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For Joe Chaikin





PREFACE TO THE
REVISED EDITION

In 1978, when we first produced Buried Child at the Magic Theatre in San Francisco, I had an uneasy feeling about it. Although I was more than satisfied with the production, the actors, the set, etc., aspects of the writing still seemed awkward and unfinished. The Pulitzer Prize did not change my opinion in this regard, but by that time I was already on to other work and had no inclination to double back. When Gary Sinise started work on the Steppenwolf production in Chicago in 1995, enough time had elapsed for me to clearly see the holes in the play. This insight was also heightened by Gary's instinct to push the characters and situation into an almost burlesque territory, which seemed suddenly right. It became clear, for instance, that Halie's offstage voice in the opening scene went on too long and that Lois Smith (playing the part) was bringing a sharp irony and wit to it that deserved special attention. The sexual innuendos between Dodge (James Gammon) and Shelly (Kellie Overbey) needed to be more overt and less coy. But, most important, the character of Vince seemed to be hanging in the wind, without real purpose. Even though a core truth of this character is his aimlessness and passivity, there seemed to be no point in allowing him to be completely outside the play almost in the predicament of a narrator. So I began to try to find ways to bring him around, to “see the light,” as it were, without turning him into some kind of hero or even Sherlock Holmes. Finally, the language began to settle in and take hold. There were fewer gaps between the actors, the characters, and the words. I'm very grateful for having had the opportunity to do this work. It's now a better play.

Sam Shepard

July 2005





Buried Child, the revised edition, was produced on Broadway at the Brooks Atkinson Theatre by Frederick Zoilo, Nicholas Paleólogos, Jane Harmon, Nina Keneally, Gary Sinise, Edwin Schloss, and Liz Oliver on April 30, 1996. The production transferred from the premiere production at Steppenwolf Theatre Company (Martha Lavey Artistic Director; Michael Gennaro, Managing Director) in Chicago, Illinois, which opened on October 1, 1995. It was directed by Gary Sinise; the set design was by Robert Brill; the costume design was by Allison Reeds; the lighting design was by Kevin Rigdon; the sound design was by Rob Milburn; and the production stage manager was Laura Koch. The cast was as follows:



	DODGE
	    James Gammon


	HALIE
	    Lois Smith


	TILDEN
	    Terry Kinney


	BRADLEY
	    Leo Burmester


	SHELLY
	    Kellie Overbey


	VINCE
	    Jim True


	FATHER DEWIS
	    Jim Mohr




Buried Child was produced at Theater for the New City, in New York City, on October 19, 1978. It was directed by Robert Woodruff. The cast was as follows:



	DODGE
	    Richard Hamilton



	HALIE
	    Jacqueline Brookes



	TILDEN
	    Tom Noonan



	BRADLEY
	    Jay O. Sanders



	SHELLY
	    Mary McDonnell



	VINCE
	    Christopher McCann



	FATHER DEWIS
	    Bill Wiley




Buried Child received its premiere at the Magic Theatre, in San Francisco, California, on June 27, 1978. It was directed by Robert Woodruff. The cast was as follows:



	DODGE
	    Joseph Gistirak



	HALIE
	    Catherine Willis



	TILDEN
	    Dennis Ludlow



	BRADLEY
	    William M. Carr



	SHELLY
	    Betsy Scott



	VINCE
	    Barry Lane



	FATHER DEWIS
	    Rj Frank




CHARACTERS



	DODGE
	    in his seventies



	HALIE
	    Dodge's wife; mid-sixties



	TILDEN
	    their oldest son



	BRADLEY
	    their next oldest son, an amputee



	VINCE
	    Tilden's son



	SHELLY
	    Vince's girlfriend



	FATHER DEWIS
	    a Protestant minister







Act One

Scene: day. Old wooden staircase down left with pale, frayed carpet laid down on the steps. The stairs lead offstage left up into the wings with no landing. Up right is an old, dark green sofa with the stuffing coming out in spots. Stage right of the sofa is an upright lamp with a faded yellow shade and a small night table with several small bottles of pills on it. Down right of the sofa, with the screen facing the sofa, is a large, old-fashioned brown TV. A flickering blue light comes from the screen, but no image, no sound. In the dark, the light of the lamp and the TV slowly brighten in the black space. The space behind the sofa, upstage, is a large screened-in porch with a board floor. A solid interior door to stage right of the sofa leads from the porch to the outside. Beyond that are the shapes of dark elm trees.

Gradually the form DODGE is made out, sitting on the couch, facing the TV the blue light flickering on his face. He wears a well-worn T-shirt, suspenders, khaki work pants, and brown slippers. He's covered himself in an old brown blanket. He's very thin and sickly looking, in his late seventies. He just stares at the TV. More light fills the stage softly. The sound of light rain, DODGE slowly tilts his head back and stares at the ceiling for a while, listening to the rain. He lowers his head again and stares at the TV. He starts to cough slowly and softly. The coughing gradually builds. He holds one hand to his mouth and tries to stifle it. The coughing gets louder, then suddenly stops when he hears the sound of his wife's voice comingfrom the top of the staircase.

