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go! Red and yellow makes a dirty colo1, boys. I got m
MM”:. or M._Mm of them in the union here. ccrwn Snm rnz._w MMM. MM :
Eomwom.. ; ull you out and run away when trouble starts. Give
(e Sr: mr» nrm:nm and they'll have your sisters and wives in:
N ore houses, like they done in Russia. They'll tear Chri
off his Z.nnm_.:m cross. They’ll wreck your homes and throw
your babies in the river. You think that’s bunk? Read the
papers! Now listen, we can’t stay here all night. I gave you th :

facts in the case. You bo
. s got hot su .
ANOTHER VOICE: Says you! ¥ys 8 ppers to go to and

GUNMAN: Sit down, Punk!
>2M1~Mx VOICE: .<<rnn.n.m Lefty? (Now this question is taken up.
v..n ¢ QN.\RE. 1n unison. ¥ATT pounds with gavel.)

E:w.. That s s}m".m wanna know. Where’s your pal, Lefty? You
elected him chairman—where the hell did he disappear?

voices: We want Lefty! Lefty! Leftyl

?H. ( %Ma&hw ): ,cSa»nv the hell is this—a circus? You got the

mmuittee here. This bunch of cowbo 1 nti;
‘0 man on extreme right end.) ve you clected (Poinsing
maN: Benjamin.

FATT: MBF Doc wa&nn.um:. (Pointing to other men'in circle in
.anm u..wwn‘v.. Benjamin, Miller, Stein, Mitchell, Phillips, Kel-
let It ain’t my fault Lefty took a run-out powder. If you guys—

A Goop voice: What's the committee say?

OTHERS: .Hrn.oo_daﬁnn_ Let’s hear from the committeel (Farr
Irics to QM&\ the crowd, but one of the seated men suddenly:
comes to the front. The cunm ,
o o AN mouves over to center stage, but

?ﬂm.\ m.:.:r let him talk H..Q,m hear what the red boys gotta say!
(Various ..&05..« gre coming from the audience. ¥ATY insolently
goes back 10 his seat in the middle of the circle. He sits on his
“.Mﬁn.m MN&Q.S a\wm relights his cigar. The cunMaN goes back
0 /115 Post. JOR, the new speaker, raises his hand ] .
1t quickly. He is sore.) ¢ and o Q,Em“. Ges

JOE: Mw..u:, boys know me. I ain’t a red boy one bit! Here I'm
carryin’ a shrapnel that big I picked up in the war. And maybe

1. don't know it when it rains! Don’t tell me red! You know
what we are? The black and bluc boys! We been kicked
raund so long we're black and blue from head to toes. Butl
uess anyone who says straight out he don’t like it, he’s a red
oy to the leaders of the union. What's this crap about goin’
ome to hot suppers? I'm asking to your faces how many’s got
hot suppers tq go home to? Anyone who's sure of his next
meal, raise your hand! A certain gent sitting behind me can
aise them both. But not in front here! And that's why we're
alking strike—to get a living wage!

voice: Where’s Lefty?

oe: | honest to God don’t know, but he didn’t take no run-out
powder. That Wop’s got more guts than a slaughter house.
“Maybe a traffic jam got him, but he’ll be here. But don’t let
his red stuff scare you. Unless fighting for a living scares you.
We gotta make up our minds. My wife made up my mind last
‘week, if you want the truth. It’s plain as the nose on Sol Fein-
berg’s face we need a strike. There's us comin’ home every
night—eight, ten hours on the cab. “God,” the wife says,
ighty cents ain’t money—don't buy beans almost. You're
workin’ for the company,” she says to me, “Joel you ain’t
workin’ for me or the family no morel” She says to me, “If you

~don’t start ...’ : .

I. JOE AND EDNA
The ights fade out and a white spot picks out the playing space

Within the space of scated men. The seated men are very
idimly visible in the outer dark, but more prominent is FATT
smaking his cigar and often blowing the smoke in the lighted

frcle.

-ed but attractive woman of thirty comes into the room, dry-
iing her hands on an apron. She stands shere sullenly as JOE
comes in from the other side, home from work. For a mo-
ment they stand and look at each other in silence.

jor: Where's all the furniture, honey?
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EbNA: They took it i i
o They, away. No installments paid.
EDNA: Three o’clock.
Joe: They can’t do that.
EDNA: Can't? They did jt.
Jor: Why, the palookas, we paj
) » we paid th
EDNA: The man said read 9% 8:?%”.@:»22‘?
JOE: J\n must have signed a phoney
EDNA: It's a regular contract and signed i
. . r you signed it.
MWM“UHWM an_.n mm_ sour, H.w&um. -« « (Tries to embrace per. )
7t the movies, Joe—they pay Clark Gable big money:

NA: I'm looking through you, not at you. . . . Everything was
gonna be so ducky! A cottage by the waterfall, roses in Pic-
rdy. You're a four-star-bust! If you think I'm standing for it
nuch longer, you're crazy as a bedbug.

T'd get another job if I could. There’s no work—you know it.
ia: I only know we're at the bottom of the ocean.

oE: What can I do?

