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HUGE RED TRANSPORT TRUCK stood in front of the little
roadside restaurant. The vertical exhaust pipe muttered softly,
:and an almost invisible haze of steel-blue smoke hovered over its end.
It was a new truck, shining red, and in twelve-inch letters ox its sides—
OKLAHOMA CITY TRANSPORT COMPANY. Its double tires were
.new, and a brass padlock stood straight out from the hasp on the big back
doors. Inside the screened restaurant a radio played, quiet dance music
. turned low the way it is when no one is listening. A small outlet fan
~ turned silently in its circular hole over the entrance, and flies buzzed ex-
citedly about the doors and windows, butting the screens. Inside, one
~4 man, the truck driver, sat on a stool and rested his elbows on the counter
‘iiand looked over his coffee at the lean and lonely waitress. He talked the
art listless language of the roadsides to her. “I seen him about three
onths ago. He had a operation. Cut somepin out. I forget what.” And

&8
o Doesn’t seem no longer ago than a week I seen him myself.
L .% d fine then. He’s a nice sort of a guy when he ain’t stinko.” Now
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windshield. For a moment he was about to walk on down the road, but
instead he sat on the running board on the side away from the restaurant.
He was not over thirty. His eyes were very dark brown and there was a
hint of brown pigment in his eyeballs. His cheek bones were high and
wide, and strong deep lines cut down his cheeks, in curves beside his
mouth. His upper lip was long, and since his teeth protruded, the lips
stretched to cover them, for this man kept his lips closed. His hands were
hard, with broad fingers and nails as thick and ridged as little clam shells.
The space between thumb and forefinger and the hams of his hands were
shiny with callus.

The man’s clothes were new—all of them, cheap and new. His gray
cap was so new that the visor was still stiff and the button stll on, not
shapeless and bulged as it would be when it had served for a while all the
various purposes of a cap—carrying sack, towel, handkerchief. His suit
was of cheap gray hardcloth and so new that there were creases in the
trousers. His blue chambray shirt was stiff and smooth with filler. The
coat was too big, the trousers too short, for he was a tall man. The coat
shoulder peaks hung down on his arms, and even then the sleeves were
t00 short and the front of the coat flapped loosely over his stomach. He
wore a pair of new tan shoes of the kind called “army last,” hobnailed and
with half-circles like horseshoes to protect the edges of the heels from
wear. This man sat on the running board and took off his cap and
mopped his face with it. Then he put on the cap, and by pulling started
the future ruin of the visor. His feet caught his attention. He leaned
down and loosened the shoelaces, and did not tie the ends again. Over his
head the exhaust of the Diesel engine whispered in quick puffs of blue

smoke.
The music stopped in the restaurant and a man’s voice spoke from the

loudspeaker, but the waitress did not turn him off, for she didn’t know
the music had stopped. Her exploring fingers had found a lump under

her ear. She was trying to see it in a mirror behind the counter withou

letting the truck driver know, and so she pretended to push a bit of hair
to neamess. The truck driver said, “They was a big dance in Shawnee. L

heard somebody got killed or somepin. You hear anything?” “No,” sal
the waitress, and she lovingly fingered the lump under her ear. :
Outside, the seated man stood up and looked over the cowl of
truck and watched the restaurant for a moment. Then he settled ba
the running board, pulled a sack of tobacco and a book of papers fromt
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side @oormﬁ. He rolled his cigarette slowly and perfectly, studied it
mBoom:&. it. At last he lighted it and pushed the burning match into mum
dust at his feet. The sun cut into the shade of the truck as noon ap-
proached. d

In the restaurant the truck driver. paid his bill and, put his two nickels’

2 ARL

change in a slot machine. The ‘whitling cylinders' gave him no score
“They fix ’em so you can’t win nothing,” he said to the waitress. .

And she replied, “Guy took the jackpot not two hours ago. Three-
eighty he got. How soon you gonna be back by?”

He held the screen door a little open. “Week-ten days,” he said. “Got
to make a run to Tulsa, an’ I never get back soon as I think.” .

She said crossly, “Don’t let the flies in. Either go out or come in.”

“So long,” he said, and pushed his way out. The screen door banged
behind him. He stood in the sun, peeling the wrapper from a piece of
gum. He was a heavy man, broad in the shoulders, thick in the stomach
His face was red and his blue eyes long and slitted from having maﬁuﬂam
&é»%m at sharp light. He wore army trousers and high laced boots. Hold-
ing the stick of gum in front of his lips he called Qﬁ.ocwr the screen
“Well, don’t do nothing you don’t want me to hear about.” The €&Qamm
was turned toward a mirror on the back wall. She grunted a reply. The
truck driver gnawed down the stick of gum slowly, opening his jaws and
lips wide with each bite. He shaped the gum in his mouth, rolled it under
his tongue while he walked to the big red truck. v
* The hitch-hiker stood up and loo i
i s cve e o Ewmwﬂ.u: ked across through the windows.

. The driver looked quickly back at the restaurant for a second. “Didn’

you see the No Riders sticker on the win’shield?” .

- “Sure—I seen it. But sometimes a guy’ll be a good guy even if some

1 nr bastard makes him carry a stcker.”
o The driver, getting slowly into the truck, considered the parts of this

T

s Mn.nm. he Homcmwm now, not only was he not a good guy, but he was

Orce HM.MM_.% a sticker, was not allowed to have company. If he took in

i chehiker he was automatically a good guy and also he was not one
any rich bastard could kick around. He knew he was bein

cn vn..MoEwM“n see a way out. And he wanted to _._Vm. a good mﬁm

amn at N |

,mm“hhm i MMMHWcM“ME.mogor down on the running board

.. ..Ernn flopped down out of sight and clung to the door han-
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dle. The motor roared up for a moment, the gears clicked in, and the gum, turned it and chewed it. With each opening of hi .
great truck moved away, first gear, second gear, third gear, and then a tongue could be seen flipping the gum over. g is mouth his
high whining pick-up and fourth gear. Under the clinging man the high- “Well, I ain’t heard lately. I never was no hand to wri

way blurred dizzily by It was a mile to the first turn in the road, then the man neither.” He added quickly, “But the both of us can .Mm. nor BN,oE
truck slowed down. The hitch-hiker stood up, eased the door open, and | “Been doing a job?” Again the secret investigatin o HSEH.
slipped into the seat. The driver looked over at him, slitting his eyes, looked out over the fields, at _Em_mEmnBai.um air, mmbm mhmmw» BMM_,@ H..Hnn
and he chewed as though thoughts and impressions were being sorted into his cheek, out of the way, he spat out the ,SMH moém ering his gum
and arranged by his jaws before they were finally filed away in his brain. “Sure have,” said the hitch-hiker. .

His eyes began at the new cap, moved down the new clothes to the new “Thought so. I seen your hands. Been swingin’ a pick or an ax or a

shoes. The hitch-hiker squirmed his back against the seat in comfort,
took off his cap, and swabbed his sweating forehead and chin with it.
“Thanks, buddy,” he said. “My dogs was pooped out.”

«New shoes,” said the driver. His voice had the same quality of se-
crecy and insinuation his eyes had. “You oughtn’ to take no walk in new
shoes—hot weather.”

The hiker looked down at the dusty yellow shoes. “Didn’t have no
other shoes,” he said. “Guy got to wear ‘em if he got no others.”

The driver squinted judiciously ahead and built up the speed of the
truck a little. “Goin’ far?”

«Uh-uh! I’d a walked her if my dogs wasn’t pooped out.”

The questions of the driver had the tone of a subtle examination. He ¢
seemed to spread nets, to S€t traps with his questions. “Lookin’ for a
job?” he asked.

“No, my old man got a place, forty acres. He’s a cropper, but we been
there a long tme.”

The driver looked significantly at the fields along the road wher
the corn was fallen sideways and the dust was piled on it. Little flints
shoved through the dusty soil. The driver said, as though to himself
“A forty-acre cropper and he ain’t been dusted out and he ain’t been:
tractored out?”

«1Course I ain’t heard lately,” said the hitch-hiker. 48

“Long time,” said the driver. A bee flew into the cab and buzzed iis
back of the windshield. The driver put out his hand and carefully dr
the bee into an air stream that blew it out of the window. “Croppers
ing fast now,” he said. “One cat’ takes and shoves ten families out. CAtSE
all over hell now. Tear in and shove the croppers out. How’s your
man hold on?” His tongue and his jaws became busy with the neglec

m_o@m@ That shines up your hands. I notice all stuff like that. Take a pride
in it.”

.‘Hrm hitch-hiker stared at him. The truck tires sang on the road
«Like to know anything else? I'll tell you. You ain’t got to guess.” .

“Now don’t get sore. I wasn’t gettin’ nosy.”

“T’li tell you anything. I ain’t hidin’ nothin’.”

“Now don’t get sore. I just like to notice things. Makes the time
pass.”

“ril ﬂ.az you anything. Name’s Joad, Tom Joad. Old man is oI’ Tom
Joad.” His eyes rested broodingly on the driver.

“Don’t get sore. I didn’t mean nothin’.”

