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TROY: (Hands him the bottle)) The only thing I say
about the A&P is I'm glad Cory got that job down
there. Help him take care of his school clothes and
things. Gabe done moved out and things getting tight
around here. He got that job. . . . He can start to look
out for himself.

Rosg: Cory done went and got recruited by a collegé foot-
ball team. ‘

Troy: I told that boy about that football stuff. The white
man ain’t gonna let him get nowhere with that football. I
told him when he first come to me with it. Now you come
telling me he done went and got more tied up in it. He
ought to go and get recruited in how to fix cars or some-
thing where he can make a living.

rosg: He ain’t talking about making no living playing
football. It’s just something the boys in school do. They
gonna send a recruiter by to talk to you. He'll tell you he
ain’t talking about making no living playing football. It’s
a honor to be recruited.

TROY: It ain't gonna get him nowhere. Bono’ll tell you
that.

BoNo: If he be like you in the sports . . . he's gonna be

alright. Ain't but two men ever played baseball as good
as you. That’s Babe Ruth and Josh Gibson. Them's the
only two men ever hit more home runs than you.

TROY: What it ever get me? Ain't got a pot to piss in or a
window to throw it out of.

rose: Times have changed since you was playing base-
ball, Troy. That was before the war. Times have changed
a lot since then.

TrROY: How in hell they done changed?

ROSE: They got lots of colored boys playing ball now.
Baseball and football.

- q
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TROY: You go on down there to that A&P and see if you
can get your job back, If you can't do both . . , then you
quit the football team, You've got to take the crookeds
with'the straights,

CORY: Yessir.
(Pause.)
Can I ask you a question?

TrROY: What the hell you wanna ask me? Mr. Stawicki the
one you got the questions for, ‘

CorY: How come you ain't never liked me?

TROY: Liked you? ‘Who the hell say I got to like you?
What law is there say I got to like you? Wanna stand up
in my face and ask a damn fool-ass question like that.
Talking about liking somebody. Come here, boy, when I
talk to you.

(cory comes over to where TROY is working. He stands.

slouched over and TRoY shoves him on his shoulder.)
Straighten up, goddammit! I asked' you a question . . .
what law is there say I got to like you?

CORY: None, . ,
TROY: Well, alright then! Don't ydu eat every day?
(Pause.)

Answer me when [ talk to youl Don’t you eat every day?
CORY: Yeah,

TROY: Nigger, as long as you in my house, you put that
sir on the end of it when you talk to me|

CoRY: Yes . .. sir.

TROY! You eat every day.

CORY: Yessir!

TROY: Got a roof over your head.
CORY: Yessirl

TROY: Got clothes on your back.
CORY: Yessir,

TROY: Why you think that is?
cory: Cause of you,

TROY: Aw, hell I know it's 'cause of me . , . but why do
you think that is?

CORY: (Hesitant,) Cause you like me,

-y

.
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(ROSE has been standing behind the screen door for much
of the scene. She enters as CORY exits.)

rosg; Why don’t you let the boy go ahead and play foot-
ball, Troy? Ain’t no harm in that. He's just trying to be

like you with the sports.

TroY: Idon't want him to be like me! I want him to move
as far away from my life as he can get. You the only
decent thing that ever happened to me. I wish him that.
But I don't wish him a thing else from my life. I decided
seventeen years ago that boy wasn't getting involved
in no sports. Not after what they did to me in the
sports.

RosE: Troy, why don’t you admit you was too old to play
in the major leagues? For once . . . why don’t you admit
that?

TROY: What do you mean too old? Don't come telling me
I was too old. I just wasn’t the right color. Hell, I'm fifty-
three years old and can do better than Selkirk’s .269 right
now!

ROSE: How’s was you gonna play ball when you were
over forty? Sometimes I can’t get no sense out of you.

TROY: I got good sense, woman. I got sense enough not
to let my boy get hurt over playing no sports. You been-

mothering that boy too much. Worried about if people
like him.. ‘

ROSE: Everything fhat boy do...he do for you. He
wants you to say ‘‘Good job, son.”” That's all,

TROY: Rose, I ain't got time for that. He's alive. He's
healthy. He’s got to make his own way. [ made mine.

