
WOMAN 
 

 
MOTHER. I was fast asleep, and ... Remember the way he used to fly 
low past the house when he was in training? When we used to see his 
face in the cockpit going by? That's the way I saw him. Only high up. 
Way, way up, where the clouds are. He was so real I could reach out and 
touch him. And suddenly he started to fall. And crying, crying to me . . . 
Mom, Mom! I could hear him like he was in the room.  Mom!  .  .  . it 
was his voice!  If I could  touch him  I knew  I could stop him, if I could 
only . . . I woke up and it was so funny  .  .  .  The wind  .  .  .  it was like 
the roaring of his engine. I came out here . .  .  I must've still been half 
asleep. I could hear that roaring like he was going by. The tree snapped 
right in front of me . . . and I like . . . . came awake.  
 
 
ANN. I don't write him. No, I've never written to him. Neither has 
my brother. When they took him away I followed him, went to him 
every visiting day. I was crying all the time. Until the news came 
about Larry. Then I realized. It's wrong to pity a man like that. Father 
or no father, there's only one way to look at him. He knowingly 
shipped out parts that would crash an airplane. And how do you 
know Larry wasn't one of them? 
 

 
 

  



MEN 
 
KELLER. The man was a fool, but don't make a murderer out of him, 
Chris. You got no sense? Look what it does to her! Listen Ann, you 
gotta appreciate what was doin' in that shop in the war. The both of 
you! It was a madhouse. Every half hour the Major callin' for 
cylinder heads.  I mean just try to see it human, see it human. All of a 
sudden a batch comes out with a crack. That happens, that's the 
business. A fine, hairline crack. So he takes out his tools and he ... 
covers over the cracks. All right ... that's bad, it's wrong, but that's 
what a little man does. If I could have gone in that day I'd a told him 
junk 'em, Steve, we can afford it. But alone he was afraid.  
 
 
CHRIS. It takes a little time to toss that off. Because they weren't 
just men. For instance, one time it'd been raining several days and 
this kid came to me, and gave me his last pair of dry socks. Put them 
in my pocket. That's only a little thing . . . but . . . that's the kind of 
guys I had. They didn't die; they killed themselves for each other. I 
mean that exactly; a little more selfish and they'd 've been here 
today. And then I came home and it was incredible. I . . . I felt 
wrong to be alive, to open the bankbook, to drive the new car, to 
see the new refrigerator. I mean you can take those things out of a 
war, otherwise what you have is really loot, and there's blood on it. I 
didn't want to take any of it. And I guess that included you. 
 
 
GEORGE. Dad was afraid. He wanted Joe there if he was going to do it. 
But Joe can't come down  ...  he's sick. Sick! He suddenly gets the flu! 
Suddenly! But he promised to take responsibility. Do you understand 
what I'm saying? On the telephone you can't have responsibility! In a 
court you can always deny a phone call and that's exactly what he did. 
They knew he was a liar the first time, but in the appeal they believed 
that rotten lie and now Joe is a big shot and your father is the patsy.  
 