“I don’t mean nothin’ neither,” said Joad. “I'm just tryin’ to get along

T
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.H.Wn driver chewed as rhythmically, as thoughtfully, as a cow. He
ted to let the whole emphasis of the preceding passage &mmwvmmpﬂ and
¢ forgotten. At last, when the air seemed neutral again, he said, “A

{that never been a truck skinner don’t know nothin’ SrM: it’s En“u: Qm\.cdu.N
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road that waved gently, like a ground swell. The driver went on at last, “T
remember a piece of poetry this here guy wrote down. It was about him
an’ a couple other guys goin’ all over the world drinkin’ and raisin’ hell
and screwin’ around. I wisht I could remember how that piece went. ‘This
guy had words in it that Jesus H. Christ wouldn’t know what they meant.
Part was like this: ‘An’ there we spied a nigger, with a trigger that was
bigger than a elephant’s proboscis or the whanger of a whale.’ That pro-
boscis is a nose-like. With.a elephant it’s his trunk. Guy showed me in 2
dictionary. Carried that dictionary all over hell with him. He’d look in it
while he’s pulled up gettin’ his pie an’ coffee.” He stopped, feeling lonely
in the long speech. His secret eyes turned on his passenger. Joad re-
ained silent. Nervously the driver tried to force him into participation.
«FEver know a guy that said big words like that?”

«Preacher,” said Joad.

«Well, it makes you mad to hear a guy use big words. *Course with a
preacher it’s all right because nobody would fool around with a preacher
anyway. But this guy was funny. You didn’t give 2 damn when he said a
big word ’cause he just done it for ducks. He wasn’t puttin’ on no dog.”
The driver was reassured. He knew at least that Joad was listening. He
swung the great truck viciously around a bend and the tres shrilled.

«Iike I was sayin’,” he continued, that drives a truck does scre
yin', , guy wy

things. He got to. He’d go nuts just settin’ here an’ the road sneakin’ un-

der the wheels. Fella says once that truck skinners eats all the time—all

the time in hamburger joints along the road.”
«Sure seem to live there,” Joad agreed.

«Syre they stop, but it ain’t to eat. They ain’t hardly ever hungry.
They're just goddamn sick of goin'—get sick of it. Joints is the only place:
you can pull up, an’ when you stop you got to buy somepin so you cal
sling the bull with the broad behind the counter. So you get a cup of cof=
fee and a piece pie. Kind of gives a guy 2 little rest.” He chewed his gum

slowly and turned it with his tongue.

«“Must be tough,” said Joad with no emphasis.

The driver glanced quickly at him, looking for satre. “WEell, 1t
no goddamn cinch,” he said testily. “Looks easy, jus’ settin’ here tll¥
put in your eight or maybe your ten or fourteen hours. But the road g
into a guy. He’s got to do somepin. Some sings an’ some whistles.
pany won't let us have no radio. A few takes a pint along, but them
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don’t stick long.” He said th 7.« ’
R g aid the last smugly. “I don’t never take a drink till

“Yeah?” Joad asked.

] “Yeah! A guy got to get ahead. Why, I'm thinkin’ of takin’ one of
em correspondence school courses. Mechanical engineering. It’s ea
ucmn study a few easy lessons at home. I'm thinkin’ of it. Then I éowv.w

drive no truck. Then I'll tell other guys to drive trucks.”

o . . e
Joad ﬂoo_ma» pint o%. whisky from his side coat pocket. “Sure you won’t
have a snort?” His voice was teasing.

’ Hu.wﬂ

wcn wm back in his pocket. The spicy hot smell of the whisky filled the cab
“You’re all wound up,” said Joad. “What’s the matter—got a girl?” .

“Well, sure. But I want to i
) get ahead an .Ib 3
for a hell of a long time.” yway. ] been training my mind

The whisky seemed to loosen Joad up. He rolled another cigarette

“and lighted it. “I ain’t got a hell of a lot further to go,” he said

. H&.w driver went on quickly, “I don’t need no shot,” he said. “I train
my BEm. all the time. I took a course in that two years ago.” H.wa atted
the steering wheel with his right hand. “Suppose I pass a mc<.0b nr% road
H._oor at him, an’ after I'm past I try to remember ever’thing about hi .
kind a clothes an’ shoes an’ hat, an’ how he walked an’ maybe how tall MM“

‘what weight an’ any scars. I do it pretty good. I can jus’ make a whole

,mMEHn E my head. Sometmes I think I ought to take a course to be a
i mﬁﬂba expert. Mozd be su’prised how much a guy can remember.”
Joad took a quick drink from the flask. He dragged the last mE.owﬁ

L T
m his raveling cigarette and then, with callused thumb and forefinger.

MMMQMM Mrn .mwosabm end. He rubbed the butt to a pulp and put it out
. uo.nn_omﬂmpum the breeze mﬂo_.n it from his fingers. The big tires sang
s e e vﬂoagﬁ ..r.u»m s Q».nw quiet eyes became amused as he
e road. H.J?w a.nﬁu. waited and glanced uneasily over. At
. omm Hd.MWMHmr@. grinned up from his teeth and he chuckléd
Voo ﬂu cmmﬁ uﬁ% the chuckles. “You sure took a hell of a long

e driver di
ver di
d not look over. “Get to what? How do you mean?”
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licked his lips like a dog, two Jicks, one in each direction from the middle.
His voice became harsh. “You know what I mean. You give me 2 goin’-
over when I first got in. I seen you.” The driver looked straight ahead,
gripped the wheel so tightly that the pads of his palms bulged, and the
backs of his hands paled. Joad continued, “You know where 1 come
from.” The driver was silent. “Don’t you?” Joad insisted.

«\Well—sure. That is—maybe. But it ain’t none of my business. I
mind my own yard. It ain’t nothing to me.” The words tumbled out now.
“] don’t stick my nose in nobody’s business.” And suddenly he was silent
and waiting. And his hands were still white on the wheel. A grasshopper
flipped through the window and lighted on top of the instrument panel,
where it sat and began to scrape its wings with its angled jumping legs.
Joad reached forward and crushed its hard skull-like head with his fin-
gers, and he let it into the wind stream out the window. Joad chuckled
again while he brushed the bits of broken insect from his fingertips. “You

got me wrong, mister,” he said. “Tain’t keepin’ quiet about it. Sure I been .

:n McAlester. Been there four years. Sure these is the clothes they give
me when I come out. I don’t give 2 damn who know it. An’ 'm goin’ to
my old man’s place so 1 don’t have to lie to geta job.”

The driver said, “Well—that ain’t none of my business. 1 ain’t a

nosy guy.”

“The hell you ain't,” said Joad. “That big old nose of yours bee
stickin’ out eight miles ahead of your face. You had that big nose goin’
over me like a sheep in a vegetable patch.”

The driver’s face tightened. “You got me all wrong—" he began

weakly.

Joad laughed at him. “You been a good guy. You give me a life. Well,
helll 1 done time. So what! You want to know what I done time f
don’t you?”

«That ain’t none of my affair.”

«Nothin’ ain’t none of your affair except skinnin’ this here bull-bitcf
along, an’ that’s the least thing you work at. Now look. See that road B
ahead?”

“Yeah.”

«“Well, I get off there. Sure, I know you're wettin’ your pants t0
what I done. I ain’t a guy to let you down.” The high hum of the
dulled and the song of the tres dropped in pitch. Joad got out his
and took another short drink. The truck drifted to a stop where 2

kn
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HMQMWMMMQ&»H Em‘mﬂ angles to the highway. Joad got out and stood beside
ndow. The vertical exhaust pipe i isi
w_cm smoke. Joad leaned toward the a%\Mh mcmmwﬂmmm%% MMHHM% S.&M__o
That’s a big word—means I killed a guy. Seven years HwE s i foue
for keepin’ my nose clean.” . pREEEEE
The driver’s eyes slipped over ¢ ize it. “
asked you nothin’ about wma he m»w%mwwmwow%ooﬂﬁ“m% e
“You can tell about it in every joint from here to ‘Hoxo_.m.s He smiled
:.mo _o=m., fella. You been a good guy. But look, when you been in stir M
Jittle while, you can smell a question comin’ from hell to breakfast. Yc
telegraphed yours the first time you opened your trap.” He s wﬁom mﬂﬁ
metal door with the palm of his hand. “Thanks for the lift,” _.:w said amm
long.” He turned away and walked into the dirt road. . o
For a moment the driver stared after him, and then he called, “Luck!”
Joad waved his hand without looking around. Then the motor MOB.& .
and the gears clicked and the great red truck rolled heavily away. ¥
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HE OWNERS of the land came onto the land, or more often a

. Hmwo_@mamb for the owners came. They came in closed cars, and they
. felt the dry earth with their fingers, and sometimes they drove big earth
e .mmmnnm into the ground for soil tests. The tenants, from their sun-beaten
88 dooryards, watched uneasily when the closed cars drove along the fields.
“And at last the owner men drove into the dooryards and sat in their cars
; 8 talk out of the windows. The tenant men stood beside the cars for a
~while, and then squatted on their hams and found sticks with which to
mark the dust.
. In the open doors the women stood looking out, and behind them the
- children—corn-headed children, with wide eyes, one bare foot on top of
L_.wn...uﬁ_cnvon bare foot, and the toes working. The women and the children

watched their men talking to the owner men. They were silent.
me of the owner men were kind because they hated what they had
and some of them were angry because they hated to be cruel, and
-of them were cold because they had long ago found that one could
W. an owner unless one were cold. And all of them were caught in

hing larger than themselves. Some of them hated the mathematics
ove them, and some were afraid, and some worshiped the mathe-

“ause it provided a refuge from thought and from feeling. If a
ra finance company owned the land, the owner man said, The
e the Company—needs—wants—insists—must have—as though
Hicior the Company were a monster, with thought and feeling,
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which had ensnared them. These last would take no responsibility for ¢ cleansing dust do
the banks or the companies because they were men and slaves, while the i . wn to the skin. In the little sd :
quiringly over th stes the .