HALIE'S VOICE: Dodge? (DODGE just stares at the TV. Long pause. He stifles two short coughs.) Dodge! You want a pill, Dodge? (He doesn't answer. Takes a bottle out from under a cushion of the sofa and takes a long swig. Puts the bottle back, stares at the TV pulls the blanket up around his neck.) You know what it is, don't you? It's the rain! Weather. That's it. Every time. Every time you get like this, it's the rain. No sooner does the rain start than you start. (Pause.) Dodge? (He makes no reply. Pulls a pack of cigarettes out from his sweater and lights one. Stares at the TV. Pause.) You should see it coming down up here. Just coming down in sheets. Blue sheets. The bridge is pretty near flooded. What's it like down there? Dodge? (DODGE turns his head back over his left shoulder and takes a look out through the porch. He turns back to the TV).

DODGE: (To himself.) Catastrophic.

HALIE'S VOICE: What? What'd you say, Dodge?

DODGE: (Louder.) It looks like rain to me! Plain old rain!

HALIE'S VOICE: Rain? Of course it's rain! Are you having a seizure or something! Dodge? (Pause.) I'm coming down there in about five minutes if you don't answer me!

DODGE: Don't come down.

HALIE'S VOICE: What!

DODGE: (Louder.) Don't come down! (He has another coughing attack. Stops.)

HALIE'S VOICE: You should take a pill for that! I don't see why you just don't take a pill. Be done with it once and for all. Put a stop to it. (He takes the bottle out again. Another swig. Returns the bottle.) It's not Christian, but it works. It's not necessarily Christian, that is. A pill. We don't know. We're not in a position to answer something like that. There's some things the ministers can't even answer. I, personally, can't see anything wrong with it. A pill. Pain is pain. Pure and simple. Suffering is a different matter. That's entirely different. A pill seems as good an answer as any. Dodge? (Pause.) Dodge, are you watching baseball?

DODGE: No.

HALIE'S VOICE: What?

DODGE: (Louder.) No! I'm not watching baseball.

HALIE'S VOICE: What're you watching? You shouldn't be watching anything that'll get you excited!

DODGE: Nothing gets me excited.

HALIE'S VOICE: No horse racing!

DODGE: They don't race here on Sundays.

HALIE'S VOICE: What?

DODGE: (Louder.) They don't race on Sundays!

HALIE'S VOICE: Well, they shouldn't race on Sundays. The Sabbath.

DODGE: Well, they don't! Not here anyway. The boondocks.

HALIE'S VOICE: Good. I'm amazed they still have that kind of legislation. Some semblance of morality. That's amazing.

DODGE: Yeah, it's amazing.

HALIE'S VOICE: What?

DODGE: (Louder.) It is amazing!

HALIE'S VOICE: It is. It truly is. I would've thought these days they'd be racing on Christmas even. A big flashing Christmas tree right down at the finish line.

DODGE: (Shakes his head.) No. Not yet.

HALIE'S VOICE: They used to race on New Year's! I remember that.

DODGE: They never raced on New Year's!

HALIE'S VOICE: Sometimes they did.

DODGE: They never did!

HALIE'S VOICE: Before we were married they did!

DODGE: “Before we were married.” (DODGE waves his hand in disgust at the staircase. Leans back in sofa. Stares at TV)

HALIE'S VOICE: I went once. With a man. On New Year's.

DODGE: (Mimicking her.) Oh, a “man.”

HALIE'S VOICE: What?

DODGE: Nothing!

HALIE'S VOICE: A wonderful man. A breeder.

DODGE: A what?

HALIE'S VOICE: A breeder! A horse breeder! Thoroughbreds.

DODGE: Oh, thoroughbreds. Wonderful. You betcha. A breeder-man.

HALIE'S VOICE: That's right. He knew everything there was to know.

DODGE: I bet he taught you a thing or two, huh? Gave you a good turn around the old stable!

HALIE'S VOICE: Knew everything there was to know about horses. We won bookoos of money that day.

DODGE: What?

HALIE'S VOICE: Money! We won every race I think.

DODGE: Bookoos?

HALIE'S VOICE: Every single race.

DODGE: Bookoos of money?

HALIE'S VOICE: It was one of those kind of days.

DODGE: New Year's!

HALIE'S VOICE: Yes! It might've been Florida. Or California! One of those two.

DODGE: Can I take my pick?

HALIE'S VOICE: It was Florida!

DODGE: Aha!

HALIE'S VOICE: Wonderful! Absolutely wonderful! The sun was just gleaming. Flamingos. Bougainvilleas. Palm trees.

DODGE: (To HIMSELF, MIMICKING HER.) Flamingos. Bougainvilleas.

HALIE'S VOICE: Everything was dancing with life! Colors. There were all kinds of people from everywhere. Everyone was dressed to the nines. Not like today. Not like they dress today. People had a sense of style.

DODGE: When was this anyway?

