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1.
EXT. SOMEWHERE IN OKLAHOMA, FIELDS – BEGINNING OF MAY – END OF JUNE

In the MIXTURE of QUICK and SLOW MOTION we watch the CORN struggling for its life (AERIAL, CLOSE, WIDE ON…):

1. The isolated RAINDROPS fall down on the gray scorched EARTH with an exaggerated thud-sound.

2. The PLOWS cross the fields

3. The green CORN SPROUTS spring covering the gray earth.

4. The CLOUDS in the sky dissipate and the SUN flares down on the growing corn until A LINE OF BROWN SPREADS along the edge of each green SPROUT.

5. The SURFACE OF THE EARTH crusts, a thin hard crust; THE SKY becomes pale; THE EARTH becomes white.

6. The LEAVES OF THE YOUNG CORN become less stiff and erect; they bend in a curve at first, and then, as the central ribs of strength grow weak, EACH LEAF tilts downward.

7. The SUN shines more fiercely, the AIR is thin and the SKY is pale-blue.

8. THE BROWN LINES ON THE CORN LEAVES widen and move in on the central ribs.

9. A CLOSED TOURING CAR moves along the road lifting the DUST into the air; after the CAR disappears from the view, the DUST settles slowly on the brownish CORN LEAVES.

10. The high heavy RAIN CLOUDS move up from the South.

11. The RAIN CLOUDS drop a little spattering on the SCORCHED EARTH and DUSTY CORN and hurry on to the North. In the dust there are drop craters, and there are clean splashes on the corn.

12.  The SKY is pale again and the SUN flares.

13. A gentle WIND blows softly clashing the DRYING CORN.

14. The WIND increases, steady, unbroken by gusts.

15. The DUST from the roads fluffs up and spreads out and falls into the fields.

16. The WIND grows strong and hard.

17. The SKY is darkened by the mixing DUST, and the WIND loosens even more dust, and carries it away.

18. The WIND grows stronger.

19. The RAIN CRAST breaks and the DUST lifts up out of the fields and drives gray plumes into the air like smoke.

20. The hardening WIND threshes the CORN producing A DRY, RUSHING SOUND; the WIND whisks under stones, carries up straws, old leaves and even little clods marking its course as it sails across the fields.

21. The AIR and the SKY darkens and through them the sun shines redly.

22. The WIND races faster over the land, digs among THE ROOTLETS OF THE CORN, and the CORN fights THE WIND with its weakened leaves until THE ROOTS are freed by the prying WIND and then EACH STALK settles wearily sideways toward the earth and points the direction of the WIND.

23. The black NIHGT comes. The DUST is mixed with the AIR.

24. In the middle of the NIGHT the WIND passes on and leaves the land quiet. The dust-filled AIR muffles sound completely.

25. In the morning the DUST hangs like fog, and the SUN is as red as ripe new blood.

26. The sky sifts down the DUST covering the EARTH and the dying CORN with an even dust blanket.

27. When the DUST settles, the CORN is already dead.

2.
EXT. SOMEWHERE IN OKLAHOMA, DIFFERENT PLACES: FIELDS AND FARMS - DAY 

A hardened HAND lifts a dry dusty corn leaf and crashes it between its fingers and a thumb with a CRISPY SOUND.

ANOTHER HAND does the same, and AHOTHER ONE and ONE MORE… Many hands inspect the dead corn.

A MIDDLE-AGED MAN draws himself up to his full height and observes his ruined field, bemused perplexity in his face.
THE OTHER MEN (young, middle-aged and old) do the same.

In the background, the MIDDLE-AGED MAN’S WIFE comes out of their house surrounded by THREE CHILDREN. Together they watch the MIDDLE-AGED MAN with a tension.

THE OTHER MEN’S WIVES and MOTHERS come out of their houses. Some of them are surrounded by the children, some nursing their babies, some are alone. But all of them watch their MEN with the same great tension. 
Finally, the faces of the watching MEN lose their bemused perplexity and become hard, angry and resistant. 
MEN

(with growing anger)

Grampa took up this land, and he had to kill the Injans and drive them away. And Pa was born here, and he killed weeds and snakes. An' we was born here. There in the door our children born here. It's our land! Even if it's no good, it's still ours. That's what makes it ours… being born on it, working it, dying on it.

The edges of the WIVES’ and MOTHERS’ lips bend up to show a little smile. There is hope in their eyes as they press their children closer to themselves.
WIVES

(without even opening their mouths, not addressing to anybody, not in the unison with each other, just a rhetorical question asked by many of them in different intonations)

What’ll we do?

MEN
(without opening their mouths, not answering a particular question, not in the unison with each other, just forming their feelings into simple words pronounced in different intonations)
I don’t know.
As they stand there, MEN (watching the dead fields) and their WOMEN and CHILDREN (watching their MEN), the CLOSED TOURING CAR approaches (the same car to each family) with a BANK REPRESENTATIVE in it. The BANK REPRESENTATIVE is a city man with a collar and tie. (As he is afraid of probable tenant men’s aggression, he tries to sound curt and gruff, avoiding showing his hatred against what he has to do. As a result, he sounds like a machine.)
SHOTS of THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE driving into dooryards and of the MEN leaving their fields and hurrying angrily to the CAR. In the open doors the WOMEN stand looking out, and behind them the CHILDREN, with wide eyes, one bare foot on top of the other bare foot, and the toes working. The WOMEN and the CHILDREN watch their MEN talking to THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE. They are silent.
THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE sits in his car and talks out of the window while the MEN stand besides the CAR, squat on their hams, find sticks with which to mark the dust, hit the CAR DOOR, gesticulate at THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE, etc.
(The following conversation between THE BANK REPRESENTTIVE and the MEN should be shown as a dialog
 (i.e. as it goes on, we may see shots of different MEN changing each other while THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE is always the same)).
MEN

(as they approach the CAR aggressively)

You!.. You, man!.. You’d better git away from my land!..

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
There’s no reason for you to be angry with me, Sir, and you know it.

MEN

There is NO reason for you to be on MY land, SIR!

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
I’d be glad not to be here at all but the Bank insists…

MEN
I told you I’ll never leave my land. My fathers…

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
You know your land's getting poorer. You know what cotton does to the land; robs it, sucks all the blood out of it.

MEN nod.

MEN

If we can only rotate the crops we may pump blood back into the land.

[As the arguing continues, fingers of THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE begin to tap the sill of the car window, and hard fingers of the MEN tighten on the restless drawing sticks. The WOMEN are in the doorways of the sun-beaten houses. A dog comes sniffing near THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE’S CAR and wets on a tire. Chickens lie in the sunny dust and fluff their feathers. In the little sties the pigs grunt.]
THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
Well, it’s too late. You know… the truth is… after what them dusters done to the land, the tenant system don't work no more. It don't even break even, much less show a profit. One man on a tractor can handle twelve or fourteen of these places. You just pay him a wage and take all the crop.

MEN

But they'll kill the land with cotton, Sir… your Bank.

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
They know. They've got to take cotton quick before the land dies. Then they'll sell the land. Lots of families in the East would like to own a piece of land.

MEN

But what'll happen to us? How'll we eat?

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
I know that… all that. It's not me, it's the bank. A bank isn't like a man. Or an owner with fifty thousand acres, he isn't like a man either. That's the monster.

MEN

Yes, but the bank is only made of men. Grampa killed Injans, Pa killed snakes for the land. Maybe we can kill banks – they're worse than Injans and snakes. Maybe we got to fight to keep our land, like Pa and Grampa did. We'll get our guns, like Grampa when the Injans came. What then?

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
They'll make you go. 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.

MEN

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

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE
Once over the line 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 anywhere and pick an orange. Why, there's always some kind of crop to work in. Why don't you go there?

THE BANK REPRESENTATIVE starts his CAR and rolls away.

The MEN squat down on their hams again to mark the dust with a stick. Their faces are dark. The WOMEN move cautiously out of the doorways toward their MEN. The CHILDREN are behind the WOMEN.

WOMEN

(without even opening their mouths, not addressing to anybody, just a rhetorical question again)

Where'll we go?

MEN

(without opening their mouths, not answering a particular question, just forming their feelings into simple words)

I don’t know.
As they stand there (each family in its dooryard) performing a silent scene a TRACTOR (a crawler) comes in sight moving right into each dooryard. It crawls over the ground, laying the track and rolling on it and picking it up. The thunder of the cylinders sounds as it comes. THE TRACTOR DRIVER does not look like a man - gloved, goggled, rubber dust mask over his nose and mouth, he is a part of the monster, a robot in the seat.

The TRACTOR stops near a house and THE TRACTOR DRIVER takes the goggles and the rubber dust mask off, leaving white circles around the eyes and a large white circle around nose and mouth. He opens his lunch: sandwiches and a piece of pie. He eats without relish. The TENANT MEN and WOMEN look at him curiously. The ragged, curious CHILDREN crowd close, watching THE TRACTOR DRIVER hungrily. They don’t watch him chewing; their eyes follow the hand that holds the sandwich.

The MEN step close to the TRACTOR watching the DRIVER’S face, recognizing him.

MEN

Why, you're Joe Davis's boy!

THE TRACTOR DRIVER

Sure.

MEN

Well, what you doing this kind of work for – against your own people?

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

Three dollars a day. I got damn sick of creeping for my dinner- and not getting it. I got a wife and kids. We got to eat. Three dollars a day, and it comes every day.

MEN

That's right… But for your three dollars a day fifteen or twenty families can't eat at all. Nearly a hundred people have to go out and wander on the roads for your three dollars a day. Is that right?

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

Can't think of that. Got to think of my own kids. Times are changing, mister, don't you know? Can't make a living on the land unless you've got two, five, ten thousand acres and a tractor. Crop land isn't for little guys like us any more. You don't kick up a howl because you can't make Fords, or because you're not the telephone company. Well, crops are like that now. Nothing to do about it. You try to get three dollars a day someplace. That's the only way. Get your three dollars a day, feed your kids. You got no call to worry about anybody's kids but your own. 
MEN

And where do we suppose to go?

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

Out of my way for I'm going through your dooryard after dinner. Got to keep the lines straight.

MEN

I 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 built it. You bump it down… I'll be in the window with a rifle. You even come too close and I'll pot you like a rabbit.

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

It's not me. There's nothing I can do. I'll lose my job if I don't do it. And look… suppose you kill 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.

MEN

Who gave you orders? He's the one to kill.

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

He got his orders from the bank.

MEN

Well, there's a president of the bank.

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

Fellow was telling me the bank gets orders from the East. 

MEN

But where does it stop? Who can we shoot?

THE TRACTOR DRIVER 

I don't know. Maybe there's nobody to shoot. Maybe the thing isn't men at all. Maybe the property's doing it.
The TRACTOR DRIVER starts the engine and starts off tracks falling and curving, harrows combing… The TRACTOR cuts across the dooryard. The iron guard hits the house-corner, crumbles the wall, and wrenches the little house from its foundation so that it falls sideways. 

The TRACTOR cuts a straight line on.

The yard is ruined. The tenant MEN stare after the TRACTOR, their rifles in their hands. Their wives are beside them, and the quiet children behind. All of them stare after the tractor heading to the horizon.

FADE TO BLACK
On the black screen a thin white pattern appears representing a rod but without any bunches of grapes on it. Then the words appear:

THE GRAPES OF WRATH
WORDS fade. Then another word appears:

EXODUS
3.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY – LATE AFTERNOON

The concrete highway is edged with dry grass; the grass heads are heavy with oat beards; sleeping life is waiting to be spread and dispersed. The sun is hot, and no wind stirs the sifted dust. A dirt country road crosses the HIGHWAY in this place. The country road is cut with furrows where dust had slid and settled back into the wheel tracks.
In the MIX of QUICK, SLOW and REGULAR MOTIONS we watch the LAND TURTLE (which parodies a TRACTOR) crawling along the HIGHWAY:
The LAND TURTLE crawls over the grass at the roadside: its hard legs and yellow-nailed feet thresh slowly through the grass. The barley beards slide off its shell, and the clover burrs fall on it and roll to the ground. It comes over the grass to the highway embankment leaving a beaten trail and crushed ants behind it. For a moment it stops, blinks and looks up and down. At last it starts to climb the embankment. Front feet reach forward but don’t touch. The hind feet kick its shell along, and it scrapes on the grass, and on the gravel. As the embankment grows steeper and steeper, the more frantic are the efforts of the LAND TURTLE. Little by little the shell slides up the embankment until at last a parapet cuts straight across its line of march. The hind legs push the shell against the wall. The head upraises and peers over the wall to the broad smooth plain of cement. Now the hinds strain and lift, and the shell comes slowly up and rests its front end on the wall. For a moment the LAND TURTLE rests. The back legs go to work and the shell tips to an angle. Higher and higher the hind legs boost the shell, until at last the center of balance is reached, the front legs scratch at the pavement, and it is up. Now the going is easy, and all the legs work, and the shell boosts long, waggling from side to side. A SEDAN swings to the right, off the highway, the wheels scream and a cloud of dust boils up. Two wheels lift for a moment and then settle. The car skids back onto the road, and goes on. The LAND TURTLE jerks into its shell, but after a moment it hurries on.

A HUGE RED TRANSPORT TRUCK (sticker on the windshield reads ‘NO RIDERS’) approaches, and as it comes near, it swerves to hit the LAND TURTLE. Its front wheel strikes the edge of the shell, flips the LAND TURTLE, spins it like a coin, and rolls it off the highway. 

With a metal gnash the TRANSPORT TRUCK stops.
There are two men in the cab of the TARNSPORT TRUCK:

1. THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER (a thin, short man in his late thirties) and
2. TOM JOAD (TOM is not over thirty. He is tall. His eyes are very dark brown. His cheek bones are high and wide, and strong deep lines cut down his cheeks, in curves beside his mouth. His hands are hard. TOM’S clothes are cheap and new: a gray cap with a visor, a suit of cheap gray hardcloth (trousers are too short for him), a blue chambray shirt, a coat (too big, so coat shoulder peaks hang down on his arms, and even then the sleeves are too short and the front of the coat flaps loosely over his stomach). He also wears a pair of new tan shoes of the kind called "army last").
TOM is a bit angry with THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER and the conversation they had before. THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER looks nervous as well.

As the TRANSPORT TRUCK stops, TOM takes a quick drink from the flask. He drags the last smoke from his raveling cigarette and then, with callused thumb and forefinger, crushes out the glowing end. 

THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER glances uneasily over.

TOM

You sure took a hell of a long time to get to it, buddy.

THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER

(not looking over)

Get to what? How do you mean?

TOM

You know what I mean. You give me a goin'-over when I first got in. I seen you.

TOM watches THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER’S pale face.

TOM

You know where I come from. Don't you?

THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER

Well… sure. That is… maybe. But it ain't none of my business. I mind my own yard. It ain't nothing to me… I don't stick my nose in nobody's business.

A GRASSHOPPER flips through the window and lights on top of the instrument panel. TOM reaches forward, crushes it with his fingers and lets it into the wind stream out the window.

TOM

You got me wrong, mister. I ain't keepin' quiet about it. Sure I been in McAlester. Been there four years. Sure these is the clothes they give me when I come out. I don't give a damn who knows it. An' I'm goin' to my old man's place so I don't have to lie to get a job.

THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER

Well… that ain't none of my business. I ain't a nosy guy.

TOM

The hell you ain't! That big old nose of yours been goin' over me like a sheep in a vegetable patch.

TOM gets off the TRANSPORT TRUCK and stands looking at the frightened TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER.

TOM

Sure, I know you're wettin' your pants to know what I done. You been a good guy. (rapping his finger on the sticker on the windshield) You give me a lift. I ain't a one to let such a good guy down. Homicide… which means I killed a guy. Thanks for the lift.

TOM slams the TRANSPORT TRUCK door with a grin, turns away and walks into the dirt country road.

THE TRANSPORT TRUCK DRIVER

(after a short staring TOM walking away)

Luck!

TOM waves his hand without looking around.

The TRANSPORT TRUCK rolls away.

Thoughtfully TOM takes the flask from his pocket and sips the whisky. At last he takes a few steps, and the dust spurts up in front of his new yellow shoes. He leans down, unties the laces and slips off his shoes. Then he takes off his coat, wraps his shoes in it, slips the bundle under his arm and moves up the road.

CLOSE ON: The LAND TURTLE lying on its back tight in its shell. (QUICK and REGULAR MOTION) Finally its legs wave in the air, reaching for something to pull it over. One head of wild oats is clamped into the shell by a front leg. Its front foot catches a piece of quartz and little by little the shell pulls over and flops upright. The wild oat head falls out and three seeds stuck in the ground. As the LAND TURTLE crawls on down the embankment, its shell drags dirt over the seeds. The LAND TURTLE enters the dirt country road and jerks itself along, following the chain of TOM’S footprints and leaving a straight line in the road dust.
4.
EXP. THE DIRT COUNTRY ROAD – ABOUT AN HOUR LATER
WIDE ON: The road (the right of way is fenced) goes through the endless fields of dead corn. A lonely figure (TOM) walks along the road.

Ahead of TOM, beside the road, a scrawny, dusty willow tree casts a speckled shade. 

TOM is sweating now. His blue shirt darkened down his back and under his arms. He heads toward the shade of the distant willow tree. He speeds his pace against the sun, and he starts down the declivity. As he approaches the tree, he slows cautiously, for the shady place is taken. 

JIM CASY sits on the ground, leaning against the trunk of the tree. He has a long bony head and a muscular neck. His cheeks are brown and hairless. The nose is beaked. His stiff gray hair is mussed back from his brow. For clothes he wears overalls and a blue shirt. A denim coat with brass buttons and a spotted brown hat lie on the ground beside him. Canvas sneakers, gray with dust, lie near.

CASY’S legs are crossed. He doesn’t hear TOM approaching, for he sings loudly.

CASY

Yes, sir, that's my Saviour,

Je-sus is my Saviour,

Je-sus is my Saviour now.

On the level

'S not the devil,

Jesus is my Saviour now.

TOM moves into the shade and CASY stops his song and turns his head. They look long at each other. Then TOM takes his cap off and mops his wet face with it. CASY uncrosses his legs.
TOM

Hi. It's hotter'n hell on the road.

CASY

(staring questioningly)

Now ain't you young Tom Joad… ol' Tom's boy?

TOM

Yeah. All the way. Goin' home now.

CASY

(smiling)

You wouldn't remember me, I guess. Oh, no, you wouldn't remember. You was always too busy pullin' little girls' pigtails when I give you the Holy Sperit.

TOM looks at CASY, then laughs.

TOM

Why, you're the preacher. You're the preacher. 

CASY

(sighing)

I was a preacher. Reverend Jim Casy was a Burning Busher. Used to howl out the name of Jesus to glory. And used to get an irrigation ditch so squirmin' full of repented sinners half of 'em like to drowned. But not no more. Jus Jim Casy now. Ain't got the call no more. 
TOM

Sure I remember you. You use ta give a good meetin'. Granma says you was just lousy with the spirit. (he digs at his rolled coat and brings out his flask) Have a little snort?

CASY takes the bottle.

CASY

I ain't preachin' no more much. The sperit ain't in the people much no more; and worse'n that, the sperit ain't in me no more. 'Course now an' again the sperit gets movin' an' I rip out a meetin', or when folks sets out food I give 'em a grace, but my heart ain't in it. I on'y do it 'cause they expect it. (he takes three big swallows from the flask) Nice drinkin' liquor.

TOM

Ought to be. That's fact'ry liquor. Cost a buck. (he takes the flask from CASY, drinks and squats on his hams) I ain't seen you in a long time.

CASY

Nobody's seen me… I went off alone, an' I sat and figured. The sperit's strong in me, on'y it ain't the same. I ain't so sure of a lot of things. Tell you what… I used ta get the people talkin' in tongues and glory-shoutin' till they just fell down an' passed out. An' some I'd baptize to bring 'em to. An' then… you know what I'd do? I'd take one of them girls out in the grass, an' I'd lay with her. Done it ever' time. Then I'd feel bad, an' I'd pray an' pray, but it didn't do no good. Come the next time and I'd do it again. I figgered there just wasn't no hope for me, an' I was a damned ol' hypocrite. But I didn't mean to be. An' there's me... There's me with all them people's souls in my han'… responsible an' feelin' my responsibility… an' ever time, I lay with one of them girls.

TOM

I never let nothin' go by when I could catch it…
CASY

But you wasn't a preacher! A girl was just a girl to you. They wasn't nothin' to you! But to me they was holy vessels. I was savin' their souls…
TOM

You should a got a wife.
CASY

(CONT’D; with pain and confusion, witjout looking at TOM)

I says, 'What's this call, this sperit?' An' I says, 'It's love. I love people so much I'm fit to bust, sometimes.' An' I says, 'Don't you love Jesus?' Well, I thought an' thought, an' finally I says, 'No, I don't know nobody name' Jesus. I know a bunch of stories, but I only love people. An' sometimes I love 'em fit to bust, an' I want to make 'em happy, so I been preachin' somepin I thought would make 'em happy.' An' then… I been talkin' a lot… Anyways, I'll tell you one more thing I thought out; an' from a preacher it's the most unreligious thing, and I can't be a preacher no more because I thought it an' I believe it.