Ain’t nobody gonna hold his hand wh
in that world. en he get out there
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TROY: Sometimes I wish I hadn't known my daddy. He
ain't cared nothing about no kids. A kid to him wasn’t
nothing. All he wanted was for you to learn how to walk
s0 he ceuld start you to working. When it come time for
eating . . . he ate first. If there was anything left over,
that's what you got, Man would sit down and eat two
chickens and give you the wing.

LYONS: You ought to stop that, Pop. Everybody feed
their kids. No matter how hard times is . . . everybody
care about their kids., Make sure they have something to
eat.

TROY; The only thing my daddy cared about was getting
them bales of cotton in to Mr. Lubin. That's the only
thing that mattered to him. Sometimes I used to wonder
why he was living. Wonder why the devil hadn't come
and got him. ‘'Get them bales of cottori in to Mr. Lubin'’
and find out he owe him money . . .

Lyons: He should have just went on and left when he saw
he couldn’t get nowhere. That's what I would have done.

TROY: How he gonna leave with eleven kids? And where
he gonna go? He ain't knew how to do nothing but farm.
No, he was trapped and I think he knew it. But I'll say
this for him, .. he felt a responsibility toward us.
Maybe he ain't treated us the way I felt he should have
. . . but without that responsibility he could have walked
off and left us . . . made his own way.

BONO: A lot of them did. Back in those days what you
talking about . . . they walk out their front door and just
take on down one road or another and keep on walking.

LYONS: There you go! That's what I'm talking about.

BoNO: Just keep on walking till you come to something
else. Ain’t you never heard of nobody having the walking
blues? Well, that’s what you call it when you just take
off like that
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poNo: That’s the only way you got anywhere back in
them days.

Lyons: Shhh. Damn if I wouldn’t have hitched a ride with
somebody!

TROY: Who you gonna hitch it with? ?o.w. ain’t had no
cars and things like they got now. We talking about 1918.

ROSE: (Entering.) What you all out here getting into?

TROY: (To RrOSE.) I'm telling Lyons how m.ooa he got it.
He don’t know nothing about this I'm talking.

ROSE: Lyons, that was Bonnie on the phone. She say you
supposed to pick her up.

LYONS: Yeah, okay, Rose.

Troy: 1 walked on down to Mobile and hitched up with
some of them fellows that was heading this way. .Ooﬂ up
here and found out . . . not only couldn’t you get a ”_oc e
you couldn’t find no place to live. I thought I was in .m_,mo.
dom. Shhh. Colored folks living down there on the river-
banks in whatever kind of shelter they could find for a.ﬁa.
selves. Right down there under the Brady Street Bridge.
Living in shacks made of sticks and tarpaper. Messed
around there and went from bad to worse. Started
stealing. First it was food. Then I figured, hell, if I steal
money I can buy me some food. Buy me some shoes too!
One thing led to another. Met your mama. I was young
and anxious to be a man. Met your mama and had you.
What I do that for? Now I got to worry about feeding
you and her. Got to steal three times as much. Went out
one day looking for somebody to rob . . . that’s what .m
was, a robber. I'll tell you the truth. I'm ashamed of it
today. But it’s the truth. Went to rob this fellow . . .
pulled out my knife . . . and he pulled out a gun. Shot

me in the chest. It felt just like somebody had taken a hot
branding iron and laid it on me. When he shot me I
jumped at him with my knife. They told me I killed him
and they put me in the penitentiary and locked me up for
fifteen years. That’s where I met Bono. That’s where I
learned how to play baseball. Got out that place and your
mama had taken you and went on to make life without
me. Fifteen years was a long time for her to wait. But
that fifteen years cured me of that robbing stuff. Rose’ll
tell you. She asked me when I met her if I had gotten all
that foolishness out of my system. And I told her,
““Baby, it’s you and baseball all what count with me.”
You hear me, Bono? I meant it too. She say, ‘“Which
one comes first?”’ I told her, ‘“‘Baby, ain’t no doubt it’s
baseball . . . but you stick and get old with me and we’ll
both outlive this baseball.”” Am I right, Rose? And it’s
true.