HALIE'S VOICE: This was long before I knew you.

DODGE: Must've been.

HALIE'S VOICE: Long before. I was escorted.

DODGE: To Florida?

HALIE'S VOICE: Yes. Or it might've been California. I’m not sure which.

DODGE: All that way you were escorted?

HALIE'S VOICE: Yes.

DODGE: And he never laid a finger on you, I suppose? This gentleman breeder-man. (Long silence.) Halie? Are we still in the land of the living? (No answer. Long pause.)

HALIE'S VOICE: Are you going out today?

DODGE: (Gesturing toward rain.) In this?

HALIE'S VOICE: I'm just asking a simple question.

DODGE: I rarely go out in the bright sunshine, why would I go out in this?

HALIE'S VOICE: I'm just asking because I'm not doing any shopping today. And if you need anything you should ask Tilden.

DODGE: Tilden's not here!

HALIE'S VOICE: He's in the kitchen, (DODGE looks toward left, then back toward the TV).

DODGE: All right.

HALIE'S VOICE: What?

DODGE: (Louder.) All right! I'll ask Tilden!

HALIE'S VOICE: Don't scream. It'll only get your coughing started.

DODGE: Scream? Men don't scream.

HALIE'S VOICE: Just tell Tilden what you want and he'll get it. (Pause.) Bradley should be over later.

DODGE: Bradley?

HALIE'S VOICE: Yes. To cut your hair.

DODGE: My hair? I don't need my hair cut! I haven't hardly got any hair left!

HALIE'S VOICE: It won't hurt!

DODGE: I don't need it!

HALIE'S VOICE: It's been more than two weeks, Dodge.

DODGE: I don't need it! And I never did need it!

HALIE'S VOICE: I have to meet Father Dewis for lunch.

DODGE: You tell Bradley that if he shows up here with those clippers, I'll separate him from his manhood!

HALIE'S VOICE: I won't be very late. No later than four at the very latest.

DODGE: You tell him! Last time he left me near bald! And I wasn't even awake!

HALIE'S VOICE: That's not my fault!

DODGE: You put him up to it!

HALIE'S VOICE: I never did!

DODGE: You did too! You had some fancy, idiot house-social planned! Time to dress up the corpse for company! Lower the ears a little! Put up a little front! Surprised you didn't tape a pipe to my mouth while you were at it! That woulda looked nice! Huh? A pipe? Maybe a bowler hat! Maybe a copy of the Wall Street Journal casually placed on my lap! A fat labrador retriever at my feet.

HALIE'S VOICE: You always imagine the worst things of people!

DODGE: That's the least of the worst!

HALIE'S VOICE: I don't need to hear it! All day long I hear things like that and I don't need to hear more.

DODGE: You better tell him!

HALIE'S VOICE: You tell him yourself! He's your own son. You should be able to talk to your own son.

DODGE: Not while I'm sleeping! He cut my hair while I was sleeping!

HALIE'S VOICE: Well he won't do it again.

DODGE: There's no guarantee. He's a snake, that one.

HALIE'S VOICE: I promise he won't do it without your consent.

DODGE: (Afterpause.) There's no reason for him to even come over here.

HALIE'S VOICE: He feels responsible.

DODGE: For my hair?

HALIE'S VOICE: For your appearance.

DODGE: My appearance is out of his domain! It's even out of mine! In fact, it's disappeared! I'm an invisible man!

HALIE'S VOICE: Don't be ridiculous.

DODGE: He better not try it. That's all I've got to say.

HALIE'S VOICE: Tilden will watch out for you.

DODGE: Tilden won't protect me from Bradley!

HALIE'S VOICE: Tilden's the oldest. He'll protect you.

DODGE: Tilden can't even protect himself!

HALIE'S VOICE: Not so loud! He'll hear you. He's right in the kitchen.

DODGE: (Yelling off left.) Tilden!

HALIE'S VOICE: Dodge, what are you trying to do?

DODGE: (Yelling off left.) Tilden, get your ass in here!

HALIE'S VOICE: Why do you enjoy stirring things up?

DODGE: I don't enjoy anything!

HALIE'S VOICE: That's a terrible thing to say.

DODGE: Tilden!

HALIE'S VOICE: That's the kind of statement that leads people right to an early grave.

DODGE: Tilden!

HALIE'S VOICE: It's no wonder people have turned their backs on Jesus!

DODGE: TILDEN!!

HALIE'S VOICE: It's no wonder the messengers of God's word are shouting louder now than ever before. Screaming to the four winds.

DODGE: TILDEN!!!! (DODGE goes into a violent, spasmodic coughing attack as TILDEN enters from left, his arms loaded with fresh ears of corn, TILDEN is DODGE‘s oldest son, late forties, wears heavy construction boots covered with mud, dark green work pants, a plaid shirt, and a faded brown windbreaker. He has a butch haircut, wet from the rain. Something about him is profoundly burned-out and displaced. He stops center with the ears of corn in his arms and just stares at DODGE until he slowly finishes his coughing attack, DODGE looks up at him slowly, DODGE stares at the corn. Long pause as they watch each other.)