TOM

What's that?

CASY

(shyly)

I figgered about the Holy Sperit and the Jesus road. I figgered, 'Why do we got to hang it on God or Jesus? Maybe,' I figgered, 'maybe it's all men an' all women we love; maybe that's the Holy Sperit… the human sperit… Maybe all men got one big soul ever'body's a part of.' Now I sat there thinkin' it, an' all of a suddent – I knew it. I knew it so deep down that it was true, and I still know it.

TOM
(dropping eyes to the ground)

Yeah… You can't hold no church with idears like that.
CASY
(regarding TOM broodingly)

It's a funny thing… I was thinkin' about ol' Tom Joad when you come along. Thinkin' I'd call in on him. I used to think he was a godless man. How is Tom?

TOM

I don't know how he is. I ain't been home in four years.

CASY

Been out travelin' around?

TOM

Didn't you hear about me? I was in all the papers.

CASY

No… I never. What?

TOM drains the last of the flask and flings it away.

TOM

I been in McAlester them four years.

CASY

Ain't wantin' to talk about it, huh? I won't ask you no questions, if you done something bad…

TOM

I'd do what I done… again. I killed a guy in a fight. We was drunk at a dance. He got a knife in me, an' I killed him with a shovel. Knocked his head plumb to squash. I got seven years, account of he had a knife in me. Got out in four – parole. (he looks around: at the sky, at the lowering sun, at a flight of swallows swoops overhead) Guess I'll mosey along.
CASY

(pulling himself together)

I ain't seen ol' Tom in a bug's age. I was gonna look in on him anyways.

TOM

Come along. Pa'll be glad to see you. He always said you got too long a pecker for a preacher.

BOTH laugh.

5. 
EXT. THE DIRT COUNTRY ROAD – LATER

WIDE ON: the read corn fields. The dust road drops down a little hill and climbs up another rolling hill.

TOM

…Ever' year I can remember, we had a good crop comin' an' it never come. Grampa says she was good the first five plowin's, while the wild grass was still in her.

CASY

Ol' Tom's house can't be more'n a mile from here. Ain't she over that third rise?

TOM

Sure.

They plod dustily on down to the bottom of the draw, and then slow their steps for the rise. CASY wipes his forehead with his sleeve.

CASY

Ol’ Tom was a great one. For a godless man he was a great one.
They top the next rise and the road drops into an old water-cut. A few stones were in the crossing. They plod up the little rise on the other side of the water-cut. The strung wire on crooked poles edges the road. 

TOM

(pointing to the boundary fence)

That there's our line. We didn't really need no fence there, but we had the wire, an' Pa kinda liked her there. Said it give him a feelin' that forty was forty. Wouldn't of had the fence if Uncle John didn't come drivin' in one night with six spools of wire in his wagon. He give 'em to Pa for a shoat. We never did know where he got that wire…
6.
EXT. THE DIRT COUNTRY ROAD – LATER

TOM

…Well, sir, Pa wasn't no fool. He jus' let Uncle John go on an' eat himself sick of pig, an' when he drove off he hadn't et much more'n half. Pa says, 'Whyn't you salt her down?' But not Uncle John; when he wants pig he wants a whole pig, an' when he's through, he don't want no pig hangin' around. So off he goes, and Pa salts down what's left.

CASY

While I was still in the preachin' sperit I'd a made a lesson of that an' spoke it to you, but I don't do that no more. What you s'pose he done a thing like that for?

TOM

I dunno. He jus' got hungry for pork. Makes me hungry jus' to think of it. I had jus' four slices of roastin' pork in four years – one slice ever' Christmus.
CASY

Maybe Tom'll kill the fatted calf like for the prodigal in Scripture.

TOM

(laughing)

You don't know Pa. If he kills a chicken most of the squawkin' will come from Pa, not the chicken.

They move over the curving top of the hill and see THE JOAD PLACE below them. TOM stops, strange mixture of feelings in his eyes.

TOM

Looka that house. Somepin's happened. They ain't nobody there.

TOM and CASY stand and stare at the little cluster of buildings down the hill.
7.
EXT. THE JOAD'S PLACE – AT SUNSET

WIDE ON: The small unpainted house is mashed at one corner, and it is pushed off its foundations so that it is slumped at an angle. The fences are gone and the cotton grows in the dooryard and up against the house; the cotton is about the shed barn. The outhouse lies on its side, and the cotton grows close against it. The dooryard is cultivated: the dark green, dusty cotton grows everywhere…

TOM stares for a long time at the sight. At last he moves quickly down the hill, and CASY follows him.

THEY search the JOAD’S PLACE. They look into the deserted barn shed. As they look in, there is a skittering on the floor and a family of mice fades in under the straw. TOM pauses at the entrance to the tool-shed leanto, and no tools are there… a broken plow point, a mess of hay wire in the corner, an iron wheel from a hayrake and a rat-gnawed mule collar, a flat gallon oil can crusted with dirt and oil, and a pair of torn overalls hanging on a nail.

TOM

There ain't nothin' left. We had pretty nice tools. There ain't nothin' left.

CASY

If I was still a preacher I'd say the arm of the Lord had struck. 

THEY walk through cotton plants toward the concrete well-cap. 

TOM

We never planted here. We always kept this clear… Maybe they're all dead…

8.
EXT. BEFORE THE JOAD’S HOUSE – SOME MINUTES LATER
THEY look at the sagging house.  Two of the supports of the porch roof are pushed out so that the roof flopped down on one end. And the house-corner is crushed in. Through a maze of splintered wood the room at the corner is visible. The front door hangs open inward, and a low strong gate across the front door hangs outward on leather hinges.

TOM stops at the step (a twelve-by-twelve timber).

TOM

Doorstep's here… But they're gone… or Ma's dead.

TOM points to the low gate across the front door.

TOM

(CONT’D)

If Ma was anywheres about, that gate'd be shut an' hooked. That's one thing she always done – seen that gate was shut… they're gone… or dead.

9.
INT. INSIDE THE JOAD’S HOUSE – SOME MINUTES LATER

TOM looks into the kitchen. Silent CASY is behind him. The windows are broken out, and throwing rocks lie on the floor, and the floor and walls sag steeply away from the door, and the sifted dust is on the boards. The kitchen is empty of furniture, the round stovepipe hole in the wall shows light. On the sink shelf lie an old beer opener and a broken fork. Old newspapers are on the floor, their pages yellow and curling.

TOM slips cautiously into the room, and the floor groans under his weight. He picks up a throwing rock and weighs it in his hand.

TOM

Kids. They'll go twenty miles to bust a window. I done it myself. They know when a house is empty, they know. That's the fust thing kids do when folks move out.

TOM looks into the bedroom - no bed, no chairs, nothing. A colorful picture on the wall. In one corner a woman's high button shoe, curled up at the toe and broken over the instep.
TOM
(picking up the shoe)
This was Ma's. It's all wore out now. Ma liked them shoes. Had 'em for years. No, they've went… an' took ever'thing.

The lowering sun comes through the angled end windows now, flashing on the edges of the broken glass.

10.
INT. ON THE PORCH OF THE JOAD’S HOUSE – SHORT TIME LATER

The evening light is on the fields, the shadows are long.
TOM and CASY sit side by side on the porch, staring off into the distance. TOM’S rolled coat lies beside him. TOM rolls a cigarette, lights it, inhales deeply and blows the smoke out through his nose.
CASY

Right over there the ditch was, where I done the baptizin'. You wasn't mean, but you was tough. Hung onto that little girl's pigtail like a bulldog. We baptize' you both in the name of the Holy Ghos', and still you hung on. Ol' Tom says, 'Hol' 'im under water.' So I shove your head down till you start to bubblin' before you'd let go a that pigtail. Sometimes a tough kid grows up with a big jolt of the sperit in him.

CASY smiles at TOM, but TOM is too deep in his thoughts to mention it.

TOM

Somepin's wrong… I can't put my finger on her. I got an itch that somepin's wronger'n hell. Just this house pushed aroun' an' my folks gone.

A lean gray CAT comes sneaking out of the barn and creeps through the cotton plants to the end of the porch. 

TOM

By God! Look who's here. Somebody stayed.

The CAT leaps silently up to the porch and creep low-belly toward the men. It comes to a place between and behind the two, and then it sits down, and its tail stretches out straight and flat to the floor.
TOM puts out his hand, but the CAT leaps away out of reach and sits down and licks the pads of its lifted paw. TOM looks at it, his face puzzled.

TOM

I know what's the matter. That cat jus' made me figger what's wrong.

CASY

Seems to me there's lots wrong.

TOM

No, it's more'n jus' this place. Whyn't that cat jus' move in with some neighbors – with the Rances. How come nobody ripped some lumber off this house? Ain't been nobody here for three-four months, an' nobody's stole no lumber. Nice planks on the barn shed, plenty good planks on the house, winda frames – an' nobody's took 'em. That ain't right. That's what was botherin' me, an' I couldn't catch hold of her.

CASY reaches down and slips off his sneakers and wriggles his long toes on the step.

CASY

Well, what's that figger out for you?

TOM

I don' know. Seems like maybe there ain't any neighbors. If there was, would all them nice planks be here? Why, Jesus Christ! Albert Rance took his family, kids an' dogs an' all, into Oklahoma City one Christmus. Well, folks aroun' here thought Albert moved away without sayin' nothin'… When Albert come back a week later there wasn't a thing lef' in his house. He come drivin' home just as Muley Graves was going away with the doors an' the well pump. Took Albert two weeks drivin' aroun' the neighbors' 'fore he got his stuff back.

CASY

(scratching his toes luxuriously)

Didn't nobody give him an argument? All of 'em jus' give the stuff up?

TOM

Sure. They wasn't stealin' it. They thought he lef' it, an' they jus' took it.
11.
INT. INSIDE THE JOAD’S HOUSE – AT NIGHT
TOM and CASY sleep on the floor. TOM is covered with his coat, CASY with his denim coat.

A SOUND of an approaching CAR comes from outside. 

TOM wakes up, looks at sleeping CASY and crawls to the window. 

Over the hill, there is A BEAM of light. It gets closer,  bouncing into the sky and then disappearing, and then bouncing up again. At last, the car stopped in the road, quite opposite TOM’S viewing window.

TOM can hardly see any movements for he is blinded with the car headlight but he hears a car door slam and distant muted voices.

CASY wakes up.

CASY

What’s?..

TOM (sitting his back against the wall and not looking outside) gesticulates at him to keep silent and to hide on the floor. 

SPEAKER 1 (CONT’D, V.O.)

…Took them three trips with the Joad’s brother’s wagon. Took the stove an' the pump an' the beds. You should a seen them beds go out with all them kids an' the ol’ man with his wife settin' up against the headboard, an' their older son settin' there smokin' a cigarette, an' spittin' la-de-da over the side of the wagon.

SPEAKER 2 (V.O.)

So, they all lef’? No hidin’ here?

SPEAKER 1 (V.O.)

What I'm tellin' you! All at John's.

SPEAKER 2 (V.O.)

An' John ain't gone yet?

SPEAKER 1 (V.O.)

No… Las' I heard was four days ago when I seen their son Noah out shootin' jackrabbits, an' he says they're aimin' to go in about two weeks. (The tinkling sound is heard as he urinates somewhere under the window.) John got his notice he got to get off. They all piled in John's house like gophers in a winter burrow…

SUDDENLY, a RIFLE thunders and WINDOW SPLINTERS rain on the floor and a BULLET stings the air just over CASY’S head. TOM and CASY exchange frightened glances.

SPEAKER 1 (V.O.)
What the hell?..

SPEAKER 2 (V.O.)
Jus’ checkin’. No one you said, no one I hear’.

SPEAKER 2 laughs as they both pace back to the car. The car doors slam, the headlights swing around and face the road again. The car tops the rise and disappears.

CASY

Who are they? Deputies?

TOM

I don’t know but I never thought I'd be hidin' out on my old man's place.

CASY

What now?

Silence falls as they sit there on the floor looking at the broken room and at each other.

TOM

At daybreak we'll start for Uncle John's…

12.
EXT. THE ROAD – AT DAWN

The sky is gray at the eastern horizon.

TOM and CASY walk quickly along the road that is only wheel tracks and beaten caterpillar tracks through a cotton field. 

TOM

…He on'y got one room an' a cookin' leanto, an' a little bit of a barn. Must be a mob there now. Damn' if I know how they're all sleepin' there.

CASY

I don't recollect that John had a fambly. Just a lone man, ain't he? I don't recollect much about him.

TOM

Lonest goddamn man in the world. Might see 'im anywheres – at Shawnee, drunk, or visitin' a widow twenty miles away, or workin' his place with a lantern. Crazy. Ever'body thought he wouldn't live long. A lone man like that don't live long. But Uncle John's older'n Pa. Jus' gets stringier an' meaner ever' year. Meaner'n Grampa.

CASY

Didn' John never have no fambly?

TOM

Uncle John… he had a young wife. Married four months. One night she gets a pain in her stomick, an' she says, 'You better go for a doctor.' Well, John, he's settin' there, an' he says, 'You just got stomickache. You et too much. Take a dose a pain killer. You crowd up ya stomick an ya' get a stomickache,' he says. Nex' noon she dies at about four in the afternoon. Uncle John takes it hard. Takes it for a sin. For a long time he won't have nothin' to say to nobody. Just walks aroun' like he don't see nothin' an' he prays some. Give away about ever'thing he got, an' still he ain't very happy. Gets walkin' around alone at night sometimes. He's a good farmer, though. Keeps his lan' nice.

A redness grows up out of the eastern horizon, and on the ground birds begin to chirp.

TOM stops, looking ahead. A hulk of the tank stands above a rise.

TOM
Look! That's Uncle John's tank. Can't see the win'mill, but there's his tank. (he pauses) I wonder if all the folks are there. I wonder if Ma…
13.
EXT. THE UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE – SOME MINUTES LATER

THE UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE: the house (a square little box, unpainted and bare, smoke is rising from the tin chimney) and the barn (low-roofed and huddled). There is a chaos in the yard: piled furniture, the blades and motor of the windmill, bedsteads, chairs, tables… A strange-looking TRUCK  stands in the yard: the front of it is a sedan, the top is cut off in the middle and the truck bed is fitted on. It is a Hudson Super-Six sedan.

PA (Old Tom Joad) stands in the truck bed. He nails on the top rails of the truck sides. His grizzled, bearded face is low over his work, and a bunch of six-penny nails sticks out of his mouth. 

PA (55) wears a black, dirty slouch hat and a blue work shirt over which is a buttonless vest; his jeans are held up by a wide harness-leather belt with a big square brass buckle; his shoes are cracked. The sleeves of his shirt are tight on his forearms. Stomach and hips are lean; legs, short, heavy, and strong. His face is squared by a bristling pepper and salt beard. His eyes are brown and he always thrusts his head forward when he looks at a thing, for his eyes are failing.

Two rangy shepherd dogs trot up pleasantly, catch the scent of approaching strangers (TOM and CASY) and back cautiously away, watchful, their tails moving slowly and tentatively in the air. One of them, stretching his neck, edges forward, ready to run, and little by little he approaches TOM and sniffs loudly at him.

TOM smiles at the dog and pats it on its head. Then he sidles up to the truck bed and leans against it. PA looks at him and does not see him. PA sets another nail and drove it in.
TOM

(softly)

Pa.

PA

(mumbling around his mouthful of nails)

What do you want?

PA, his hammer suspended in the air, ready to drive a set nail, looks over the truck side at TOM. Then his face changes. The hammer drops slowly to his side; his left hand takes the nails from his mouth.

PA

(wonderingly)

It's Tommy… It's Tommy come home. (a look of fear in his eyes, voice softens) Tommy, you ain't busted out? You ain't got to hide?

TOM

Naw. I'm paroled. I'm free. I got my papers.

PA drops to the ground, but once beside his son he seems embarrassed and strange.

PA

Tommy, we are goin' to California. But we was gonna write you a letter an' tell you. (incredulously) But you're back. You can go with us. You can go!

TOM

You remember the preacher, Pa? He come along with me.

PA

He been in prison too?

TOM

No, I met 'im on the road. He been away.

The SOUND of a slammed lid of a coffee pot comes from the house. PA’S eyes shine with excitement.

PA

Le's surprise 'em.
14.
INT. INSIDE THE UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE, KITCHEN – A COUPLE OF MINUTES LATER

MA works by the stove, cooking family breakfast.

MA (51) is a heavy (but not fat) woman thick with child-bearing and work. She wears a loose gray Mother Hubbard, coming down to her ankles. Her strong, broad, bare feet move quickly over the floor. Her thin, steel-gray hair is gathered in a sparse wispy knot at the back of her head. Strong, freckled arms are bare to the elbow, and her hands are delicate, cool and quiet. Her full face is not soft; it is controlled, kindly. Her hazel eyes seem to have experienced all possible tragedy. She seems to be the citadel of the family. Her voice is always cool, calm, friendly and humble.

PA steps inside. Tom looks in at MA. 

PA

Ma, there's a coupla fellas jus' come along the road, an' they wonder if we could spare a bite.

MA lifts the curling slices of pork from the frying pan. The oven door is open, and a great pan of high brown biscuits stands waiting there. MA looks out the door, but the sun is behind TOM, so she sees only a dark figure outlined by the bright yellow sunlight. 

MA

Let 'em come. We got a'plenty. The bread is done. I'm jus' takin' up the side-meat now. (she nods pleasantly at a dark figure) Come in. Jus' lucky I made plenty bread this morning.

TOM stands looking at MA. PA stands near by, shaking with excitement.

PA

Come in. Come right in, mister.

TOM steps over the doorsill a little shamefacedly. MA looks up pleasantly from the frying pan. And then her hand sinks slowly to her side and the fork clatters to the floor. Her eyes open wide. She breathes heavily through her open mouth and closes her eyes.

MA

Thank God. Oh, thank God! (with worry) Tommy, you ain't wanted? You didn't bust loose?

TOM

No, Ma. Parole.

MA moves toward him soundlessly. Her hand feels his arm. Her fingers go up to his cheek as if of a blind person. Her breath comes out explosively.

MA

We come mighty near to goin' without ya. An' we was wonderin' how in the worl' you could ever find us.

MA picks up the fork and combs the boiling grease and brings out a dark curl of crisp pork. As she sets the pot of tumbling coffee on the back of the stove, PA slips away.

MA

(shyly, not looking at TOM)

Tommy…

TOM

(shyly, as well)

Yeah?

MA

Tommy, I got to ask you… you ain't mad?

TOM

Mad, Ma?

MA

You ain't poisoned mad? You don't hate nobody? They didn' do nothin' in that jail to rot you out with crazy mad?

TOM

(looking sidewise at her)

No… I was for a little while. But I ain't proud like some fellas. I let stuff run off'n me. What's a matter, Ma?

MA looks at TOM, confusion in her eyes and voice.

MA

I knowed Purty Boy Floyd. I knowed his ma. They was good folks. He was full of hell, sure, like a good boy oughta be… I don' know all like this… but I know it. He done a little bad thing an' they hurt 'im, caught 'im an' hurt him so he was mad, an' the nex' bad thing he done was mad, an' they hurt 'im again. An' purty soon he was mean-mad. He wasn't no boy or no man no more, he was jus' a walkin' chunk a mean-mad. But the folks that knowed him didn't hurt 'im. He wasn' mad at them. Finally they run him down an' killed 'im. No matter how they say it in the paper how he was bad – that's how it was. (she pauses looking in TOM’S eyes) I got to know, Tommy. Did they hurt you so much? Did they make you mad like that?

TOM
(looking at his hands)
No. I ain't like that. All the time in stir I kep' away from stuff like that. I ain' so mad.

MA

Thank God!

TOM

Ma, when I seen what they done to our house…

MA comes near to TOM and stands close.

MA

(with passion)

Tommy, don't you go fightin' 'em alone. They'll hunt you down like a coyote…
From outside the yard comes a bleating SOUND of GRANMA’S voice.

GRANMA (V.O.)

Pu-raise Gawd fur vittory! Pu-raise Gawd fur vittory!

TOM

(grinning)

Granma finally heard I'm home… Ma… you never was like this before.

MA’S face hardens, her eyes are cold. She moves back to the stove and dumps the big pan of bulbous biscuits on two tin plates.

MA

I never had my house pushed over. I never had my fambly stuck out on the road. I never had to sell… ever'thing… Here they come now.

MA shakes flour into the deep grease to make gravy. For a moment TOM watches her, then he goes to the door.
As TOM looks at the yard through the doorway he sees four people crossing the yard towards the house: GRAMPA, GRANMA, NOAH and PA. 

