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with good ideas, but only in the head. It's enough for me now
I should see your happiness. This is why I tell you—DO! Do
what is in your heart and you carry in yourself a revolution.
But you should act. Not like me. A man who had golden
opportunities but drank instead a glass tea. No. . . . (A pause
of silence.) .

#ALPH (listening): Hear it? The Boston air mail plane. Ten min-
utes late. I get a kick the way it cuts across the Bronx every
night. (The bell rings: sam, excited, disheveled, enters.)

, Jacos: You came back so soon?

s

5aM: Where's Mom?

jacoe: Mom? Look on the chandelier.

sam: Nobody's home?

yacos: Sit down. Right away they're coming. You went in the
street withour a tie?

sam: Maybe it's a crime.

jacos: Excuse me.

raLpH: You had a fight with Hennie again?

sam: She'll fight once . . . some day. . . . (Lapses into silence.)

jacos: In my day the daughter came home. Now comes the son-
in-law.

sani: Once too often she'll fight with me, Hennie. 1 mean it. I
mean it like anything. I'm a person with a bad heart. I sit
quiet, but inside I got a—

raLpH: What happened?

sam: I'll talk to Mom. I'll see Mom.

jacos: Take an apple.

sam: Please . . . he tells me apples.

gaLpii: Why hop around like a billiard ball?

sam: Even in a joke she should dare say it

jacoe: My grandchild said something?

sam: To my father in the old country they did a joke . . . T'll
tell you: One day in Odessa he talked to another Jew on the
street. They didn't like it, they jumped on him like a wild
wolf.

raLPH: Who?
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sani: Cossacks. They cut off his beard. A Jew without a beard!

He came home—I remember like yesterday how he came
home and went in bed for two days. He put like this the cuver
on his face. No one should see. The third morning he died.

racei: From what?

sant: From a broken heart. . . . Some people are like this. Me
too. I could die like this from shame.

jacoe: Hennie told you something?

sam: Straight out she said it—like a lightning from the sky.
The baby ain't mine. She said it

gaLpH: Don't be a dope.

jacoe: For sure, a joke.

raLpa: She's kidding you.

sap: She should kid a policeman, not Sam Feinschreiber. Please
.+« you don’t know her like me. I wake up in the nighttime
and she sits watching me like 1 don't know what. I make a
nice living from the store. But it's no use—she looks for a
star in the sky. I'm afraid like anything. You could go crazy
from less even. What I shall do I'll ask Mom.

jacos: “Go home and sleep,” she’ll say. “It's a bad dream.”

sam: It don't satisfy me more, such remarks, when Hennie could
kill in the bed. (jacos laughs.) Don't laugh. I'm so nervous—

\ look, two times I weighed myself on the subway station.

(T hrows small cards to table.)

jacos (examining one): One hundred and thirty-cight—also a
fortune. (Twurns it and reads): “You are inclined to deep think-
ing, and have a high admiration for intellectual excellence and
inclined to be very exclusive in the selection of friends.” Cor-
rect! 1 think maybe you got mixed up in the wrong family,
Sam. (MYRON and BESSIE now enter.)

BEssiE: Look, a guest! What's the matter? Something wrong with
the baby? (Waits.)

sam: No,

BESSIE: Noo?

saM (im a burst): 1 wash my hands from everything.

EssiE: Take off your coat and hat. Have a seat. Excitement don't