£DNA: Who's the man in the family, you or me?

+‘That’s no answer. Get down to brass tacks. Christ, gimme a
break, too! A coffee and java all day. I'm hungry, too, Babe.

'd work my fingers to the bone if—
na: I'll bpen a can of salmon.
E:. Not now. Tell me what to dol

Na: I'm not God!
oE: Jeez, I wish I was a kid again and, didn’t have to think
about the next minute. A . N
Na: But you're not a kid and you do have to think about the
next minute. You got two blondie kids sleeping in the next
‘room. They need food and clothes. I'm not mentioning any-
 thing else—But we're stalled like a flivver in the snow. For five
_ years I laid awake at night listening to my heart pound. For
- God’s sake, do something, Joe, get wise. Maybe get your bud-
dies together, maybe go on strike for better money. Poppa did
it during the war and they won out. I'm turning into a sour

JoE: This is a r.a::ﬁ hous . |
b ¢ to come home to.

EDNA: Take MY word! Whose fault js _.nw:o o Toke my word]

JOE: gcmn you start that stuff again?

EDNA u.gmv&o you'd like to talk about books?

7oE: I'd like to slap you in the mouth|

EDNA: No you won't,

MMM»« ...\Wn%mh\&\ _y Jeez, Edna, you get me sore some time
: But just look at me—I'm laughj o

: tjt ghing all over!

-owm__daos t mnsult me. Can | help it if times are bad? What the
el UMNN: :m:; me to do, jump off a bridge or something? -
Hro. 0t yell. T just put the kids to bed so they won'’t _S.o

i gw :m.zm& a meal. If I don’t have Emmy’s shoes soled to .
o mmw e Sw t 80 to school. In the meantime Jet her sleep e
- Honey, I rode the wheels off the chariot today. I n. ised"
around five hours without 2 call. It’s conditio I
zona: Tell it to the A g& P -
uom n I gMMMQmMeM?ﬁSn:Q on the clock. A lady with a dog was
it ... ¢ me a quarter tip by mij ’ y
listen to me—we’re rolling in Enm_wr. Y misake 1 youd o
£DNA ~ Yeah? How much? .,
JOE: I had “coffee and— ;
A bk g e an in a beanery. (Hands her silyer coins.)
EDNA: The second month’s rent §
: is d
J9E: Don’t look at me that way, mgﬂw‘noso_.noi.

{3

old nag.

ok.(defending himself): Strikes don’t work!

na: Who told you? .

oE: Besides that means not a nickel a week while we're out.
Then when it’s-over they don’t take you back.

a: Suppose they don’t! What’s to lose?

oE; Well, we're averaging six-seven dollars a week now.

EDpNA: That just pays for the rent.

yoE: That is something, Edna.
eona: It isn’t. They'll push you down to three and four a week

r»

before you know it. Then you'll say, “That’s somethin’,” too! .
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yoe: There'’s too many cabs on the street, that’s the whole damn
trouble. ; -
gbNA: Let the company worry about that, you big fooll If their
~cabs didn’t make a profit, they’'d take them off the streets. Or

maybe you think they’re in business just to pay Joe Mitchell’s
nnsm

jok: You don’t know a-b, Edna.
roNa: I know this—your boss is making suckers outa you boys
every minute. Yes, and suckers out of all the wives and the
poor innocent kids who'll grow up with crooked spines and

sick bones. Sure, I see it in the papers, how good orange juice is |

for ‘kids. But damnit our kids get colds one on top of the
~other. They look like little ghosts. Betty never saw a grape-
fruit. T took her to the store last week and she pointed to a
stack of grapefruits. “What’s that!” she said. My God, Joe—
- the world is supposed to be for all of us.
joE: You'll wake them up.
£oNaA: I don't care, as long as I can maybe wake you up.
~joE: Don’t insult me. One man can’t make a strike.
EpNA: Who says one? You got hundreds in your rotten union!
yoE: The union ain't rotten.
eoNa: No? Then what are they doing? Collecting dues and pat-
tng your back?
joe: They're making plans.
epNa: What kind?
yoE: They don't tell us.

epna: It's too damn bad about you. They don’t tell little Joey
what's happening in his bitsie witsie union. What do you think
it is—a ping pong game?

joE: You know they're racketeers. The guys at the top would
shoot you for a nickel. -

eoNA: Why do you stand for that stuff?

yoe: Don't you wanna see me alive?

EDNA (fter a decp pause): No . . . I don’t think I do, Joe. Not

if you can lift a finger to do something about it, and dor’t."No, ~

I don'’t care. P :

>

o
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“1o£: Honey, you don’t understand what—

ina: And any other hackie that io:.ﬁmm?..;n:rnB w—:un
: ground to hamburger!
E: I thing to— o .
Mmmnﬁxmmmwwoﬁmrm:a away! Only they-don’t grind me to licle
.ﬂcwn.nnm_ I got different plans. (Starts to take off her apron.)
joe: Where are you mowwmw
¢ona: None of your vcm_saw.
: ! ur sleeve!
mwww.ﬁ\zwwﬁwqcam%.wn up my sleeve, darling, if 1 rwa a sleeve to
€§ (Puts neatly folded apron on back of chair.)
ok: Tell mel
sona: Tell you what? L .
‘oe: Where are you gomngs’ )
m.oa”ﬁ Don’t you remember my old boy friend?
: Who? . o :
HM» WM:M Haas. He sull has my picture 1n his watch. He earns 2
Tiving. ; .
JOE: <wrun the hell are you nm_WSm about?
epna: I heard worse than I'm talking about.