GRAMPA (84) is a lean, ragged, quick old man, jumping as he walks because of his right leg dislocated joint. He wears dark ragged pants and a torn blue shirt, open all the way down, and showing long gray underwear, also unbuttoned. His face is lean with childish little bright eyes. A laughing face. He always argues and tells dirty things. He is vicious and cruel and impatient, like a frantic child.

GRANMA (82) is as mean and bad-tempered as GRAMPA. She wears a Mother Hubbard the same fashion as MA’S. GRANMA and GRAMPA always fight over everything, arguing and quarrelling.

NOAH (32) is the Joads’ first-born. He’s tall but strange; a wondering look is always on his face, calm and puzzled. He is never angry. He has some kind of a Down’s syndrome. He moves slowly, speaks seldom and very slowly and he always seems to be deep in his own thoughts. NOAH has a broad face and eyes too far apart.

GRAMPA is ahead. He buttons his fly, but his old hands have trouble finding the buttons, for the top button is alredy buttoned into the second buttonhole. Behind him hobbles GRANMA. As she walks she hikes her Mother Hubbard up to her knees and bleats her shrill cry: "Pu-raise Gawd fur vittory." Behind them, moving slowly and evenly, but keeping up, come PA and NOAH.

GRAMPA

Where is he? Goddamn it, where is he? (he sees TOM standing in the door, stops and then stops the others; his little eyes glitter with malice) Lookut him! A jailbird. Ain't been no Joads in jail for a hell of a time. Got no right to put 'im in jail. He done just what I'd do. Sons-a-bitches got no right.

GRANMA

Pu-raise Gawd fur vittory.

GRAMPA walkes up and slaps TOM on the chest, and his eyes grin with affection and pride.

GRAMPA

How are ya, Tommy?

TOM

O.K. How ya keepin' yaself?

GRAMPA

Full a piss an' vinegar. Jus' like I said, they ain't a gonna keep no Joad in jail. I says, 'Tommy'll come a-bustin' outa that jail like a bull through a corral fence.' An' you done it. Get outa my way, I'm hungry.

GRAMPA crowds past, sits down and loads his mouth with food.

NOAH faces TOM. His face doesn’t show any expression.

TOM

How ya, Noah?

NOAH

Fine. How a' you?

MA

(waving the flies away from the bowl of gravy)

We ain't got room to set down. Jus' get yaself a plate an' set down wherever ya can.

TOM

Hey! Where's the preacher? He was right here. Where'd he go?

PA

I seen him, but he's gone.

GRANMA

Preacher? You got a preacher? Go git him. We'll have a grace. (pointing at GRAMPA) Too late for him… he's et. Go git the preacher.

TOM steps out on the porch.

TOM

Hey, Jim! Jim Casy!

CASY emerges from under the tank and moves toward the house.

TOM

What was you doin', hidin'?

CASY

Well, no. But a fella shouldn't butt his head in where a fambly got fambly stuff. I was jus' settin' a-thinkin'.

TOM

Come on in an' eat. Granma wants a grace.

CASY

But I ain't a preacher no more.

TOM

Aw, come on. Give her a grace. Don't do you no harm, an' she likes 'em.

They walk into the kitchen.

MA

You're welcome.

PA

You're welcome. Have some breakfast.

GRANMA
Grace fust. Grace fust!

GRAMPA

(recognizing CASY)

Oh, that preacher. Oh, he's hell, right…

GRANMA
Shut up, you sinful ol' goat!

CASY runs his fingers through his hair nervously.

CASY

I got to tell you, I ain't a preacher no more. If me jus' bein' glad to be here an' bein' thankful for people that's kind and generous, if that's enough… 

GRANMA

Say her!
CASY bows his head, and the others bow their heads. MA folds her hands over her stomach and bows her head. GRANMA bows so low that her nose is nearly in her plate of biscuit and gravy. TOM, leaning against the wall, a plate in his hand, bows stiffly, and GRAMPA bows his head sidewise. On CASY’S face there is a look not of prayer, but of thought; and in his tone not supplication, but conjecture.

CASY

I been thinkin'. I been in the hills, thinkin', almost you might say like Jesus went into the wilderness. [GRANMA: Pu-raise Gawd!] I ain't sayin' I'm like Jesus. But I got tired, an' I got mixed up, an' I went into the wilderness. I'd lay on my back an' look up at the stars, set an' watch the sun come up, look out from a hill at the rollin' dry country. Sometimes I'd pray like I always done. On'y I couldn' figure what I was prayin' to or for. There was the hills, an' there was me, an' we wasn't separate no more. We was one thing. An' that one thing was holy. [GRANMA (rocking back and forth): Hallelujah!] An' I got thinkin', on'y it wasn't thinkin, it was deeper down than thinkin'. I got thinkin' how we was holy when we was one thing, an' mankin' was holy when it was one thing. An' it on'y got unholy when one mis'able little fella got the bit in his teeth an' run off his own way, kickin' an' draggin' an' fightin'. Fella like that bust the holiness. But when they're all workin' together, not one fella for another fella, but one fella kind of harnessed to the whole shebang that's right, that's holy. An' then I got thinkin' I don't even know what I mean by holy. [CASY pauses, but the bowed heads stay down, waiting for the "amen" signal] I can't say no grace like I use' ta say. I'm glad of the holiness of breakfast. I'm glad there's love here. That's all. [The heads stay down. The preacher looks around] I've got your breakfast cold… Amen.

GRANMA

A-men!

And they all fall to their breakfast. GRANMA and GRAMPA eat messily. 

TOM

Where's Uncle John? Where's Rosasharn? Where's Ruthie an' Winfield? Nobody said nothin' about them yet.

PA

Nobody asked. John gone to Sallisaw with a load a stuff to sell: pump, tools, chickens, an' all the stuff we brung over. Took Ruthie an' Winfield with 'im. Went 'fore daylight. An' Rosasharn, she's nestin' with Connie's folks.

MA

You don't even know Rosasharn's married to Connie Rivers. You 'member Connie. Nice young fella. An' Rosasharn's due 'bout three-four-five months now. Swellin' up right now.

PA

Yeah. Looks fine.
TOM

Jesus! Rosasharn was just a little kid. An' now she's gonna have a baby. So damn much happens in four years if you're away. When ya think to start out west, Pa?

PA

Well, we got to take this stuff in an' sell it. If Al gets back from his squirtin' aroun', I figgered he could load the truck an' take all of it in, an' maybe we could start out tomorra or day after. We ain't got so much money, an' a fella says it's damn near two thousan' miles to California. Money's a-dribblin' out all the time. We sol' all the stuff at our place, an' the whole bunch of us chopped cotton, even Grampa.

GRAMPA

Sure did.

PA

We put ever'thing together – two hunderd dollars. We give seventy-five for this here truck, an' me an' Al cut her in two an' built on this here back… We'll have maybe a hunderd an' fifty when we start. Damn ol' tires on this truck ain't gonna go far. Got a couple of wore out spares. Pick stuff up along the road, I guess.

GRAMPA

Jus' let me get out to California where I can pick me an orange when I want it. Or grapes. There's a thing I ain't never had enough of. Gonna get me a whole big bunch of grapes off a bush, or whatever, an' I'm gonna squash 'em on my face an' let 'em run offen my chin.
15.
EXT. THE YARD OF THE UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE – AT MIDDAY

The sun is hot. The few chickens hide in the tool shed from the sun. In the sty the pigs lie panting. The two dogs stretch in the red dust under the truck, panting, their dripping tongues covered with dust. 
PA, TOM, CASY and NOAH load the truck with all movable things that might be sold (implements, heavy tools, beds and mattresses).

TOM

I can drive her, if that's what you want. I drove truck at McAlester.

PA

(staring down the road)

Good. If I ain't mistaken, there's a young smart aleck draggin' his tail home right now. Looks purty wore out, too.

AL walks along the road and to the yard. 

AL is about 20. He is young, lean, tall and handsome. He wears stiff jeans, with the bottoms turned up eight inches to show the heeled boots, a three-inch belt with copper figures on it, the red arm bands on his blue shirt and a Stetson hat.

Seeing that he is noticed, AL throws back his shoulders and comes into the yard with a swaying strut. Cockily, he walks close before the group of men and now he recognizes TOM. His boasting face changes; admiration and veneration appear in his eyes; his swagger falls away. His movements become humble. 

TOM

Hello. Jesus, you're growin' like a bean! I wouldn't of knowed you.

AL grins self-consciously. TOM sticks out his hand and AL shakes it. Both smile.
PA

Been smart-alecking aroun' the country. You look wore out. Well, you got to take a load of stuff into Sallisaw to sell.

AL

(to TOM, as casually as possible)

Care to ride in?

TOM

No, I can't. I'll help aroun' here. We'll be together on the road.

AL

Did… did you bust out? Of jail?

TOM

No. I got paroled.

AL

(with a little disappointment in his voice)

Oh.
16.
INT. THE PORCH OF THE UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE – LATE AFTERNOON

Through the doorway we can see MA washing clothes in a bucket. TOM crosses the yard to sit on the doorstep. When he sits down, MA stops her rubbing. She looks at him and then she goes back to her rubbing.

MA

Tom, I hope things is all right in California.

TOM turns and looks at her.

TOM

What makes you think they ain't?

MA

Well… nothing. Seems too nice, kinda. I seen the han'bills fellas pass out, an' how much work they is, an' high wages an' all; an' I seen in the paper how they want folks to come an' pick grapes an' oranges an' peaches. That'd be nice work, Tom, pickin' peaches. It'd be nice under the trees, workin' in the shade… I'm scared of stuff so nice. I ain't got faith. I'm scared somepin ain't so nice about it.

TOM

Don't roust your faith bird-high an' you won't do no crawlin' with the worms.

MA

They say it's two thousan' miles where we're goin'. How long ya s'pose it'll take to go that far, Tommy?

TOM
I dunno. Two weeks, maybe ten days if we got luck. Look, Ma, stop your worryin'. I'm a-gonna tell you somepin about bein' in the pen. You can't go thinkin' when you're gonna be out. You'd go nuts. You got to think about that day, an' then the nex' day, about the ball game Sat'dy. That's what you got to do. Ol' timers does that. A new young fella gets buttin' his head on the cell door. He's thinkin' how long it's gonna be.
MA

But I like to think how nice it's gonna be, maybe, in California. Never cold. An' fruit ever'place, an' people just bein' in the nicest places, little white houses in among the orange trees. I wonder… that is, if we all get jobs an' all work… maybe we can get one of them little white houses. An' the little fellas go out an' pick oranges right off the tree. 

TOM

(smiling)

It done you good jus' thinkin' about it.

GRAMPA comes out from the bedroom, fumbling with the buttons of his fly. TOM turns to look in at GRAMPA.

GRAMPA

I heerd talkin'… Sons-a-bitches won't let a ol' fella sleep. When you bastards get dry behin' the ears, you'll maybe learn to let a ol' fella sleep.

MA comes to him.

MA

Thought you was sleepin'. Here, let me button you up.

GRAMPA struggles but MA buttons his underwear, his shirt and his fly.

GRAMPA

(angrily)

I want ta be let be to button my own pants.

MA

(playfully)

They don't let people run aroun' with their clothes unbutton' in California.

GRAMPA

They don't, hey! Well, I'll show 'em. They think they're gonna show me how to act out there? Why, I'll go aroun' a-hangin' out if I wanta! An', by God, they's grapes out there, just a-hangin' over inta the road. Know what I'm a-gonna do? I'm gonna pick me a wash tub full a grapes, an' I'm gonna set in 'em, an' scrooge aroun', an' let the juice run down my pants.

MA notices CASY walking from the barn.

MA

Curiousest grace I ever heerd, that he give this mornin'. Wasn't hardly no grace at all. Jus' talkin'.

TOM

He's a funny fella. Talks funny all the time. Seems like he's talkin' to hisself, though. 

They watch CASY approaching them silently.

TOM

(to CASY)

You gonna get sun-shook, walkin' around like that.

CASY

Well, yeah… maybe…  I got to get goin' west. I got to go. (he sounds embarrassed) I wonder if I kin go along with you folks.

Ma looks to Tom to speak but Tom does not speak.

MA

Why, we'd be proud to have you.

CASY

I'm gonna work in the fiel's, in the green fiel's, an' I'm gonna be near to folks. I ain't gonna try to teach 'em nothin'. I'm gonna try to learn. Gonna learn why the folks walks in the grass, gonna hear 'em talk, gonna hear 'em sing. Gonna listen to kids eatin' mush. Gonna hear husban' an' wife a-poundin' the mattress in the night. Gonna eat with 'em an' learn. (he sits humbly down on the chopping block beside the door) I wonder what they is for a fella so lonely.
17.
EXT. THE DIRT COUNTRY ROAD – LATE AFTERNOON

The sun is setting and the earth is bloody in its setting light. 

All covered with road dust, the JOAD’S TRUCK comes battering along the road. The engine is noisy, full of little clashings, and the brake rods bang. There is a creaking from the wheels, and a thin jet of steam escapes through a hole in the top of the radiator cap. The TRUCK pulls a high whirling column of red dust behind it. 

Standing in the truck bed, holding onto the bars of the sides, ride RUTHIE, WINFIELD, ROSE OF SHARON and CONNIE. They are all tired.

RUTHIE is a twelve-year-old girl. She is dressed in a dress of pink muslin that comes below her knees. WINFIELD is a ten-year-old boy. They are both grime-faced and wild, their eyes tired but excited. Being an elder sister, RUTHIE always treats WINFIELD as a little boy.
ROSE OF SHARON (18) is pregnant for about five months. Her hair, braided and wrapped around her head, makes a black crown. As the TRUCK moves, she balances, swaying on the balls of her feet, and takes up the road shock in her knees and hams. She does it for the baby's sake. Her whole thought and action are directed inward on the baby.

CONNIE (19) Rivers is ROSE OF SHARON’S husband. He is a sharp-faced, lean young man with pale blue eyes.
AL sits bent over the wheel, proud and serious and efficient, with PA and UNCLE JOHN sitting beside him. 

UNCLE JOHN and PA are very alike, except for the eyes, for UNCLE JOHN’S eyes are lonely and haunted. 

AL, PA and UNCLE JOHN are glum and tired. AL keeps shifting eyes from the road to the instrument panel, watching the ammeter needle, which jerks suspiciously, watching the oil gauge and the heat indicator.

PA

Got skinned on the stuff we sold.
AL

That fella, he ain't a local fella. Didn' talk like a local fella. Clothes was different, too.

PA

When I was in the hardware store I talked to some men I know. They say there's fellas comin' in jus' to buy up the stuff us fellas got to sell when we get out. They say these new fellas is cleaning up. 

UNCLE JOHN

But the fella wasn't gonna take it at all. We couldn't haul it back.

PA

These men I know told about that. Said the buyer fellas always done that. Scairt folks that way. We jus' don't know how to go about stuff like that. Ma's gonna be disappointed. She'll be mad an' disappointed.

AL

When ya think we're gonna go, Pa?

PA

I dunno. We'll talk her over tonight an' decide. I'm sure glad Tom's back. That makes me feel good. Tom's a good boy.

AL

Pa, some fellas was talkin' about Tom, an' they says he's parole'. An' they says that means he can't go outside the State, or if he goes, an' they catch him, they send 'im back for three years.

PA

Jesus Christ, I hope that ain't true! We need Tom. I hope it ain't true. We got to talk that out in the open.

UNCLE JOHN

Tom, he'll know.

The truck rumbles up the last little rise and goes into the yard of UNCLE JOHN’S place. 

RUTHIE and WINFIELD climb yelling over the side walls and drop to the ground.

RUTHIE and WINFIELD

Where is he? Where's Tom?

Then they see TOM standing beside the door and walk slowly toward him and looked shyly at him.

TOM

(softly)

Hello, how you kids doin'?

RUTHIE and WINFIELD

(softly)

Hello! All right.

CONNIE lifts the high tail-gate out of the truck and gets down and helps ROSE OF SHARON to the ground; and she accepts it nobly, smiling.

TOM

Why, it Rosasharn.

ROSE OF SHARON
This is Connie, my husband.

TOM and CONNIE shakes hands sizing each other up, looking deeply into each other.

TOM

Well, I see you done a good job.

CONNIE and ROSE OF SHARON blush.

ROSE OF SHARON
(stroking her belly)
You do not see, not yet.

TOM

Ma tol' me. When's it gonna be?

ROSE OF SHARON

Oh, not for a long time! Not till nex' winter.

TOM

(laughing)

Gonna get 'im bore in a orange ranch, huh?
18.
INT. IN THE KITCHEN OF UNCLE JOHN’ HOUSE – SOON AFTER SUNSET

The family gathers in the kitchen, and the congress, the family government, is in full swing. 
RUTHIE and WINFIELD sleep in the corner, their heads on ROSE OF SHARON’S lap. MA stirs restively by the oven.
NOAH

How much, all added up, we got?

PA

Hundred fifty-four. But Al here says we gonna need better tires. Says these here won't last.

AL

She's old an' she's ornery. I gave the whole thing a good goin'-over 'fore we bought her. Didn' listen to the fella talkin' what a hell of a bargain she was. Stuck my finger in the differential and they wasn't no sawdust. Opened the gear box an' they wasn't no sawdust. Test' her clutch an' rolled her wheels for line. Went under her an' her frame ain't splayed none. She never been rolled. Seen they was a cracked cell in her battery an' made the fella put in a good one. The tires ain't worth a damn, but they're a good size. Easy to get. She'll ride like a bull calf, but she ain't shootin' no oil. Reason I says buy her is she was a pop'lar car. Wreckin' yards is full a Hudson Super-Sixes, an' you can buy parts cheap. 

GRAMPA

You're all right, Al. I was a squirt jus' like you, a-fartin' aroun' like a dog-wolf. But when they was a job, I done it. You've growed up good.

TOM

Yeah, Al's right. He done good.

AL blushes all over.

TOM

(CONT’D)

I'd like to say… well, that preacher… he wants to go along. (silence) He's a nice fella. We've knowed him a long time. Talks a little wild sometimes, but he talks sensible.

GRAMPA

They was some folks figgered it was a good respectable thing to have a preacher along. I kinda like this fella. He ain't stiff.

PA

They's more to this than is he lucky, or is he a nice fella. We got to figger close. Le's see, now. There's Grampa an' Granma that's two. An' me an' John an' Ma – that's five. An' Noah an' Tommy an' Al – that's eight. Rosasharn an' Connie is ten, an' Ruthie an' Winfiel' is twelve. We got to take the dogs 'cause what'll we do else? Can't shoot a good dog, an' there ain't nobody to give 'em to. An' that's fourteen.

NOAH

Not countin' two pigs.

PA

I aim to get those pigs salted down to eat on the way. We gonna need meat. Carry the salt kegs right with us. But I'm wonderin' if we kin all ride, an' the preacher too. An' kin we feed a extra mouth? (to MA) Kin we, Ma?

MA

It ain't kin we? It's will we? As far as 'kin,' we can't do nothin', not go to California or nothin'; but as far as 'will,' why, we'll do what we will…
PA

(interrupting MA)

But s'pose there just ain't room? S'pose we jus' can't all get in the truck?

MA

(with a tone that makes PA ashamed)

There ain't room now. There ain't room for more'n six, an' twelve is goin' sure. One more ain't gonna hurt; an' a man, strong an' healthy, ain't never no burden.

GRANMA

A preacher is a nice thing to be with us. He give a nice grace this morning.

PA looks at the face of each one for dissent. Everyone nods. 

PA

Want to call 'im over, Tommy? If he's goin', he ought to be here.

TOM gets up and goes in the yard, calling, "Casy! Casy!"

PA

We got to figger when to start. Sooner the better. What we got to do 'fore we go is get them pigs slaughtered an' in salt, an' pack our stuff an' go. Quicker the better, now.

NOAH

If we pitch in, we kin get ready tomorrow, an' we kin go bright the nex' day.

UNCLE JOHN

Can't chill no meat in the heat a the day. Wrong time a year for slaughterin'. Meat'll be sof' if it don' chill.

TOM comes back. CASY is with him.

GRAMPA

(to CASY)

Welcome to the fambly.

CASY nods shyly leaning against the wall.

PA

Well, le's do her tonight. She'll chill tonight some. Much as she's gonna. After we eat, le's get her done. Got salt?

MA

Yes. Got plenty salt. Got two nice kegs, too.

GRAMPA

I'm gettin' hungry. Come time we get to California I'll have a big bunch a grapes in my han' all the time, a-nibblin' off it all the time, by God!

PA

Tomorra we'll get that pork salted early in the morning, an' then we'll get the truck loaded, all but the beds, an' nex' morning off we'll go. Hardly is a day's work in all that.

TOM

We'll be moonin' aroun' all day, lookin' for somepin to do. We could get ready by daylight an' go.

Silence. PA rubs his knee with his hand. The FAMILY becomes restive.

