I Just can't stand it ». Buell, you're a disgrace to your 

mother. 

All are glaring at Zetta now. 

BUELL.      My mother? My mother? It's my father who's dead, or is 

it? Who's dead around here anyway? Is it llama? She's the oldest. She's 

the only one fit to live. Where is she? There's a funeral for someone 

around here. I want to see Mama. I want to be sure. 

Buall starts for bedroom door.  Mary Lou blocks hl». 

MART LOU.    Leave her alone. 

BUELL. Moves closer.    Get out of my way.    I can't stand your 

educated guts,    flf H?1WTg !*•    3he moy9a« 

EVERETT. Hold on, Buell.    She's asleep.    Don't wake her up. 

BUELL. Just so she isn't dead.    Takaa pint from pocket.  Dead 

people don't count. 

EVERETT. Don't do that, Buell, not in front of the ladies.    Let's 

go outside. 

P» holdg fr>ttl« gar* 
pocket, an* poep to ait on 

ALMA. 

JiPffi Mmmli MM ll fcMfc M 

Please,  I can't stand this, Buell, go outside. 
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BUELL.      I like it with a roof over my head. Someone*a always 

telling mo to go outside like I'm a dog or eat or something. You don't 

know what it's like sleeping In the mud with nothing but rain to cover 

you, do you, Mother? 

AlilA.       took,? *\ him softly. No, son, I never have slept in the 

rain. 

BUELL.      Sarcastically. Try it some time. Makes you appreciate 

hone. I remember Mama use to let us kids sleep in her bed if we were 

good. Rises. Maybe she'll let me sleep there tonight. I'm tired. . . . 

He goes on toward bedroom. Everett n\rm1n  everyone to let Mm PP.  then 

Wm MB a* 
ALMA.       What have I done to deserve this? What? 

ZETTA.      He ought to be horsewhipped. 

MARY LOU.    I see these things and I don't believe them. We're not 

like this, are we? Are we? 

ZSTTA.      Won't those women ever go home? 

ALMA.       I can't tell them to go home. It'd be like throwing them 

out, after they came from the goodness of their hearts. 

ZETTA.      She's worked her fingers to the bone for you kids, and 

look how you disgrace her to her friends. 

MARY LOU.    I never honestly knew we were this way. We're not a 

family. We're some sordid individuals who can't even pull ourselves 

together enough to bury a man. 

ALMA.       Those are unkind words, Mary Lou. They're words against 

me. 

Marv Lou doaan't answer,    ^ erg1*1** her head ln — oa PJ*»°- 
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ZETTA.      I never thought I'd see the day. . . . 

ALMA.       Zetta, hush. I've got to think about things. So much 

has happened. So much. My mind's in a whirl. 

EVERETT.    Re-enters. I think he's going to be all right. He's 

talking about going to sleep and he's undressing. 

ZETTA.      His father roared about the house till he dropped. He 

never vent to bed on his bad nights. 

EVERETT.     His father had sorrows, Zetta, a lot of sorrow. And he 

had loneliness. 

ZETTA.      He had a family to come home to, and every night he came 

home drinking, always drinking. 

ALMA.       Everett, you've helped us, and we appreciate it. 

ZETTA.      Tes, Everett, you were a good friend to Bond. He'd 

rather been with you than his own family. 

ALMA.       Thank you, Everett, for helping. Maybe you'd better go 

now. 

EVERETT.    All right. Don't be too hard on the boy, Alma. 

Buell appear* at bedroom door. Holds on frame to steady himself. He has 
on his shorta. T-ahirt. and socks. Has bottle In his left band. 

ZETTA.      Don't be hard on him? After all he's done? Tell me now, 

Everett, drinking isn't the sin of the age. Look how Alma is suffering, 

has suffered. First Bond, now Buell. Drinking, always drinking. No reason, 

no excuse for it. That filthy, filthy stuff. 

BUELL.      fell* at her.  "That filthy, filthy stuff !" 

ZETTA.      Gna« to couch. Buell I Everett, don't let him come out 

here like that. 
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BUELL.      Going to conch.  I'm going to clean this place up, and 

you'll not get in my way, Zetta, you or anyone else. 

kflrY Lon goaa to atund ip fcgfl of hj,m ej he staggers toward center stage. 

MART LOD.    Look, Buell, those women will hear you and come out here. 

Do you want them to see you like this? 

BUELL.      Yes ! They're so worried about the preoious bank and their 

money. Let them cone out and see the next Rouse in line. . .let them see. 

Gome on out. Galls. Come out, ladies. 

MART LOU.    Angrily. Daddy's In there ! 

Cone out and see ! 

Bull I Bull! Buell-buil. . . bullt 

Moves toward her. Oh, my little sister, my bright stupid 

BUELL. 

MART LOU. 

BUELL. 

little sister. 

MART LOU. Explodes. Ton son of a bitch, you ignorant, dumb. . . . 

Buell slaps her hard in the face. Everett gets hold of the back of hie 
shorts as the Golden Missionary Society Is filing Into the room 
"What's wrong? Who'e shouting? My word ! Heavens '. etc." Zetta ip behind 
conch where fig fftfll alts. Marv Lou has backed upstage leaving Everett 
and Buell canter stage facing arch. Mama hag come to bedrpom floor where 

■M fflewfi* 

MAUD. First in room.    Oh, great day! 

MRS. SIMMONS. Brpa,Hncr for door.    Oh, he doesn't have any clothes on, 

and he's fighting.  .  . help!   Exits. 

MAUD. A« aha follows Mrs. Simmons.    Do something, Everett.    He's 

drunk! 

Buell has fj**d his g3,ar« on ELzorp who's glaring back.    Lottie gtands_ln 
arc£. 

ALMA. Going betweer Buell and Elsora.    Please, oh God, please, 

Buell stop it.    Elsora, leave, please. 
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BUELL.      What*s she staring at, the old bat? 

ELZORA.     Tou're drunk and your father lies there in his coffin. 

BUELL.      It was his bank. It was his daddy's before him. . . 

I'm the eldest son. . . . 

ELZORA.      Vty money'11 not stay there. 

BDELL.      lou go home. The wake's over, we're going to bury the 

dead. Go on hone and dig a hole in your basement and put your money in it. 

ELZORA.      Look at you. Look at yourself. I saw you grow up, and 

I see you now, acting like a crazy thing, like an animal. 

ALMA.       He's my son, ELtora Potter, you'll not talk to him like 

that. No matter what, he's ay son. 

ELZORA.      I'd be ashamed to admit it, Alma. I feel sorry for you. 

ALMA.       In tears. No one has to feel sorry for me. They're 

mine. They're my kids. Don't you forget it, not for a minute. 

ELZORA.      Edges for door. I feel sorry, really sorry for you. 

LOTTIE.      Puahing her out door. Hell, get on out the door, ELsora. 