ROSE: Man, hush your mouth. You ain’t said no such
thing. Talking about, ““Baby, you know you’ll always
be number one with me.” That's what you was
talking.

TROY: You hear that, Bono. That’s why I love her.

BONO: Rose’ll keep you straight. You get off the track,
she’ll straighten you up.

ROSE: Lyons, you better get on up and get Bonnie. She
waiting on you.

LYONs: (Gers up to go.) Hey, Pop, why don’t you come
on down to the Grill and hear me play?

TrROY: [ ain’t going down there. I'm too old to be sitting
around in them clubs.

BONO: You got to be good to play down at the Grill.
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halfway decent job ... was safe. Couldn’t nothing
touch me. I wasn’t gonna strike out no more. I wasn’t
going back to the penitentiary. I wasn’t gonna lay in the
streets with a bottle of wine. I was safe. I had me a
family. A job. I wasn’t gonna get that last strike. I was
on first looking for one of them boys to kneck me in. To
get me home.

ROSE: You should have stayed in my bed, Troy.

TrROY: Then when I saw that gal . . . she firmed up my
backbone. And I got to thinking that if I tried . . . I just
might be able to steal second. Do you understand after
cighteen years I wanted to steal second.

ROSE: You should have held me tight. You should have
grabbed me and held on.

TROY: I stood on first base for eighteen years and I
thought . . . well, goddamn it . . . go on for it!

ROsE: We’re not talking about baseball! We're talking
about you going off to lay in bed with another woman
. . . and then bring it home to me. That’s what we’re
talking about. We ain’t talking about no baseball.

TROY: Rose, you’re not listening to me. I'm trying the
best I can to explain it to you. It’s not easy for me to
admit that I been standing in the same place for eighteen
years.

ROSE: I been standing with you! I been right here with
you, Troy. I got a life too. I gave eighteen years of my
life to stand in the same spot with you. Don’t you think I
ever wanted other things? Don’t you think I had dreams
and hopes? What about my life? What about me. Don’t
you think it ever crossed my mind to want to know other
men? That I wanted to lay up somewhere and forget

I.

about my responsibilities? That I wanted someone to
make me laugh so I could feel good? You not the only
one who’s got wants and needs. But I held on to you,
Troy. I took all my feelings, my wants and needs, my
dreams . . . and I buried them inside you. I planted a
seed and watched and prayed over it. I planted myself
inside you and waited to bloom. And it didn’t take me no
eighteen years to find out the soil was hard and rocky
and it wasn’t never gonna bloom.

But I held on to you, Troy. I held you tighter. You was
my husband. I owed you everything I had. Every part of
me I could find to give you. And upstairs in that room
- . . with the darkness falling in on me . . . I gave every-
thing I had to try and erase the doubt that you wasn’t the
finest man in the world. And wherever you was going
. . . I wanted to be there with you. Cause you was my
husband. Cause that’s the only way I was gonna survive
as your wife. You always talking about what you give
. . . and what you don’t have to give. But you take too.
You take . . . and don’t even know nobody’s giving!

(ROSE turns to exit into the house; TROY grabs her arm.)
TROY: You say I take and don’t give!
ROSE: Troy! You're hurting me!
TROY: You say I take and don’t give.
ROSE: Troy . . . you're hurting my arm! Let go!

TROY: I dome give you everything I got. Don’t you tell
that lie on me.

ROSE: Troy!
TROY: Don’t you tell that lie on me!

(CORY enters from the house.)
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You gonna wear my pants. You gonna go in there and
stretch out on my bed. You ain’t got to say excuse me
cause I don’t count around here no more. Is that right?

cory: That’s right. You always talking this dumb stuff.
Now, why don’t you just get out my way.