UNCLE JOHN

What we hangin' aroun' for? I want to get shut of this. Now we're goin', why don't we go?

AL

Whyn't we go?

TOM

Get sleep on the way.

PA stands up excitedly.

PA

We got to get the stuff together. Come on, you fellas. Noah, you an' me can get that meat cut up an' we can put all the stuff in the truck.

19.
INT., EXT. THE UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE – AT NIGHT

QUICK SHOTS of the people working, walking and running in the house and in the yard:
1. In the yard and in the barn the circles of lantern light move about, and the MEN bring together all the things to be taken, and pile them by the TRUCK.

2. NOAH carries the slabs of meat into the kitchen and cuts it into small salting blocks.

3. ROSE OF SHARON brings out all the clothes the family possesses: the overalls, the thick-soled shoes, the rubber boots, the worn best suits, the sweaters, the print dresses and shawls, the cotton stockings, the children's clothes and sheepskin coats. She packs these tightly into a wooden box and gets into the box and tramps them down.

4. MA pats the coarse salt in meat, lays it piece by piece in the kegs. She lays the slabs like bricks, and pounds salt in the spaces. 

5. ROSE OF SHARON brings out the big piece of tarpaulin and spreads it on the ground behind the TRUCK.

6. TOM goes to the tool shed and brings a hand saw, a set of wrenches, a hammer, a box of assorted nails, a pair of pliers, a flat file and a set of rat-tail files. 

7. ROSE OF SHARON struggles through the door with the mattresses, three double ones and a single. She piles them on the tarpaulin and brings arm-loads of folded ragged blankets and piles them up.

8. Working in the lantern light, PA, CONNIE, CASY and AL load the truck. Tools on the bottom, but handy to reach in case of a breakdown. Boxes of clothes next, and kitchen utensils in a gunny sack; cutlery and dishes in their box. Then the gallon bucket tied on behind. Then over the top they lay the mattresses, filling the truck in level. And last they spread the big tarpaulin over the load and AL makes holes in the edge, inserts little ropes, and ties it down to the side-bars of the truck.

9. MA and NOAH work busily at the pig carcasses.

10. The children sleep in a dark corner of the kitchen.

20.
INT. IN THE KITCHEN OF UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE – AT NIGHT

TOM comes into the kitchen with his lantern. CASY follows him. MA lays the bricks of meat in a keg, pours salt around and over them, covers the layer with salt and pats it down.

TOM

God in a buckboard… smell that meat! An' listen to her crackle.

MA looks up at Tom and smiles a little at him, but her eyes are serious and tired.

MA

Be nice to have pork bones for breakfas'.

CASY steps beside MA.

CASY

Leave me salt down this meat. I can do it. There's other stuff for you to do.

MA

(humbly)

It's women's work.

CASY

It's all work. They's too much of it to split it up to men's or women's work. You got stuff to do. Leave me salt the meat.

MA stares at CASY for a moment, and then she pours water from a bucket into the tin wash basin and she washes her hands. CASY takes up the blocks of pork and pats on the salt while she watches him. Finally, MA picks up a lantern and walks heavily into the bedroom.

CASY

She looks tar'd.

TOM

Women's always tar'd. That's just the way women is, 'cept at meetin' once an' again.

CASY

Yeah, but tar'der'n that.

21.
INT. THE BEDROOM OF THE UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE – AT NIGHT

THE BEDROOM is an empty room for everything is already taken away except for some trash and some boxes used as chairs.

MA stands with her back against the wall, listening to the end of the conversation between TOM and CASY. Her lantern is on the floor.

CASY (V.O., CONT’D)

Real tar'd like she's sick-tar'd.

Slowly MA’S relaxed face tightens, and the lines disappear from her face. Her eyes sharpen and her shoulders straighten. 

MA reaches behind one of the boxes and brings out a stationery box, old and soiled and cracked at the corners. She sits down and opens the box. Inside, there are letters, clippings, photographs, a pair of earrings, a little gold signet ring, and a watch chain braided of hair and tipped with gold swivels. She touches the letters with her fingers, and she smoothes a newspaper clipping on which there is an account of TOM’S trial. For some time she holds the box, looking over it, and her fingers disturb the letters and then line them up again. She bites her lower lip, thinking, remembering. At last she makes up her mind. She picks out the ring, the watch charm, the earrings, digs under the pile and finds one gold cuff link. She takes a letter from an envelope and drops the trinkets in the envelope. Then gently and tenderly she closes the box and smoothes the top carefully with her fingers. 

22.
INT. IN THE KITCHEN OF THE UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE – AT NIGHT

MA lifts the stove lid and lays the box gently among the coals. [IN THE BACKGROUND: CASY stops working, watching her.] Quickly the heat browns the paper. A flame licks up and over the box. She replaces the stove lid and instantly the fire sighs up and breathes over the box.
FADE TO BLACK
23.
INT. IN THE KITCHEN OF THE UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE – BEFORE DAWN
The first gray of daylight begins in the sky. 

MA opens the oven and takes out the pile of roasted bones, crisp and brown, with plenty of gnawing meat left. ROSE OF SHARON, RUTHIE and WINFIELD still sleep in the corner. 

TOM, PA, NOAH, CASY and CONNIE stand around the door, shivering a little and gnawing at the crisp pork.

AL comes across the yard with GRAMPA struggling and limping by his side. 

AL

They's somepin wrong with 'im. He was settin' out back of the barn.

GRAMPA

Ain't nothin' the matter with me. I jus' ain't a-goin'.

PA

Not goin'? What you mean you ain't a-goin'? Why, here we're all packed up, ready. We got to go. We got no place to stay.

GRAMPA
I ain't sayin' for you to stay. You go right on along. Me… I'm stayin'. I give her a goin'-over all night mos'ly. This here's my country. I b'long here. An' I don't give a goddamn if they's oranges an' grapes crowdin' a fella outa bed even. I ain't a-goin'. This country ain't no good, but it's my country. No, you all go ahead. I'll jus' stay right here where I b'long.

PA

You can't, Grampa. This here lan' is goin' under the tractors. Who'd cook for you? How'd you live? You can't stay here. Why, with nobody to take care of you, you'd starve.

GRAMPA

Goddamn it, I'm a ol' man, but I can still take care a myself. Take Granma with ya if ya want, but ya ain't takin' me, an' that's the end of it.

PA

Now listen to me, Grampa. Jus' listen to me, jus' a minute.

GRAMPA

Ain't a-gonna listen. I tol' ya what I'm a-gonna do. Fella got a right to say what he's gonna do… Say, who's eatin' spareribs?

TOM

We've et.

MA

(from the table)

I’m fixin' you a cup a coffee an' some pork, too.

GRAMPA goes into the house, and drinks his coffee and eats his pork. Then he yawns, sways, puts his arms on the table, rests his head on his arms and goes to sleep. The MEN standing on the porch watch him quietly, through the door.
MA

(looking at the bottle of sleeping-draught in her hand)

He was tar'd anyways.

GRANMA, giddy and vague, appears in the doorway.

GRANMA

What's all this? What you doin' now, so early?
24.
EXT. IN THE YARD OF THE UNCLE JOHN’S HOUSE – EARLY IN THE MORNING

MA helps GRANMA to get into the cab. Then she seats near.
PA and UNCLE JOHN bring sleeping GRAMPA. TOM and AL climb up, lean over, hook their hands under GRAMPA arms, lift him gently up, and lay him on top of the load. 

AL

(to TOM, whispering)

You goin' over the State line? You gonna break your parole?

TOM

(loudly; pretending not to hear AL’S question)

Jesus Christ, it's near sunrise. We got to get goin'.

TOM, uneasiness in his eyes, jumps down to help RUTHIE and WINFIELD up the truck bed. Then there go ROSE OF SHARON and CONNIE, CASY, PA and UNCLE JOHN.

AL gets down the truck bed and walks around, looking underneath at the springs.

AL

Holy Jesus! Them springs is flat as hell. Lucky I blocked under' em.

NOAH comes to the truck.

NOAH

How about the dogs, Pa?

PA

I forgot the dogs.

PA whistles shrilly, and one bouncing dog runs in. NOAH catches him and throws him up on the top, where he sits rigid and shivering at the height.

PA

Got to leave the other two.

Now, as NOAH and TOM get into the truck bed and AL gets into the driver's seat, the starter whirs and catches, and whirs again. And then the loose roar of the six cylinders and a blue smoke behind. AL slips in the low gear and lets in the clutch. The truck shudders and strains across the yard. And the second gear takes hold. They crawl up the hill.

AL

Chr-ist, what a load!

The people on top of the load look back. They watch the house and the barn and a little smoke still rising from the chimney. 

MA tries to look back, but the body of the load cuts off her view. She straightens her head and peers straight ahead along the dirt road. A great weariness is in MA’S eyes.

FADE TO BLACK

25.
INT., EXT. THE UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE

[This episode covers about three months and contains some short VIEWS of the deserted and slowly dying house]

1. The midday of the departure day

FADE IN

WIDE ON: THE UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE stands deserted. Not a soul. Just the wind.

FADE TO BLACK

2. The afternoon of the departure day

FADE IN

A CLOSER LOOK at THE EMPTY HOUSE. THE DOOR of the house swings open, and drifts back and forth in the wind.

FADE TO BLACK

3. The evening of the departure day

FADE IN

THE SAME CAMERA POSITION. A CAT jumps on to the porch and mews waiting for somebody to pay attention. When no one does, the CAT creeps through the open door.

The CAMERA (in short shots) fallows the CAT as it walks mewing through the empty rooms.

FADE TO BLACK

4. Two days later – at night

FADE IN

The BATS which sail through the empty rooms

FADE TO BLACK

5. Five days later – at noon

FADE IN

THE EMPTY KITCHEN stands with its windows broken and the throwing stones lie on the floor. The dusty CURTAINS sway slowly back and forth. The BATS sleep in the dark corner.

FADE TO BLACK

6. Three weeks later – at sunset
FADE IN

In the stream of bright sunset light flowing through the dirty broken window MICE move all around the kitchen.

FADE TO BLACK

7. A month later – at night

FADE IN

In the kitchen THE CAT (by now it becomes a wild cat) hunts the MICE.

FADE TO BLACK

8. Two months later – afternoon

FADE IN

Through the doorway we watch as the rain washes the yard.

FADE TO BLACK

9. Two and a half months later – afternoon

FADE IN

Through the doorway we see the yard covered with young weeds. The grass grows up through the porch boards.

FADE TO BLACK

10. Three months later – morning

FADE IN

Through the doorway we see the grass-covered porch. (SLOW MOTION) A single SHINGLE falls on it and breaks in pieces.

FADE TO BLACK

11. Three and a half months later – midday

FADE IN

Through the doorway we see the yard covered with dark green weeds and the porch covered with even more shingle pieces. As the CAMERA shows us the kitchen, we can see the midday sun burning through the hole in the roof and throwing a glaring spot on the floor.

FADE TO BLACK

12. Four months later – at night

FADE IN

The front DOOR bangs again and again. The ragged CURTAINS flutter in the broken windows.

The CAMERA tracks back to a WIDE ON view of the whole UNCLE JOHN’S PLACE. It is DEAD.

FADE TO BLACK

On the black screen a thin white pattern appears representing a rod with some young bunches of grapes on it. Then the words appear:
SIXTY-SIX

26.
EXT. HIGHWAY 66 – AT THE DAYTIME

The map of the USA. HIGHWAY 66 is in red. 
The CAMERA lowers, closer and closer to the map; the thin red line of HIGHWAY 66 becomes thicker and thicker and then comes to life (AERIAL VIEW) turning into the concrete highway leading us up and down from the Mississippi to… over the red lands and the gray lands of Oklahoma…
The CAMERA moves fats along the HIGHWAY 66 passing slowly rolling cars and trucks, catching fragments of conversations…

More and more vehicles stream out on HIGHWAY 66, sometimes a single car, sometimes a little caravan. As they move, ancient leaky radiators send up columns of steam, loose connecting rods hammer and pound.

FRAGMENTS OF CONVERSATIONS

1.

FIRST MAN’S VOICE

(CONT’D)

If something breaks…

SECOND MAN’S VOICE

(interrupting)

Well, if something breaks we camp right here while Jim walks to town and gets a part and walks back and…

2.

FIRST WOMAN’S VOICE

(CONT’D)

…how much food we got?

3.

THIRD MAN’S VOICE

Jesus, if it's a bearing, what'll we do? Money's goin' fast.

4.

SECOND WOMAN’S VOICE

(crossly)

'F we can on'y get to California where the oranges grow before this here ol' jug blows up. 'F we on'y can.

FOURTH MAN’S VOICE

We got to get a tire, but, Jesus, they want a lot for a ol' tire.

5. 

OVER the GAS STATION

FIFTH MAN’S (REFUELLER’S) VOICE

I seen forty-two cars a you fellas go by yesterday. Where you all come from? Where all of you goin'?

SIXTH MAN’S VOICE

Well, California's a big State.

FIFTH MAN’S (REFUELLER’S) VOICE

It ain't that big.

SIXTH MAN’S VOICE

This is a free country. Fella can go where he wants.

FIFTH MAN’S (REFUELLER’S) VOICE

Well, try to get some freedom to do. Fella says you're jus' as free as you got jack to pay for it.

6.

FIRST BOY’S VOICE

(lamentably)
I want a cup a water.

SEVENTH MAN’S VOICE

Have to wait. Got no water here.

THIRD WOMAN’S VOICE
Danny wants a cup a water. Little fella's thirsty.
SEVENTH MAN’S VOICE

He'll have to wait, poor little fella.

7.

A THUNDERING SOUNG of the exploding tire. One of the cars in the long caravan swings suddenly to the right, off the line, causing a car accident.

EIGHTH MAN’S VOICE

Chee-rist!

TWO CHILDREN and A WOMAN scream as a HUGE TRUCK at high speed rams the car.

8.

NINTH MAN’S VOICE

(thoughtfully)
And here's a story you can hardly believe, but it's true. There was a family of twelve and they were forced off the land. They had no car. They built a trailer out of junk and loaded it with their possessions. They pulled it to the side of 66 and waited. And pretty soon a sedan picked them up. Five of them rode in the sedan and seven on the trailer, and a dog on the trailer. They got to California in two jumps. The man who pulled them fed them. And that's true. But how can such courage be, and such faith in their own species? Very few things would teach such faith.

The CAMERA keeps following the road. The CARS and TRUCKS roll fast and slow. Some cars pull up beside the road, engine heads off, tires mended…

FADE TO BLACK

27.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66, NEAR PADEN - MIDDAY

The sun is overhead, and THE JOADS’ TRUCK lumbers along the HIGHWAY.

AL is at the wheel, his face purposeful, his eyes jump from the road to the instrument panel. The radiator cap begins to jiggle up and down and steam starts to whish out. GRANMA, beside AL on the seat, whimpers in her sleep, opens her eyes to peer ahead, and then dozes again. MA sits beside GRANMA, looking ahead, but her eyes are flat. 
AL

Makes a racket, but I think she's awright. God knows what she'll do if we got to climb a hill with the load we got. Got any hills 'tween here an' California, Ma?

MA

(turning her head slowly with her eyes coming to life)

Seems to me they's hills. 'Course I dunno. But seems to me I heard they's hills an' even mountains. Big ones.

GRANMA draws a long whining sigh in her sleep.

AL

We'll burn right up if we got climbin' to do. Have to throw out some a' this stuff. Ma… Ma, you scared a goin'? You scared a goin' to a new place?

MA

(her eyes thoughtful and soft)

A little. (she pauses) Only it ain't like scared so much. I'm jus' a settin' here waitin'. When somepin happens that I got to do somepin - I'll do it.

GRANMA yawns shrilly and opens her eyes. She looks wildly about.

GRANMA
I got to get out, praise Gawd.

AL

First clump a brush. They's one up ahead.

GRANMA

(whining)

Brush or no brush, I got to git out, I tell ya. I got to git out. I got to git out.

Near the HIGHWAY there is a shack beside the road and two gas pumps in front of it; and beside a fence, a water faucet and a hose. AL drives in and noses the TRUCK up to the hose.

MA throws the door open and half pulls the struggling GRANMA out beside the road and into the bushes. 

On top of the truck THE OTHERS stir to life. Their faces are already burnt with the sunlight. PA, TOM, CASY, NOAH and UNCLE JOHN let themselves wearily down. RUTHIE and WINFIELD swarm down the side-boards and go off into the bushes. CONNIE helps ROSE OF SHARON gently down. Under the canvas, GRAMPA wakes up, his eyes are drugged, watery and senseless. He watches the others, but there is little recognition in his watching.

TOM

(calling to GRAMPA)

Want to come down, Grampa?

GRAMPA
No. I ain't a-goin', I tell you.

MA comes back, helping GRANMA up the bank to the highway.

MA

Tom, get that pan a bones, under the canvas in back. We got to eat somepin.

IN THE BACKGROUND, THE GAS STATION OWNER, a stout man, red of face and arms, gets up from a chair behind the gas pumps and moves toward them, looking truculent and stern. He wears brown corduroys, suspenders and a polo shirt; he has a cardboard sun helmet, painted silver, on his head. 

THE GAS STATION OWNER

You folks aim to buy anything? Gasoline or stuff?

AL

(unscrewing the steaming radiator cap with the tips of his fingers, jerking his hand away to escape the spurt)

Need some gas, mister.

THE GAS STATION OWNER

Got any money?

AL

Sure. Think we're beggin'?

THE GAS STATION OWNER

Well, that's all right, folks. He'p yourself to water. Road is full a people, come in, use water, dirty up the toilet, an' then, by God, they'll steal stuff an' don't buy nothin'. Got no money to buy with. Come beggin' a gallon gas to move on.

TOM

(angrily)

We're payin' our way. You got no call to give us a goin'-over. We ain't asked you for nothin'.

THE GAS STATION OWNER

(sweat soaking through his short-sleeved polo shirt even worse)

I ain't. Jus' he'p yourself to water, and go use the toilet if you want. I don't know what the country's comin' to. Fifty-sixty cars a folks go by ever' day, folks all movin' west with kids an' househol' stuff. Where they goin'? What they gonna do?

MEANWHILE, IN THE BACKGROUND:

1. WINFIELD gets the water hose. He drinks from the end and then turns the stream over his head and face.

2. AL flips the radiator cap and it jumps into the air with a head of steam behind it, and a hollow bubbling sound comes out of the radiator. 

3. On top of the truck, the DOG crawls timidly to the edge of the load and looks over, whimpering, toward the water. UNCLE JOHN climbs up and lifts him down. The DOG goes to lap the mud under the faucet. 

4. In the highway the cars whizz by, glistening in the heat.
5. AL fills the radiator with the hose.

TOM

Doin' the same as us. Goin' someplace to live. Tryin' to get along. That's all.

As THE GAS STATION OWNER speaks, MA watches him, first with anger and scorn in her eyes, then with pity.

THE GAS STATION OWNER

Well, I don' know what the country's comin' to. I jus' don' know. Here's me tryin' to get along, too. Think any them big new cars stop here? No, sir! They go on to them yella-painted company stations in town. They don't stop no place like this. Most folks stops here ain't got nothin. It ain't that I'm tryin' to git trade outa rich folks… I'm jus' tryin' to git trade. Why, the folks that stops here begs gasoline an' they trades for gasoline. I could show you in my back room the stuff they'll trade for gas an' oil: beds an' baby buggies an' pots an' pans. One family traded a doll their kid had for a gallon. An' what'm I gonna do with the stuff, open a junk shop? Why, one fella wanted to gimme his shoes for a gallon. (he notices MA watching him) An' if I was that kinda fella I bet I could git…

CASY, his head wet with water, moves over beside TOM.

CASY

It ain't the people's fault. How'd you like to sell the bed you sleep on for a tankful a gas?

THE GAS STATION OWNER

I know it ain't their fault. Ever' person I talked to is on the move for a damn good reason. But what's the country comin' to? That's what I wanta know. What's it comin' to? Fella can't make a livin' no more. Folks can't make a livin' farmin'. I ask you, what's it comin' to? I can't figure her out. Ever'body I ask, they can't figure her out.
AL starts the motor and backs the truck to the gas pump.

AL

Fill her up. She'll take about seven.

THE GAS STATION OWNER puts the hose in the tank.

THE GAS STATION OWNER

No, sir. I jus' don't know what the country's comin' to. Relief an' all.

CASY

I been walkin' aroun' in the country. Ever'body's askin' that. What we comin' to? Seems to me we don't never come to nothin'. Always on the way. Always goin' and goin'. Why don't folks think about that? They's movement now. People moving. We know why, an' we know how. Movin' 'cause they got to. That's why folks always move. Movin' 'cause they want somepin better'n what they got. An' that's the on'y way they'll ever git it. Wantin' it an' needin' it, they'll go out an' git it. It's bein' hurt that makes folks mad to fightin'.
THE GAS STATION OWNER

(pumping the gasoline)

Yeah, but what's it comin' to? That's what I want ta know.