Leave these people alone. He don't have any business seeing this. Get 

out the door, and leave them alone. They exit. 

BUELL.      ghoutlng after them. Don't come back. Don't ever come 

back. Do you hear? 

■ill TffiJkP sobbing across to conch. Zetta stands froaen. staring at Buelj.. 
Everett has atappad back and la looking at him. MftXV Lon ifl braced ftgalnst 
the wall BM b?r hand to ner face- watching hip. 

BUELL.      Now maybe we can breathe. Let's all have a drink. Waves 

bottla at lfarv Lou, mary Lou, come have a drink. They'll find out about 

you sooner or later, why not now? Everett? No one take a drink with me? 

He throws back fry.* and sw^"f«. *«. he brines bottle down he sees them 
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fl33 flJWttl "Wfiflf ffl^ JliM     What's the matter?    What's the matter with 

everyone?    Don't you want a drink?    Lau£fcs..    No one?    I know who'll take 

a drink with me.    The old man would like one last drink.    I'll go ask 

him.    He never refused a drink. 

Buall etarta for arch sj Bvaratt grabs h^m. 

EVERETT. Stop it, Buell, he's dead. 

BUELL. That's all right.    Some of the finest people I know are 

dead.    Lots of then dead, only they didn't have arms or legs or heads, 

some of then.    Lots are dead.  .  .  Goddammit,  Everett, let go.    I said 

let go •   With his one free arm he struggles with Everett. 

ALUA. Everett, do something.  .  .   . 

EVERETT.            Outside, let's take the bottle outside.  .   .  . 

Buell gives him a shove that sends Everett across the room. Buell staggers 
through archway muttering.  "The old man retn his drink * « » u By the 
time Everett is on his feet. Buell has screamed. Everyone is motionless. 
looking toward arch, waiting. Buell appears in archway, leaning against 
jt, gobbing. 

BUELL.      Oh, my God, he wouldn't open his mouth. I spilt it all 

over him, but, Mother, he wouldn't open his mouth.  Starts sliding to 

floor.. Daddy's dead. My daddy's dead. . . . 

He keeps muttering this aa he rests on floor. Mama has moved across the 
room and kneela bv him, rocking him in her ar»g. 

UAMA.       There, there, little boy, it's all right, don't cry. 

Sings low. There, there, "The bear went over the mountain, the bear went 

over the mountain to see what he could see" .... 

ATUi,       You can go on home, Everett. We'll get him to bed. 

EVERETT.     ftpjlnp to fyar.  very tired. He was awful shook up by 

Bond's death, Alma. No one knows how much. 
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ALMA.       No. No one knows. 

EVERETT.    I'll come around before the funeral. Opens door. 

ZETTA.      Awed. Look at him. Just look. 

MARY LOU.    Crosses to outside door. I'» going across the street to 

sleep, Mother. Hj| bf»h?"d Everett. 

ALMA.       Yes, we need sleep. She turns to look at Mama and Buell. 

Come on Zetta, let's put hia on the couch here. Everyone's gone now, help 

■e. 

Thav go to Buell and frfffi,     The three women bend over hl». 

CURTAIN 
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ACT III 

rr Lou 1B sitting In arm rtialr to right of arch looking at 
p»ell who is sprawled asleep on the couch covered bv a ouilt.    Wendell 
IP mh1ng **■* "^ across atage holding UP his paiama pants with one hand. 
He waves vaguely at Mary Lon and exits archway.  Mary Lou puts out her 
^garette and goes over to Buell. §fae pokes him JJI the rj.bg and, fte rolJ,s 
over with a groan. 

MARY LOU. Get up. 

BUELL. Dammit, leave me alone. 

MARY LOU. Keeps Jabbing him until he sits UP. mad. Get up, get up 2 

BUELL. If you don't get out of here and let me sleep. . . . He 

atopg.  Realises he's on couch. Rubs head.  Wow ! What a night ! 

MARY LOU. Wow ! Wasn't it? Returns to arm chair. 

BUELL. Give me a cigarette. 

She throws pack and matches. He misses, picks them UP. lights one, and, 
throws match on the floor. 

BUELL. 

MARY LOU. 

BUELL. 

that? 

MARY LOU. 

BUELL. 

What the hell are you staring at? 

You 

Souinta at her.    My God, what a shiner !   Where'd you get 

From you. 

flr<na and groans. It's a dandy. I must've raised hell 

last night. . . .of all nights. . .Wow! 

MARY LOU.    Mother wants to talk to you about it. 

BUELL.      I can hear Zetta now • Mjmj.cs heX. "Your poor Mother, 

what've you done to your poor Mother?" Whoosh, my head hurts. 

MARY LOU.    Good. 

BUELL. Aw,  shut up.    Ljes back flown. 
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MARY LOU. 

funeral, Buell. 

DUELL. 

MARY LOU. 

Wendell enters. 

BUELL. 

WENDELL. 

Don't go back to sleep. You've got to sober up for the 

What time is it? 

Time to get dressed. 

Well, how do you feel? 

About like you look. Whoooeee ! 

f.     Mary Lou smiles at Wendt _hie_head. 

BUELL. 

that whisky!" 

WENDELL. 

MARY LOU. 

WENDELL, 

it hurt? 

MARY LOU. 

WENDELL. 

MARY LOU. 

"fPigKlPf llttfr    "Such a n109 W* aad had t0 &° drink 

Awww.    Sees Mary Lou's eye.    How'd that happen? 

Ask Buell. 

going to har. touching it.    Wow, that's something.    Does 

KflockB his hand away.    Yes, it hurts.    Leave it alone. 

Isn't there some ice or beef or something to put on it? 

Don't bother.    I like it this way.    A little memento to 

take back to school.   .   .a souvenir from the day we buried our father. 

WENDELL. Did you do that? 

BUELL. She said I did. 

WENDELL. What happened? 

BUELL. I don't know.    She said I hit her. 

WENDELL. What'd she do to you? 

BUELL. I don't know,  stupid, but it must've been something or I 

wouldn't have hit her.    JuxMLfiZfE-    Why don't we all go back to sleep? 

Throws cigaret+f s| "f»~ L°""» ^et.    Put that out. 
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MARY LOU.    Picking UP cigaretta pnfl tJJM H fjft,  Buell, yoti're 

not in a barracks.  You're in a living room. 

BUELL.      It's all one and the sane to me. Pulls QUJ1+. ?v«r bjj- 

MARY LOU.    Get off that couch. Mother's coming over here to talk, 

and there*8 not much time before the funeral. 

BUELL.      Rises on elbow. Jabe thumb at her. Well, get her I You 

in command now? 

MARY LOU.    Come on, Buell, get up. We've all got to drees and eat. 

WKNDKLL.     Looka at watch. There sure isn't much time, Buell. We 

gotta get dressed before the people start stopping by. 