HALIE'S VOICE: Dodge, if you don't take that pill nobody's going to force you. Least of all me. There's no honor in self-destruction. No honor at all. (The two men ignore the voice)

DODGE: (To TILDEN.) Where'd you get that?

TILDEN: Picked it.

DODGE: You picked all that? (TILDEN nods.) You expecting company?

TILDEN: NO.

DODGE: Where'd you pick it from?

TILDEN: Right out back.

DODGE: Out back where?!

TILDEN: Right out in back.

DODGE: There's nothing out there—in back.

TILDEN: There's corn.

DODGE: There hasn't been corn out there since about nineteen thirty-five! That's the last time I planted corn out there!

TILDEN: It's out there now.

DODGE: (Yelling at stairs.) Halie!

HALIE'S VOICE: Yes, dear! Have you come to your senses?

DODGE: Tilden's brought a whole bunch of sweet corn in here! There's no corn out back, is there?

TILDEN: (To HIMSELF.) There's tons of corn.

HALIE'S VOICE: Not that I know of!

DODGE: That's what I thought.

HALIE'S VOICE: Not since about nineteen thirty-five!

DODGE: (To tilden.) That's right. Nineteen thirty-five. That was the last of it.

TILDEN: It's out there now.

DODGE: You go and take that corn back to wherever you got it from!

TILDEN: (Afterpause, staring at DODGE.) It's picked. I picked it all in the rain. Once it's picked you can't put it back.

DODGE: I haven't had trouble with the neighbors here for fifty-seven years. I don't even know who the neighbors are! And I don't wanna know! Now go put that corn back where it came from! (TILDEN stares at DODGE, then walks slowly over to him and dumps all the corn on DODGE’s lap and steps back, DODGE stares at the com then back to TILDEN. Long pause.) Are you having trouble here, Tilden? Are you in some kind of trouble again?

TILDEN: I'm not in any trouble.

DODGE: You can tell me if you are. I'm still your father.

TILDEN: I know that.

DODGE: I know you had a little trouble back there in New Mexico. That's why you came out here. Isn't that the reason you came back?

TILDEN: I never had any trouble.

DODGE: Tilden, your mother told me all about it.

TILDEN: What'd she tell you? (TILDEN pulls some chewing tobacco out of his jacket and bites off a plug.)

DODGE: I don't have to repeat what she told me! She told me all about it!

TILDEN: Can I bring my chair in from the kitchen?

DODGE: What?

TILDEN: Can I bring in my chair from the kitchen?

DODGE: That's not a chair. It's a stool. Milking stool.

TILDEN: Can I bring it in here?

DODGE: Sure. Bring it in here. Bring it on in here. Just don't call it a chair when it's a stool, (TILDEN exits left, DODGE pushes all the corn off of his lap onto the floor. He pulls the blanket off angrily and tosses it at one end of the sofa, pulls out the bottle, and takes another swig, TILDEN enters again from left with a milking stool and a pail, DODGE hides the bottle quickly under the cushion before TILDEN sees it. TILDEN sets the stool down by the sofa, sits on it, and puts the pail in front of him on the floor. TILDEN starts picking up the ears of corn one at a time and husking them. He throws the husks and silk in the center of the stage and drops the ears into the pail each time he cleans one. He repeats this process as they talk. After pause.) Pretty good-lookin’ corn.

TILDEN: Golden.

DODGE: Hybrid?

TILDEN: What?

DODGE: Some kinda fancy hybrid?

TILDEN: You planted it. I don't know what it is. (Pause.)

DODGE: I never planted it. (Pause.) Tilden, look, you can't stay here forever. You know that, don't you? (TILDEN spits in the spittoon.)

TILDEN: I'm not.

DODGE: I know you're not. I'm not worried about that. That's not the reason I brought it up.

TILDEN: What's the reason?

DODGE: The reason is I'm wondering what you're gonna do with yourself.

TILDEN: You're not worried about me, are you?

DODGE: I'm not worried about you. No. I'm just wondering.

TILDEN: You weren't worried about me when I wasn't here. When I was in New Mexico.

DODGE: No, I wasn't worried about you then either.

TILDEN: You shoulda worried about me then.

DODGE: Why's that? You didn't do anything down there, did you? Nothin’ serious.

TILDEN: I didn't do anything. No.

DODGE: Then why should I have worried about you?

TILDEN: Because I was by myself.

DODGE: By yourself?

TILDEN: Yeah. I was by myself more than I've ever been before.

DODGE: Why was that? (Pause.)

TILDEN: Could I have some of that whiskey you've got?

DODGE: What whiskey? I haven't got any whiskey.

TILDEN: You've got some under the sofa.

DODGE: I haven't got anything under the sofa! Now mind your own damn business! Judas Priest, you come into the house outta the middle of nowhere, haven't heard or seen you in twenty-some years and suddenly you're making accusations.

TILDEN: I'm not making accusations.