TOM

(irritably)

Well, you ain't never gonna know. Casy tries to tell ya an' you jest ast the same thing over. I seen fellas like you before. You ain't askin' nothin'; you're jus' singin' a kinda song. 'What we comin' to?' You don' wanta know. Country's movin' aroun', goin' places. They's folks dyin' all aroun'. Maybe you'll die pretty soon, but you won't know nothin'. You don't want to know nothin'. Just sing yourself to sleep with a song - 'What we comin' to?'" Pretty soon you'll be on the road yourse'f. And it ain't tractors'll put you there. It's them pretty yella stations in town. Folks is movin'. (he pauses, then – ashamedly) An' you'll be movin', mister.

THE GAS STATION OWNER

(staring hopelessly straight ahead, his hand turning the crank slowly; softly)

I dunno what we're comin' to…
The CAMERA TRACKS to the water hose where CONNIE and ROSE OF SHARON stand together, talking secretly. CONNIE washes the tin cup and feels the water with his finger before he fills the cup again. ROSE OF SHARON watches the cars go by on the highway. CONNIE holds out the cup to her.

MEANWHILE, IN THE BACKGROUD: The DOG wanders, sniffing, past the truck, trots to the puddle under the hose again and laps at the muddy water. And then he moves away. He snifs his way among the dusty weeds beside the road, to the edge of the pavement. He raises his head and looked across, and then starts over. 

A big swift car whisks near. The DOG dodges helplessly, and with a shriek, cut off in the middle, goes under the wheels. 

CONNIE

This water ain't cool, but it's wet.

ROSE OF SHARON

(drawing her eyes from the HIGHWAY and looking at him)

I ain't very thirsty… (smiling secretly) But maybe I ought to drink.

A Lincoln Zephyr, silvery and low, whisks by.

ROSE OF SHARON

How'd you like to be goin' along in that?

CONNIE

Maybe… after. An' if they's plenty work in California, we'll git our own car. But I ruther have the house.

ROSE OF SHARON screams shrilly. The big car slows for a moment but then it gathers greater speed and disappears. The DOG, a blot of blood and tangled, burst intestines, kicks slowly in the road.
ROSE OF SHARON

(her eyes are wide)

D'you think it'll hurt? Think it'll hurt?

CONNIE

(putting his arms around ROSE OF SHARON)

Come set down. It wasn't nothin'.

ROSE OF SHARON

But I felt it hurt. I felt it kinda jar when I yelled.

CONNIE leads her to the side of the truck away from the dying dog and sits her down on the running board.

CONNIE

Come set down. It wasn't nothin'. It won't hurt.

TOM and UNCLE JOHN walk out to the mess. The last quiver is going out of the crushed body. MA walks over to Rose of Sharon.

MA

You all right, Rosasharn? You feelin' poorly?

ROSE OF SHARON

(shuddering)

I seen that. Give me a start. You suppose it might of hurt?

MA
No. 'F you go to greasin' yourself an' feelin' sorry, an' tuckin' yourself in a swalla's nest, it might. Rise up now, an' he'p me get Granma comf'table. Forget that baby for a minute. He'll take care a hisself.

ROSE OF SHARON

Where is Granma?

MA

I dunno. She's aroun' here somewheres. Maybe in the outhouse.

ROSE OF SHARON goes toward the toilet, and in a moment she comes out, helping GRANMA along.

ROSE OF SHARON

How could ya sleep in here?

GRANMA

(grinning)

It's nice in there. They got a patent toilet in there an' the water comes down. (confidently) I like it in there. Would of took a good nap if I wasn't woke up.

ROSE OF SHAORN

(helping GRANMA into the car)

It ain't a nice place to sleep.

GRANMA

(smiling happily)

Maybe it ain't nice for purty, but it's nice for nice.

28.
EXT. THE OUTSKIRTS OF OKLAHOMA-CITY – EARLY EVENING

TOM drives slowly and carefully in the traffic. The windshield is bright with dust. GRANMA sleeps on. MA looks blindly ahead. THE PEOPLE in the truck bed stare the people and the shop windows in the street.
TOM

We stay on this road right straight through.

MA

(after a short silence)

Maybe we better fin' a place to stop 'fore sunset. I got to get some pork a-boilin' an' some bread made. That takes time.

TOM

Sure. We ain't gonna make this trip in one jump. Might's well stretch ourselves.

29.
EXT. NEAR BETHANY – NOT LONG BEFORE SUNSET

TOM drives. MA dozes.

TOM

I think we better stop 'fore the sun goes down.

MA’S head jerks upright.

MA

Got to get some supper a-cookin'… Tom, your pa tol' me about you crossin' the State line…

TOM

Yeah? What about it, Ma?

MA

Well, I'm scairt about it. It'll make you kinda runnin' away. Maybe they'll catch ya.

TOM

(holding his hand over his eyes to protect himself from the lowering sun)

Don't you worry. I figgered her out. They's lots a fellas out on parole an' they's more goin' in all the time. If I get caught for anything else out west, well, then they'll sen' me back. But if I don't do no crimes, they won't give a damn.

MA

Well, I'm a-scairt about it. Sometimes you do a crime, an' you don't even know it's bad. Maybe you gonna do somepin an' it's all right, an' in California it ain't all right.

TOM

Now you quit a-worryin'. We got plenty to worry about 'thout you figgerin' out things to worry about. (pointing ahead) There's some folks campin'. Looks like as good a place as we seen.

In a ditch, where a culvert goes under the road, an old touring car is pulled off the highway and a little tent is pitched beside it. Smoke comes out of a stove pipe through the tent.

TOM slows his motor and pulls to a stop beside the road. 

The hood of the old touring car is up, and a middle-aged man (IVY) stands looking down at the motor. He wears a cheap straw sombrero, a blue shirt, a black, spotted vest, and stiff jeans. His face is lean; his chin stands out sharply. He looks up at the JOAD TRUCK.

TOM leans out of the window.

TOM

Any law 'gainst folks stoppin' here for the night?

IVY

I dunno. We on'y stopped here 'cause we couldn't git no further.

TOM

Anyways you're here an' we ain't. You got a right to say if you wan' neighbors or not.

IVY

(smilimg)

Why, sure, come on off the road. Proud to have ya.

TOM

Any water here?

IVY

(pointing to a service-station shack about a quarter of a mile ahead)

They's water there they'll let ya take a bucket of. (to his wife in the tent) Sairy, there's some folks goin' ta stay with us. Come on out an' say how d'ya do. (to TOM) Sairy ain't well.

The tent flaps open and a wizened woman (SAIRY) comes out - a face wrinkled as a dried leaf with bright black eyes. She is small and shuddering. She holds herself upright by a tent flap, and the hand holding onto the canvas is a skeleton covered with wrinkled skin. Her voice has a beautiful low timbre, soft and modulated, and yet with ringing overtones.

SAIRY

Tell 'em welcome. Tell 'em good an' welcome.

TOM drives off the road, brings THE TRUCK into the field and lines it up with the Wilsons’ CAR. THE PEOPLE get down from the truck. MA goes quickly to work. She unties the three-gallon bucket from the back of the truck and gives it to THE CHILDREN.

MA

Now you go git water… right down there. Ask nice.
The CHILDREN stamp away toward the shack.

MEANWHILE, PA and AL come to the tent to greet IVY and SAIRY.

PA

You ain't Oklahomy folks?

IVY

Galena, Kansas, or right about there. Wilson, Ivy Wilson.

PA

We're Joads. We come from right near Sallisaw.

IVY

Well, we're proud to meet you folks.
MEANWHILE, NOAH, CASY and UNCLE JOHN help GRAMPA down and sit him on the ground. He sits limply, staring ahead of him.

NOAH

You sick, Grampa?

GRAMPA

You goddamn right. Sicker'n hell.

SAIRY walks slowly and carefully toward him.

SAIRY

How'd you like ta come in our tent? You kin lay down on our mattress an' rest.

GRAMPA looks up at her.
SAIRY

(CONT’D)

Come on now. You'll git some rest. We'll he'p you over.

GRAMPA begins to cry. MA rushes over to him and puts her arms around him. She lifts him to his feet, her broad back straining, and helps him into the tent.

UNCLE JOHN

He must be good an' sick. Never seen him blubberin' in my life.

MA comes out of the tent and goes to CASY.

MA

You been aroun' sick people. Won't you go take a look at Grampa?

CASY walks quickly to the tent.
30.
INT. IN THE WILSON’S TENT

A double mattress is on the ground, the blankets spread neatly; a little tin stove stands on iron legs. A bucket of water, a wooden box of supplies, and a box for a table, that is all. The light of the setting sun comes pinkly through the tent walls. SAIRY kneels on the ground beside the mattress. GRAMPA lies on his back. His eyes are open, staring upward; his cheeks are flushed. He breathes heavily.

From outside come the sounds of camp-making, wood chopping, and the rattle of pans.

CASY

(taking the skinny old wrist in his fingers)

Feeling kinda tired, Grampa?

GRAMPA’S staring eyes move toward CASY’S voice but do not find him. The lips form words silently. CASY feels the pulse, drops the wrist and puts his hand on GRAMPA’S forehead. A struggle begins in GRAMPA’S body, his legs move restlessly and his hands stir. He says a whole string of blurred sounds that are not words, and his face is red under the spiky white whiskers.

SAIRY

Know what's wrong?

CASY

(looking up at SAIRY  and then looking back at GRAMPA)

Maybe… maybe he's workin' up a stroke?

SAIRY

I'd say that. I seen it three times before.

MA looks through the flaps.

MA

Granma wants to come in. Think he's awright?
CASY shakes his head slowly. MA looks quickly down at GRAMPA. She draws outside.

MA (V.O.)

He's awright, Granma. He's jus' takin' a little res'.

GRANMA (V.O.)

Well, I want ta see him. He's a tricky devil. He wouldn't never let ya know.

GRANMA comes scurrying through the flaps. She stands over the mattresses and looks down.

GRANMA

(to GRAMPA)

What's the matter'th you?

GRAMPA’S eyes reach toward her voice and his lips writhe.

GRANMA

He's sulkin'. I tol' you he was tricky. He was gonna sneak away this mornin' so he wouldn't have to come. (disgustedly) An' then his hip got a-hurtin'.
CASY

(gently)

He ain't sulkin', Granma. He's sick. Purty bad.

GRANMA

(quickly)

Well, why ain't you prayin'? You're a preacher, ain't you?

CASY

(his fingers blundered over to GRAMPA’S wrist and clasped around it)

I tol' you, Granma. I ain't a preacher no more.

GRANMA

Pray anyway. You know all the stuff by heart.

CASY

I can't… I don't know what to pray for or who to pray to.

All GRAMPA’S muscles twitch. Suddenly he jars as though under a heavy blow. He lies still and his breath stops. His face turning a blackish purple. 
SAIRY touches CASY’S shoulder.

SAIRY

His tongue, his tongue, his tongue.

CASY pries the tight jaws apart and reaches into the GRAMPA’S throat for the tongue. As he lifts it clear, a rattling breath comes out, and a sobbing breath is indrawn. CASY finds a stick on the ground and holds down the tongue with it; the uneven breath rattles in and out.

GRANMA

Pray! Pray, you. Pray, I tell ya. (crying) Pray, goddamn you!

SAIRY tries to hold GRANMA back. CASY looks up at GRANMA for a moment. GRAMPA’S breath comes louder and more unevenly.

CASY

Our Father who art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name… [GRANMA (shouting): Glory!] Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done… on earth… as it is in Heaven. [[GRANMA: Amen.], [A long gasping sigh comes from GRAMPA’S open mouth, and then a crying release of air.]] Give us this day… our daily bread… and forgive us…

GRAMPA stops breathing. CASY looks down into his eyes and they are clear and deep.
GRANMA

Hallelujah! Go on.

CASY

Amen.

GRANMA stands still. CASY is knelt on the floor beside the mattress.

Not a sound comes from outside the tent. Then - a SOUND of a car passing by on the highway. 

31.
EXT. THE WILSONS-JOADS’ CAMP – AT SUNSET

A long line of huge freight trucks with red sides comes along the highway.

THE FAMILY is a unit. PA, UNCLE JOHN, NOAH, TOM and AL squats down on the ground. CASY sits down and then reclines on his elbow. CONNIE and ROSE OF SHARON walk at a distance. RUTHIE and WINFIELD, clattering up with a bucket of water held between them, feel the change and slow up. GRANMA sits proudly, coldly. No one looks at her. Then she lies down and covers her face with her arm. 

The red sun sits, leaving a shining twilight on the land, so that faces are bright in the evening and eyes shine in reflection of the sky.

32.
INT. IN THE WILSON’S TENT

MA prepares GRAMPA’S body for the burial: she tears a strip from her own apron and ties up his jaw; she straightens his limbs, folds his hands over his chest; she holds his eyelids down and lies a silver piece on each one. She buttons his shirt and washes his face. Then for some time she looks long into the old face, with its bound jaw and silver eyes shining in the candlelight.

SAIRY looks in.

SAIRY

Can I give you any help?

MA

He ain't gonna look natural.

SAIRY

The ol' lady took it good.

MA

Why, she's so old. Maybe she don't even rightly know what happened. Maybe she won't really know for quite a while. Besides, us folks takes a pride holdin' in. My pa used to say, 'Anybody can break down. It takes a man not to.' We always try to hold in.

MA folds the quilt neatly about GRAMPA’S legs and around his shoulders. She brings the corner of the quilt over his head like a cowl and pulls it down over his face. SAIRY hands her six big safety pins, and together they pin the quilt neatly and tightly about the long package. MA stands up.

MA

It won't be bad burying. We got a preacher to see him in, an' his folks is all aroun'.

Suddenly MA sways a little. SAIRY steadies her.

MA

It's sleep… No, I'm awright. We been so busy gettin' ready, you see.

SAIRY

Come out in the air.

MA

Yeah, I'm all done here.

SAIRY blows out the candle and the two go out.
33.
EXT. THE WILSONS-JOADS’ CAMP, NEAR THE GRAVE – AFTER SUNSET

The firelight falls on the grouped people, showing their faces and their eyes, dwindling on their dark clothes. All the hats are off now. 

TOM opens the fly-leaf of the family BIBLE.

TOM

(reading from the fly-leaf a text written in clear big capital letters)

"This here is William James Joad, dyed of a stroke, old old man. His fokes bured him becaws they got no money to pay for funerls. Nobody kilt him. Jus a stroke and he dyed."

MA nods. The OTHERS are silent.

Tom rips the fly-leaf off from the Bible and puts it in the grave. The he touches CASY on the shoulder.

CASY

It'll be a short one. [CASY bows his head, and the OTHERS follow his lead.] This here ol' man jus' lived a life an' jus' died out of it. I don't know whether he was good or bad, but that don't matter much. He was alive, an' that's what matters. An' now he's dead, an' that don't matter. An' I wouldn' pray for a ol' fella that's dead. He's awright. He got a job to do, but it's all laid out for 'im an' there's on'y one way to do it. But us, we got a job to do, an' they's a thousan' ways, an' we don' know which one to take. An' if I was to pray, it'd be for the folks that don' know which way to turn. Grampa here, he got the easy straight. An' now cover 'im up and let 'im get to his work.

CASY raises his head.

PA

Amen.

THE OTHERS

Amen.

PA takes the shovel, fills it with dirt, and spread it gently into the black hole. He hands the shovel to UNCLE JOHN. Then the shovel goes from hand to hand until every man has his turn.
34.
EXT. THE WILSONS-JOADS’ CAMP – LATE EVENING

Above the little dome of the firelight the summer stars shine thinly.

BOTH the JOADS and the WILSONS are silent around the fire. Their faces are turned downward. On her mattress, away from the fire, GRANMA whimpers softly. The heads of all turn in her direction.

MA

Rosasharn, like a good girl go lay down with Granma. She needs somebody now.
ROSE OF SHARON gets to her feet and walks to the mattress and lay beside the old woman, and the murmur of their soft voices drifts to the fire. ROSE OF SHARON and GRANMA whisper together on the mattress.

AL nods at the WILSONS’ CAR.

AL

(to IVY)

Runs a minute an' then dies?

IVY

Yes, sir. An' I can't keep her a-goin' no matter how much gas I give her. 
AL

(a little proud in his voice)

I think you got a plugged gas line. I'll blow her out for ya.

PA

(with proud)

He's a good hand with a car.

IVY

Well, I'll sure thank ya for a han'. I sure will. Makes a fella kinda feel… like a little kid, when he can't fix nothin'.

AL

I'll get to her in the morning.

TOM watches IVY carefully. 
TOM

(thoughtfully)

Well, maybe it's no good but… anyways… We got a overload, but Mr. and Mis' Wilson ain't. If some of us folks could ride with them an' take some a their light stuff in the truck, we wouldn't break no springs an' we could git up hills. An' me an' Al both knows about a car, so we could keep that car a-rollin'. We'd keep together on the road an' it'd be good for ever'body.

IVY

Why, sure. Why, we'd be proud. We certain'y would. You hear that, Sairy?

SAIRY

It's a nice thing. Wouldn' be a burden on you folks?

PA

No, by God.

IVY

(uneasily)

Well, I dunno.

PA

What's a matter, don' you wanta?


IVY

Well, ya see… I on'y got 'bout thirty dollars lef', an' I won't be no burden.

MA

You won't be no burden. Each'll help each, an' we'll all git to California.
35.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 (OKLAHOMA, TEXAS, NEW MEXICO) – NEXT TWO DAYS

THE JOADS and THE WILSONS move westward, first the JOADS’ TRUCK, then the WILSONS’ CAR. The TRUCK is added with a ridge pole and tarpaulin over it.

SHOTS of the families going along the HIGHWAY 66: OKLAHOMA (El Reno, Bridgeport, Clinton, Elk City, Sayre, and Texola), TEXAS (Shamrock, Alanreed, Groom, Yarnell, Amarillo, Wildorado, Vega, Boise and Glenrio), NEW MEXICO…

In the far distance the mountains stand. 

The wheels of the cars creak around, the engines are hot, the steam spurts around the radiator caps. They crawl to the Pecos River, and cross at Santa Rosa.

36.
INT. A HAMBURGER STAND – AT MIDDAY
[THIS EPISODE IS SIMILAR TO THE EPISODE 2: its main idea is to show that all the cheap highway restaurants around the country are the same and the people working in them feel the same. So, we will use the same building and the same customers but the people working in the RESTAURANT should change slightly each time the CAMERA shoots them. The changes shouldn’t be patent. In the conversations their names are changed, too. And as a result, for instance, we will have a blond waitress, Anna by name, in the beginning of the episode and a red-haired waitress, Brenda by name, in the end. There should be a new girl with a new name in each shot.]

WIDE ON: the STAND – a board-and-bat shack, two gasoline pumps in front, a screen door. The place is called CARL’S LUNCH.

Inside: a long bar, stools, a foot rail; near the door three slot machines and beside them, the nickel phonograph. At one end of the counter a covered case; candy cough drops; candy, cigarettes, razor blades, aspirin, Bromo-Seltzer, Alka-Seltzer… The walls are decorated with posters of Coca-Cola. Long bar, and salts, peppers, mustard pots, and paper napkins. Beer taps behind the counter, in back the coffee urns, pies in wire cages and oranges in pyramids of four. Little piles of Post Toasties, corn flakes, etc. Down at one end the cooking plates, pots of stew, potatoes, pot roast, roast beef, gray roast pork waiting to be sliced.

THE WAITRESS (a badge in the first SHOT shows her name: ANNA) is behind the counter, mopping the counter with circular strokes, polishing the big shining coffee urns, watching the big cars on the HIGHWAY 66. 

THE COOK wears a white coat and apron, beady sweat on his white forehead.
The place is empty.

THE WAITRESS

Here's a big transport comin'. Hope they stop; take away the taste of them shitheels. When I worked in that hotel in Albuquerque, the way they steal - ever' darn thing. An' the bigger the car they got, the more they steal - towels, silver, soap dishes. I can't figger it.

THE COOK

(morosely)

Where ya think they get them big cars and stuff? Born with 'em? 

The truck pulls up. Two men in khaki riding trousers, boots, short jackets, and shiny-visored military caps come out. Screen door slams.

THE DRIVER №1

H'ya, Mae?

THE WAITRESS

Well, if it ain't Big Bill the Rat! When'd you get back on this run?

THE DRIVER №1

Week ago.

THE DRIVER №2 puts a nickel in the phonograph.

THE WAITRESS

Well, what's it gonna be?

THE DRIVER №1

Oh, cup a Java. Kinda pie ya got?

THE WAITRESS

Banana cream, pineapple cream, chocolate cream… an' apple.

THE DRIVER №1

Make it apple.

THE DRIVER №2

(from the phonograph)

Two all around.

THE WAITRESS

Two it is. Seen any new etchin's lately, Bill?

THE DRIVER №1

Well, here's one.

THE DRIVER №2

Now, you be careful front of a lady.