MARY LOU.    I have a feeling the people won't be stopping by before 

the funeral, nor afterwards. 

Did the ladies know we were. . .did they see us last 

They sure did. 

They shouldn't have been here in the first place. Damn 

WENDELL, 

night? 

MARY LOU. 

BUELL. 

them anyway. 

WENDELL. Is there any aspirin around?    I'm going to need some- 

thing before we face Mother. 

BUELL. Sanding..    What you need for that hangover is a stiff shot. 

WENDELL. Not for me. 

BUELL. pffj» in his ff»«kfeet to desk near arch,    Finds tap pint 

bottle in drawer.    Well,  for me then.    Always pays to find out where they 

hide your left-overs.    And Zetta hides it in the same place every time. 

Buell takes j flrlnk from flr fctfBli  "hi™"' Put» JetHi fcs^ 

BUELL. Where's Mother? 
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MART LOU. Over at Zatta's.    They'll be bara in a minute. 

BUKLL. TflHng iMJttli Mt>    K Zatta's coming with her for this 

little family conference,  I'd better have another one.    He takes another 

(frjnk. longer this time.  shiverf?i  ghflftep his head,  outs bottle back.    Sure 

you won't have a nip, Mary Lou?   Too early for an eye opener?    No pun 

intended. 

Oh, ehut up. Tou've already fixed me up by offering me MART LOU. 

a drink. 

BUELL. 

MART LOU. 

BUELL. 

MART LOU. 

Did I talk too much last night? 

You talked too much, much too much. 

Wall, you drink. Why hide it? 

But it's not the way you drink. Mother doesn't know any- 

thing about drinking except what she's seen around you and Daddy. I don't 

drink like that. 

BUKLL.      WjnVtng »t Wendell. She's a social drinker, Wendell. Big 

deal. She and her little collegiate friends have cocktails. Nothing low 

down like us peons. Big deal. 

MART LOU.    She thinks if you even taste it you automatically are a 

drunkard because that's all she's ever seen around here. She doesn't know 

about decent drinking. 

BUKLL.      There is no decent drinking. Except for Saint Mary Lou 

who makes up her own rules. 

WENDELL.     Oh, leave her alone, Buell, for pete's sake. Tou two have 

fought since we wr. little. Seem, like you'd get tired of it. Why do you 

have to ride her all the time? 

BUKLL.      Keeps her on the ground, out of those clouds. She's 

always been a little nutty, but that college is making a dreamer out of her. 
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MART LOU.    That college is the only real thing I've found. I know 

I'm alive when I'm there. 

BUELL.      MUM h?T- "hat does this school have, Mary Lou, that 

it makes you "alive"? 

MART LOU.    It has real human beings, people who think and know what's 

important. 

BUELL.      latch me closely. I'm thinking. He shuts eyes and 

Wrinkles for»heafl. 

WENDELL.     Laughing. Aw, cut it out. 

BUELL.       Why don't you accompany me on the piano while I think, 

Mary Lou? 

Marv Lou, mad, lights cigarette and Ignores him. 

BUELL.      Mary Lou, hey, Mary Lou, why don't you play us a real 

high class number on the piano? Hey, Mary Lou, hey, brain, thinker? 

WENDELL.     Aw, leave her alone, Buell. Quit teasing her. 

BUELL.      The big brother to the rescue, huh, Wendell? Mimics. 

"Aw, leave her alone, Buell!" Good boy. Tou make me sick. 

MART LOU.    Flaring UP. And you make me sick.' 

WENDELL.     Good, we all make each other sick, so let's drop it. 

MART LOU.    Do you remember anything about last night, Buell? 

BUELL.      Sure. Do you think I black out or something? Tou came 

bitching out to the car and got Wendell. Then Everett came out and had a 

drink with me. I came in and went to bed here on the couch because Wendell 

was all sprawled out over Mama's bed. 

MART LOU.    Mother will have a few details to add to that story. 

BUELL.      Those are the highlights. 

• 
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WENDELL. 

MARY LOU. 

BUELL. 

for drink. 

MART LOU. 

WENDELL, 

of steel. 

BUELL. 

That's more than I remember. 

You were asleep. 

You lucky dog, you. Goes to desk and takes out bottle 

Are you going to the funeral drunk, too? 

Boy, I don't see how you can do it. You must have insides 

They call it iron guts in the Army, Wendell. Looks inside 

the arch.  I guess he slept well last night. 

MARY LOU.    Watching Buell closely. Tes, I guess he did. 

BUELL.      Smells like a distillery, but that's nothing new. 

WENDELL.    Get off it, Buell. 

BUELL. "Get off it, Buell." Haven't you ever been around dead 

people before? Oh, that's right, excuse me. You were one of those Army 

state-side flowers who never left your clerk-typist desk Job. 

WENDELL.     Indignantly. Look, don't start in on that stuff again. 

We all know you got wounded and have a hole in your back to prove it. 

BUELL.      You betcha your damn boots I have. And one thing that 

doesn't Impress me any more is dead people. Anyway, we didn't bother with 

him when he was alive so what's all this crap about him being dead? 

MARY LOU.    When are you going to grow up and get off that funny 

pedestal of being the only honest person in the world? 

BUELL.      When you stop being the biggest hypocrite! 

MARY LOU.    At least there is some reason for what I do. 

BUELL.      How'd you like another eye to match that beauty? 
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WENDELL. 

BUELL. 

WENDELL. 

BDELL. 

MARY LOU. Okay, Sgt. Sons*.    That's all you know how to do.    If 

anyone crosses you,  just knock ths hell out of then. 

BUELL. So stay out of ay way. 

WENDELL. I think ay head's going to pop !   Mary Lou, would you gat 

me a cup of coffee if there's any out there?   Honest, I'd appreciate it. 

MART LOU. The change of atmosphere would be a pleasure.    Exits. 

Thanks.    Hey, Buell, you got a cigarette? 

We your servants or something? 

Oh, just give me a cigarette, will you? 

Sorry, I was smoking the Queen's and she took them with 

her, being generous and big-hearted like she is. 

WENDELL. I'll get then.    ftUff flff H— enters froa bedroom. 

Buall rubs his head and paces for a, moment.    He goes to sit on the COUOP. 

MAMA. Where's he going? 

BUELL. Everyone's gone for a change of atmosphere. 

Trrunhlnr Mn iMtaV   You feel bad? 

I feel terrible, Mama. 

What can I do for you? 

A new head would help. 

Is that all? 

Naw, new everything.    That's what I need. 

How old are you, Buell? 

Twenty-eight. 

I was the first person besides Alma and the doctor to see 

BUELL. 

MAMA. 

BUELL. 

MAMA. 

BUELL. 

BUELL. 

MAMA. 

you. 

BUELL. I aust've been an ugly baby. 
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BUELL. 

MAMA. 

BUELL. 

MAMA. 