banks hin d | at the same tme Some of the Y e muddy remnants of th pigs grunted in-
a were mac n.m and masters all 2 3 The squatting men looked d o .o slops.
owner men were 2 little proud to be slaves to such cold and powerful 1§ We can’t take less share of the QMsE again. What do you want us to do?

p—we’re half starved now. The ki |

. The kids are

masters. The owner men sat in the cars and explained. You know the land & hungry all the time. We

is poor. You've scrabbled at it long enough, God knows. F bors weren't the sarme ém,omm Mo clothes, torn an’ ragged. If all the neigh

The squatting tenant men nodded and wondered and drew mm,E.om i And at last the ohsuow e ashamed to go to meeting. e

in the dust, and yes; they knew, God knows. If the dust only wouldn’t fly. won’t work any more. One HMM MME € foNac polie, iilie tenant System
2 a tractor can take the place of twelve

nly stay on the soil, it might not be so bad. .
1 went on leading t© their point: You know the land’s
n does to the land; robs it, sucks all

1 MO.CHH ili v i
[0) een Buu_.uﬂm. wm. EB a m.m.O M.HHQ S—,ﬂ@ N: HH.HO OHOHV ((0 T &.
_N W . ave to do

it. We don’t like to do 1
do it. But the monster’s sick. Something’
the monster. . Something’s happened to

‘But you'll kill the land with cotton

. We know. We've

E : got to take cotton qui

S quick bef :

we'll sell the land. Lots of families in the East S%_H._Mﬁm“ Mum dies. Then
0 own a piece

1f the top would 0
The owner me
getting poorer. You know what cotto

the blood out of it
The squatters nodded—they knew, God knew. If they could only ro

tate the crops they might pump blood back into the land.
Well, it’s too late. And the owner men explained the workings and th
thinkings of the monster chat was stronger than they were. A man
hold land if he can just €at and pay taxes; he can do that.
Yes, he can do that antil his crops fail one day and he has to borro
money from the bank.
But—you see, 2 bank or a company can’t do that, because those nﬂﬁn
rures don’t breathe air, don’t eat side-meat. They breathe profits; they
the interest on mMONEY: 1f they don't getit they die the way you die wi
out air, without side-meat. Itis 2 sad thing, but it is so. It is just so.
The squatting men raised their eyes t0 understand. Can’t we j
hang on? Maybe the next year will be a good year. God knows how ¥
cotton next year. And with all the wars—God knows what price coti
will bring. Don’t they make explosives 0ut of cotton? And uniforms?
nd cotton’ll hit the ceiling. Next year, maybe. They I

The tenant m
a en looked up alarmed. But what'll happen to us? How’ll
e “You'll have to get off the land
- . and. The plows’ll go throu
o mﬂw MA”M MM_M mﬂwam_ﬂ__bm men .mnoom up »bm%q. OSHMWMMMMMQ%E.&.
P the Indians and drive them away. And W@ o
o e bl weeds mwa snakes. Then a bad year came m&iﬁm
e OMMM. An’ we was born here. There in the Mb -
L mwm ‘ Pa had to borrow money. The bank oﬂ”lm
g s mWw mmm we got a litde bit of what we raised )
all that. It’s not us, it’s the bank. A bank wmuhmw _..W
ike a

@H a1 owner S:.n—— _—__% H——C—HWN:A— acres _—0 1snt ~ a €1 €
> Hﬂﬂw a man & T.

Bﬂ& ﬁ—-@ tenant men —Zuﬁ .Hm our mﬂﬁ._ ')\0 meas Q MU&
u_.m.mu ((0 were TOH__ on _w N_:— SH @u mcﬁ WM —OAm on it ﬁm 0& on H m4~
: ) ; - ure 1t
J.mnomu m.ﬂum mn: ours — _H—N«—vw S__E_ ___m—m@m_. t C:lem u~uﬂuu v m.
: d, n . m H N en
t; d . ) m orn i
y v > on _.ﬂu
”.vuﬂ.m on it H www.n HHHN—WOM OSHHOHmmH—mv nota —um—vﬂu S\_-__ :::__vOH.m

enough wars a
up @ﬁnmmoazm@.

We can’t depend on
the time. It can’t wait. Ir'll die. No,
growing, it dies. It can’t stay one size.

Soft fingers began to tap the sill of the car window, and hard
tightened on the restless drawing sticks. In the doorways of th

women sighed and then shifted feet so tat

beaten tenant houses,
that had been down was now on top, and the toes working. D9 happens th
at every man in a bank hates what the bank

sniffing near the owner cars and wetted on all four dres one after the bank does j
And chickens lay 1n the sunny dust and fuffed their feathers e N,,Mm:. A,TM bank is something more tha ;
: onster. Men made it, but the L n men,
’ v can’t control it.

it. The bank—the monster has to have pro
taxes go On. When the monsters

Ty. It’s not us. It’
! ) . It’s the monst . .
bank is only made of 5@% r. The bank isn’t like a man.

wrong the i
, e re—quite wrong there. The bank is something
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The tenants cried, Grampa killed Indians, Pa killed snakes for the
land. Maybe we can kill banks—they're WOTSE than Indians and snakes.
Maybe we got to fight to keep our land, like Pa and Grampa did.

And now the owner men grew angry. You'll have to go-

But it’s ours, the tenant men cried. We

No. The bank, the monster owns it. You'll have to go-

We'll get our guns, like Grampa when the Indians came. What then?

Well—first the sheriff, and then the troops. You'll be stealing if you
try to stay, you'll be murderers if you kill to stay. The monster isn't men,
but it can make men do what it wants.

But if we go, where'll we go? How'll we go? We got no money.

We're sorry, said the owner men. The bank, the fifty-thousand-acre
owner can’t be responsible. You're o1t jand that isn’t yours. Once over the

Jine maybe you can pick cotton in the fall. Maybe you can go on relief.
Why don’t you go on West to California? There's work there, and it never
gets cold. Why, you can reach out
there’s always some kind of crop to work in. Why don'ty

And the owner men started their cars and rolled away.
The tenant men squatted down on their hams again to mark the dust §

with a stick, to figure, to wonder. Their sunburned faces were dark, and

their sun-whipped eyes were
the doorways toward their men,
women, cautiously, ready to run. The b
fathers, because that made them men.
What did he want?
And the men looked up
in their eyes. We got to get 0
factories.
Where'll we go? the women asked.
We don't know. We don’t know.
And the women went quickly, quietly back into the houses
herded the children ahead of them. They knew that a man so hurt ancss
perplexed may turn in anger, even on people he loves. They left the mE
alone to figure and to wonder in the dust. :
After a ime perhaps the tenant man looked about—at the pump
in ten years ago, with 2 goose-neck handle and iron flowers on the
at the chopping block where 2 thousand chickens had been killed, 2

and the children crept behind the
igger boys squatted beside their,
After a time the women asked

for a second, and the smolder of pain
f£. A tractor and 2 superintendent.

light. The women moved cautiously out of 8

L

el i

anywhere and pick an orange. Why, &
ou go there? i@
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MV m. > mu. m.

over it.
The children crowd
) ed about the ;
Em%wmo, Ma? Where we going to m%oag in the houses. What we go-
€ wo i ; )
i o MMH@ ”m_m <<.o. don’t know, yet. Go out and play. But don’
. He might whale you if you go near hi >MM t %_o
m. e

women went on with the work, but al .
e 1
squatting in the dust—perplexed pMm Mm E.MMBa they watched the men

The tractors came over the roads and into
g ) the field
oo i s g e sersh of s Ty
up. Diesel tracto H.m.n » 1ayIng mro track and rolling on it and EA.”ED >
B v amd ﬁwwcnonnm while they stood idle; they thundered SM N
= E.&nw e mdmw momnmm m.oéﬂ to a droning roar. Snub-nosed m .
antry, across the nOmu sticking their snouts into it, straight down Hu
out of gullies in strai wbn.x through fences, through dooryards, in M
S o i aight _Emm. They did not run on the gro n_. "
roadbeds. They ignored hills and gulches wwmw ,nwm o
; ses,

. fences, houses.

Th N :
e man sitting in the iron seat did not look like a man; gloved
; gloved, gog-

m.—ﬂﬁm_ E—UU iy 'Y mv -
? m.

‘muttered in ic vibrad
oy mﬁom&abm nwnnrono. vibration. The driver could not control i
e m“b;nw it went, cutung through a dozen farms :.lm
ch at the controls could swerve the cat, b ﬁ.ﬂﬂ
, but the

ands, into hi i

oV Mbﬂ.&hﬂﬂ“ﬂo%ﬂ“&? had goggled him and muzzled him—
S omEE e mnmwamo? goggled his perception, muzzled

. M.m% e land as it was, he could not smell th
iy omﬂ,r. e lid not stamp the clods or feel the warmth mbM

s In an iron seat and stepped on iron pedals. H
el Mwwmo or encourage the extension of his wo.éomn
o L not cheer or whip or curse or encoura m
0 not perminne WNMM MM mm“mﬂ Mwhugomor the land. If 2 momm

5 n off his ass. If the young thrust-
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ing plant withered in drought or drowned in 2 flood of rain, it was no

more to the driver than to the tractor.
He loved the land no more than the bank loved the land. He could

admire the tractor—its machined surfaces, its surge of power, the roar of
its detonating cylinders; but it was not his tractor. Behind the tractor
“olled the shining disks, cutting the earth with blades—not plowing but
surgery, pushing the cut earth to the right where the second row of disks
cut it and pushed it tO the left; slicing blades shining, polished by the cut
carth. And pulled behind the disks, the harrows combing with iron teeth
<o that the litde clods broke up and the earth lay smooth. Behind the har- &
rows, the long seeders—twelve curved iron penes erected in the foundry, - |
orgasms set by gears, raping methodically, raping without passion. The
at and he was proud of the straight lines he did not
proud of the power he

R r—

- B

O S

driver sat in his iron se
will, proud of the tractor he did not own or love,
could not control. And when that crop grew, and was harvested, no man ¢
had crumbled a hot clod in his fingers and let the earth sift past his fin- 3
gertips. No man had touched the seed, or Justed for the growth. Men ate -
what they had not raised, had no connection with the bread. The land:
bore under iron, and under iron m.EaGmE“ died; for it was not loved o

hated, it had no prayers of curses.