But THE WAITRESS is not listening to him for now she is watching THE JOADS’ TRUCK and THE WILSONS’ CAR pulling off the HIGHWAY. BOTH pull up to the gas pumps.

THE WAITRESS walks around the counter and stands in the door.

TOM gets slowly out.

TOM

Can we git some water, ma'am?

THE WAITRESS

(a look of annoyance crosses her face)

Sure, go ahead. I'll keep my eye on the hose.

RUTHIE and WINFIELD (their faces are streaked with dust) slide down from the load, goes directly to the mud puddle under the hose and dug their toes into the mud. THE OTHERS come out to stretch their legs. TOM turns off the hose and screws on the cap again. RUTHIE and WINFIELD take the hose from him, upend it and drink thirstily.

UNCLE JOHN takes off his hat and comes in the restaurant.

UNCLE JOHN

(with humility)

Could you see your way to sell us a loaf of bread, ma'am?

THE WAITRESS

This ain't a grocery store. We got bread to make san'widges.

UNCLE JOHN

I know, ma'am. We need bread and there ain't nothin' for quite a piece, they say.

THE WAITRESS

(in a faltering tone)

'F we sell bread we gonna run out.

UNCLE JOHN

We're hungry.

THE WAITRESS

Whyn't you buy a san'widge? We got nice san'widges, hamburgs.

UNCLE JOHN

We'd sure admire to do that, ma'am. But we can't. We got to make a dime do all of us. (embarrassedly) We ain't got but a little.

THE WAITRESS

You can't get no loaf a bread for a dime. We only got fifteen-cent loafs.

THE COOK

(mixing the salad; growling)

God Almighty, Sarah, give 'em bread.

THE WAITRESS

We'll run out 'fore the bread truck comes.

THE COOK

Run out, then, goddamn it.

THE WAITRESS shrugs her shoulders, opens a drawer and takes out a long waxpaper-wrapped loaf.

THE WAITRESS
This here is a fifteen-cent loaf.

MEANWHILE IN THE BACKGROUND, RUTHIE and WINFIELD come in, go to the candy case and stare in. RUTHIE whispers something. WINFIELD smiles.

UNCLE JOHN

Won't you… can't you see your way to cut off ten cents' worth?

THE COOK

Goddamn it, Mary. Give 'em the loaf.

UNCLE JOHN

(to THE COOK)

No, we want ta buy ten cents' worth of it. We got it figgered awful close, mister, to get to California.

THE COOK
You can have this for ten cents.

THE WAITRESS
(pushing the waxpapered loaf across the counter)

Go ahead… Carl says to take it.

UNCLE JOHN takes a leather pouch from his rear pocket.

UNCLE JOHN

(digging in the pouch)

May soun' funny to be so tight… We got a thousan' miles to go, an' we don't know if we'll make it.

UNCLE JOHN puts a dime down on the counter. There is a penny with it. UNCLE JOHN is about to drop the penny back into the pouch when his eye falls on the CHILDREN frozen before the candy counter. He moves slowly down to them. He points in the case at big long sticks of striped peppermint.

UNCLE JOHN

Is them penny candy, ma'am?

THE WAITRESS

(as she moves down and looks in)

Which ones?

UNCLE JOHN

There, them stripy ones.

ROTHIE and WINFIELD raise their eyes to her face and they stop breathing; their mouths are partly opened.

THE WAITRESS

Oh… them. Well, no… them's two for a penny.

UNCLE JOHN

(placing the copper cent carefully on the counter)

Well, gimme two then, ma'am. (to the CHILDREN, as THE WAITRESS holds the sticks out) Take 'em.

As they get their candies, RUTHIE and WINFIELD look at each other and smile secretly.

UNCLE JOHN

Thank you, ma'am.

UNCLE JOHN picks up the bread and goes out the door, and the CHILDREN march stiffly behind him. 

From inside the restaurant THE DRIVERS, THE WAITRESS and THE COOK watch as TOM and AL start the vehicles, and they climb up on the HIGHWAY and go on their way to the west.

THE DRIVER №1

(thoughtfully)

Them wasn't two-for-a-cent candy.
THE WAITRESS

(fiercely)

What's that to you?

THE DRIVER №1

Them was nickel apiece candy.

THE DRIVER №2

We got to get goin'. We're droppin' time.

DRIVERS pay and walk to the door.

THE WAITRESS

Hey! Wait a minute. You got change.

THE DRIVER №1

(slamming the door)

You go to hell.

THE WAITRESS

(watching them get into the truck; to THE COOK)

Jack…

THE COOK

(walking near)

What ya want?

THE WAITRESS

(pointing at two half-dollar coins beside the cups)

Truck drivers.

WIDE ON: The cars whizz viciously by THE STAND on HIGHWAY 66. NOW, the place is called JOE & MINNIE.
37.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – EARLY AFTERNOON

AL drives THE WILSONS’ CAR, MA sits beside him, ROSE OF SHARON sits beside her. AL watches THE JOADS’ TRUCK, crawling ahead, and the mountains, shivering in heat. MA sits loosely; the movement of the car sway her body and her head. ROSE OF SHARON is braced against the movement of the car, her plump face is tight against the movement, and her head jiggles sharply because her neck muscles are tight. She tries to arch her whole body as a rigid container to preserve her fetus from shock. 

ROSE OF SHARON

(turning her head toward MA)

Ma…

MA’S eyes light up. She looks at ROSE OF SHARON and smiles weakly as if asking “What’s up, dear?”.

ROSE OF SHARON

Ma, when we get there, all you gonna pick fruit an' kinda live in the country, ain't you?

MA

We ain't there yet. We don't know what it's like. We got to see.

ROSE OF SHARON

Me an' Connie don't want to live in the country no more. We got it all planned up what we gonna do.

MA

(worry in her face)

Ain't you gonna stay with us… with the family?

ROSE OF SHARON

Well, we talked all about it, me an' Connie. Ma, we wanna live in a town. (excitement is growing in her voice and eyes) Connie gonna get a job in a store or maybe a fact'ry. An' he's gonna study at home, maybe radio, so he can git to be a expert an' maybe later have his own store. An' Connie says I'm gonna have a doctor when the baby's born; an' he says we'll see how times is, an' maybe I'll go to a hospiddle. An' we'll have a car, little car. An' we'll live in town an' go to pitchers whenever an'… well, I'm gonna have a 'lectric iron, an' the baby'll have all new stuff. Connie says all new stuff – white an'… Maybe right at first while Connie's studyin' at home it won't be easy, but… well, when the baby comes, maybe he'll be all done studyin' an' we'll have a place, little bit of a place. We don't want nothin' fancy, but we want it nice for the baby… An' I thought… well, I thought maybe we could all go in town, an' when Connie gets his store… maybe Al could work for him.

AL snorts.

MA

We don' want you to go 'way from us. It ain't good for folks to break up.

AL grows tense over the wheel. A little rattle is developing in the engine. He speeds up and the rattle increases. He retards his spark and listens, and then he speeds up for a moment and listens. The rattle increases to a metallic pounding. AL blows his horn and pulls the car to the side of the road.

Ahead THE TRUCK pulls up and then backs slowly close to THE CAR.

TOM gets out off THE TRUCK and comes to THE CAR.

TOM

What's a matter, Al?

AL

(speeding the motor)

Listen to her.

A loud rattling pound.

TOM

Put up your spark an' idle. (opening the hood and putting his head inside) Now speed her. (listening) 

AL

Con-rod bearing, ain't it?

TOM

Sounds like it.

IVY

Is it bad?

TOM

Purty bad.

PA

How bad?

TOM

(to AL)

Ever fitted one?

AL

No, I never. 'Course I had pans off.

TOM

Well, we got to tear the pan off an' get the rod out, an' we got to get a new part an' hone her an' shim her an' fit her. Good day's job. Got to go back to that las' place for a part, Santa Rosa. Albuquerque's about seventy-five miles on… Oh, Jesus, tomorra's Sunday! We can't get nothin' tomorra.

BOTH FAMILIES stand silently. RUTHIE creeps close and peers into the open hood.

IVY

Seems like it's my fault. This here goddamn wreck's give me trouble right along. You folks been nice to us. Now you jus' pack up an' get along. Me an' Sairy'll stay, an' we'll figger some way. We don't aim to put you folks out none.

PA

We ain't a-gonna do it.
SAIRY

We been nothin' but trouble, nothin' but trouble.

TOM

(slowly making a cigarette)

I got an idear. Maybe nobody gonna like it, but here she is: The nearer to California our folks get, the quicker they's gonna be money rollin' in. Now this here car'll go twicet as fast as that truck. Now here's my idea. You take out some a that stuff in the truck, an' then all you folks but me an' the preacher get in an' move on. Me an' Casy'll stop here an' fix this here car an' then we drive on, day an' night, an' we'll catch up, or if we don't meet on the road, you'll be a-workin' anyways.
The OTHERS are silent.

AL

Won't ya need me to give ya a han' with that con-rod?


TOM

You said your own se'f you never fixed one.

PA

I kind a got a notion Tom's right. It ain't goin' ta do no good all of us stayin' here. We can get fifty, a hunderd miles on 'fore dark.

MA

(worriedly)

How you gonna find us?

TOM

We'll be on the same road.

MA

Yeah, but when we get to California an' spread out sideways off this road?..

TOM

Don't you worry.
PA

(to IVY)

Mr. Wilson, it's your car. You got any objections if my boy fixes her an' brings her on?

IVY

I don't see none. Seems like you folks done ever'thing for us awready.
TOM

How about it, Casy? Wanna stay with me an' gimme a lif'?

CASY

I'll do whatever. You took me in, carried me along.
PA

Well, if that's the way she's gonna go, we better get a-shovin'. We can maybe squeeze in a hunderd miles 'fore we stop.

MA steps in front of PA.

MA

I ain't a-gonna go.

PA

What you mean, you ain't gonna go? You got to go. You got to look after the family.

MA steps to THE WILSONS’ CAR and reaches in on the floor of the back seat. She brings out a jack handle and balances it in her hand easily.

MA

I ain't a-gonna go.

PA

I tell you, you got to go. We made up our mind.

MA

(moving the jack handle gently; softly)

On'y way you gonna get me to go is whup me. An' I'll shame you, Pa. I won't take no whuppin', cryin' an' a-beggin'. I'll light into you. An' you ain't so sure you can whup me anyways.
PA

(looking helplessly around the group)

She sassy. I never seen her so sassy.

RUTHIE giggles.

MA

Come on.

Pa doesn’t move. No one does. MA wins.

TOM

Ma, what's eatin' on you?
MA

You done this 'thout thinkin' much. What we got lef' in the worl'? Nothin' but us. Nothin' but the folks. We come out an' Grampa he reached for the shovel-shelf right off. An' now, right off, you wanna bust up the folks…

TOM

Ma, we gonna catch up with ya.
MA waves the jack handle at TOM.

MA

S'pose we was camped, and you went on by. S'pose we got on through, how'd we know where to leave the word, an' how'd you know where to ask? (she pauses) We got a bitter road. Granma's sick. She's up there on the truck a-pawin' for a shovel herself. She's jus' tar'd out. We got a long bitter road ahead.

UNCLE JOHN

But we could be makin' some money.
MA

The money we'd make wouldn't do no good. All we got is the family unbroke. Like a bunch a cows, when the lobos are ranging, stick all together. I ain't scared while we're all here, all that's alive, but I ain't gonna see us bust up. The Wilsons here is with us, an' the preacher is with us. I can't say nothin' if they want to go, (her voice is cold and final) but I'm a-goin' cat-wild with this here piece a bar-arn if my own folks busts up.

TOM

Ma, we can't all camp here. Ain't no water here. Ain't even much shade here. Granma, she needs shade.

MA

All right. We'll go along. We'll stop first place they's water an' shade. An'… the truck'll come back an' take you in town to get your part, an' it'll bring you back. You ain't goin' walkin' along in the sun, an' I ain't havin' you out all alone, so if you get picked up there ain't nobody of your folks to he'p ya.

TOM

You win, Ma. Put away that jack handle 'fore you hurt somebody.

MA looks in astonishment at the bar of iron. Her hand trembles. She drops her weapon on the ground...

38.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – LATE AFTERNOON

TOM, his arms, hands and face dirty with oil, works on THE CAR. CASY sits on the running board and looks westward.

The cars pass them by, moving westward.

CASY

(thinking aloud; CONT’D)

… them we passed an' them that passed us. I been keepin' track.

TOM

Track a what?

CASY

Tom, they's hunderds a families like us all a-goin' west. I watched. There ain't none of 'em goin' east… hunderds of 'em. Did you notice that?

TOM

Yeah, I noticed.

CASY

Why… it's like… It's like a whole country is movin'.

TOM

Yeah. They is a whole country movin'. We're movin' too.

CASY

Well… s'pose all these here folks an' ever'body… s'pose they can't get no jobs out there?

TOM

Goddamn it! How'd I know? This here bearing went out. We didn' know it was goin' so we didn' worry none. Now she's out an' we'll fix her. An' by Christ that goes for the rest of it! I ain't gonna worry. I can't do it. This here little piece of iron an' babbitt. See it? Ya see it? Well, that's the only goddamn thing in the world I got on my mind. I wonder where the hell Al is.

CASY

Now look, Tom…
TOM

You're fixin' to make a speech. Well, go ahead. I like speeches. Warden used to make speeches all the time. Didn't do us no harm an' he got a hell of a bang out of it! What you tryin' to roll out?

CASY

They's stuff goin' on and they's folks doin' things. Them people layin' one foot down in front of the other, they ain't thinkin' where they're goin'… but they're all layin' 'em down the same direction, jus' the same. An' if ya listen, you'll hear a movin', an' a sneakin', an' a rustlin', an'… an' a res'lessness. They's stuff goin' on that the folks doin' it don't know nothin' about yet. They's gonna come somepin outa all these folks goin' wes'… outa all their farms lef' lonely. They's gonna come a thing that's gonna change the whole country.

TOM

Ain't that Al a-comin'?

CASY

Yeah. Looks like.

TOM stands up and wraps the connecting-rod and both halves of the bearing in the piece of sack.

THE TRUCK pulls alongside the road and AL leans out the window.

TOM

You was a hell of a long time. How far'd you go?

AL

(sighing)

We had a mess. Granma got to bellerin', an' that set Rosasharn off an' she bellered some. Seems like Granma ain't got no sense no more. Like a little baby. Don' speak to nobody, don' seem to reco'nize nobody. Jus' talks on like she's talkin' to Grampa.

TOM

Where'd ya leave 'em?

AL

Well, we come to a camp. Got shade an' got water in pipes. Costs half a dollar a day to stay there. But ever'body's so goddamn tired an' wore out an' mis'able, they stayed there. Ma says they got to 'cause Granma's so tired an' wore out. I think Granma gone nuts.

TOM

Casy, somebody got to stay with this car or she'll get stripped.

CASY

Sure. I'll stay.

TOM

(getting in beside Al)

Awright. Don't make no speeches to yourself. Get goin', Al. (THE TRUCK moves on) He's a nice fella. He thinks about stuff all the time.

AL

Well, hell… if you been a preacher, I guess you got to.
39.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – SOME MINUTES LATER

THE TRUCK rattles along the HIGHWAY.

TOM

(CONT’D)

…I sure did pick a nice time to get paroled. I figgered I was gonna lay aroun' an' get up late an' eat a lot when I come home. I was goin' out and dance, an' I was gonna go tom-cattin'… an' here I ain't had time to do none of them things.

AL

When ya killed that fella… did… did ya ever dream about it or anything? Did it worry ya?

TOM

No.

AL

Well, didn' ya never think about it?

TOM

Sure. I was sorry 'cause he was dead.

AL

Ya didn't take no blame to yourself?

TOM

No. I done my time, an' I done my own time.

AL

Was it… awful bad… there?

TOM

(nervously)

Look, Al. I done my time, an' now it's done. I don' wanna do it over an' over. There's the river up ahead, an' there's the town. Let's jus' try an' get a con-rod an' the hell with the res' of it.

AL

Ma's awful partial to you… She mourned when you was gone. Done it all to herself. Kinda cryin' down inside of her throat. We could tell what she was thinkin' about, though.

TOM

Now look here, Al. S'pose we talk 'bout some other stuff.

AL

I was jus' tellin' ya what Ma done.

TOM

I know… I know. But… I ruther not.
AL

(insulted)

I was jus' tryin' to tell ya.

The silence. TOM spits through the window. AL keeps his eyes straight ahead.
40.
EXT. THE CAMP – LATE EVENING

THE CAMP: five or six tents, cars stand beside the tents. A small wooden house dominates the camp ground, and on the porch of the house a gasoline lantern hisses and throws its white glare in a great circle. 

There is a group of MEN on the porch. They sit on the steps, and some stand on the ground, resting their elbows on the porch floor. The gathering of men surrounds the proprietor. THE PROPRIETOR, a sullen lanky man, sits in a chair on the porch. He leans back against the wall. 

PA sits on the bottom step.

TOM and AL drive THE TRUCK and THE CAR through the gate. 

THE PROPRIETOR

(leaning forward)

You men wanta camp here? Have ta pay first.

TOM

Awlerady did. We got folks here. Hi, Pa.

PA

Thought you was gonna be all week. Get her fixed?

TOM

We was pig lucky. Got a part 'fore dark. We can get goin' fust thing in the mornin'.

PA

That's a pretty nice thing. Ma's worried. Ya Granma's off her chump.

TOM

Yeah, Al tol' me. She any better now?

PA

Well, anyways she's a-sleepin'.
41.
EXT. THE CAMP – LATE EVENING

THE EVENING CAMP LIFE. SHOTS of:
1. The CHILDREN gathering woods.

2. The WOMEN working over the fire, cooking. 

3. The PEOPLE talking.

4. The PEOPLE eating and sharing their food with those who have none.

5. A GUITAR unwrapped from a blanket.

6. SAIRY sitting alone in her tent, crying.

7. The PEOPLE singing.

8. The CHILDREN playing together.

9. And the PEOPLE talking again.

10. Sick GRANMA on the mattress, hardly breathing.

11. The MEN gathering around the porch of the house.

12. The WOMEN putting the children to the mattresses.

13. The MEN talking on the porch, laughing, arguing…

42.
EXT. THE CAMP, ON THE PORCH – AT NIGHT

PA

It’s dirt hard for folks to tear up an’ go. Folks like us that had our place. We ain’t shif’less. Till we got tractored off, we was people with a farm.

THE YOUNG MAN

Croppin’?

PA

Sure we was sharecroppin’. Use’ ta own the place.

THE YOUNG MAN

Same as us.

PA

Lucky for us it ain’t gonna las’ long. We’ll get out west an’ we’ll get work an’ we’ll get a piece a growin’ land with water.

Near the edge of the porch a RAGGED MAN stands. His face is black with dust.

THE RAGGED MAN

You folks must have a nice little pot a money.

PA

No, we ain’t got no money. But they’s plenty of us to work, an’ we’re all good men. Get good wages out there an’ we’ll put ‘em together. We’ll make out.

THE RAGGED MAN laughs. The faces turn to him. His laughter turns to a high whinnying giggle. His eyes are red and watering.

THE RAGGED MAN

You goin’ out there… oh, Christ! You goin’ out an’ get… good wages… oh, Christ! (slyly) Pickin’ oranges maybe? Gonna pick peaches?

PA

We gonna take what they got. They got lots a stuff to work in.

THE RAGGED MAN giggles again.

TOM

What’s so goddamn funny about that?

THE RAGGED MAN

You folks all goin’ to California and I… Me… I’m comin’ back. I been there. [The MEN are rigid, listening.] I’m goin’ back to starve. I ruther starve all over at oncet.

PA

What the hell you talkin’ about? I got a han’bill says they got good wages, an’ little while ago I seen a thing in the paper says they need folks to pick fruit.

THE RAGGED MAN

Then I ain’t gonna fret you.

PA

‘Course you ain’t gonna fret me. I got a han’bill says they need men. Don’t make no sense if they don’t need men. Costs money for them bills. They wouldn’ put ‘em out if they didn’ need men.

THE RAGGED MAN

Han’bill’s right. They need men.

PA

Then why the hell you stirrin’ us up laughin’?

THE RAGGED MAN

‘Cause you don’t know what kind a men they need.

TOM

What you talkin’ about?

THE RAGGED MAN

Look. How many men they say they want on your han’bill?

PA

Eight hundred, an’ that’s in one little place.

THE RAGGED MAN

Look. It don’t make no sense. This fella wants eight hundred men. So he prints up five thousand of them things an’ maybe twenty thousan’ people sees ‘em. An’ maybe two-three thousan’ folks gets movin’ account a this here han’bill. Folks that’s crazy with worry.

PA

But it don’t make no sense!