MAMA. Ton were not!   You ware the prettiest of all the babies. 

You had this black hair and you didn't cry.    I think you ware sailing at 

the beginning. 

Now,   Mama,  all new babies cry. 

You didn't. 

There mist have been something wrong with me. 

No, you ware just a happy child. You always laughed a 

lot. I remember you best in your little yellow sunsuit puttering in the 

flowers. A bee stung you once. And do you know what you said? 

BUELL.      Grinning. I probably said, "Goddamn you bee ! " 

MAMA.       Buelll You did not. You said, "Bee, don't sting ay 

flowers '." Tou loved flowers. 

BueU ^auehg. 

MAMA.       That is the first time I've heard you laugh since you've 

been home. 

BUELL.      I don't know why it's funny. I've heard you tell that 

story a million times. 

MAMA.       You were always good with the little gardens you planted. 

BUELL.      I liked them. Things really grew for me, didn't they? 

H4M4.       Yes, they did. Lottie's going to give me some Mimosa 

seedlings. Hill you plant them on the northside for me? 

BUELL. 

BUELL. 

BUELL. 

Yeah, if I gat time. 

You'll have time. Goes to roc 

Mama? 

What?    full* tnisz^f BBJ «f pocket. 

Mama, what the hell happened here last night? 
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MAMA. 

BUELL. 

thing terrible. 

You don't remember? 

Some I do. But Mary Lou keepe acting like I did some- 

lour mother'11 have to talk to you about It. I'm staying 

But, Mama, dammit. . . . 

I'm staying out of it. It's for your mother to talk about. 

JMfljU ffl*»"' Throws cigarette to Buell. Mama hendn over puazle and 
detaches herself. 

WENDELL.     There you are. I found a new pack. 

BUELL.      Gee whiz ! Some of my very own. 

WENDELL.     You're going to have to get off that horse, Buell, if you 

out of it. 

BUELL. 

MAMA. 

stay around here. Sits right. 

BUELL.      What horse, for God's sake? 

WENDELL.     lou know what I mean. Tou act like everyone's against 

you. 

BUELL.      Tou don't know what you're talking about. I don't think 

everyone's against me. I Just happen to know they don't give a damn, period. 

WENDELL.     That's what I mean, that kind of attitude. 

Marv Lou e^term.  Haffl|ff Wendell coffee. 

BUELL.      Thanks for bringing me some. 

MARY LOU.    Sits. It didn't occur to me that you drank coffee, too. 

Why don't you go find another atmosphere? 

You don't know how I'd like to. Away from you, this town, 

BUELL. 

MARY LOU. 

everything. 

BUELL. No one's holding you. 
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MARY LOU.    Mama, why do we fight like this? Why does he have to be 

so unbearable? 

y.yi.ft Ignores question and keeps working puzzle. 

BUELL.      Get out, go on. We don't need you around here. 

"We" did you say? Since when did you come back in the MART LOU. 

family circle? 

BUELL. 

MART LOU. 

As of now, the day we bury the elder Rouse. 

Do you mean it? Wendell, what does he mean? 

u^ma haa looked UP. now watching them. 

BUELL.      Does it shock you that the son might decide to come back 

from the wars? 

MART LOU.    Tou've come home before, and I've seen how it worked. 

This is great. The whole town will be thrilled. The ugly Rouse boy comes 

home. The king is dead. Long live the king I 

BUELL.      ifari. advAncea on her. Tou keep your slut mouth shut or 

I'll shut it for you. 

WENDELL. Half rising.    Now, Buell, don't get worked up.    Mama's 

here. 

Bum,.      Tm-ning his back. She isn't worth getting worked up over. 

MART LOU.    If you come back to stay, Mother will have to come to the 

college if she wants to see me. I'll not come home. 

BUELL.      We'll miss you, all of us. Heaps. 

MART LOU.    I wouldn't stay under the same roof with you. Not after 

last night, I wouldn't. 

BUELL. I don't care whether you come or go. 

MART LOU. Just what does the sergeant think he'll do here?   Sfiutipjaly. 

Manage the bank? 
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BUELL. Shouts at her. Who said anything about the bank? 

WENDELL. He is going to try farming, Mary Lou. 

MART LOU. Laughs. Farm? Him a farmer? 

BUELL. Wendell, why can't you keep your mouth shut? 

MARY LOU.    gUiU JMeKlI* 'rhi-B  is the best *'*• heard. You, a 

farmer. There'll be a drought or a plague of grasshoppers. You'll bring 

something down on the land. 

MAMA.       Sternly. He likes the earth, Mary Lou. 

Laughing. But, Mama, he doesn't know a plough from a MARY LOU. 

spoon. 

MAMA. 

WENDELL. 

You're not being very kind, Mary Lou. 

He can take the government agriculture course they have 

out at the high school two nights a week. 

BUELL.      Blabber mouth, why do you have to tell everything? 

MARY LOU.    So, Sgt. Rouse is going to go to school. 

BUELL.      It's none of your business what I'm going to do. 

MARY LOU.    I don't care what you do. But if Mother thinks I'm quit- 

ting school she's mistaken. This cinches it. 

WENDELL.     You not coming home to stay with her? 

MARY LOU.    Ho, I'm not. 

WENDELL. Gee, everyone knows what they're going to do. 

MARY LOU. Haven't you figured out a way to work Wendell into your 

little farming scheme? 

WENDELL. He'll let me farm with him if I want to.  .  .if we sell 

the bank. 

MARY LOU.    So you've got the bank problem worked out, too. We'll 



just sell It? 

BUELL.      Got any better ideas? 

MART LOU.    Frankly, no, but I think Mother has a say-so in the 

matter, and Wendell, too. 

WENDELL.     I don't know. ... 

MART LOU.    Why don't yon get a Job away from this town, fendell? 

WENDELL.     Shrugs. Bank examiners coming through have told me about 

good jobs. But Mother sorts expects me to stay. And since Basil's going 

to be here, it'll be different. 

MARY LOD. That's what I'm afraid of. I think you ought to get out 

as fast as you can. 

BUELL. Hell no J Stay right here with me, Wendell. The farming 

Rouses ! Think of that. We'll roar around on tractors during the day and 

have plenty of night life after the sun goes down. 

MART LOU.    I don't get you. Tou say you hate this town and living 

at home. 

BUELL. But I'm top man around here now.    I'm going to stay here 

and live cheap, farm, and save «y «oney.    When I get a pile, maybe I'll 

buy a string of bars out on the coast. 

MART LOU. How screwed up can you get? 

BUELL. Ask yourself.    Tou've done right well at it. 

MART LOU. Maybe you're right.    GivfifijiR.    And they say we don't 

get along because we're alike. 

BUELL. Only I'» smart. 

MART LOU. And I'm dumb !   That's why I'm going to school. 

BUELL. Aw shut up.    flg pegjng Pttcjjg. 

