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BENEATHA | don’t flit! I—I experiment with different
forms of expression—

RUTH Like riding a horse?

BENEATHA —People have to express themselves one way
or another.

MaMAa What is it you want to express?

BENEATHA (Angrily) Me! (MAMA and RUTH look at each
other and burst into raucous laughter) Don’t worry—I
don’t expect you to understand.

MAMA (To change the subject) Who you going out with
tomorrow night?

BENEATHA (With displeasure) George Murchison again.
MAMA (Pleased) Oh—you getting a little sweet on him?

RUTH You ask me, this child ain’t sweet on nobody but
herself—(Underbreath) Express herself!

(They laugh)

BENEATHA Oh—I like George all right, Mama. I mean I
like him enough to go out with him and stuff, but—

RUTH (For devilment) What does and stuff mean?
BENEATHA Mind your own business.

MAMA Stop picking at her now, Ruth. (She chuckles—
then a suspicious sudden look at her daughter as she
turns in her chair for emphasis) What DOES it mean?

BENEATHA (Wearily) Oh, 1 just mean I couldn’t ever
really be serious about George. He’s—he’s so shallow.

RUTH Shallow—what do you mean he’s shallow? He’s
rich!

mAMA Hush, Ruth.

BENEATHA 1 know he’s rich. He knows he’s rich, too.
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rUTH Well—what other qualities 2 man got to have to
satisfy you, little girl?

BENEATHA You wouldn’t even begin to understand. Any-
body who married Walter could not possibly understand.

MAMA (Outraged) What kind of way is that to talk about
your brother?

BENEATHA Brother is a flip—let’s face it.
MAMA (To RUTH, helplessly) What’s a flip?
RUTH (Glad to add kindling) She’s saying he’s crazy.

BENEATHA Not crazy. Brother isn’t really crazy yet—
he—he’s an elaborate neurotic.

Wama Hush your mouth!
oA Y

BENEATHA As for George. Well. George looks good—
he’s got a beautiful car and he takes me to nice places
and, as my sister-in-law says, he is probably the richest
boy I will ever get to know and I even like him some-
times—but if the Youngers are sitting around waiting to
see if their little Bennie is going to tie up the family with
the Murchisons, they are wasting their time.

RUTH You mean you wouldn’t marry George Murchison
if he asked you someday? That pretty, rich thing? Honey,
I knew you was odd—

BENEATHA No | would not marry him if all I felt for him
was what I feel now. Besides, George’s family wouldn’t
really like it.

mama Why not?

BENEATHA Oh, Mama—The Murchisons are honest-to-
God-real-live-rich colored people, and the only people in
the world who are more snobbish than rich white
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people are rich colored people. I thought everybody knew
that. I’'ve met Mrs. Murchison. She’s a scene!

MAMA You must not dislike people *cause they well off,
honey.

BENEATHA Why not? It makes just as much sense as dis-
liking people ’cause they are poor, and lots of people do
that.

RUTH (A wisdom-of-the-ages manner. To mama) Well,
she’ll get over some of this—

BENEATHA Get over it? What are you talking about,
Ruth? Listen, I’'m going to be a doctor. 'm not worried
about who I'm going to marry yet—if I ever get married.

MAMA and RUTH If!
MAMA Now, Bennie—

BENEATHA Oh, I probably will . . . but first 'm going to
be a doctor, and George, for one, still thinks that’s pretty
funny. I couldn’t be bothered with that. I am going to

be a doctor and everybody around here better understand
that!

MAMA (Kindly) *Course you going to be a doctor, honey,
God willing.

BENEATHA (Drily) God hasn’t got a thing to do with it.
MAMA Beneatha—that just wasn’t necessary.

BENEATHA Well—neither is God. I get sick of hearing
about God.

MAMA Beneatha!

BENEATHA Imean it! ’m just tired of hearing about God
all the time. What has He got to do with anything? Does
he pay tuition?
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MAMA You ’bout to get your fresh little jaw slapped!
RUTH That’s just what she needs, all right!

BENEATHA Why? Why can’t I say what [ want to around
here, like everybody else?

MAMA It don’t sound nice for a young girl to say things
like that—you wasn’t brought up that way. Me and your
father went to trouble to get you and Brother to church
every Sunday,

BENEATHA Mama, you don’t understand. It’s all a matter
of ideas, and God is just one idea [ don’t accept. It’s not
important. I am not going out and be immoral or commit
crimes because I don’t believe in God. I don’t even think
about it. It’s just that I get tired of Him getting credit
for all the things the human race achieves through its
own stubborn effort. There simply is no blasted God—
there is only man and it is be who makes miracles!

(MAMA absorbs this speech, studies her daughter and
rises slowly and crosses to BENEATHA and slaps ber
powerfully across the face. After, there is only silence
and the daughter drops her eyes from ber mother’s
face, and MAMA is very tall before ber)

MAMA Now—you say after me, in my mother’s house
there is still God. (There is a long pause and BENEATHA
stares at the floor wordlessly. MAMA repeats the phrase
with precision and cool emotion) In my mother’s house
there is still God.

BENEATHA In my mother’s house there is still God.
(A long pause)

MAMA (Walking away from BENEATHA, too disturbed for
triumphant posture. Stopping and turning back to her
daughter) There are some ideas we ain’t going to have
in this house. Not long as [ am at the head of this family.

END
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