DODGE: You're accusing me of hoarding whiskey under the sofa!

TILDEN: I'm not accusing you.

DODGE: You just got through telling me that I had whiskey under the sofa!

HALIE'S VOICE: Dodge?

DODGE: (To TILDEN.) Now she knows about it!

TILDEN: She doesn't know about it.

DODGE: She knows!

HALIE'S VOICE: Dodge, are you talking to yourself down there?

DODGE: I'm talking to Tilden!

HALIE'S VOICE: Tilden's down there?

DODGE: He's right here!

HALIE'S VOICE: What?

DODGE: (Louder.) He's right here!

HALIE'S VOICE: What's he doing?!

DODGE: (To tilden.) Don't answer her.

TILDEN: (To DODGE.) I'm not doing anything wrong.

DODGE: (To TILDEN.) I know you're not.

HALIE'S VOICE: What's he doing down there?

DODGE: (To TILDEN.) Don't answer. Whatever you do, don't answer her.

TILDEN: I'm not.

HALIE'S VOICE: Dodge! (The men sit in silence, DODGE lights a cigarette, TILDEN keeps husking corn, spits tobacco now and then in the spittoon.) Dodge! He's not drinking anything, is he? You see to it that he doesn't drink anything! You've gotta watch out for him. It's our responsibility. He can't look after himself anymore, so we have to do it. Nobody else will do it. We can't just send him away somewhere. If we had lots of money we could send him away. But we don't. We never will. That's why we have to stay healthy. You and me. Nobody's going to look after us. Bradley can't look after us. Bradley can hardly look after himself. I was always hoping that Tilden would look out for Bradley when they got older. After Bradley lost his leg. Tilden's the oldest. I always thought he'd be the one to take responsibility. I had no idea in the world that Tilden would be so much trouble. Who would've dreamed? Tilden was an All-American, don't forget. Don't forget that. Fullback. Or quarterback. I forget which.

TILDEN: (To HIMSELF.) Halfback.

DODGE: Don't make a peep. Just let her babble, (TILDEN goes on husking.)

HALIE'S VOICE: Then when Tilden turned out to be so much trouble, I put all my hopes on Ansel. Of course Ansel wasn't as handsome, but he was smart. He was the smartest probably. I think he probably was. Smarter than Bradley, that's for sure. Didn't go and chop his leg off with a chain saw. Smart enough not to go and do that. I think he was smarter than Tilden, too. Especially after Tilden got in all that trouble. Doesn't take brains to go to jail. Anybody knows that. ‘Course then when Ansel passed, that left us all alone. Same as being alone. No different. Same as if they'd all died. He was the smartest. He could've earned lots of money. Lots and lots of money.

DODGE: Bookoos. (HALIE enters slowly from the top of the staircase as she continues talking. Just her feet are seen at first as she makes her way down the stairs a step at a time. She appears dressed completely in black, as though in mourning. Black handbag, hat with a veil, and pulling on elbow-length black gloves. She is about sixty-five with pure white hair. She remains absorbed in what she's saying as she descends the stairs and doesn't really notice the two men who continue sitting there as they were before she came down, smoking and husking.)

HALIE: He would've took care of us, too. He would've seen to it that we were repaid. He was like that. He was a hero. Don't forget that. A genuine hero. Brave. Strong. And very intelligent.

TILDEN: Ansel was a hero?

HALIE: Ansel could've been a great man. One of the greatest. I only regret that he didn't die in action. It's not fitting for a man like that to die in a motel room. A soldier. He could've won a medal. He could've been decorated for valor. I've talked to Father Dewis about putting up a plaque for Ansel. He thinks it's a good idea. He agrees. He knew Ansel when he used to play basketball. Went to every game. Ansel was his favorite player. He even recommended to the City Council that they put up a statue of Ansel. A big, tall statue with a basketball in one hand and a rifle in the other. That's how much he thinks of Ansel.

TILDEN: Ansel was a hero? (DODGE kicks him. HALIE reaches the stage and begins to wander around, still absorbed in pulling on her gloves, brushing lint off her dress and continuously talking to herself as the men just sit)

HALIE: Of course, he'd still be alive today if he hadn't married into the Catholics. The Mob. How in the world he never opened his eyes to that is beyond me. Just beyond me. Everyone around him could see the truth. Even Tilden. Tilden told him time and again. Catholic women are the devil incarnate. He wouldn't listen.

TILDEN: I don't remember that. I must've been gone somewhere.

HALIE: He was blind with love. Blind. I knew. Everyone knew. The wedding was more like a funeral. You remember? All those Italians. All that horrible black, greasy hair. The rancid smell of cheap cologne. I think even the priest was wearing a pistol. When he gave her the ring I knew he was a dead man. I knew it. As soon as he gave her the ring. But then it was the honeymoon that killed him. The honeymoon. I knew he'd never come back from the honeymoon. (She stops abruptly and stares at the corn husks. She looks around the space as though just waking up. She turns hard and looks hard at TILDEN and DODGE, who continue sitting calmly. She looks again at the corn husks. Pointing to the husks) What's this in my house? (Kicks husks) What's all this mess? (TILDEN stops husking and stares at her. To DODGE.) And you encourage him! (DODGE pulls the blanket over himself again.)