'•« 

•i 



MART LOU. 

BUELL. 

dead. 

MART LOU. 

BUELL. 

How do you get out of the Army? 

I can get a discharge to cone hone to Mother since Daddy's 

Where are you going to buy a farm? 

Who's going to buy a farm? Mother's sixty acres will be 

enough to get started on. 

MARY LOU.    It's half Zetta's. What's she going to say? 

BUELL.      She'd better say yes. I know I can farm it as well as 

that stupid sharecropper they've got on it now. 

MARY LOU.    At least he sends them their share. 

BUELL.      Glaring. You implying I'd hold back on their share? 

MARY LOU. Giggling. ". . .Meanwhile, back at the farm house, the 

eldest son fingered the money he had hiddened in the tomato can. . . and 

then he opened another fifth. ..." 

BUELL.      Stomping UP to her. I'm not dishonest, dammit, they'll 

get their share'. 

MARY LOU.    gt-iU Jpushing. ». . .Then he unlocked his faithful 

brother from the closet and sent him out to milk the cow." 

BUELL.      Raging. Someday, I'll fix you so. . . . 

WENDELL.     ratting in between them. Everybody sit down. Mary Lou, 

stop it. Come on Buell, ignore her. 

Buell begins t^lng again. W-ndell has sat down.  M«T Lpu'g laughter turns 

lirtn fl BllM- W1P9 of hysterics. 

MARY LOU.    I«m sorry, Mama. I can't seem to stop laughing. It's all 

funny now, the way it's working out. 

Get hold of yourself, Mary Lou. 

1 
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MARY LOU.    I don't know whether I can or not. Aren't we funny, 

liama? Aren't we weird? 

|m doesn't answer. She turns back to puzzle. 

BUELL.      I think you sound like you're off your rocker. 

WENDELL.     You're all upset, Mary Lou. Tou don't hare to worry about 

Buell. He's a changed guy, really settled down. 

MARY LOU.    Pointing at Buell. she begins laughing again. Buell? 

BUELL.      Stop it. I'm telling you to stop it. 

Front door opens. Zetta enters. 

ZETTA.      Buell, did you know you smashed the fender on my car last 

night? 

Marv Lou whoopa with laughter again.    Buell tUTTIP to advance op for. 

ZETTA. Well, answer me, Buell.    And, Mary Lou, stop that idiotic 

laughter.    This house is in Mourning. 

fllf ?»™h«  at  thla and be^ne retting hold  of herself by degrees through 
5535 «""■*—.tion. 

ZETTA. I'» sick.    You bent the fender on my car.    How'd you do 

it, Buell?    Tell ■• ! 

WENDELL. Shamefully.    He didn't do it,  Zetta.    I did. 

ZETTA. You did it, Wendell?    §o£iejjiag.    Well, how did it 

happen, honey? 

WENDELL. Mkf |  *m>    *«U'  7™ *"" that Uttl* ""^ *"" ** 

the farm, I was turning and bumped a tree. 

ZETTA. *™w Qn Buell.    Why did you let hi- drive, Buell?    You 

know he can't hold his "likker."    ft, the terrible things you've caused I 

MARY LOU. Where's mother? 
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ZETTA. She's coming over here, Mary Lou.    fill you put the car 

in the garage for me?   Thank goodnesa we don't have to use it for the 

funeral. 

MART LOU. Rleee. Takes keva from Zetta-    Sure.    I'll be glad to 

hide it. 

BUELL. Leave it out.    Accidents do happen.    Even good Baptists 

have wrecks,  don't they? 

Mflrv IB Wdflgi Zetta goes to left.    Sits on cough, gtflrtnp at Bnell. 

BUELL. Okay,  okay, I'm going to get some clothes on.    Tou make 

me feel naked,  Zetta.    Exits bedroom. 

Zetta watches him go. shakes head, and starts to cry in handkerchief. 

WENDELL. I'm sorry about the oar, Zetta, real sorry.    I'll pay to 

have it fixed, too. 

ZETTA. It's not that.    It's him. 

WENDELL. I'm sorry about last night.  .  .the drinking and all.    Is 

that what*8 the matter? 

ZETTA. Harries out through arch.    Nothing's the matter.  .  .just 

everything   ! 

Wendell striken fist 3p h,jg pftl" and with as much emotion ft.g he CftP WtftW 
save: 

WENDELL. Oh, dasm!   gfTJrg ll 3.Wk "" ■""»*«»<*•    Sorry, Mama. 

There is bunm-bnmo noise «t front door.    Wendell gets up. goes tp adm^t 
ftlf ■>■ in im m1 iC nlrtiii if ih*JM* 

ALMA.       Here, take your clothes. Give Buell his. Tou've got to 

get dressed for the funeral. 

WENDELL.     Mother. . . . 

I thought I could depend on you at least, Wendell. 

. 
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WENDELL.     I'm sorry. . . . 

ALMA.       Well, go on. Take those clothes In and you all get 

dressed, shore's Buell? 

WENDELL.     In the bedroom. 

ALMA.       Hurry up and come out here, Buell. I want to talk to you. 

ifendell meekly goes to bedroom door and exits. gotta, re-enters. 

ZETTA.      Alma, someone's got to change Bond's shirt and clean 

around his neck before they take him to the church. And it smells bad in 

there, too. 

ALMA.       Hell, open the window. Buell will just have to clean up 

the mess he made. £flUg. Buell, you hurry up. 

ZETTA.      Shameful. It's shameful. I don't know how I can face 

people. 

wet lou'll have to face them the same as I will.    Qoos, to bed- 

room door.    Starts to open it.    You boys hurry. 

BUELL. Prom Inside.    Stay out of here.    I'm dressing. 

ALMA. Well, hurry now.    <??ff"a smswl center.    Z«tta»  J don,t 

know what to say to them. 

ZETTA. I kinda feel sorry for Wendell.    He feels bad about last 

night. 

ALMA. 

knows better. 

ZETTA. 

He should. The idea of his behaving that way when he 

If Buell hadn't been here, it wouldn't have happened. I 

can guarantee that! 

ALMA. Cb, and Mary Lou's eye ! 

ZETTA. How can she walk into church with a black eye.    At her 

■m 
I 
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own father's  funeral, too? 

ALMA. She'll just have to try to cover it up with powder, 

because she's going to the church. 

ZETTA. Look at Mama. 

ALMA. 7-ff*?hBi    IB! ignores them.    I know.    She's got that dirty- 

dress on.    Doesn't matter.    She's not going to the church, and I don't 

imagine any of the ladies will be around here today. 

WENDELL. Enters hurriedly buttoning his shirt.    He's coming. 

ALMA. Sit down. 

WENDELL. I don't know what to say,Mother, except I'm real sorry. 

We were all wound up.    I know it doesn't help things now, but we didn't 

mean to drink a lot. 