At noon the tractor driver stopped sometimes near a tenant hous

and opened his lunch: sandwiches wrapped in waxed paper, white brea
pickle, cheese, Spam, a piece of pie branded like an engine part. He ate:
without relish. And tenants not yet moved away came out to see himy, S
looked curiously while the goggles were taken off, and the rubber dustSs
mask, leaving white circles around the eyes and a large white € ;
around nose and mouth. The exhaust of the tractor puttered on, for
is so cheap it i1s more efficient to leave the engine running than to R
the Diesel nose for a new start. Curious children crowded close, 288
children who ate their fried dough as they watched. They watched
grily the unwrapping of the sandwiches, and their hunger-sharpe!
~oses smelled the pickle, cheese, and Spam. They didn’t speak ¢
driver. They watched his hand as it carried food to his mouth. TheyiEs
ot watch him chewing; their eyes followed the hand that held th
wich. After a while the tenant who could not leave the place
and squatted in the shade beside the tractor.

19

“Why, you're Joe Davis’s boy:

2

s
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aw_.ﬁz the driver said. \
“ 0=. what you doi B .
people?” ing this kind of work for—against your own
“Three dollars a da
Al y. I got damn sick of creepi :
not getting it. I got a wife and kids. We got ﬂM MEm .%n,:. my dinner—and
and it comes every day.” at. Three dollars a day,
“That’s right,” the ten i ,
] ant said. “But for
. , your thr
MM HHM@MQE_H can’t eat at all. Nearly a vg&omwowwﬁwmw day fifteen
o the o%. e nowmm for your three dollars a day. Is that ri ornwamo o
2 1+ Three &MMM.“ mMHMw% MMM#. think of that. Got to think M». Hn.u% own
i ) ) it comes every day. Ti .
“:wﬁMhoNﬂ%MHc know? Can’t make a living on ...TM _mbpms MM_MMM or»,bm.:um,
.Emo.am mmw Bo_.oo%m:a mowwm .uba a tractor. Crop land isn’ mohmw_ﬁ B
e y e ou don’t kick up a howl because you can’t maki <
- HMMH.<O= wM not the telephone company. Well, crops a . m_nm,oamv
; in : : ) e
g to do about it. You try to get three dollars a day moBoMmgmﬂ
ce.

: ........ That's the only way.”

T@ “ v i
t W e

‘property, Ity is hi it e
P that prope 1S _.EE‘ 1t's part of him, and it’s like him. If h
3

] C. 1S

H wb& S w . -
(
: 3 OINE Wa rﬂw VH“W.OH _UOGN.—HMW mﬂ@ owns It MCWHM Hm HHO 1SNt suc
.. m.—ﬂ.—wwwm Uum v uﬁ#ﬂ #u : Mv ”H : M C 1S
7 m m. t H_u.

on it—why, then the property is th
i e man. He can’t
e gﬂmﬁﬂww Mwmm:rn wants. The property is the EM% HMM Mn
o nd e s mx.om m bow, big. .OE% his possessions wnovgmlwbm
ol Bﬁnnvomwﬁr&. hat is o, too.”
i o e branded pie and threw the crust aw
e mnuoﬁonn you know? Thinking about stuff like m.w%n
 —— Monﬂmﬁmnom dollars a day, feed your kids. You Mﬂ
il a% o w& kids but your own. You get a reputa :

» and you’ll never get three dollars a day. wmm mMMM

€you three dollar .
sy s a day if you worry about anything but your

wwg&ﬂa —'OAv € 0 (A ‘—.Av:m_m (C_HQHO
.
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¢And that reminds me,” the driver said, “you better get out soon. I'm 39

iron T

oiig through the dooryard after dinner.” - :mﬂMMHMogH Mﬁo &m house-corner, crumbled the wall

«You filled in the well this morning.” ! bue And 9&0 QIS foundation so that it fell sid B e 2o

«] know. Had to keep the line straight. But I'm goin through the m. e driver was goggled and a rubb i Q.:.mr& like a

P ght a5 g g 3 mouth. The tractor cut a strai - er mask covered his nose and

dooryard after dinner. Got to keep the lines straight. And—well, you §  brated with its thund straight line on, and the air and the o
lnow Joe Davis, my old man, sO Tl tell you this. I got orders wherever er. The tenant man stared after it, hi P
there’s a family not moved out—if I have an accident—youw know, get too » his rifle in his
close and cave the house n.2 litle—well, I might geta couple of dollars.
And my youngest Lid never had no shoes yet.”

«] built it with my hands. Straightened old nails to put the sheathing
on. Rafters are wired to the stringers with baling wire. It’s mine. I builtit.
You bump it down—T1l be in the window with a rifle. You even come too
close and T'll potyou like a rabbit.”

“I¢'s not me. There’s nothing I can do. Tl lose my job if I don’t do it.
And look—suppose you 1ll me? They'll just hang you, but long before
you're hung there’ll be another guy on the tractor, and he’ll bump the
house down. You're not killing the right guy.”

«That's so,” the tenant said. “Who gave you orders? T'll go after him.
He’s the one to kll.”

“You're wrong. He got his orders from the bank. The bank told him
‘Clear those people out or it’s your job.’ " ‘

«\Well, there’s a president of the bank. There’s 2 board of directors.

fll up the magazine of the rifle and go into the bank.”
The driver said, “Fellow was telling me the bank gets orders from
East. The orders were, ‘Make the land show profit or we'll close you up:

«But where does it stop? Who can we shoot? 1 don’t aim to starve
death before I kill the man that's starving me.” 3

« don't know. Maybe there’s nobody to shoot. Maybe the thing is
men at all. Maybe, like you said, the property’s doing it. Anyway 1 10ld
you my orders.”

“I got to figure,” the tenant said. “We all got to figure- There’s $0
way to stop this. It’s not like lightming or earthquakes. We've got a2
thing made by men, and by God that’s something we can change %
tenant sat in his doorway, and the driver thundered his engine and§
off, tracks falling and curving, harrows combing, and the phalli
seeder slipping into the ground. Across the dooryard the tractor &
the hard, foot-beaten ground was seeded field, and the U2
through again; the uncut space was ten feet wide. And back he ¢

hand. His wife was beside hi
A e hi : .
 them stared after the 528.5 and the quiet children behind. And all of
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P he two men SquakEasin 2 dijg .
T odlWsopf®ycd women; behip

90 naio ” ..

The §
the stim ;
over the cglihtry; a million more res

i S.
feeling j¥1rst nervousnes . .
: W Practors turning the multpie furrows in the vacant land.

LONG 66 the hamburger stands—Al & Susy’s Place—Carl’s
Lunch—Joe & Minnie—Will’s Eats. Board-and-bat shacks. Two
line pumps in front, a screen door, a long bar, stools, and a foot rail.
ear the door three slot machines, showing through the glass the wealth
nickels three bars will bring. And beside them, the nickel phonograph
th records piled up like pies, ready to swing out to the turntable and
play dance music, “Ti-pi-ti-pi-tin,” “Thanks for the Memory,” Bing
L 8_§ Benny Goodman. At one end of the counter a covered case; candy
‘eough drops, caffeine sulphate called Sleepless, No-Doze; candy, ciga-
cties, razor blades, aspirin, Bromo-Seltzer, Alka-Seltzer. The walls deco-
ed with posters, bathing girls, blondes with big breasts and slender hips
m.“ﬂsuwnu faces, in white bathing suits, and holding a bottle of Coca-Cola
2 smiling—see what you get with a Coca-Cola. Long bar, and salts,
pers, mustard pots, and paper napkins. Beer taps behind the counter,
back the coffee urns, shiny and steaming, with glass gauges show-
the coffee level. And pies in wire cages and oranges in pyramids of
ur. And little piles of Post Toasties, corn flakes, stacked up in designs.
he signs on cards, picked out with shining mica: Pies Like Mother
e t0 Make. Credit Makes Enemies, Let’s Be Friends. Ladies May
loke But Be Careful Where You Lay Your Butts. Eat Here and Keep
2t Wife for a Pet. ITYWYBAD?
Down at one end the cooking plates, pots of stew, potatoes, pot roast,

LY .w...m

=ef, gray roast pork waiting to be sliced.

ey s

——d s
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s

I'd take a Zephyr myself. You ain’t ridin’ no fortun:
* speed. Give me a Zephyr.

Well, sir, you may get a laugh outa this—T’ll take a Buick-Puick.
hat’s good enough.