THE RAGGED MAN

Not till you see the fella that put out the bill. You’ll be a-campin’ by a ditch, you an’ fifty other famblies. An’ he’ll look in your tent an’ see if you got anything lef’ to eat. An’ if you got nothin’, he says, ‘Wanna job?’ An’ you’ll say, ‘I sure do, mister.’ An’ he’ll say, ‘I can use you.’ An’ you’ll say, ‘When do I start?’ An’ he’ll tell you where to go, an’ what time, an’ then he’ll go on. Maybe he needs two hundred men, so he talks to five hundred, an’ they tell other folks, an’ when you get to the place, they’s a thousan’ men. This here fella says, ‘I’m payin’ twenty cents an hour.’ An’ maybe half a the men walk off. But they’s still five hundred that’s so goddamn hungry they’ll work for nothin’ but biscuits. Well, this here fella’s got a contract to pick them peaches or chop that cotton. You see now? The more fellas he can get, an’ the hungrier, less he’s gonna pay. An’ he’ll get a fella with kids if he can, ‘cause… hell, I says I wasn’t gonna fret ya… I says I wasn’t gonna fret ya, an’ here I’m a-doin’ it. You gonna go on. You ain’t goin’ back. [Everybody is silent.] Lemme tell ya what to do when ya meet that fella says he got work. Ast him what he’s gonna pay. Ast him to write down what he’s gonna pay. Or you’re gonna get fooled if you don’t.

THE PROPRIETOR

You sure you ain’t one of these here troublemakers? You sure you ain’t a labor faker?

THE RAGGED MAN

I swear to God I ain’t!

THE PROPRIETOR

They’s plenty of ‘em. Goin’ aroun’ stirrin’ up trouble.
THE RAGGED MAN

I tried to tell you folks. Somepin it took me a year to find out. Took two kids dead, took my wife dead to show me. But I can’t tell you. I should of knew that. Nobody couldn’t tell me, neither. I can’t tell ya about them little fellas layin’ in the tent with their bellies puffed out an’ jus’ skin on their bones, an’ shiverin’ an’ whinin’ like pups, an’ me runnin’ aroun’ tryin’ to get work… not for money! Jesus Christ, jus’ for a cup a flour an’ a spoon a lard. An’ then the coroner come. ‘Them children died a heart failure,’ he said. Put it on his paper. Shiverin’, they was, an’ their bellies stuck out like a pig bladder.

THE RAGGED MAN looks around at the silent faces and walks quickly away into the darkness.
43.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66, THE MOUNTAINS OF NEW MEXICO – EARLY MORNING

THE TRUCK and THE CAR move slowly westward, up into the mountains. 

44.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66, THE BORDER OF ARIZONA – MORNING

THE BORDER GUARDS search the line of cars. The PEOPLE stand and walk around their vehicles, watching.

45.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66, TOPOCK – LATE MORNING
THE JOADS and THE WILSONS drive across the bridge and into the broken rock wilderness. The HIGHWAY goes parallel to the river. They look dully at the broken rock glaring under the sun.

PA

We're there… we're in California!

TOM

We got the desert. We got to get to the water and rest.

THEY drive to the river.

46.
EXT. THE JOADS-WILSONS’ RIVER CAMP – AT MIDDAY

The WILSONS’ TENT is set. The JOADS’ tarpaulin is turned into a tent too. GRANMA is put under the tarpaulin.

The MEN gather together.

TOM

I'm gonna go down an' take a bath. That's what I'm gonna do before I sleep. [a whining, babbling GRANMA’S voice comes from under the tarpaulin] How's Granma sence we got her in the tent?

PA

Don' know. Couldn' seem to wake her up.

NOAH

She woke up, awright. Seems like all night she was a-croakin' up on the truck. She's all outa sense.

TOM

Hell! She's jes' wore out... 

47.
INT. IN THE JOADS’ TARPAULIN TENT – EARLY AFTERNOON

GRANMA lies on the mattress. She is naked under a long piece of pink curtain. She turns her old head restlessly from side to side, mutters and chokes.  MA sits on the ground beside GRANMA driving the buzzing flies away and fanning a stream of moving hot air over GRANMA’S face. ROSE OF SHARON sits on the other side and watches her mother.

GRANMA

(imperiously)

Will! Will! You come here, Will. (her eyes open and she looks fiercely about) Tol' him to come right here. I'll catch him.
GRANMA closes her eyes, rolls her head back and forth and mutters thickly. MA fans with the cardboard.

ROSE OF SHARON

She's awful sick.

MA raises her patient eyes to ROSE OF SHARON’S face. She fans, and fans, and fans… The flies buzz, and buzz, and buzz…

MA

When you're young, Rosasharn, ever'thing that happens is a thing all by itself. It's a lonely thing. I know, I 'member, Rosasharn. You're gonna have a baby, Rosasharn, and that's somepin to you lonely and away. That's gonna hurt you, an' the hurt'll be lonely hurt, an' this here tent is alone in the worl', Rosasharn. (fanning) They's a time of change, an' when that comes, dyin' is a piece of all dyin', and bearin' is a piece of all bearin', an bearin' an' dyin' is two pieces of the same thing. An' then things ain't lonely any more. An' then a hurt don't hurt so bad, cause it ain't a lonely hurt no more, Rosasharn. [tears stand in ROSE OF SHARON’S eyes] I wisht I could tell you so you'd know, but I can't. (handing the cardboard to ROSE OF SHARON) Take an' fan Granma. That's a good thing to do. I wisht I could tell you so you'd know.

GRANMA

Will! You're dirty! You ain't never gonna get clean. [ROSE OF SHARON: She?..] Wipe your feet, Will- you dirty pig!

MA

I dunno. Maybe if we can get her where it ain't so hot, but I dunno. Don't worry yourself, Rosasharn. Take your breath in when you need it, an' let go when you need to.

ROSE OF SHARON

I wonder where at Connie is? I ain't seen him around for a long time… Ma, Connie gonna study nights an' get to be somepin.

MA

Yeah. You tol' me about that.

ROSE OF SHARON lies down on the edge of GRANMA’S mattress.

ROSE OF SHARON

Connie's got a new plan. He's thinkin' all a time. When he gets all up on 'lectricity he gonna have his own store, an' then guess what we gonna have?

MA

What?

ROSE OF SHARON

Ice… all the ice you want. Gonna have a ice box. Keep it full. Stuff don't spoil if you got ice.

MA

Connie's thinkin' all a time.

The SOUND of approaching footsteps.

THE POLICEMAN (V.O.)

Who's in here?

THE POLICEMAN looks in. He wears boots, khaki pants and a khaki shirt with epaulets. A pistol holster hangs on a Sam Browne belt. A big silver star is pinned to his shirt. A loose-crowned military cap is on the back of his head. 

MA

What is it you want, mister?

THE POLICEMAN

What you think I want? I want to know who's in here.

MA

Why, they's jus' us three in here. Me an' Granma an' my girl.

THE POLICEMAN

Where's your men?

MA

Why, they went down to clean up. We was drivin' all night.

THE POLICEMAN

Where'd you come from?

MA

Right near Sallisaw, Oklahoma.

THE POLICEMAN

Well, you can't stay here.

MA

We aim to get out tonight an' cross the desert, mister.

THE POLICEMAN

Well, you better. If you're here tomorra this time I'll run you in. We don't want none of you dirty Okies settlin' down here.
MA

Okies? Okies.

MA gets angry. She gets slowly to her feet. She stoops to the utensil box and picks out the iron skillet.

MA

(advancing on THE POLICEMAN with the skillet)

Mister, you got a tin button an' a gun. Where I come from, you keep your voice down. [THE POLICEMAN loosens the gun in the holster.] Go ahead. Scarin' women. Be thankful the men folks ain't here. They'd tear ya to pieces. In my country you watch your tongue.

THE POLICEMAN

(stepping backward)

Well, you ain't in your country now. You're in California, an' we don't want you settlin' down. An' if you're here when I come tomorra, I'll run ya in.

THE POLICEMAN hurries away.

MA goes slowly back under the tarpaulin. She puts the skillet in the utensil box. She sits down slowly, fighting with her face. 

ROSE OF SHARON, pretending to be asleep, watches MA secretly.

48.
EXT. THE RIVER – LATE AFTERNOON

TOM lies in the shallows, his naked body floated. His eyes are closed.
NOAH comes. His shadow falls across TOM’S body.

NOAH

Tom!

TOM
Yeah?

NOAH
Tom, I ain't a-goin' on.

TOM

(sitting up)

What you mean?

NOAH
Tom, I ain't a-gonna leave this here water. I'm a-gonna walk on down this here river.

TOM

You're crazy.

NOAH

Get myself a piece a line. I'll catch fish. Fella can't starve beside a nice river.

TOM
How 'bout the fam'ly? How 'bout Ma?

NOAH
I can't he'p it. I can't leave this here water. You know how it is, Tom. You know how the folks are nice to me. But they don't really care for me.

TOM

(standing up and grabbing NOAH’S arm)

You're crazy.

NOAH

(pushing TOM away)

No, I ain't. I know how I am. I know they're sorry. But… Well, I ain't a-goin'. You tell Ma… I'm a-gonna go now, Tom… down the river. I'll catch fish an' stuff, but I can't leave her. I can't.

WIDE ON: NOAH turns abruptly and walks downstream along the shore. TOM watches him disappear into the brush, and then appear again, following the edge of the river. He watches NOAH growing smaller on the edge of the river.

WINFIELD and RUTHIE walk slowly down through the willows.

RUTHIE

(CONT’D)

…I don't know. I seen pitchers once says a desert. They was bones ever'place.

WINFIELD

We gonna get to see them bones?

RUTHIE

Maybe, I don' know. Gonna go 'crost her at night. That's what Tom said. Tom says we get the livin' Jesus burned outa us if we go in daylight.

Suddenly, RUTHIE stops. She sees naked TOM and looks at him with interest and amazement.

WINFIELD

Men bones?
RUTHIE

Shh!

TOM turns his head and looks at them… At perplexed RUTHIE.

TOM

(angrily)

Git!

THE CHILDREN run. TOM wades to the bank.

49.
EXT. THE JOADS-WILSONS’ RIVER CAMP – LATE AFTERNOON

MA and TOM stand near a fire of dry willow twigs, a pan of water heating.

MA

Why?

TOM
I don' know. Says he got to stay. Says for me to tell you.

MA
How'll he eat?

TOM
I don' know. Says he'll catch fish.

MA turns away. She is silent for some time.

MA

Family's fallin' apart… I don' know. Seems like I can't think no more. I jus' can't think. They's too much.

TOM

He'll be awright, Ma. He's a funny kind a fella.

MA

I jus' can't seem to think no more.
50.
EXT. THE JOADS-WILSONS’ RIVER CAMP – LATE AFTERNOON

TOM, PA, AL and CASY talk by the tarpaulin tent. MA prepares food.

PA

I thought we was gonna get a rest.

TOM

We got to go, Pa. That policeman said… and Ma is frightened…
IVY walks near.

IVY

We can't go, folks. Sairy's done up. She got to res'. She ain't gonna git acrost that desert alive.

TOM

Cop says he'll run us in if we're here tomorra.

IVY

Jus' hafta do 'er, then. Sairy can't go. If they jail us, why, they'll hafta jail us. She got to res' an' get strong.

PA

Maybe we better wait an' all go together.

IVY

No… No. You been nice to us; you been kin', but you can't stay here. You got to get on an' get jobs and work. We ain't gonna let you stay.

PA

(excitedly)

But you ain't got nothing.

IVY smiles.

IVY

Never had nothin' when you took us up. This ain't none of your business. Don't you make me git mean. You got to go, or I'll get mean an' mad. (to CASY) Sairy want you should go see her.

CASY

Sure.

THE MEN watches CASY as he walks to the Wilsons’ tent, slips the flaps aside and enters.
51.
INT. IN THE WILSONS’ TENT

In the dusky tent, SAIRY lies on the mattress, her eyes wide and bright. CASY takes off his hat and looks down at her. 

SAIRY

Did my man tell ya we couldn' go on? [CASY nods.] I wanted us to go. I knowed I wouldn' live to the other side, but he'd be acrost anyways. But he won't go. He don' know. He thinks it's gonna be all right. He don' know.

CASY
He says he won't go.

SAIRY
I know. An' he's stubborn. I ast you to come to say a prayer.

CASY
I ain't a preacher. My prayers ain't no good.

SAIRY
I was there when the ol' man died. You said one then.

CASY
It wasn't no prayer.

SAIRY

It was a prayer.

CASY

It wasn't no preacher's prayer.

SAIRY

It was a good prayer. I want you should say one for me.

CASY

I don' know what to say.

SAIRY closes her eyes and then opens them slowly again.

SAIRY

Then say one to yourself. Don't use no words to it. That'd be awright.

CASY bows his head. SAIRY watches him. When CASY raises his head SAIRY looks relieved.

SAIRY

(smiling)

That's good… That's what I needed. Somebody close enough to pray.

CASY looks down into SAIRY’S eyes.

CASY

Good-by.

SAIRY shakes her head slowly back and forth and closes her lips tight. CASY goes out of the tent.
52.
EXT. THE JOADS-WILSONS’ RIVER CAMP – LATE AFTERNOON

All the JOADS’ stuff is loaded back in THE TRUCK. Everything and everybody is ready for the journey.

UNCLE JOHN and AL tie the tarpaulin over the cross-piece, making a little tight tent on top of the load. They lash it down to the side-bars. 

PA takes out his purse and digs a couple of crushed bills from it. He goes to IVY and holds the money out.

PA

We want you should take this, an'… (he points to the pork and potatoes) … an' that.

IVY

(sharply)

I ain't a-gonna do it. You ain't got much.

PA

Got enough to get there. We ain't left it all. We'll have work right off.

IVY

I ain't a-gonna do it. I'll git mean if you try.

MA takes the money from PA’S hand. She folds them neatly and puts them on the ground and places the pork pan over them.

MA

That's where they'll be. If you don' get 'em, somebody else will.

IVY turns, goes to his tent and steps inside.

TOM

We got to go.

THE JOADS climb on the truck, MA on top, beside GRANMA. TOM and AL and PA in the seat. CONNIE and ROSE OF SHARON are against the cab. CASY, UNCLE JOHN, WINFIELD and RUTHIE are in a tangle on the load.

PA

(calling)

Good-by, Mister and Mis' Wilson!

Not a sound from the WILSONS’ tent.

TOM starts the engine and the TRUCK lumbers away. As they crawl up the rough road toward the HIGHWAY, MA looks back. IVY stands in front of his tent, staring after them, his hat is in his hand. MA waves her hand at him, but he does not respond.

53.
EXT. NEEDLES, A SERVICE STATION – BEFORE SUNSET

AL is getting the gas tank filled. TOM is studying a map.

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

You people sure have got nerve.

TOM

(looking up from the map)

What you mean?

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

Well, crossin' in a jalopy like this.

TOM

You been acrost?

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

Sure, plenty, but not in no wreck like this.

TOM

If we broke down maybe somebody'd give us a han'.

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

Well, maybe. But folks are kind of scared to stop at night. I'd hate to be doing it. Takes more nerve than I've got.

TOM

(grinning)

It don't take no nerve to do somepin when there ain't nothin' else you can do. Well, thanks. We'll drag on.

TOM gets in the TRUCK and moves away.

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №2 goes out of the service-station building.
THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

Jesus, what a hard-looking outfit!

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №2

Them Okies? They're all hard-lookin'.

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

Jesus, I'd hate to start out in a jalopy like that.

THE SERVICE-STATION BOY №1

Well, you and me got sense. Them goddamn Okies got no sense and no feeling.
54.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – WITH THE LAST RAYS OF THE SUN

THE TRUCK goes westward.

55.
INT. IN THE BED OF THE TRUCK (UNDER THE TARPAULIN)

CONNIE and ROSE OF SHARON lean back against the cab, the tarpaulin whips and drums above them. They speaks together in low tones, so that no one can hear them. When CONNIE speaks he turns his head and speaks into her ear, and she does the same to him.

ROSE OF SHARON

Seems like we wasn't never gonna do nothin' but move. I'm so tar'd.

CONNIE

Maybe in the mornin'. How'd you like to be alone now?

CONNIE’S hand moves out and strokes her hip.

ROSE OF SHARON

Don't. You'll make me crazy as a loon. Don't do that.

CONNIE

Maybe… when ever'body's asleep.

ROSE OF SHARON

Maybe. But wait till they get to sleep. You'll make me crazy, an' maybe they won't get to sleep.

CONNIE

I can't hardly stop.

ROSE OF SHARON

I know. Me neither. Le's talk about when we get there; an' you move away 'fore I get crazy.

CONNIE shifts away a little.

CONNIE

Well, I'll get to studyin' nights right off…
ROSE OF SHARON
(sighing deeply)
How long, you think?

CONNIE

How long what?

ROSE OF SHARON

How long 'fore you'll be makin' big money?..
56.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – AT NIGHT

THE TRUCK goes westward.

57.
INT. IN THE BED OF THE TRUCK (UNDER THE TARPAULIN)

UNCLE JOHN and CASY lie curling in the middle of the truck. From where they are we can MA and GRANMA against the outside. As MA moves occasionally her dark silhouette moves against the outside.

UNCLE JOHN

Casy, you're a fella oughta know what to do.

CASY

What to do about what?

UNCLE JOHN

I dunno.

CASY

Well, that's gonna make it easy for me!

UNCLE JOHN

Well, you been a preacher.

CASY

Look, John, ever'body takes a crack at me 'cause I been a preacher. A preacher ain't nothin' but a man.

UNCLE JOHN

Yeah, but… he's… a kind of a man, else he wouldn't be a preacher. I wanna ast you… well, you think a fella could bring bad luck to folks?

CASY

I dunno… I dunno.

UNCLE JOHN

Well… see… I was married… fine, good girl. An' one night she got a pain in her stomach. An' she says, 'You better get a doctor.' An' I says, 'Hell, you jus' et too much.' She gave me a look. An' she groaned all night, an' she died the next afternoon. You see… I kil't her. An' sence then I tried to make it up - mos'ly to kids. An' I tried to be good, an' I can't. I get drunk, an' I go wild.

CASY

Ever'body goes wild. I do too.

UNCLE JOHN

Yeah, but you ain't got a sin on your soul like me.

CASY

Sure I got sins. Ever'body got sins.
58.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – AT NIGHT

THE TRUCK goes westward through the desert.

59.
INT. IN THE BED OF THE TRUCK (UNDER THE TARPAULIN)

EVERYBODY sleeps except MA, lying on the mattress beside GRANMA. MA listens carefully to GRANMA’S breath and beating of her heart. Sometimes GRANMA sobs.

MA

All right. It's gonna be all right. You know the fambly got to get acrost. You know that.

UNCLE JOHN

(in a sleepy voice)

You all right?

MA

(after a moment of silence)

All right. Guess I dropped off to sleep.

MA watches GRANMA’S face. It is still. GRANMA is dead. MA lies rigid beside her.
FADE TO BLACK

60.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66, DAGGETT, THE INSPECTION STATION – NEAR MIDNIGHT

Rolling along the HIGHWAY 66 THE TRUCK comes to the inspection station with the illuminated sign "KEEP RIGHT AND STOP" A place is well lighted. 

When TOM pulls in, TWO OFFICERS come out from the station building and stand under the long covered shed. THE FIRST OFFICER puts down the license number and raised the hood.

TOM

What's this here?

THE SECOND OFFICER

Agricultural inspection. We got to look over your stuff. Got any vegetables or seeds?

TOM

No.

THE SECOND OFFICER

Well, we got to look over your stuff. You got to unload.

MA, her face swollen and her eyes hard, climbs heavily down from the truck.

MA

(fighting with hysteria)

Look, mister. We got a sick ol' lady. We got to get her to a doctor. We can't wait. You can't make us wait.

THE SECOND OFFICER

Yeah? Well, we got to look you over.

MA

(crying)

I swear we ain't got anything! I swear it. An' Granma's awful sick.

THE SECOND OFFICER

You don't look so good yourself.

MA pulls herself up the back of the truck.

MA

Look.

THE SECOND OFFICER shoots a flashlight beam up on GRANMA’S FACE.

MA

See?

THE SECOND OFFICER

By God, she is. You swear you got no seeds or fruits or vegetables, no corn, no oranges?

MA

No, no. I swear it!

THE SECOND OFFICER

Then go ahead. You can get a doctor in Barstow. That's only eight miles. Go on ahead.

TOM climbs in and drives on.

THE SECOND OFFICER turns to THE FIRST OFFICER.

THE SECOND OFFICER

I couldn' hold em.

THE FIRST OFFICER

Maybe it was a bluff.

THE SECOND OFFICER

Oh, Jesus, no! You should of seen that ol' woman's face. That wasn't no bluff.

61.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66, BARSTOW – AT NIGHT

THE TRUCK pulls up in a small town of BARSTOW.

TOM gets out of the cab and walks to the back of the TRUCK. 

TOM

Ma?

MA

Why did we stop?

TOM

They says there’s a doctor here, in Barstow. How's Granma?