DODGE: You're going out in the rain for a little soiree.

HALIE: It's not raining now, is it? (TILDEN starts husking again.)

DODGE: Not in Florida it's not.

HALIE: We're not in Florida!

DODGE: It's not raining at the racetrack.

HALIE: Have you been taking those pills? Those pills always make you talk crazy. Tilden, has he been taking those pills? Those teeny little blue pills.

TILDEN: He hasn't took anything.

HALIE: (To DODGE.) What've you been taking?

DODGE: It's not raining in California or Florida or at the racetrack. Only in Illinois. This is the only place it's raining. All over the rest of the world it's bright golden sunshine. (HALIE goes to the night table next to the sofa and checks the bottle of pills.)

HALIE: Which ones did you take? Tilden, you must've seen him take something.

TILDEN: He never took a thing.

HALIE: Then why's he talking crazy?

DODGE: Crazy. Crazy, crazy, crazy.

TILDEN: I've been here the whole time.

HALIE: Then you've both been taking something!

TILDEN: I've just been husking the corn.

HALIE: Where'd you get that corn anyway? Why is the house suddenly full of corn?

DODGE: Bumper crop! Unexplainable.

HALIE: (Moving center.) We haven't had corn here for over thirty years.

TILDEN: The whole back lot's full of corn. Far as the eye can see. Like an ocean.

DODGE: (To HALIE.) Things keep happening while you're upstairs, ya know. The world doesn't stop just because you're upstairs. Corn keeps growing. Rain keeps raining.

HALIE: I'm not unaware of the world around me! Thank you very much. It so happens that I have an overall view from the upstairs. A panorama. The backyard's in plain view of my window. And there's no corn to speak of. Absolutely none!

DODGE: Tilden wouldn't lie. If he says there's corn, there's corn.

HALIE: What's the meaning of this corn, Tilden?!

TILDEN: It's a mystery to me. I was out in back there. And the rain was coming down. And I didn't feel like coming back inside. I didn't feel the cold so much. I didn't mind the wet. So I was just walking. I was muddy but I didn't mind the mud so much. And I looked up. And I saw this stand of corn. In fact I was standing in it. Surrounded. It was over my head.

HALIE: There isn't any corn outside, Tilden! There's no corn! It's not the season for corn. Now, you must've either stolen this corn or you bought it.

DODGE: He doesn't have a red cent to his name. He's totally dependent.

HALIE: (To TILDEN.) So you stole it!

TILDEN: I didn't steal it. I don't want to get kicked out of Illinois. I was kicked out of New Mexico and I don't want to get kicked out of Illinois.

HALIE: You're going to get kicked out of this house, Tilden, if you don't tell me where you got that corn! (TILDEN starts crying softly to himself but keeps husking corn. Pause.)

DODGE: (To HALIE.) Why'd you have to tell him that? Who cares where he got the corn? Why'd you have to go and threaten him with expulsion?

HALIE: (To DODGE.) It's your fault, you know! You're the one that's behind all of this! I suppose you thought it'd be funny! Some joke! Cover the house with corn husks. You better get this cleaned up before Bradley sees it.

DODGE: Bradley‘s not getting in the front door!

HALIE: (Kicking husks, striding back and forth) Bradley's going to be very upset when he sees this. He doesn't like to see the house in disarray. He can't stand it when one thing is out of place. The slightest thing. You know how he gets.

DODGE: Bradley doesn't even live here!

HALIE: It's his home as much as ours. He was born in this house!

DODGE: He was born in a hog wallow.

HALIE: Don't you say that! Don't you ever say that!

DODGE: He was born in a goddamn hog wallow! That's where he was born and that's where he belongs! He doesn't belong in this house! (HALIE stops.)

HALIE: I don't know what's come over you, Dodge. I don't know what in the world's come over you. You've become an evil, spiteful, vengeful man. You used to be a good man.

DODGE: Six of one, a half dozen of another.

HALIE: You sit here day and night, festering away! Decomposing! Smelling up the house with your putrid body!

Hacking your head off ‘til all hours of the morning! Thinking up mean, evil, stupid things to say about your own flesh and blood!

DODGE: He's not my flesh and blood! My flesh and blood's out there in the backyard! (They freeze. Long pause. The men stare at her.)

HALIE: (Quietly) That's enough, Dodge. That's quite enough. You've become confused. I'm going out now. I'm going to have lunch with Father Dewis. I'm going to ask him about a monument for Ansel. A statue. At least a plaque.

DODGE: That oughta heal things up. A statue. (She crosses to the door up right. She stops.)

HALIE: If you need anything, ask Tilden. He's the oldest. I've left some money on the kitchen table.

DODGE: I don't need a thing.

