MAMA. I thought Dawson told you not to go up those
staifs.

JESSIE, (Going =p.) He did.

MAMA. I don't like the idea of a gun, Jess,

SESSIE. (Calling down from the attic.) Which shocbox, do
you remember?

MAMA. Black.

JESSIE. The box was black?

MAMA. The shoes were black.

JESSIE. That doesn’t help much, Mother.

MAMA. I'm not trying to help, sugar. (No answer.) We
don't have anything anybody’d want, Jessie. I mean, I don’t
even want what we got, Jessie. _

JESSIE. Neither do L. Wash your hands. (Mama gets up now
and crosses to stand under the ladder.)

MAMA. You come down from there before you have a fit.
I can’t come up and get you, you know.

JESSIE. 1 know.

MAMA. We'll just hand it over to 'em when they come,
how’s that? Whatever they want, the criminals.

JESSIE. That's a good idea, Mama.

MAMA. Ricky will grow out of this and be a real fine boy,
Jess. But I have to tell you, I wouldn’t want Ricky to know
we had a gun in the house.

JESSIE. Here it is. 1 found it,

MAMA. It’s just something Ricky's going through. Maybe
he’s in with some bad people. He just needs some time,
sugar. He'll get back in school or get a job or one day you'll
get a call and he’ll say he's sorry for all the trouble he's caused
and invite you out for supper someplace dressup.

JESSIE. (Coming back down the stairs now.) Don't worry.
It’s not for him, it’s for me.

MAMA. I didn’t think you would shoot your own boy,
Jesste. I know you've felt like it, well, we've all felr like
shooting somebody, but we don’t do it. I just don't think we
need . . .
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JESSIE. (Inteﬁwptmg ) Your hands aren 't washed. Do you
want a manicure or not?

MAMA. Yes 1 do, but.

JESSIE. (Crossing to the abazr) Then wash your hands and
don’t talk to me any mote about Ricky. Those two rings he
took wete the last valuable things I had so now he's started
in on other people, door to door. I hope they put him away
sometime. I'd turn him in, myself, if I knew where he was:
MAMA. You don't mean that.

JESSIE. Every word. Wash your hands and that's the last
time I'm telling you. (Jessie sits down with the gun and starts
cleaning it, pushing the cylinder out, checking to see that the
chambers and barrel are empry, then putting some oil on a
smeall patch of cloth and pushing it through the barrel with
the push rod that was in the box. Mama goes to the kitchen
and washes her bands, as instructed, trying not to show her
concern about the gun.)

MAMA. I shoulda got you to bring down that milk can.
Agnes Fletcher sold hets to somebody with a flea market for
forty dollars apiece.

JESSIE. Il go back and get it in 2 minute. There’s a wagon
wheel up thete too. There’s even a churn. I'll get it all if you
want.

MAMA. (Coming over now, taking over now.) What are you
doing?

JESSIE. The barrel has to be clean, Mama. Old powder, dust
gets in it . . .

MAMA. What for?

JESSIE. T told you.

MAMA. (Reaching for the gun.) And I told you, we don't
get criminals out here.

JESSIE. (Quickly pulling it to her.) And 1 told you . . .
(Then trying to be calm.) The gun is for me.

MAMA. Well you can have it.if you want. When I die, you'll
get it 2ll anyway.

JESSIE. I'm going to kill myself, Mama.
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MAMA. (Returning to the sofa.) Very funny. Very funny.

JESSIE. I am.

MAMA. (Quickly, irritated.) You are not! Don’t even say
such a thing, Jessie.

_JESSIE. How would you know if I didn't say it? You wanr it
to ‘be-a:surprise? You're lying there in your bed or maybe
you'te just:brushing your teeth and you hear this . . . noise
down ithe hall?

MAMA. Kill yourself.

JESSIE. Shoot myself. In a couple of hous.

MAMA. Tt must be time for your medicine.
JESSIE. Took it already.
MAMA. Then what’s the matter with you?

JESSIE. Not a thing. Feel fine.

MAMA. You feel fine, You're just going to kill yourself.

JESSIE. Waited until I felt good enough, in fact.

MAMA. Don’t make jokes, Jessie. I'm too old for jokes.

JESSIE. It's not a joke, Mama. (Mawma watches for a moment
in silence.)

MAMA. That gun’s no good, you know. He broke it tight
before he died. He dropped it in the mud one day.

JESSIE. Seems O.K. (Jessie spins the chamber, cocks the
istol and pulls the trigger. The gun is not yet loaded, so all
we hear is the click, but it will definitely work. It’s also ob-
vious that Jessie knows her way around a gun, Mama cannot
speak.) I had Cecil’s all ready in there, just in case I couldn’t
find this one, but I'd rather use Daddy’s.

MAMA. Those bullets are at least 15 years old.

JESSIE. (Pulls ont another box.) These are from last week.
MAMA. "Where did you.get those?

‘JESSIE. Feed-store. Dawson told me about.

MAMA. Dawson!

JESSIE. I told him-Iwas wotried dbout prowlers. He said he
thought itiwas a:;good idea.’He told‘me what kind to ask for.
MAMA: If he had any idea . . .
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