155
Minnie or Susy or Mae, middle-aging behind the counter, hair nﬁwmmm.f,

d rouge and powder on a sweating face. H,mﬁ.nm orders :W a ?Mom _.om,
Mwwom SmE:m them to the cook with a screech Eﬁ.o a peacock y Opping
the MoEﬁQ with circular strokes, polishing the gmam?Ebm MM» MW urng;

1 hite coat and apron, sw
k is Joe or Carl or Al, hotinaw .
WW M\mea mommw_m»m below the white cook’s cap; BOvaa S.HW mﬂn&nbm_ .
, . Wiping the griddle, slappin, * 3
i for a moment at each new entry. Dping
Mvo,“cdbﬁmwwﬂmwdvﬁmmn He repeats Mae’s orders gently, scrapes the gridd]

o ) .

ipes i ith burlap. Moody and silent. 3
,Swwwww Mo M”w M_Eﬁmoﬁ smiling, irritated, near to oﬁg.wm_n smiling while
h es look on past—unless for truck drivers. There’s the backbone 0

wﬂ ; MHE Where the trucks stop, that’s where the customers come. Cap} -

e . .

moo_H truck drivers, they know. They bring the custom. They know. Giy

e, but you got class

But, hell, that costs in the Zephyr class an’ it ain’t got the sap.

I don’ care. I don’ want nothin’ to do with nothing of Henry Fords. I

on’ like ’im. Never did. Got a brother worked in the plant. Oughta hear
im tell.

Well, a Zephyr got sap.

The big cars on the highway. Languid, heat-raddled ladies, small nu-
enses about whom revolve a thousand accouterments: creams, oint-
ents to grease themselves, coloring matter in phials—black, pink, red,
hite, green, silver—to change the color of hair, eyes, lips, nails, brows,
sshes, lids. Oils, seeds, and pills to make the bowels move, A bag of bot-
% s, syringes, pills, powders, fluids, jellies to make their sexual inter-

urse safe, odorless, and unproductive. And this apart from clothes.
hat a hell of a nuisance!

come back. Mae really smiles with all her might at Qdow QJA.\HH She aﬂ
dles a little, fixes her back hair so that her breasts &a: lift wi  her rais
arms, passes the time of day and indicates mﬁ.nﬁ.gmf m.no.\”n QEWM._ gn
wow&“ Al never speaks. He is no contact. Sometimes rnﬂ smiles a lirtle a¢
. i ks up at the vivaciousness
j Jaughs. Sometimes he loo .
e, s 4 the griddle with a spatula, scrapes th
Mae’s voice, and then he scrapes the gri ! e
i i late. He presses down a hissin
to an iron trough around the p .
WMHMMMM% M&mr his spatula. He lays the split buns on ﬁww plate nwo toas
ions from the plate and heaps them en=
d heat. He gathers up stray onions
H@ BMMﬁ and presses them in with the spatula. He puts rmﬁﬁw_mp%sﬁnm
top of the meat, paints the other half with melted vcnonm wi ) 9?&5
- he slips the spatula under the
relish. Holding the bun on the meat, P
ips I lays the buttered half on top, a ops
e il f a dill pickle, two black olives b
burger on a small plate. Quarter ot a dill p , tWO. :
JMHM nwmmmwbaﬁnr. Al skims the plate down the counter Emo a aznﬂm |
Ww scrapes his griddle with the spatula and looks moodily at the-
ketde. .
) Cars whisking by on 66. License plates. Mass., Tenn., RI, N
Ohio. Going west. Fine cars, cruising at sixty-five.

Th ne of them Cords. Looks like a coffin on wheels. = hen they will not be afraid any more.
ere goes o - ;
But, Jesus, how they travel! .

nd these two, going to California; going to sit in the lobby of the
that La Salle> Me for that. T ain’t a hog. I go for a La Salle. = tly-Wilshire Hotel and watch people they envy go by,

t La Saller 3 R .""
,m%MS Moiv Em.érmmwmamﬁon g%mﬂmmducmmrao_u_mmﬂ

i
faster.

Lines of weariness around the eyes, lines of discontent down from the
mers of the mouth, breasts lying heavily in little hammocks, stomach
id thighs straining against cases of rubber. And the mouths panting, the

sullen, disliking sun and wind and earth, resenting food and weari-

ess, hating time that rarely makes them beautiful and alw.
em old.

" Beside them, litde pot-

ays makes

bellied men in light suits and panama hats;
2n, pink men with puzzled, worried eyes, with restless eyes. Worried
use formulas do not work out; hungry for security and yet sensing its
sappearance from the earth. In their lapels the insignia of lodges and
ce clubs, places where they can go and, by a weight of numbers of
worried men, reassure themselves that business is noble and not the
us ritualized thievery they know it is; that business men are intelli-
in spite of the records of their stupidity; that they are kind and char-
ble in spite of the principles of sound business; that their lives ate rich
2d of the thin tiresome routines they know; and that a time is com-

to look at
ita2ins—mountains, mind you, and great trees—he with his worried

d she thinking how the sun will dry her skin. Going to look at the
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acific Ocean, and I'll bet a hundred thousand dollars to nothing at 4] ~ pull up, then. They’s a ol war horse in here that’ 4 kick. Good
e will say, “It isn’t as big as I thought it would V®.vw And she will enyy f Java, t00-
lump young bodies on the beach. Going to California really to go home _ﬁ. The truck .?Em up. Two men in khaki riding trousers, boots, short
gain. To say, “Joan Crawford was at the table next to us at the Trg. | ickets, and shiny-visored military caps. Seren deom ddor
.adero. She’s really a mess, but she does wear nice clothes.” And he, ¢ 4 H'ya, Mae?
alked to good sound business men out there. They don’t see 2 chance gy Well, if it ain’t Big Bill the Rat! When’d you get back on this ran?
we get 1id of that fellow in the White House.” And, “I gotit fromama, . Weekago.
1 the know——she has syphilis, you know—she was in that Warner p ¥ The other man puts a nickel in the phonograph, watches the disk slip
ture. Man said she’d slept her way into pictures. Well, she got what she free and the turntable rise up under it. Bing Crosby's voice—golden.
was looking for.” But the worried eyes are never calm, and the pouting ﬂ.rm:km for the memory, of sunburn at the shore—You might have been
mouth is never glad. The big car cruising along at sixty. headache, but you never were a bore—" And the truck driver sings for
I want a cold drink Mae's ears, you might have been a haddock but you never was a whore—
Well, there’s something up ahead. Want to stop? Mae laughs. Who's ya frien’, Bill> New on this run, ain’t he?
Do you think it would be clean? The other puts a nickel in the slot machine, wins four slugs, and puts
Clean as you're going to find in this God-forsaken country. <m back. Walks to the counter.
Well, maybe the botded soda will be all right. - Well, what’s it gonna be?
The great car squeals and pulls to a stop- The fat worried man help . Oh, cup a Java. Kinda pie ya got?
his wife out. - Banana cream, pineapple cream, chocolate cream—an’ apple.
Mae looks at and past them as they enter. Al looks up from his grid _‘Make it apple. Wait— Kind is that big thick one?
dle, and down again. Mae knows. They’ll drink a five-cent soda and crab Mae lifts it out and sniffs it. Banana cream.
that it ain’t cold enough. The woman will use six paper napkins and dr Cut off 2 hunk; make it a big hunk.
them on the floor. The man will choke and try to put the blame on wsm,.p  Man at the slot machine says, Two all around.
The woman will sniff as though she smelled rotting meat and they will g Two it is. Seen any new etchin’s lately, Bill?
out again and tell forever afterward that the people in the West - Well, here’s one.
sullen. And Mae, when she is alone with Al, has a name for them. She b Jow, you be careful front of a lady.
calls them shitheels. - § Oh, this ain’t bad. Little kid comes in late ta school. Teacher says
Truck drivers. Thats the stafl Wy ya late?” Kid says, “Had a take a heifer down—get ’er bred »
Here’s a big transport comin’. Hope they stop; take away the taste Teacher says, “Couldn’t your o’ man do it?” Kid says, “Sure he noEm
them shitheels. When T worked in that hotel in Albuquerque, Al, the ¥ it not as good as the bull.” ’
they steal—ever darn thing. An’ the bigger the car they got, the MoK Mae squeaks with laughter, harsh screeching laughter. Al, slicing
they steal—towels, silver, soap dishes. I can’t figger it. mions carefully on a board, looks up and smiles, and then looks down
And Al, morosely, Where ya think they get them big cars and s - Truck drivers, that’s the stuff. Gonna leave a quarter each for Mae
Born with ‘’em? You won’t never have nothin’. .r.nn cents for pie an’ coffee an’ a dime for Mae. An’ they ain’t tryin’ RW
The transport truck, a driver and relief. How ’bout stoppin’ fora e r.oﬁ neither.
aJava? L know this dump. ..:.dbm together on the stools, spoons sticking up out of the coffee
How’s the schedule? mw Passing the time of day. And Al, rubbing down his griddle, listen-
Oh, we're ahead: but making no comment. Bing Crosby’s voice stops. The QM_.E»EQ

e

A
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drops down and the record swings into its place in the pile. The purpj.™
light goes off. The nickel, which has caused all this mechanism to work:
has caused Crosby to sing and an orchestra to play—this nickel drops .
from between the contact points into the box where the profits go. Th;e
nickel, unlike most money, has actually done a job of work, has beg

creened window. “Better tie your stuff down. I nEb_m
e comin’ now.”