. . 15
 joe: Have you seen Bud since we got married?

‘£pNA: Maybe.

} \u%.v
-~ to: If 1 thought . . . (He stands No.o»Sw at , .
.W..MWZ See Bcnmw.u Listen, boy friend, if you think 1 won't do this

it just means you can't see straight.
jo: Stop talking bull!
gona: This isn't five years ago, Joe.
joe: You mean you'd leave me and the kids?
ona: I'd leave you like a shot!

gting 1 hair with his back to
. Yes| (JoE turns away, SHUng in a ch
mvmw» Onam«% the lighted circle of the playin w,namw we ?..Mw the
2».3 seated members of the n:.\mm Si%M«nMS.MW”MN&N vn
0 . .. it happens vhat way,” ctc. 1A ET! ‘
N\“‘M&Em}«otwgﬁ for various comments, w&:&&. emotional
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and as general chorus. Whisperi
. pering. . . . The fat
. &ﬂn\m&.d N\RSQ cloud of smoke into the scene ) ¢ Jut boss mow
OE (fin : in' .
pox. { Vwo W ): Well, T guess I ain't got a leg to stand on.
uonnm MRMRM:Q m:xcwr Zo.c %ME lousy tart, nol Get the hell out of
2 pick up that bull-thrower on the corner and
some cushy hotel downtown. He’s probably been nwwumnumﬁomnwnn

every morning and laying you while I ha
EoNA: You're crawling like »wﬂSB_ ¢ Ihacked my guts outl

yoE: You'll be crawling in a minute

EDNA: You don’ : 2
- \mahmx.yow t mnwz" me that much! (Indicates a half inch on

yoe: This is what I slaved forl -

EDNA: Tell it to your boss!

yok: He don't give a damn for !

¥DNA: That's what I say. yererme

JOE: Uo:..n nvwbma the subject! o

EMM,. : .H._:m is the subject, the exacr subject! Your boss makes
.Q—m m_.hv_nnr I never saw him in my life, but he’s puttin
“vMummS my head a mile a minute. He’s giving your r&m

t fancy %mnwmn.nm:& the rickets. He’s making a jelly-fish
MMMW you MEM ﬂcncnm wrinkles in my face. This is the subject
inch of the way! He’s throwi i ’

When in hell'will you get Smmnalem_._m e into Bud Faas lap

JoE: I'm 1
o not so dumb as you think! But you are talking like a
EpNA: I don't know what that means. But when a man knocks

you down . .
boloney. you get up and kiss his fist! You gutless piece of

joE: One man can't—
mgﬂr (with great \.Sc...a don't say one man! I say a hundred, g
W ocmm:a“ a whole million, I say. But start in your own ::WH:,
¢ nn.~~ omn .rwn_n boys ﬂomn.nrnl Sweep out those racketeers like
pile of dirtl Stand up like men and fight for the crying kids

g& i. . . . .
ey Enm. Ooaa»::::~5c_.naomm_m<2<mbm &nnEnmu
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. - joe (with her): Sure, surel . ..

£pNa: Yes. Get brass toes on your shoes and know where to kick!

JoE (suddenly jumping up and Kissing his wife full on the:
mouth): Listen, Edna, 'm goin’ down to 174th Street to look
up Lefty Costello. Lefty was saying the other day . .. (He
suddenly stops.) How about this Haas-guy?

£pna: Get out of herel

jo: I'll be back! (Runs out. For a moment EDNA stands trium-

phant. There is a blackout and when the regular lights come

up, JOE MITCHELL is concluding what he has been saying):
jok: You guys know this stuft better than me. We gotta walk out!
(Abruptly he turns and goes back to his seat.)

Blackout

II. LAB ASSISTANT EPISODE

Discovered: MILLER, a lab assistant, looking around; and PAYETTE,
an industrialist.

FaY: Like it? ,

MiiLer: Very much. I've never seen an office like this outside the
movies.

FAY: Yes, I often wonder if interior decorators and bathroom
fixture people don’t get all their ideas from Hollywood. Our
country’s extraordinary that way. Soap, cosmetics, electric re-
frigerators—just let Mrs. Consumer know they’re used by the
Crawfords and Garbos—more volume of sale than one plant
can handle!

siiL: I'm afraid it isn’t that easy, Mr. Fayette.

Fay: No, you're right—gross exaggeration on my part. Competi-
tion is cutthroat today. Market's up flush against a stone wall.
The astronomers had better hurry—open Mars to trade ex
pansion.

mirL: Or it will be just too badl

Fay: Cigar?