BUELL. Enters fussing.    Why in hell can't I keep all the buttons 

on my shirt? 

ZETTA. 

self I 

BUELL. 

ZETT1. 

BUELL. 

jkd.    lour poor mother washed and ironed that shirt her- 

I'd Just as soon you sent them to a laundry. 

Go clean up your daddy! 

What do you mean, "Go clean up your daddy?"    Haven't we 

paid the undertaker to keep him fixed up? 

ALMA. Hgy °™l"g-    •• «*• BU8U l   Doa,t y°U ***' WhEt 

you've done? 

All are lookup ^ him.    He t.r1*ft jj fr? IKW* 

BUELL. I don't know what you're talking about.    Whafre you 

staring at me for? 

ALMA. You tried to pour whisky in your daddy's mouth last night. 



Ha'a startled, gtill trying not to show It. Walks slowly to arch. Pauses. 

WENDELL.     He did what? 

ZETTA.      He poured "likker" all over Bond and told the Golden Circle 

ladies to go home and cursed the preacher and knocked Everett down. 

WENDELL.     Unbelieving. He did?  Buell disappears in arch. Last 

night? He did all. . . Awed. That crazy fool. To do stuff like that he 

must be crazy. 

BUELL.      Re-enter8. Okay, Wendell, get one of his shirts and a 

tie. We'll have to change him. 

Wendell exits arch. Buell finds a cigarette and starts pacing downstage. 
He's shaken and doesn't look at any one. 

ALMA.       I knew you would do something like that if you went off 

last night. 

ZETTA,      lour poor mother, Buell. She hasn't slept a wink. If it 

were just in the family it wouldn't be so bad, but the whole town knows 

about it by now. 

ALMA.       Xes, everyone. 

ZETTA.      And why didn't you tell me about the car? You didn't 

even ask me if you could use it. 

ALMA.       Buell, don't you hear? 

ZETTA.      And you blacked Mary Lou's eye when she tried to keep you 

from acting eo awful. At least Wendell got to bed with no one seeing him 

but Everett. 

ALMA. Buell, don't you hear? 

MAMA. Leave him alone. What's done is done. 

WENDELL. Entering. la this all right, Mother? Shows her Ue H 

shirt. 
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ALMA.        I don't like that tie. 

ZETTA.      It's one he got at a lodge convention. It's too loud. 

ALMA.       But it'll have to do. He haven't much time.  Go ahead 

and use it. And hurry.  We've got things to settle. 

ZETTA.      Buell, your mother said for you to hurry. 

Buall turns abruptly on his heel and goes ailentlv through arch. Wendell 
follows. 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

I kinda feel sorry for the poor kid. 

He should be ashamed. Such an awful thing. 

Let's not say any more about it until after the funeral. 

It upsets me every tine I think of it. 

ZBTTA.      They ought to eat something. They didn't have a bite of 

supper last night, and no breakfast. 

MAMA.       Did anyone fix breakfast? 

ALMA.       I can't do everything, Mama. I've only got two hands. 

MARY LOU.    Enters from outside. I got it put away. When are you 

going to get it fixed? 

ZETTA.      Oh, maybe at the end of the week you and I will take it 

out of town to a shop. 

ALMA.       Won't that be too soon after the funeral to be doing 

things? 

ZETTA.      I didn't hang out my wash for a month after Sanford died, 

but this is different. Besides we'll be taking it out of town. 

MARY LOU.    Don't count on me driving it anywhere, Zetta.  I won't be 

here. 

ALMA.       Just where do you think you will be but here? 
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MARY LOU.    School. 

ALMA.       Shocked. You're not planning to go back to school? 

MARY LOU.    Yes, I an. 

ALMA.       But, Mary Lou, your daddy's dead now. 

ZETTA.      To herself. As if he paid her way. 

MARY LOU.    Mother, I don't know how to say this, but I don't want 

to be hone anymore. I want to go on studying. I know you think I should 

be here with you, but I Just can't. 

ZETTA.      I gues you do want to go back to that college where you 

can study smoking and cursing and drinking, too, if what Buell said last 

night was right. 

ALMA.       You don't drink, Mary Lou, say you don't. 

MARY LOU.    Not the way you know it to be, Mother. 

ZETTA.      There's only one kind. Either you do or don't. 

ALMA.       Don't go back to that school. It's changing you, Mary 

Lou. Come stay home with your mother. I need you. 

MARY LOU.    I can't. Bsiag_£itB. I'll ■*■* a few days after the 

funeral, then I'm going back to school. 

ALMA.       I need help with the bank business. 

MARY LOU.    You're getting a lawyer. Whatever you do with it is fine 

with me. I'd sell it if I were you. 

ATJI*.       But a Rouse has always run the bank. 

MARY LOU.    I'd sell it because it's going to do nothing but cause 

you trouble. There's no one left to run it. 

ALMA.       Wendell. . . • 

MARY LOU.    ... Can't do it alone. Ask him. He reali.es he can't 

take it over. 

•I 
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ALMA. 

day. 

ZETTA. 

MARY LOU. 

ALMA. 

MARY LOU. 

Buell was the eldest. He was supposed to have it some 

But he wouldn't stay home. He didn't learn. 

Looks like we've run out of bankers. Mother. 

Sharply. You don't know what you're talking about. 

Patiently. Look, now. Daddy never taught Wendell any- 

thing about running the bank. He put him in a teller's cage and left him. 

ALMA.       He intended to teach Wendell. He said Wendell was slower 

than Buell would've been. But I know he meant to teach Wendell all about 

it. 

MARY LOU. He didn't, though. 

ALMA. Bond died too soon 1 

ZETTA. Alma, don't fret.    You're getting nervous. 

ALMA. Qrving.    The family's always had bankers. 

MARY LOU Gently.    Just Grandpa and Daddy, Mother. 

ZETTA. Alma, what I think you'd better do is.   .  .  . 

ALMA. fcfcMM har off•    Z0***' thiB ia a family ■***•* that J 

want you to stay out of.    You're no help at all».   Do you hear me? 

ZETTA. You've never talked to me like that, Alma. 

MAMA. ProB sidelines.    She's right, 35etta.    Shut up. 

Set-fa begtan WlffiBK 3.P hfl"ftle- 
ALMA.       We can work this out, Mary Lou. I feel we can. We'll 

all live together here, in this house like always. Maybe Zetta would close 

up her place and come live here, too. 

ZETTA.      I'd die before I'd move into this house where he lived. 

ALMA.       All right, Zetta, that's your choice. But things are 
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going to be different now. I can see it coming. 

w«ndall enters first, then Buell. Wendell sits downstage right. Buell 
gjmiehaa agalnat arch. 

WENDELL.     We changed and washed him. Looks fine, Mother. Some of 

the powder-stuff was streaked so we took it all off. 