A 1926 Nash sedan pulled wearily off the highway. The back seat was
iled nearly to the ceiling with sacks, with pots and pans, and on the very

. ; . m,._.mm.._.; up against the ceiling, two boys rode. On the top of th
physically responsible for a reaction. atcress and a folded tent; tent poles tied alope th e top of the car, 2
Steam spurts from the valve of the coffee urn. The compressor of 3 ; lled ’ P along the running board. The
P ) the pulled up to the gas pumps. A dark-haired, hatchet-faced man got

ice machine chugs softly for a time and then stops. The electric fan in .Mw.m ..aa_v, out. And the two boys slid down from the load and hit the ground
* Mae walked around the counter and stood in the door. The man é&.

corner waves its head slowly back and forth, sweeping the room with, =
4 Jressed in gray wool trousers and a blue shirt, dark blue with sweat on

warm breeze. On the highway, on 66, the cars whiz by.
They was a Massachusetts car stopped a while ago, said Mae. | the back and under the arms. The boys in overalls and noth; H
Big Bill grasped his cup around the top so that the spoon stuck up w..,r.w\.m ged patched overalls. Their hair was light, and it stood 1 ng _m mw
tween his first and second fingers. He drew in a snort of air with the coft *ver their heads, for it had been ro ached. Th an faces were m%m o_MmM Y .Mr
fee, to cool it. “You ought to be out on 66. Cars from all over the coun = dust. They went directly to the mud puddle under the hose an. QMMW HHQ.H

All headin’ west. Never seen so many before. Sure some honeys on the' §. sses into the mud.

you got some of

=]

~ The man asked, “Can we git some water, ma’am?”

- Alook of annoyance crossed Mae’s face. “Sure, go ahead.” She said
softly over her shoulder, “I'll keep my eye on the hose.” She watched
hile the man slowly unscrewed the radiator cap and ran the hose in.
ww M\MBND in the car, a flaxen-haired woman, said,

road.”

“We seen a wreck this mornin’,” his companion said. “Big car. B 3
Cad’, a special job and a honey, low, cream-color, special job. Hit a truck:
Folded the radiator right back into the driver. Must a been doin’ niney; ¢
Steerin’ wheel went right on through the guy an’ lef’ him a-wigglin’ [i
a frog on a hook. Peach of a car. A honey. You can have her for peanuts
now. Drivin’ alone, the guy was.” :

Al looked up from his work. “Hurt the truck?”

£

“See if you can’t git

~The man turned off the hose and screwed on the cap again. The little

took the hose from him and the ded i I
« ) i . y upended it and drank
Oh, Jesus Christ! Wasn’t a truck. One of them cut-down cars full man took off his dark, stained hat mbavmﬂoom with a ocMMcm _M__,HHHE%HW

stoves an’ pans an’ mattresses an’ kids an’ chickens. Goin’ west, you front of the L«
know. This guy come by us doin’ ninety—t'ared up on two wheels Hﬁw ek screen. “Could you see your way to sell us a loaf of bread,
pass us, an’ a car’s comin’ so he cuts in an’ whangs this here truck. Dr
like he’s blin’ drunk. Jesus, the air was full a bed clothes an’ chickens:
kids. Killed one kid. Never seen such a mess. We pulled up. OF
that’s drivin’ the truck, he jus’ stan’s there lookin’ at that dead kid.
get a word out of ’im. Jus’ rum-dumb. God Almighty, the road is
them families goin’ west. Never seen so many. Gets worse all 2
Wonder where the hell they all come from?”
“Wonder where they all go to,” said Mae. “Come here for |
sometimes, but they don’t hardly never buy nothin’ else. People's
they steal. We ain’t got nothin’ layin’ around. They never stole no

. R
Ewm mmu&. This ain’t a grocery store. We got bread to make
‘widges.”
A : . .
I know, ma’am.” His humility was insistent. “We need bread and
L ] . .
an’t nothin’ for quite a piece, they say.”
S, >
- F we sell bread we gonna run out.” Mae’s tone was faltering
B t] )
- “We're hungry,” the man said.
i , " ) .
gﬁﬁwu t you vc.v\. a san’widge? We got nice san’widges, hamburgs.”
5 an sure admire to do that, ma’am. But we can’t, We got to make a
1 m > .
i€ do all of us.” And he said embarrassedly, “We ain’t got but a lictle.”
= J <« )
4¢ said, “You can’t get no loaf a bread for a dime. We only got
~cent loafs.”

: om behind her Al growled, “God Almighty, Mae, give ’em bread.”

from us.”

Big Bill, munching his pie, looked up the road through

(T

s et

et
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“We’ll run out 'fore the bread truck comes.”

“Well, gimme two then, ma’am.” He pl
«Run out, then, goddamn it,” said Al And he looked sullenly down a¢ " He placed the copper cent carefully

on the counter. The boys expelled their held "
hig sticks out. ir held breath softly. Mae held the

“Take ’em,” said the man.

the potato salad he was mixing.

Mae shrugged her plump shoulders and looked to the truck drivers g

show them what she was up against. = They reached timidly, each took a stick, and they held them d
She held the screen door open and the man came in, bringing a smej heir sides and did not look at them. But they looked at ea rBﬁrogB at
of sweat with him. The boys edged in behind him and they went imme. . §8 ¢heir mouth corners smiled rigidly with embarrassment ORI
diately to the candy case and stared in—not with craving or with hope gr g
even with desire, but just with a kind of wonder that such things co |* joor, and the little boys marched sti ind hi i .
be. They were alike in size and their faces were alike. One scratched 4 stiffly behind him, the red-striped sticks
dusty ankle with the toe nails of his other foot. The other whispere
some soft message and then they straightened their arms so that the
clenched fists in the overall pockets showed through the thin blue cloth;

Mae opened a drawer and took out a long waxpaper-wrapped loa
«This here is a fifteen-cent loaf.” :

The man put his hat back on his head. He answered with inflexible
humility, “Won’t you—can’t you see your way to cut off ten cents’ worth

Al said snarlingly, “Goddamn it, Mae. Give ’em the loaf.”

The man turned toward Al. “No, we want ta buy ten cents’ worth
it. We got it figgered awful close, mister, to get to California.”

Mae said resignedly, “You can have this for ten cents.”

“That'd be robbin’ you, ma’am.”

“Go ahead—Al says to take it.” She pushed the waxpapered I
across the counter. The man took a deep leather pouch from his re

. The man mo.m in and started his car, and with a roaring motor and a
"oﬁm of blue oily smoke the ancient Nash climbed up on the highwa
2d went on its way to the west. <

- From inside the restaurant the truck drivers and Mae and Al stared

Big Bill wheeled back. “Them wasn’t two-for-a-cent candy,” he said
“What's that to you?” Mae said fiercely. .
: “Them was nickel apiece candy,” said Bill.

“We got to get goin’,” said the other man. “We’re droppin’ time.”
ey reached in their pockets. Bill put a coin on the counter and mmo

er man looked at it and reached agai .
gain and put down
g around and walked to the dooe p a coin. They

““So long,” said Bill.

: - Mae called, “Hey! Wait a minute. You got change.”
“May soun’ funny to be so tight,” he apologized. “We got a thousam " & “You go to hell,” said Bill, and the screen door m_mgoa
miles to go, an’ we don’ know if we'll make it.” He dug in the pouch with™ :
a forefinger, located a dime, and pinched in for 1t. When he put it do
on the counter he had a penny with it. He was about to drop the penzj :
back into the pouch when his eye fell on the boys frozen before the can
counter. He moved slowly down to them. He pointed in the cas¢ & ;
long sticks of striped peppermint. “Is them penny candy, ma’am?”

pocket, untied the strings, and spread it open. It was heavy with si
and with greasy bills.

. Mae Smﬁowmm them get into the great truck, watched it lumber off in
w gear, and heard the shift up the whini isi i
i ing gears to cruising ratio.

“ He looked up from the hamburger he was patting thin and stackin
een waxed papers. “What ya want?” ¢
Look there.” She pointed at the coins beside the cups—two half-
liars, Al walked near and looked, and then he went back to his work
5 L...H,,Enw drivers,” Mae said reverently, “an’ after them shitheels.” .
s struck the screen with little bumps and droned away. ,Hr.n com-
or chugged for a ime and then stopped. On 66 the traffic whizzed
cks and fine streamlined cars and jalopies; and they went by with a

Mae moved down and looked in. “Which ones?”

“There, them stripy ones.”

The little boys raised their eyes to her face and they stopped br
ing; their mouths were partly opened, their half-naked bodies were

«Oh—them. Well, no—them’s two for 2 penny.” .
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vicious whiz. Mae took down the plates and scraped the pie crusts intg ;
bucket. She found her damp cloth and wiped the counter with circujg |
sweeps. And her eyes were on the highway, where life whizzed by. 7

Al wiped his hands on his apron. He looked at a paper pinned to ths = |
wall over the griddle. Three lines of marks in columns on the paper, A}
counted the longest line. He walked along the counter to the cash nmmw £
ter, rang “No Sale,” and took out a handful of nickels.

“What ya doin’?” Mae asked.

