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SCENE II
That night. The dark dining room.

—
| AT RISQE B is heard in his lighted room, reading from a
sheet, declaiming aloud as if to an audience.

jacos: They are there to remind us of the horrors—under those
crosses lie hundreds of thousands of workers and farmers who
murdered each other in uniform for the greater glory of
capitalism. (Comes out of his room.) The new imperialist war
will send millions to their death, will bring prosperity to the
pockets of the capitalist—aie, Morty—and will bring only
greater hunger and misery to the masses of workers and farm-
ers. The memories of the last world slaughter are still vivid
in our minds. (Hearing a noise he quickly retreats to his
room. RALFH comes in from the street. He sits with hat and
coat on. JacoB tentatively opens door and asks): Ralphie?

aaLrH: It's getting pretty cold out.

racos (enters room fully, cleaning hair clippers): We should
have steam till twelve instead of ten. Go complain to the
Board of Health.

raLpH: It mighl SIOW.

jacoe: It don't hurt . . . extra work for men.
raLpH: When 1 was a kid I laid awake at nights and heard the
sounds of trains . . . far-away lonesome sounds . . . boats

going up and down the river. I used to think of all kinds of
things 1 wanted to do. What was it, Jake? Just a bunch of
noise in my head?

jacoe (waiting for news of the girl): You wanted to make for
yourself a certain kind of world.

raLpH: I guess I didn't. I'm feeling pretty, pretty low.

jacos: You're a young boy and for you life is all in front like a
big mountain. You got feet to climb.

raLpi: I don't know how.

racoe: So you'll find out. Never a young man had such oppor-
tunity like today. He could make history. '
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RaLpH: Ten pM. and all is well. Where's everybody?

jacok: They went.

raLpH: Uncle Morty too?

yacos: Hennie and Sam he drove down.

raLPH: | saw her.

yAcos (alert and eager) : Yes, yes, tell me.

raLpH: | waited in Mount Morris Park till she came out. So cold
I did a buck'n wing to keep warm. She's scared to death.

yacoB: They made her?

maLpH: Sure. She wants to go. They keep yelling at her—they
want her to marry a millionaire, too.

jaco: You told her you love her?

RALPH: Sure. “Marry me,” I said. “Marry me tomorrow.” On six-
teen bucks a week. On top of that I had to admit Mom'd have
Uncle Morty get me fired in a second. . . . Two can starve an
cheap as one!

yacoe: So what happened?

RALPH: | made her promise to meet me tomorrow

yacos: Now she'll go in the West?

rarpH: I'd fight the whole goddam world with her, but not her.
No guts. The hell with her. 1f she wantsa go—all right—I'll
get along. :

yacos: For sure, there's more important things than girls. . . .

raLPH: You said a mouthful . . . and maybe I don't see it. She'll
see what I can do. No one stops me when I get going. . . .
(Near to tears, he has to stop. JacoB examines his clippers very
closely.)

jacos: Electric clippers never do a job like by hand.

raLPH: Why won't Mom let us live here?

yacos: Why? Why? Because in a society like this today people
don’t love. Hate!

raLPH: Gee, I'm no bum who hangs around pool parlors. 1 got
the stuff to go ahead. I don't know what to do.

jacos: Look on me and learn what to do, boychick. Here sits
an old man polishing tools. You think maybe I'll use them
again! Look on this failure and see for seventy years he talked,