TROY: I guess you got someplace to sleep and something
to put in your belly. You got that, huh? You got that?
That’s what you need. You got that, huh?

cory: You don’t know what I got. You ain’t got to worry
about what I got.

TROY: You right! You one hundred percent right! I done
spent the last seventeen years worrying about what you
got. Now it’s your turn, see? I'll tell you what to do. You
grown . . . we done established that. You a man. Now,
let’s see you act like one. Turn your behind around and
walk out this yard. And when you get out there in the
alley . . . you can forget about this house. See? Cause
this is my house. You go on and be a man and get your
own house. You can forget about this. *Cause this is
mine. You go on and get yours cause I'm through with
doing for you.

cory: You talking about what you did for me . . . what’d
you ever give me? .

TrROY: Them feet and bones! That pumping heart, nigger!
I give you more than anybody else is ever gonna give
you.

corY: You ain’t never gave me nothing! You ain’t never
done nothing but hold me back. Afraid I was gonna be
better than you. All you ever did was try and make me
scared of you. I used to tremble every time you called
my name. Every time I heard your footsteps in the

house. Wondering all the time . . . what’s Papa gonna
say if I do this? . . . What’s he gonna say if I do that?
. . . What’s Papa gonna say if I turn on the radio? And
Mama, too . . . she tries . . . but she’s scared of you.

TROY: You leave your mama out of this. She ain’t got
nothing to do with this.

corY: I dom’t know how she stand you . . . after what
you did to her.

TROY: [ told you to leave your mama out of this!
(He advances toward CORY.)

cory: What you gonna do . . . give me a whupping? You
can’t whup me no more. You're too old. You just an old
marn.

TROY: (Shoves him on his shoulder.) Nigger! That’s what
you are. You just another nigger on the street to me!

CORY: You crazy! You know that?

TROY: Go on now! You got the devil in you. Get on away
from me!

CORY: You just a crazy old man . . . talking about I got
the devil in me.

TROY: Yeah, I'm crazy! If you don’t get on the other side
of that yard . . . I'm gonna show you how crazy I am!
Go on . . . get the hell out of my yard.

CoRrY: It ain’t your yard. You took Uncle Gabe’s money
he got from the army to buy this house and then you put
him out.

TROY: (TROY advances on CORY.) Get your black ass out
of my yard!

(TROY’s advance backs CORY up against the tree. CORY
grabs up the bat.)
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com; Mama . 1 got something to tell you. I don’t
know how to tell you this . . . but I've got to tell you
-i. I'm not going to Papa's funeral

Rosa Boy, hush your mouth. That's your daddy you talk-
mg about.- I don't want hear that kind of talk this morn-
ing. I done raised you to come to this? You standing
there all healthy and grown talking about you ain‘t going
to your daddy’s funeral?

comf'; Mama . . . listen . . .

ROSE‘ 'f don't want to hear it, Cory. You just get that
thought out of your head. :

CORY I can't drag Papa with me: everywhere 1 go. I ve
got to say no to him. One time in: my Jife 1've got to say
noi

ROSE; Don’ t nobody have to listen to.nothing like that. I
knaw you and your daddy ain’tiseen eye to eye, but 1
ain’t got to listen to that kmd of talk-this morning. What-
ever was betwéén you and your, daddy . . . the time has
come to put it aside. Just take it and set :t over there on
the shelf -and forget about:it. Dlsrespectmg your daddy
ain’t gonna make you.a man Cory You got to find a way
to come to that on your own. Not, gomg to your daddy’s
funeral ain’t gonna make you a man.

CORY?' T?he whole time I was growing up . . . living in his
" house ..."."Papa was like a shadowthat followed you
evcrywhereﬁ 1t weighed on you and sunk into your ﬁesh

It would wrap around you and lay there until you
couldn’t tell which one was you anymore. That shadow
digging in your flesh. Trying to crawl in. Trying to live
throygh you. Everywhere I looked, Troy Maxson was
staring back at me . . . hiding under the bed . . . in the
closet., I'm just saymg l’ve got to find a way to get rid of
that shadow, Mama.

ROSE: You just like him. You got him in you good.