“Number three’s ready to pay off,” said Al. He went to the third glge o
machine and played his nickels in, and on the fifth spin of the wheels the |
three bars came up and the jack pot dumped out into the cup. Al gath
ered up the big handful of coins and went back of the counter. Fp
dropped them in the drawer and slammed the cash register. Then h¢
went back to his place and crossed out the line of dots. “Number thre
gets more play'n the others,” he said. “Maybe I ought to shift um..u :
around.” He lifted a lid and stirred the slowly simmering stew. % : 7 A o . 1 Reno and

«I wonder what they’ll do in California?” said Mae. > : ®, There’s the border,

43 Uuu -
‘Whos cars crawled on and on,
143 . : ”»

Them folks that was just in. @P< and Alanreed, Groom and
113 M ” N N

Christ knows,” said Al. ¥ the evening, drove too long, and

“S’pose they’ll get work?” s prie tired and dusty and hot.
“How the hell would I know?” said AL = M¥Sions from the h (Wshe was weak when theyseg

She stared eastward along the highway. “Here comes a transport, do * That night Al stole
ble. Wonder if they stop? Hope they do.” And as the huge truck came heay- :
ily down from the highway and parked, Mae seized her cloth and wiped
whole length of the counter. And she took a few swipes at the gleaming cof:
fee urn too, and turned up the bottle-gas under the um. Al brought out
handful of little turnips and started to peel them. Mae’s face was gay w
the door opened and the two uniformed truck drivers entered.

“Hi, sister!” :

«I won't be a sister to no man,” said Mae. They laughed and Mat
laughed. “What’ll it be, boys?”

“Oh, a cup a Java. What kinda pie ya got?”

“Pineapple cream an’ banana cream an’ chocolate cream an’ apple.”

“Give me apple. No, wait—what’s that big thick one?”

Mae picked up the pie and smelled it. “Pineapple cream,” she said

“Well, chop out a hunk a that.” 4

The cars whizzed viciously by on 66.
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e sun was behind g

. g% the valley
m. Ma shook her

? from side tq

pel. “They was too old
e. Grampa would a beey
en he was a young fella, Ay’
e first home she lived in. They
gthie an’ Winfiel’.”

e a growed-up man, talkin’ like 5

eein’ the
Granma wo

ed sadly.

of ’im sorgs

@s. Tommy’s gro ay up so |
can’t ga "
They popped dowg
valley sometimes, a
valley came up to g

sage and tarweed

Whing, losing the
hot breath of the
it, and with resinouys
.&cbm the road. gimeat-

bad and To

tlesnake crawledd®

squirming.
Tom said :

got to get had@@Cd decent. How m
“ "Bouglforty dollars,” said Pa. &
Tom @ighed. “Jesus, are we

Plean! We s ain’t bringin’
nothin’ gith us.” He chuckledg and then his facwraightened
quicklj#He pulled the visor & fois down low over his eyes. And the
truck @lled down the mount¥hto the great valley.

s

Chapter 19

NCE CALIFORNIA belonged to Mexico and its land to Mexicans;
O»ma a horde of tattered feverish Americans poured in. And such was
their hunger for land that they took the land—stole Sutter’s land, Guer-
rero’s land, took the grants and broke them up and growled and quar-
reled over them, those frantic hungry men; and they guarded with guns
the land they had stolen. They put up houses and barns, they turned the
earth and planted crops. And these things were possession, and posses-

1 sion was ownership.

The Mexicans were weak and fed. They could not resist, because they
wanted nothing in the world as ferociously as the Americans wanted land.
Then, with dme, the squatters were no longer squatters, but owners;
and their children grew up and had children on the land. And the hunger

- was gone from them, the feral hunger, the gnawing, tearing hunger for

land, for water and earth and the good sky over it, for the green thrust-

: ing grass, for the swelling roots. They had these things so completely

that they did not know about them any more. They had no more the

stomach-tearing lust for a rich acre and a shining blade to plow it, for
seed and a windmill beating its wings in the air. They arose in the dark
Mo more to hear the sleepy birds’ first chittering, and the morning wind
- 2round the house while they waited for the first light to go out to the
dear acres. These things were lost, and crops were reckoned in dollars,
- and land was valued by principal plus interest, and crops were bought and

sold before they were planted. Then crop failure, drought, and flood
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were no longer litte deaths within life, but simple losses of money. And
all their love was thinned with money, and all their fierceness dribbleq
away in interest until they were no longer farmers at all, but little shop-
keepers of crops, little manufacturers who must sell before they cap
make. Then those farmers who were not good shopkeepers lost thejr
land to good shopkeepers. No matter how clever, how _.oS.H.Hm a man
might be with earth and growing things, he could not survive if he were
not also a good shopkeeper. And as time went on, the business men hag
the farms, and the farms grew larger, but there were fewer of them.
Now farming became industry, and the owners followed Rome, -
though they did not know it. They imported slaves, although they dig

not call them slaves: Chinese, Japanese, Mexicans, Filipinos. They live o,

rice and beans, the business men said. They don’t need much. ,Hrow
wouldn’t know what to do with good wages. Why, look how they live,
Why, look what they eat. And if they get fanny—deport them.

And all the time the farms grew larger and the owners fewer. And
there were pitifully few farmers on the land any more. And the imported
serfs were beaten and frightened and starved until some went home
again, and some grew fierce and were killed or driven from the country,
And the farms grew larger and the owners fewer.

And the crops changed. Fruit trees took the place of grain fields, and
vegetables to feed the world spread out on the bottoms: lettuce, cauli-
flower, artichokes, potatoes—stoop crops. A man may stand to use a
scythe, a plow, a pitchfork; but he must crawl like a bug between the rows
of lettuce, he must bend his back and pull his long bag between the cot-
ton rows, he must go on his knees like a penitent across a cauliflower
patch. .

And it came about that owners no longer worked on their farms.
They farmed on paper; and they forgot the land, the smell, the feel of it,
and remembered only that they owned it, remembered only what they
gained and lost by it. And some of the farms grew so large that one man
could not even conceive of them any more, so large that it took batteries
of bookkeepers to keep track of interest and gain and loss; chemists to
test the soil, to replenish; straw bosses to see that the stooping men were

moving along the rows as swiftly as the material of their bodies could

stand. Then such a farmer really became a storekeeper, and kept a store-

He paid the men, and sold them food, and took the money back. And af-

ter a while he did not pay the men at all, and saved bookkeeping. Thes
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farms gave food on credit. A man might work and feed himself; and when
the work was done, he might find that he owed money to the company.
And the owners not only did not work the farms any more, many of them
had never seen the farms they owned.

And then the dispossessed were drawn west—from Kansas, Okla-
homa, Texas, New Mexico; from Nevada and Arkansas families, tribes,
dusted out, tractered out. Carloads, caravans, homeless and hungry;
twenty thousand and fifty thousand and a hundred thousand and two
hundred thousand. They streamed over the mountains, hungry and rest-
less—restless as ants, scurrying to find work to do—to lift, to push, to
pull, to pick, to cut—anything, any burden to bear, for food. The kids are
hungry. We got no place to live. Like ants scurrying for work, for food,
- and most of all for land.
 Weain't foreign. Seven generations back Americans, and beyond that
Irish, Scotch, English, German. One of our folks in the Revolution, an’
- they was lots of our folks in the Civil War—both sides. Americans.

- They were hungry, and they were fierce. And they had hoped to find
~ 3 home, and they found only hatred. Okies—the owners hated them be-
- cause the owners knew they were soft and the Okies strong, that they
were fed and the Okjes hungry; and perhaps the owners had heard from
their grandfathers how easy it is to steal land from a soft man if you are
fierce and hungry and armed. The owners hated them. And in the towns,
the storekeepers hated them because they had no money to spend. There
is no shorter path to a storekeeper’s contempt, and all his admirations are
exactly opposite. The town men, litte bankers, hated Okies because
. there was nothing to gain from them. They had nothing. And the labor-
. ing people hated Okies because a hungry man must work, and if he must
- work, if he has to work, the wage payer automatically gives him less for
his work; and then no one can get more.
And the dispossessed, the migrants, flowed into California, two hun-

: . .....&.mm and fifty thousand, and three hundred thousand. Behind them new

Tactors were going on the land and the tenants were being forced off.

And new waves were on the way, new waves of the dispossessed and the

”..._uoEm_mmm, hardened, intent, and dangerous.

- And while the Californians wanted many things, accumulation, social

.mw_wmnnmmm, amusement, luxury, and a curious banking security, the new bar-
-~ Parians wanted only two things—land and food; and to them the two

¥ere one. And whereas the wants of the Californians were nebulous and
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undefined, the wants of the Okies were beside the roads, lying there to be It
seen and coveted: the good fields with water to be dug for, the good

green fields, earth to crumble experimentally in the hand, grass to smell

the light, and the golden eating corn, the turnips and carrots.

And a homeless hungry man, driving the roads with his wife beside §
him and his thin children in the back seat, could look at the fallow fields
which might produce food but not profit, and that man could know hoy 3

a fallow field is a sin and the unused land a crime against the thin chil.

dren. And such a man drove along the roads and knew temptation at -

every field, and knew the lust to take these fields and make them grow

strength for his children and a litdle comfort for his wife. The temptation
was before him always. The fields goaded him, and the company ditches -

with good water flowing were a goad to him.

And in the south he saw the golden oranges hanging on the trees, the
little golden oranges on the dark green trees; and guards with shotguns -

patrolling the lines so a man might not pick an orange for a thin child, |

oranges to be dumped if the price was low.

He drove his old car into a town. He scoured the farms for work.

Where can we sleep the night?

raft of Okies there.
He drove his old car to Hooverville. He never asked again, for there
was a Hooverville on the edge of every town.

The rag town lay close to water; and the houses were tents, and weed-

thatched enclosures, paper houses, a great junk pile. The man drove his

family in and became a citizen of Hooverville—always they were called -
Hooverville. The man put up his own tent as near to water as he could

geg; or if he had no tent, he went to the city dump and brought back car-
tons and built a house of corrugated paper. And when the rains came the

house melted and washed away. He settled in Hooverville and he scoured :
the countryside for work, and the little money he had went for gasoline .
to look for work. In the evening the men gathered and talked together.