ALMA.       I thought it made him look chalky anyway. Now sit down, 

Buell, we're going to talk. 

WENDELL.     Come on, Buell, sit down. 

Buell .lust looks at him and continuag standing. 

ALMA.       I don't want to go to the funeral not knowing how we 

stand, what's going to happen. 

WENDELL.     lou mean the bank? 

ALMA.       What're we going to do? How do you feel, Wendell? 

WENDELL.     I don't know. I wonder. . .1 don't know. 

MART LOU.    Say what you think. 

WENDELL.     I. . .1. . .well, in there wiping off Daddy's face, I 

looked at him good. He's dead, and I know for certain I can't take his 

bank over. I just can't. I don't know enough. And he never really tried 

to teach me, Mother. 

ZBTTA.      He should have. lou were the only one interested enough 

to work there. 

WENDELL. 

ALMA. 

MART LOU. 

Zetta, he didn't and that's all there is to it. 

But you can try, Wendell. 

And he could get a good Job somewhere else, a job with- 

out a shadow hanging over it. Something he really likes to do. 

ALMA.       Didn't you like the bank, Wendell? 
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WENDELL. Why, I guess so, Mother. It wasn't hard work. 

ALMA. lou didn't really like it, son? 

WENDELL Hanea head. Not enough to go on forever in it. 

ZETTA. What in the world would you like to do? 

WENDELL. I don't know. 

MARY LOT. But you could find out, Wendell. Go somewhere to see 

things, new jobs. . . . 

ALMA. Wendell? Leave home? 

WENDELL.     fitting. What's there here for me now? What? 

ZETTA.      Tou could stay on at the bank and work as a teller. 

ALMA.       No'. If he doesn't run it, then we'll sell it. That's 

what we'll do. I'll not see someone else over him, not for a day that it 

belongs to us. 

MARY LOO.    Best thing that could happen would be his leaving, get- 

ting out on his own. 

ALMA. 

leave, too? 

MARY LOU. 

ALMA. 

MARY LOU. 

town. 

ALMA. 

Like you? Because you're not staying you want him to 

No, Mother, I don't mean it like that. 

I want my kids at home, with me. 

But there's something else besides home, besides thie 

You're all I have. I thought now we could all be together 

and enjoy it. You and Wendell. 

MARY LOU.    EoxseXaliZ. Vm not staying, Mother. If you try to take 

me out of .ehool by cutting off the money before I finish, I'll etiU not 

come home. I'll work to get the money to go on. And I think Wendell should 
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hare the backbone to get out, too. 

ALMA. Mary Lou I   Hush I   How can you talk like this? 

ZETTA. How can she do a lot of things?    .   .   .I'd never have 

thought she'd be a drinker. 

MARY LOU. You don't understand.    You can't understand,  can you?    I 

see a different sort of life than this.    I see it and I want to live it. 

I don't want to hurt you.    I've never wanted to hurt you, but I'll hurt 

you if I have to stay home now. 

ALMA. Because your daddy died? 

MARY LOU. No!   My God, how I wish that were the reason!   It's be- 

cause of the things that have happened since he died.    I didn't know us, 

any of us until today.    And I'll not stay here. 

ZETTA. Don't talk to Alma like that !   Do you hear me? 

ALMA. I didn't know you felt like that, Mary Lou.    Hj«bjj.  I 

had no idea you felt like that.    I just thought we'd all have a good time 

here together now. 

MARY LOU. Ifftttnff tMira-    ^ '•    *» n0»  no»  no l    Z can't at*?t 

and I know I'm hurting you. 

ALMA. Wendell, do you feel this way? 

Buell straight*n* UP.    Slowly moves down frog arch, center. 

BUELL. No, he doesn't feel that way.    She's craay.    Big words, 

big ideas, so let her go.    Wendell can stay here and work with me. 

Alma and Zett.a  fraaze.    Mama is watching iptentjy. 

ZETTA. What? 

BUELL. He can stay and work with me. 



ALMA. 

BUELL. 

ZETTA. 

BUELL. 

ALMA. 

Stunned. You, Buell, at hone? 

Tea, Mother, here ! 

Bat you're in the Army.    You like it. 

I can get out. 

flettfrK hold of herself.    What would you do?    What could 

you do here?    lou mean the bank? 

BUELL. 

ZETTA. 

BUELL. 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

ALMA. 

ZETTA. 

BUELL. 

start on. 

ALMA. 

BUELL. 

No,  I don't mean the bank.    I mean the farm. 

Whose farm? 

I'd like to work the family farm. 

Mine and Alma's? 

Be a farmer? 

But a sharecropper always did that. 

Be a sharecropper? lou boys? 

Where would you get the equipment? 

When we sell the bank stock, my part will be enough to 

But the bank's always been. . . . 

I'll give you all a third, just like the sharecropper. 

Wendell can help me. If we make a go of it, we'll buy more land. 

ALMA.       But the bank. ... 

BUELL.      fosjpg temper. Damn the bank I Are you going to let me 

farm your land or not? 

ALMA.       You want to farm, Wendell? 

WENDELL.     I don't know what I want to do. 

MARY LOU.    After seeing what he did last night, you mean you'd work 

with him? 



BUELL.      Keep your mouth out of this. 

MARY LOO.    I'll say what I damn well please. I know what'11 happen 

to Wendell if he stays here with you. 

BUELL.      Advancing. I'm going to. . . . 

WENDELL.     Leave her alone, Buell I 

BUELL.      furalng on Wendell, why you weak-backed weasel. Xou 

stupid weak. ... 

MAMA.       Stands. Stop it, Buell t jU 1M>» to her. I've tried to 

stay out of this. I've tried to mind my own business, but I'm sick of 

this squabbling and fighting while a dead man lies in yonder. 

ALMA.       Mama, what has Bond done to me? They all want to leave 

me now and sell the bank. And Buell wants to farm, be a farmer ! 

MAMA.       What's wrong with farming? Tour father was a farmer. 

Where do you and Zetta think you got the land? 

ALMA.       But a dirt farmer. . . . 

MAMA.       Buell has asked a question. Will you let him farm your 

land to get started? 

ZETTA.      He doesn't know how 1 He'll drink all the time and let 

the crops sit in the fields and ruin. 

ALMA.       I hated farming. I hated seeing Papa come in dirty every 

night. I wanted my kids to have clean clothes and be apmeifidl! 

ZETTA.      I don't see how Buell would be happy working that hard 

land. I don't think he'd be happy doing anything here. 

MAMA.       Alma, you and Zetta answer the boy. He's asked you a 

question. 
ALMA. I've never refused my kids anything, have I?    Haven't I 

• 
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always done everything for my kide? Haven't I? Haven't I? Looks at the 

three children but they won't meet her look.  No reply.  All three hnve 

he^ds down. Haven't I been mother and father to yon? Haven't I always 

been everything? She pauses. Still no response. Another pause. All 

right ! Farm the land I Sell the bank I Let Bond Rouse take the bank with 

him '. Leave me, leave me by myself ! 