HALIE: No, I suppose not. (She opens the door and looks out through the porch.) Still raining. I love the smell just after it stops. The ground. It's like the ground is breathing. I won't be too late. (Shegoes out the door and closes it. She's still visible on the porch as she crosses toward left screen door. She stops in the middle of the porch, speaks to DODGE but doesn't turn to him.) Dodge, tell Tilden not to go out in the back lot anymore. I don't want him back there in the rain. He's got no business out there.

DODGE: You tell him yourself. He's sitting right here.

HALIE: He never listens to me, Dodge. He's never listened to me in the past.

DODGE: I'll tell him.

HALIE: We have to watch him just like we used to now. Just like we always have. He's still a child.

DODGE: I'll watch him.

HALIE: Good. We don't want to lose him. I couldn't take another loss. Not at this late date. (She crosses to screen door left, takes an umbrella off a hook, and goes out the door. The door slams behind her. Long pause, TILDEN husks corn, stares at the pail, DODGE lights a cigarette, stares at the TV)

TILDEN: (Still husking.) You shouldn'ta told her that.

DODGE: (Staring at the TV.) What?

TILDEN: What you told her. You know.

DODGE: What do you know about it?

TILDEN: I know. I know all about it. We all know.

DODGE: So what difference does it make? Everybody knows, everybody's forgot.

TILDEN: She hasn't forgot.

DODGE: She should've forgot.

TILDEN: It's different for her. She couldn't forget that. How could she forget a thing like that?

DODGE: I don't want to talk about it!

TILDEN: Why'd you tell her it was your flesh and blood?

DODGE: I don't want to talk about it.

TILDEN: What do you want to talk about?

DODGE: I don't want to talk about anything! I don't want to talk about troubles or what happened fifty years ago or thirty years ago or the racetrack or Florida or the last time I seeded the corn! I don't want to talk period. Talking just wears me thin.

TILDEN: You don't wanna die, do you?

DODGE: No, I don't particularly wanna die either.

TILDEN: Well, you gotta talk or you'll die.

DODGE: Who told you that crap?

TILDEN: That's what I know. I found that out in New Mexico. I thought I was dying but I just lost my voice.

DODGE: Were you with somebody? A woman? A woman'll make you think you're dying, sure as shooting.

TILDEN: I was alone. I thought I was dead.

DODGE: Might as well have been. What'd you come back here for?

TILDEN: I didn't know where else to go.

DODGE: You're a grown man. You shouldn't be needing your parents at your age. It's unnatural. There's nothing we can do for you now anyway. Couldn't you make a living down there? Couldn't you find some way to make a living? Support yourself? What'dya come back here for? You expect us to feed you forever?

TILDEN: I didn't know where else to go.

DODGE: I never went back to my parents. Never. Never even had the urge. I was independent. Always independent. Always found a way. Self-sufficient.

TILDEN: I didn't know what to do. I couldn't figure anything out.

DODGE: There's nothing to figure out. You just forge ahead. What's there to figure out? (TILDEN stands.)

TILDEN: I was standing. It was night. I was full of the smell of New Mexico. It's different than Illinois. Totally different.

Foreign, almost. My lungs were full of it. Like pine smoke and mesquite. That was it. It was foreign. So I left there and I came back here. (He starts to leave.)

DODGE: Where are you going?

TILDEN: Out back.

DODGE: You're not supposed to go out there. You heard what she said. Don't play deaf with me!

TILDEN: I like it out there.

DODGE: In the rain?

TILDEN: Especially in the rain. I like the feeling of it. Feels like it always did.

DODGE: You're supposed to watch out for me. Get me things when I need them.

TILDEN: What do you need?

DODGE: I don't need anything yet! But I might. I might need something any second. Any second now. I can't be left alone for a minute! (DODGE starts to cough.)

TILDEN: I'll be right outside. You can just yell.

DODGE: (Between coughs.) No! It's too far! You can't go out there! It's too far! You might not even hear me! I could die here and you'd never hear me!

TILDEN: (Moving to the pills.) Why don't you take a pill? You want a pill? (DODGE coughs more violently, throws himself back against the sofa, clutches his throat, TILDEN stands by helplessly.)

DODGE: Water! Get me some water! (TILDEN rushes off left. DODGE reaches out for the pills, knocking some bottles to the floor, coughing in spasms. He grabs a small bottle, takes out pills, and swallows them, TILDEN rushes back on with a glass of water. DODGE takes it and drinks. His coughing subsides.)

TILDEN: You all right now? (DODGE nods. Drinks more water. TILDEN moves in closer to him. DODGE sets the glass of water on the night table. His coughing is almost gone.) Why don't you lay down for a while? Just rest a little, (TILDEN helps DODGE lie down on the sofa. Covers him with the blanket.)

DODGE: You're not going outside, are you?

TILDEN: No.

DODGE: I don't want to wake up and find you not here.

TILDEN: I'll be here, (TILDEN tucks the blanket around DODGE.)

DODGE: You'll stay right here?

TILDEN: I'll stay in my chair.

DODGE: That's not a chair. That's my old milking stool.

TILDEN: I know.