Squatting on their hams they talked of the land they had seen.

There’s thirty thousan’ acres, out west of here. Layin’ there. Jesus, -

-

oaten stalks to chew undl the sharp sweemess was in the throat. A map
might look at a fallow field and know, and see in his mind that his own
bending back and his own straining arms would bring the cabbages intg
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what I could do with that, with five acres of that! Why, hell, I'd have
ever'thing to eat.

Notice one thing? They ain’t no vegetables nor chickens nor pigs at
the farms. They raise one thing—cotton, say, or peaches, or lettuce.
‘Nother place’ll be all chickens. They buy the stuff they could raise in the
dooryard.

Jesus, what I could do with a couple pigs!

Well, it ain’t yourn, an’ it ain’t gonna be yourn.

What we gonna do? The kids can’t grow up this way.

In the camps the word would come whispering, There’s work at
Shafter. And the cars would be loaded in the night, the highways
crowded—a gold rush for work. At Shafter the people would pile up, five
times too many to do the work. A gold rush for work. They stole away in
the night, frantic for work. And along the roads lay the temptations, the
fields that could bear food.

That’s owned. That ain’t our’n.

Well, maybe we could get a little piece of her. Maybe—a little piece.

Right down there—a patch. Jimson weed now. Christ, I could git enough
| potatoes off’n that litde patch to feed my whole family!

It ain’t our’n. It got to have Jimson weeds.
Now and then a man tried; crept on the land and cleared a piece, try-

s 3 ing like a thief to steal a little richness from the earth. Secret gardens hid-
Well, there’s Hooverville on the edge of the river. There’s a whole e

den in the weeds. A package of carrot seeds and a few turnips. Planted

- | potato skins, crept out in the evening secretly to hoe in the stolen earth.

Leave the weeds around the edge—then nobody can see what we’re
a-doin’. Leave some weeds, big tall ones, in the middle.

Secret gardening in the evenings, and water carried in a rusty can.

And then one day a deputy sheriff: Well, what you think you’re doin’?

I'ain’t doin’ no harm.

I'had my eye on you. This ain’t your land. You’re trespassing.

The land ain’t plowed, an’ I ain’t hurtin’ it none.

You goddamned squatters. Pretty soon you'd think you owned it.

.. You'd be sore as hell. Think you owned it. Get off now.

And the little green carrot tops were kicked off and the turnip greens

frampled. And then the Jimson weed moved back in. But the cop was
 tght A crop raised—why, that makes ownership. Land hoed and the car-

10t eaten—a man might fight for land he’s taken food from. Get him off
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quick! He’ll think he owns it. He might even die fighting for the litt]e

plot among the Jimson weeds.

Did ya see his face when we kicked them turnips out? Why, he’d kij|
a fella soon’s he’d look at him. We got to keep these here people down o
they’ll take the country. They’ll take the country.

Outlanders, foreigners.

Sure, they talk the same language, but they ain’t the same. Look hoy -

they live. Think any of us folks’d live like that? Hell, no!

In the evenings, squatting and talking. And an excited man: Whyn’t
twenty of us take a piece of lan’> We got guns. Take it an’ say, “Put us off
if you can.” Whyn'’t we do that?

They’d jus’ shoot us like rats.

Well, which’d you ruther be, dead or here? Under groun’ or in 4
house all made of gunny sacks? Which’d you ruther for your kids, dead
now or dead in two years with what they call malnutriion? Know what
we et all week? Biled nettles an’ fried dough! Know where we got the
flour for the dough? Swep’ the floor of a boxcar.

Talking in the camps, and the deputies, fat-assed men with guns slung
on fat hips, swaggering through the camps: Give ’em somepin to think
about. Got to keep ’em in line or Christ only knows what they’ll do!
Why, Jesus, they’re as dangerous as niggers in the South! If they ever get
together there ain’t nothin’ that’ll stop ’em.

Quote: In Lawrenceville a deputy sheriff evicted a squatter, and the
squatter resisted, making it necessary for the officer to use force. The
eleven-year-old son of the squatter shot and killed the deputy with a .22
rifle.

Rattlesnakes! Don’t take chances with ’em, an’ if they argue, shoot
first. If 2 kid’ll kill a cop, what'll the men do? Thing is, get tougher’n they
are. Treat ’em rough. Scare ’em.

What if they won’t scare? What if they stand up and take it and shoot
back? These men were armed when they were children. A gun is an ex-
tension of themselves. What if they won’t scare? What if some time an

army of them marches on the land as the Lombards did in Italy, as the

Germans did on Gaul and the Turks did on Byzantium? They were land-
hungry, ill-armed hordes too, and the legions could not stop them:
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whose hunger is not only in his own cramped stomach but in the
wretched bellies of his children? You can’t scare him—he has known a
- fear beyond every other.

In Hooverville the men talking: Grampa took his lan’ from the

Injuns.

Now, this ain’t right. We’re a-talkin’ here. This here you're talkin’
- gbout is stealin’. I ain’t no thief.

No? You stole a bottle of milk from a porch night before last. An’ you

 stole some copper wire and sold it for a piece of meat.

Yeah, but the kids was hungry.

It’s stealin’, though.

Know how the Fairfiel’ ranch was got? I'll tell ya. It was all gov’ment
lan’, an’ could be took up. OI Fairfiel’, he went into San Francisco to the

 bars, an’ he got him three hunderd stew bums. Them bums tock up the
lan’. Fairfiel’ kep’ ’em in food an’ whisky, an’ then when they’d proved
the lan’, ol’ Fairfiel’ took it from ’em. He used to say the lan’ cost him a
pint of rotgut an acre. Would you say that was stealin’?

Well, it wasn’t right, but he never went to jail for it.

No, he never went to jail for it. An’ the fella that put a boat in a
wagon an’ made his report like it was all under water ’cause he went ina
boat—he never went to jail neither. An’ the fellas that bribed congress-
men and the legislatures never went to jail neither.

All over the State, jabbering in the Hoovervilles.

And then the raids—the swoop of armed deputies on the squatters’

camps. Get out. Department of Health orders. This camp is a menace to
 health.

Where we gonna go?

‘That’s none of our business. We got orders to get you out of here. In
‘half an hour we set fire to the camp.

They’s typhoid down the line. You want ta spread it all over?

We got orders to get you out of here. Now get! In half an hour we
“burn the camp.

In half an hour the smoke of paper houses, of weed-thatched huts,

Tising to the sky, and the people in their cars rolling over the highways,
+looking for another Hooverville.

And in Kansas and Arkansas, in Oklahoma and Texas and New Mex-

v ._,”._,.”.,_.8, the tractors moved in and pushed the tenants out.
Slaughter and terror did not stop them. How can you frighten a man

S

Three hundred thousand in California and more coming. And in Cal-
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ifornia the roads full of frantic people running like ants to pull, to push,
to lift, to work. For every manload to lift, five pairs of arms extended t,
lift it; for every stomachful of food available, five mouths open.

And the great owners, who must lose their land in an upheaval, the
great owners with access to history, with eyes to read history and to knoy,
the great fact: when property accumulates in too few hands it is takey
away. And that companion fact: when 2 majority of the people are hungry
and cold they will take by force what they need. And the little screaming
fact that sounds through all history: repression works only to strengthep
and kit the repressed. The great owners ignored the three cries of his.
tory. The land fell into fewer hands, the number of the dispossessed in-
creased, and every effort of the great owners was directed at repression,

The money was spent for arms, for gas to protect the great holdings, and -
spies were sent to catch the murmuring of revolt so that it might be
stamped out. The changing economy was ignored, plans for the change -
ignored; and only means to destroy revolt were considered, while the

causes of revolt went on.

The tractors which throw men out of work, the belt lines which carry. :
loads, the machines which produce, all were increased; and more and S
more families scampered on the highways, looking for crumbs from the -
great holdings, lusting after the land beside the roads. The great owners
formed associations for protection and they met to discuss ways to intim- -

idate, to kill, to gas. And always they were in fear of a principal—three
hundred thousand—if they ever move under a leader—the end. Three
hundred thousand, hungry and miserable; if they ever know themselves,
the land will be theirs and all the gas, all the rifles in the world won’t stop
them. And the great owners, who had become through the might of their
holdings both more and less than men, ran to their destruction, and used
every means that in the long run would destroy them. Every little means,
every violence, every raid on a Hooverville, every deputy swaggering
through a ragged camp put off the day a little and cemented the in-
evitability of the day.

The men squatted on their hams, sharp-faced men, lean from hunger

and hard from resisting it, sullen eyes and hard jaws. And the rich land

was around them.

D’ja hear about the kid in that fourth tent down?
No, I'jus’ come in.

Well, that kid’s been a-cryin’ in his sleep an’ a-rollin’ in his sleep
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Them folks thought he got worms. So they give him a blaster, an’ he
died. It was what they call black-tongue the kid had. Comes from not
gettin’ good things to eat.

Poor little fella.

Yeah, but them folks can’t bury him. Got to go to the county stone
orchard.

Well, hell.

And hands went into pockets and little coins came out. In front of the
tent a little heap of silver grew. And the family found it there.

Our people are good people; our people are kind people. Pray God
some day kind people won’t all be poor. Pray God some day a kid can eat.

And the associations of owners knew that some day the praying would
Stop-

And there’ the end.