MARY LOU.    Mother. . . . There's a alienee until Zetta breaks in. 

ZETTA.      Loud. I haven't said he can farm my half of the land. 

What about me? Alma, you can't give him permission to farm my half. 

MAMA. Coldly. Why, now, Zetta, I've heard you say all your 

childless years how much these kids meant to you. Just like your own, 

and you etall to half-raised them. Seems you could sharecrop out your 

half of the land to the eldest, the one born first. Tou've known him the 

longest, Zetta. 

BUKLL.      You're not going to lose anything, Zetta. If I couldn't 

do as well as that half-wit you've got out there, I'd tell you so right 

now. 

ALMA. Don't beg i   She can do her part.    She's always claimed 

she'd do anything for my kids, but don't beg her. 

ZETTA. Why, it isn't that I don't want him to farm my land. 

It's Just I'm afraid he'll drink and make life hell for Alma like Bond did. 

MAMA. Buell's got problems to work out.    Will you or won't you 

girls let him have a go at the land?    He's good at growing things. 

Mam* sits back j| rocker an^ wP+.*h«» them,      7,*t,tn and AUPP look at each 
gther fltti then, ftt Buell. 

BUELL. I'll put twenty acres in soy bean and corn and the rest 



in cotton. We can get government trees to plant as wind breaks around that 

southeast corner at that sand-blow. 

ZETTA.      I wash my hands of the whole thing. Whatever you want to 

do about it is all right with me, Alma. They're your kids. 

Kama, what about me? What am I going to do? 

I don't know, Wendell. You're so soft and sweet, not like 

Should I stay? 

Wendell, it's going to be hard, but you've got to make up 

WENDELL. 

MAMA. 

the rest. 

WENDELL. 

MAMA. 

your own mind. 

It begins raining outside. Wendell goes to sit downstage right, jgfc| hj.p 
head in his hand and cries softly, flu flirts tpmrti Hfc ■ Pfle'g 

stopped, fry M"l"fl' 

MAMA. 

ALMA. 

MAMA. 

been a death. 

ALMA. 

BDELL. 

Leave the boy alone, Alma. 

But he's crying, Mama. 

Just leave him alone. Lots of people cry when there's 

Oh, why did he die? What did he have to die for? 

I'll take care of things around here now, Mother. Let 

the others do what they want to. 

j^LMA.       ies. Tou'll be living at home now, won't you? 

BUELL.      It's settled then. I'll go back right away to see about 

my discharge. 

ZETTA. To herself.    A life of living hell, that's what.    Bond 

has fixed that up for good. 

ALMA. They've come for him.    It's time. 
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BUELL. 

our ties. 

Looks at hla watch. Cone on, Wendell, we've got to get 

Wendell numbly exits with him to bedroom. Alma goes to the door, pauses. 
and opens It. Lottie enters with preacher. Tbelr ralncoatg are wet. 

PREACHER.    Are you ready, Mrs. Rouse? Miz Lottie came to stay with 

your mother. 

ALMA.       Brother Palmer, I want to. . . . 

PREACHER.    You don't have to say a word. We understand. The terrible 

thing is that it happened at a time like this. But now set it aside. You've 

got to be strong for the funeral and burial. Then it will all be over. 

ALMA.       Bitterly. Then it will all be over. 

ZETTA.      It's raining still. I hoped so much it wouldn't rain. 

MARY LOU.    Hadn't we bitter get our hats and coats, Mother? 

Yes.  Come on Zetta. 

LOTTIE. ?ff1rr fr yp1n,. Well, we'll just stay here where it's 

dry, and we'll have us a good time all by ourselves. 

MAMA. It's nice of you to come sit with me, Lottie. I Just 

wasn't up to going to the funeral. 

LOTTIE.     Of course not. A woman your age can't be wading around 

in the mud and rain. 

PREACHER. The cars are already lined up almost down to the main 

street. Mr. Rouse sure knew a lot of people. 

wn ,nd W^ndBlT sjjjh «*«-* behind the cgucb, WepdeH doesn't look up, 
gtrflght ahead. 

PREACHER. 

Both murj 

Hello, boys. 
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LOTTIE.     Don't the boys look nice ! 

MAMA.       Yes. They're fine looking men, both of them. 

PREACHER.    To then. The church is going to be packed. Cars are 

lined up almost to Main Street. 

Awkward pause. Alma. Zetta. Mary Lou enter, hats and raincoats on. 

PREACHER.    Now, we're ready. Mrs. Rouse, there's a car to take you 

and the children to the church. The funeral home will take the flowers in 

here and the body after you're out of the house. 

ALMA.       What about Zetta, Brother Palmer? 

PREACHER.    Oh, yes. Everett will take Zetta in his oar. 

ZETTA.      I thought I should be with the family. 

ALMA.       Zetta, I think that's a nice arrangement. You, my sister, 

and Bond's best friend together. 

PREACHER.    I thought it worked out nicely, too. 

Zatta starts aniffinr 1n hankie. 

PREACHER. Mow atrutting with organization. Since Mrs. Rouse requests 

that the casket not be open for viewing at the service, the family will want 

to have their last glimpse of the loved one. 

ALMA.       You mean now? 

PREACHER.    Yes. You and the children can be alone with him for a 

moment. Zetta, I'll take you out to Everett's car. He's waiting. Then 

I'll come back, Mrs. Rouse. 

ZETTA.      But. . . . 

ALMA. Go on, Zetta.    BoyB,  come here. 

Zatta  dnd  nreac*-  ^j  M  thfl *** ftwkear^T 1  MM* Hi «*« 

I I 
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LOTTIE. Going to bedroom.    I'll go freshen up your bed in case 

you'd like to lie down.    Exits. 

KAMA. Thank you,  Lottie.    fcg| gifts alone, rocking with her 

head back,  eves closed. 

In a few seconds the Rouses come back in room.    Buell doesn't lift his 
head.    Wendell paws at his head,  rubbing his cheek trying not to cry. 
Marv Lou looks straight. nhfnfl,    Allft'f fh1" JMJMi HgtteZi    Bti thflrft 

are no tears. They're standing huddled together as the Preacher Puts his 
head in the door. 

PREACHER. Everyone together?    The eldest son takes his mother. 

And the youngest son brings his sister.    Now we're ready.    He disappears. 

BttU fnJlP lp llne tflfc MM"   l?he looks at M|B flnd t,1m1dlY take8 *** 
arm and automatically gives a twitch to his tie to straighten it.    They 
stand as if afraid to move until thev glance at Unm* and  she makes a 
shooing motion with her crossword puzzle. They mechanically move on out 
door as "pfflp *>«nd,g Q^"1 the puzzle. 

END 