DODGE: Don't call it a chair.

TILDEN: I won't, (TILDEN tries to take DODGE's baseball cap off.)

DODGE: What're you doing?! Leave that on me! Don't take that offa me! That's my cap! (TILDEN leaves the cap on DODGE.)

TILDEN: I know.

DODGE: Bradley’11 shave my head if I don't have that on. That's my cap.

TILDEN: I know it is.

DODGE: Don't take my cap off.

TILDEN: I won't.

DODGE: You stay right here now.

TILDEN: (Sits on stool.) I will.

DODGE: Don't go outside. There's nothing out there. Never has been. It's empty.

TILDEN: I won't.

DODGE: Everything's in here. Everything you need. Money's on the table. TV. Is the TV on?

TILDEN: Yeah.

DODGE: Turn it off! Turn the damn thing off! What's it doing on?

TILDEN: (Turns off the TV, the light goes out.) You left it on.

DODGE: Well, turn it off.

TILDEN: (Sits on stool again.) It's off.

DODGE: Leave it off.

TILDEN: I will.

DODGE: When I fall asleep you can turn it back on.

TILDEN: Okay.

DODGE: You can watch the ball game. White Sox. You like the White Sox, don't you?

TILDEN: Yeah.

DODGE: You can watch the White Sox. Pee Wee Reese. Pee Wee Reese. You remember Pee Wee Reese?

TILDEN: No.

DODGE: Was he with the White Sox?

TILDEN: I don't know.

DODGE: Pee Wee Reese. (Falling into sleep.) Bases loaded. Top a the sixth. Bases loaded. Runner on first and third. Big fat knuckle ball. Floater. Big as a blimp. Cracko! Ball just took off like a rocket. Just pulverized. I marked it. Marked it with my eyes. Straight between the clock and the Burma Shave ad. I was the first kid out there. First kid. I had to fight hard for that ball. I wouldn't give it up. They almost tore the ears right off of me. But I wouldn't give it up. (DODGE falls into deep sleep, TILDEN just sits staring at him for a while. Slowly he leans toward the sofa, checking to see if DODGE is well asleep. He reaches slowly under the cushion and pulls out the bottle of booze, DODGE sleeps soundly, TILDEN stands quietly, staring at DODGE as he uncaps the bottle and takes a long drink. He caps the bottle and sticks it in his hip pocket. He looks around at the husks on the floor and then back to DODGE. He moves center and gathers an armload of corn husks, then crosses back to the sofa. He stands holding the husks over DODGE and looks down at him as he gently spreads the corn husks over the whole length of DODGE's body. He stands back and looks at DODGE. Pulls out the bottle, takes another drink, returns the bottle to his hip pocket. He gathers more husks and repeats the procedure until the floor is clean of corn husks and DODGE is completely covered in them except for his head, TILDEN takes another long drink, stares at DODGE sleeping, then quietly exits left. Long pause as the sound of rain continues, DODGE sleeps on. The figure of BRADLEY appears up left, outside the screen porch door. He holds a wet newspaper over his head as a protection from the rain. He seems to be struggling with the door, then slips and almost falls to the ground, DODGE sleeps on, undisturbed.)

BRADLEY: Sonuvabitcli! Sonuvagoddamnbitch! Always some obstacle, (BRADLEY recovers his footing and makes it through the screen door onto the porch. He throws the newspaper down, shakes the water out of his hair, and brushes the rain off his shoulders. He is a big man dressed in a gray sweatshirt, black suspenders, baggy dark blue pants, and black janitor's shoes. His left leg is wooden, having been amputated above the knee. He moves with an exaggerated, almost mechanical limp. The squeaking sounds of leather accompany his walk, coming from the harness and hinges of the false leg. His arms and shoulders are extremely poweful and muscular due to a lifetime of dependency on the upper torso doing all the work for the legs. He is about five years younger than TILDEN. He moves laboriously to the right door and enters, closing the door behind him. He doesn't notice DODGE at first. He moves toward the staircase. Calling upstairs) Mom! (He stops and listens. Turns upstage and sees DODGE sleeping. Notices corn husks. He moves slowly toward the sofa. Stops next to the pail and looks into it. Looks at husks, DODGE stays asleep. BRADLEY talks to himself) Corn. (Pause.) Harvest's over, Pops. (He looks at DODGE’s sleeping face and shakes his head in disgust. He pulls out a pair of black electric hair clippers from his pocket. Unwinds the cord and crosses to the lamp. He jabs his wooden leg behind the knee, causing it to bend at the joint, and awkwardly kneels to plug the cord into a floor outlet. He pulls himself to his feet again by using the sofa as leverage. He moves to DODGE's head and again jabs his false leg. Goes down on one knee. He violently knocks away some of the corn husks, then jerks off DODGE's baseball cap and throws it down center, DODGE stays asleep, BRADLEY switches on the clippers. Lights start dimming. BRADLEY cuts DODGE‘s hair while he sleeps. Lights dim slowly to black with the sound of clippers and rain.)
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