MA

(her eyes are blank)

She's awright… awright. Drive on. We got to get acrost. She's awright…

62.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – AT NIGHT

THE TRUCK goes westward through the desert. The rabbits scuttle into the lights and dash away.

63.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – WITH THE FIRST RAY OF THE SUN

THE TRUCK goes westward and the first ray of the sun pierces the sky behind it.

AL drives. THE OTHERS sleep. And suddenly…

AL

Jesus Christ! Look!

AL jams on the brake and stops in the middle of the road watching the great flat valley, green and beautiful, below: the vineyards, the orchards, the trees set in rows, the farm houses, the distant cities, the little towns in the orchard land, and the morning sun, golden on the valley. The distance is thinned with haze, and the land grows softer and softer in the distance.
PA

(waking up)

God Almighty! I never knowed they was anything like her.

AL gets out and stretches his legs.

AL

Ma… come look. We're there!
RUTHIE and WINFIELD scrambles down from the car, and then they stand, silent and awestruck.

RUTHIE

It's California.

WINFIELD

There's fruit.

CASY, CONNIE, ROSE OF SHARON and UNCLE JOHN climb down and stand silently.

TOM

Where's Ma? I want Ma to see it. Look, Ma! Come here, Ma.

MA climbs slowly down the back board. Her face is stiff. 

TOM

My God, Ma, you sick?

MA
(bracing herself by holding the truck-side)
Ya say we're acrost?

TOM

(pointing to the great valley)

Look!

MA

Thank God! The fambly's here.

MA’S knees buckle and she sits down on the running board.

TOM

You sick, Ma?

MA

No, jus' tar'd.

TOM

Didn' you get no sleep?

MA

No.

TOM

Was Granma bad?

MA looks down at her hands, lying together in her lap, then raises her eyes and looks over the valley.

MA

Granma's dead.

Everyone looks at MA.

PA

When?

MA

Before they stopped us las' night.

TOM

So that's why you didn' want 'em to look.

MA

I was afraid we wouldn' get acrost. I tol' Granma we couldn' he'p her. The fambly had ta get acrost. I tol' her, tol' her when she was a-dyin'. We couldn' stop in the desert. There was the young ones… an' Rosasharn's baby. I tol' her. (she puts up her hands and covers her face for a moment) She can get buried in a nice green place… (sighs) Trees aroun' an' a nice place. [THE OTHERS look at MA with a little terror.] She got to lay her head down in California.

64.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 66 – SOME MINUTES LATER

The CAMERA follows THE TRUCK moving down the mountain, twisting and looping.

The  crackling SOUND of the CRICKETS along the road.

TOM (V.O.; CONT’D)

…They was too ol'. Who's really seein' it is Ruthie an' Winfiel'.

PA (V.O.)

Here's Tommy talkin' like a growed-up man, talkin' like a preacher almos'.

MA (V.O.; sadly)

He is. Tommy's growed way up… way up so I can't get aholt of 'im sometimes.

THE TRUCK rolls down the mountain into the great valley.

FADE TO BLACK

On the black screen a thin white pattern appears representing a rod with some ripe bunches of grapes on it. Then the words appear:
THE PROMISED LAND

65.
EXT. BAKERSFIELD, IN FRONT OF THE CORONER’S OFFICE – LATE MORNING

CONNIE, ROSE OF SHARON, WINFIELD, RUTHIE and CASY are on the top of the load. They wait. AL and TOM stroll along the street looking in store windows and watching the people on the sidewalks.

PA, MA and UNCLE JOHN come out form the coroner’s office. They are subdued and quiet. 

PA and MA get in the seat. TOM gets under the steering wheel and looks at PA, waiting. PA looks straight ahead. MA rubs the sides of her mouth with her fingers, her eyes are far away.

PA

They wasn’t nothin’ else to do.

MA

I know. She would a liked a nice funeral, though. She always wanted one.

TOM

County?

PA
Yeah. We didn’ have enough. We couldn’ of done it. (to MA) You ain’t to feel bad. We couldn’ no matter how hard we tried, no matter what we done. We jus’ didn’ have it; embalming, an’ a coffin an’ a preacher, an’ a plot in a graveyard. It would of took ten times what we got. We done the bes’ we could.

MA

I know. I jus’ can’t get it outa my head what store she set by a nice funeral. Got to forget it. (she brushes her hair back with her hand) We got to git. We got to find a place to stay. We got to get work an’ settle down. No use a-lettin’ the little fellas go hungry.

TOM

Where we goin’?

PA

Camp. We ain’t gonna spen’ what little’s lef’ till we get work. Drive out in the country.

TOM starts the car.
66.
EXT. THE OUTSKIRTS OF BAKERSFIELD – LATE MORNING

WIDE ON: THE TRUCK rolls through the streets and out toward the country. By a bridge, there is a collection of tents and shacks – HOOVERVILLE.
67.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE – AT MIDDAY

There are forty tents and shacks in HOOVERVILLE, and beside each habitation some kind of automobile. There is no order in the camp: little gray tents, shacks and cars scattered about at random. The houses built with sheets of rusty corrugated iron, moldy carpets, gunny sacking and other lumber; roofs of willow limbs and grass. The tents are small and huge but all of them are dirty and torn in strips. 

A few rugged children covered with dust stand and stare at the approaching JOADS’ TRUCK.

TOM stops THE TRUCK and looks around.

TOM
She ain't very purty. Want to go somewheres else?

PA

Can't go nowhere else till we know where we're at. We got to ast about work.

TOM steps out of the cab.

THE FAMILY climbs down from the load and looks curiously at the camp. RUTHIE and WINFIELD take down the bucket and walk toward the willows. The HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN stare at them as they walk.

A GRAY-HAIRED WOMAN, her face wizened and dull, deep gray pouches under blank eyes, looks out of a shack.

PA

Can we jus' pull up anywheres an' camp?

A GRAY-HAIRED WOMAN disappears inside the shack and after a moment A BEARDED MAN in shirt sleeves steps out. A GRAY-HAIRED WOMAN looks out after him but she does not come into the open.

THE BEARDED MAN

(studying JOADS and their stuff)

Howdy, folks.

PA

I jus' ast your woman if it's all right to set our stuff anywheres.

THE BEARDED MAN

Well, if you wanta camp here, why don't ya? I ain't a-stoppin' you.

PA

I jus' wanted to know does anybody own it? Do we got to pay?

THE BEARDED MAN

(angrily)

Who owns it? Who's gonna kick us outa here? You tell me. (calming down) Never been in Hooverville before?

PA

Where's Hooverville?

THE BEARDED MAN

This here's her!

WIDE ON: HOOVERVILLE
68.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE – SOME MINUTES LATER

UNCLE JOHN, PA and CASY hoist the tarpaulin on the tent poles. MA on her knees inside, brushing off the mattresses on the ground. A circle of quiet children stands to watch the new family gets settled. 

69.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE – THE SAME TIME

A young man (FLOYD) works on his car. TOM tries to talk to him.

TOM

We're lookin' for work. We'll take any kind a work.

FLOYD

(pausing in his work and looking gat TOM in amazement)

Lookin' for work? So you're lookin' for work. What ya think ever'body else is lookin' for? Di'monds?
MEANWHILE, IN THE BACKGROUND: MA builds a little trash fire and puts the cooking pots over the flame. The circle of children draws closer, and the calm wide eyes of the children watch every move of MA’S hands. A VERY OLD MAN with a bent back comes out of a tent and snoops near, sniffing the air as he comes. He laces his arms behind him and joins the children to watch MA. RUTHIE and WINFIELD come closer to MA and eye the strangers belligerently.

TOM

(looking around at the messy camp)

Ain't they no work?

FLOYD

I don' know. Mus' be. Ain't no crop right here now. Grapes to pick later, an' cotton to pick later. We're a-movin' on, soon's I get these here valves groun'. Me an' my wife an' my kids. We heard they was work up north.
TOM

(loosing his temper)

But they is work… Christ Almighty, with all this stuff a-growin': orchards, grapes, vegetables - I seen it. They got to have men. I seen all that stuff… Got to sleep up. Tomorra we'll go out lookin' for work.

FLOYD

You kin try. [TOM turns away and moves toward the tent.] Hi!

TOM

What you want?

FLOYD

I jus' want ta tell ya. Don' go ‘round lookin' for no trouble… the cops and the locals a’ready mad with us people coming… 

70.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, NEAR THE JOADS’ TENT – SOME MINUTES LATER

TOM walks around the side of the tent and finds CASY sitting on the earth, wisely regarding one bare foot. Tom sits down heavily beside him.

TOM

Ain't heard a peep outa you for days. Thinkin' all the time?

CASY

Listen all the time… Listen to people a-talkin', an' purty soon I hear the way folks are feelin'. Goin' on all the time. I hear 'em an' feel 'em; an' they're beating their wings like a bird in a attic. Gonna bust their wings on a dusty winda tryin' ta get out. They's a army of us without no harness. (he bows his head) Ever' place we stopped I seen it. Folks hungry for side-meat, an' when they get it, they ain't fed. An' when they'd get so hungry they couldn' stan' it no more, why, they'd ast me to pray for 'em, an' sometimes I done it. (he clasps his hands around drawn-up knees and pulls his legs in) I use' ta think that'd cut 'er. Use' ta rip off a prayer an' all the troubles'd stick to that prayer like flies on flypaper, an' the prayer'd go a-sailin' off, a-takin' them troubles along. But don' work no more.
71.
INT. IN THE JOADS’ TENT – THE SAME TIME

ROSE OF SHARON lies on a mattress and CONNIE squats beside her.

ROSE OF SHARON

I oughta help Ma. I tried, but ever' time I stirred about I throwed up.

CONNIE

If I'd of knowed it would be like this I wouldn' of came. I'd a studied nights 'bout tractors back home an' got me a three-dollar job. Fella can live awful nice on three dollars a day, an' go to the pitcher show ever' night, too.

ROSE OF SHARON

(apprehensively)

You're gonna study nights 'bout radios. [CONNIE keeps silent.] Ain't you?

CONNIE

Yeah, sure. Soon's I get on my feet. Get a little money.

ROSE OF SHARON

(rolling up on her elbow)

You ain't givin' it up!

CONNIE

No… no… 'course not. But… I didn' know they was places like this we got to live in.

ROSE OF SHARON’S eyes harden.

ROSE OF SHARON

(quietly)

You got to. (fiercely) We got to have a house 'fore the baby comes. We ain't gonna have this baby in no tent.

CONNIE

Sure. Soon's I get on my feet!
CONNIE storms out of the tent. ROSE OF SHARON rolls on her back, stares at the top of the tent, then she puts her thumb in her mouth for a gag and cries silently.
72.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, BESIDE THE JOADS’ TENT – EARLY AFTERNOON

MA breaks twigs to keep the flame up under the stew kettle. The fire flares and drops and flares and drops. THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN, fifteen of them, stand silently and watch. RUTHIE and WINFIELD stand inside the circle, comporting themselves with proper frigidity and dignity. They are aloof, and at the same time possessive.

A HOOVERVILLE GIRL about RUTHIE’S age (the oldest one in the group of children) stands on one foot, caressing the back of her leg with a bare instep. Her arms are clasped behind her. She watches MA with steady small gray eyes.

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

I could break up some bresh if you want me, ma'am.

MA looks up from her work.

MA

You want ta get ast to eat, huh?

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

Yes, ma'am.

MA

(sliping the twigs under the pot)

Didn' you have no breakfast?

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

No, ma'am. They ain't no work hereabouts. Pa's in tryin' to sell some stuff to git gas so's we can get 'long.

MA

Didn' none of these here have no breakfast?

THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN shift nervously and look away from the boiling kettle.

THE HOOVERVILLE BOY

I did… me an' my brother did… We et good.
MA

Then you ain't hungry. They ain't enough here to go around.

THE HOOVERVILLE BOY

We et good.

THE HOOVERVILLE BOY turns, runs away and dives into a tent. MA looks after him.

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

The fire's down, ma'am. I can keep it up if you want.

RUTHIE casts a cold and angry glance at THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL and squats down to break up the twigs for MA. MA lifts the kettle lid and stirs the stew with a stick.

MA

I'm sure glad some of you ain't hungry. That little fella ain't, anyways.

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

(sneering)

Oh, him! He was a-braggin'. High an' mighty. If he don't have no supper- know what he done? Las' night, come out an' say they got chicken to eat. Well, sir, I looked in whilst they was a-eatin' an' it was fried dough jus' like ever'body else.

MA

(looking down toward THE HOOVERVILLE BOY’S tent)

Oh! (looking back at THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL) How long you been in California?

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

Oh, 'bout six months. We lived in a gov'ment camp a while, an' then we went north, an' when we come back it was full up. That's a nice place to live, you bet.

MA

(taking the sticks from RUTHIE’S hand and fed the fire)

Where's that?

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

(excitedly)

Over by Weedpatch. Got nice toilets an' baths, an' you kin wash clothes in a tub, an' they's water right handy, good drinkin' water; an' nights the folks play music an' Sat'dy night they give a dance. Oh, you never seen anything so nice. Got a place for kids to play an' they ain't no cops let to come look in your tent any time they want. I wisht we could go live there again.

MA

I never heard about it. I sure could use a wash tub, I tell you. All full now, ya say?

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

Yeah. Las' time we ast it was.

MA

Mus' cost a lot.

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL

Well, it costs, but if you ain't got the money, they let you work it out… couple hours a week, cleanin' up, an' garbage cans. Stuff like that.

MA

I sure wisht we could go there.

RUTHIE

(fiercely)

Granma died right on top a the truck.

THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL looks questioningly at RUTHIE.

RUTHIE

(to THE HOOVERVILLE GIRL; breaking up a little pile of sticks)

Well, she did. An' the cor'ner got her.

WINFIELD

Right on the truck… Cor'ner stuck her in a big basket.

MA

You shush now, both of you.

AL, PA, TOM, CASY and UNCLE JOHN come.

THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN’S faces are blank, and their eyes go mechanically from the pot to the tin plate MA holds. Their eyes follow the spoon from pot to plate, and when MA passes the steaming plate up to UNCLE JOHN, their eyes follow it up. UNCLE JOHN digs his spoon into the stew, and the eyes rise up with the spoon. A piece of potato goes into UNCLE JOHN’S mouth and the eyes are on his face. UNCLE JOHN stops chewing and looks at THE CHILDREN.

UNCLE JOHN

(trying to hand his plate over to TOM)

You take this here… I ain't hungry.

TOM

You ain't et today.

UNCLE JOHN

I know, but I got a stomickache. I ain't hungry.

TOM

(quietly)

You take that plate inside the tent an' you eat it.

UNCLE JOHN

I'd still see 'em inside the tent.

TOM

(to THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN)

You git. Go on now, git. (THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN’S eyes are on his face, wondering) Go on now, git. There ain't enough for you.

THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN do not move.

MA

(ladling very little stew into the family plates)

I can't send 'em away. I don't know what to do. Take your plates an' go inside. I'll let 'em have what's lef'. Here, take a plate in to Rosasharn. (smiling to THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN)  Look, you little fellas go an' get you each a flat stick an' I'll put what's lef' for you. But they ain't to be no fightin'.

THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN run but come back in a moment. Their eyes on MA, waiting.

MA

(apologetically)

There ain't enough… I'm a-gonna set this here kettle out, an' you'll all get a little tas', but it ain't gonna do you no good… I can't he'p it. (she lifts the pot and sets it down on the ground) Now wait. It's too hot.

MA goes into the tent quickly (without a plate).

73.
INT. IN THE JOADS’ TENT

THE JOADS sit on the ground, each with his plate.
From the outside the SOUNDS of THE HOOVERVILLE CHILDREN come. THEY dig into the pot with their sticks and their spoons and their pieces of rusty tin. THEY do not talk or argue. Suddenly the SOUNDS stop. 

MA

(looking at the empty plates in the JOADS’ hands)

Didn’ none of you get nowhere near enough.

PA gets up and leaves the tent.

74.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, BESIDE THE JOADS’ TENT

CLOSE ON: the empty pot lying on the ground near the dying fire.
75.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, BESIDE THE JOADS’ TENT – AFTERNOON

MA washes plates in a bucket of water.

A sedan drives through the camp and pulls up at the next tent. A MAN in overalls and a blue shirt climbs out. Somebody calls to him, "Any luck?" "There ain't a han'-turn of work in the whole darn country, not till cotton pickin'." And THE MAN goes into the ragged tent.

MA listens, her face hardened.

A strong BROAD WOMAN walks near. Her dress is streaked with dust and splotched with car oil. Her chin is held high with pride. She stands a short distance away and regards MA belligerently. Finally she approaches.

THE BROAD WOMAN

(coldly)

Afternoon

MA

(getting up from her knees)

Afternoon. (pushing a box forward) Won't you set down?

THE BROAD WOMAN

No, I won't set down.

MA

(looking questioningly at her)

Can I he'p you in any way?

THE BROAD WOMAN

(her hands on her hips)

You kin he'p me by mindin' your own children an' lettin' mine alone.

MA

(her eyes wide open)

I ain't done nothin'…

THE BROAD WOMAN

My little fella come back smellin' of stew. You give it to 'im. He tol' me. Don' you go a-boastin' an' a-braggin' 'bout havin' stew. Don' you do it. I got 'nuf troubles 'thout that. Come in ta me, he did, an' says, 'Whyn't we have stew?

MA

(coming closer to THE BROAD WOMAN)

Set down… Set down an' talk a piece.

THE BROAD WOMAN

No, I ain't gonna set down. I'm tryin' to feed my folks, an' you come along with your stew.

THE BROAD WOMAN turns and walks quickly away. She goes into a tent and pulls the flaps down behind her. MA stares after her, and then she drops to her knees again beside the stack of tin dishes.
76.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE – LATE AFTERNOON

WIDE ON: HOOVERVILLE. The CHILDREN wander aimlessly. The WOMEN build fires. The MEN gather in squatting groups and talk together.

TOM and AL help FLOYD with his car. UNCLE JOHN comes to look.

A new Chevrolet coupe turns off the highway and heads down into the camp. It pulls to the center of the camp. The car door opens and a man wearing khaki trousers, a flannel shirt and a flat-brimmed Stetson hat (THE CONTRACTOR) gets out and stands beside the car. His companion (JOE, THE DEPUTY SHERIFF) remains seated. 

All the MEN look at the newcomers. The CHILDREN move closer.

FLOYD puts down his wrench. TOM stands up. AL wipes his hand on his trousers. THEY stroll toward the Chevrolet.

THE CONTRACTOR

You men want to work?

THE MEN from all over the camp move near.

THE FIRST MAN

Sure we wanta work. Where's at's work?

THE CONTRACTOR

Tulare County. Fruit's opening up. Need a lot of pickers.

FLOYD

You doin' the hiring?

THE CONTRACTOR

Well, I'm contracting the land.

THE SECOND MAN

What you payin'?

THE CONTRACTOR

Well, can't tell exactly, yet. 'Bout thirty cents, I guess.

THE THIRD MAN

Why can't you tell? You took the contract, didn' you?

THE CONTRACTOR

That's true. But it's keyed to the price. Might be a little more, might be a little less.

FLOYD

(stepping out ahead)

I'll go, mister. You're a contractor, an' you got a license. You jus' show your license, an' then you give us an order to go to work, an' where, an' when, an' how much we'll get, an' you sign that, an' we'll all go.

THE CONTRACTOR

You telling me how to run my own business?

FLOYD

'F we're workin' for you, it's our business too.

THE CONTRACTOR

Well, you ain't telling me what to do. I told you I need men.

FLOYD

(angrily)

You didn' say how many men, an' you didn' say what you'd pay.

THE CONTRACTOR

Goddamn it, I don't know yet.

FLOYD

If you don' know, you got no right to hire men. (to the crowd) Twicet now I've fell for that. Maybe he needs a thousan' men. He'll get five thousan' there, an' he'll pay fifteen cents an hour. An' you poor bastards'll have to take it 'cause you'll be hungry.
THE CONTRACTOR

(turning to the Chevrolet)

Joe!

JOE steps out. He wears riding breeches and laced boots. A heavy pistol holster hangs on a cartridge belt around his waist. On his brown shirt a deputy sheriff's star is pinned. 

JOE
What you want?

THE CONTRACTOR

(pointing to FLOYD)

Ever see this guy before, Joe?

JOE
(smiling at FLOYD)

What'd he do?

THE CONTRACTOR

He's talkin' red, agitating trouble.

JOE moves slowly around to see FLOYD’S profile.

FLOYD

You see? If this guy's on the level, would he bring a cop along?

JOE
Hmm, seems like I have. Las' week when that used-car lot was busted into. Seems like I seen this fella hangin' aroun'. Yep! I'd swear it's the same fella. (his smile disappears as he unhooks the strap that covers the butt of his pistol) Get in that car.

TOM

You got nothin' on him.

JOE
'F you'd like to go in too, you jus' open your trap once more. They was two fellas hangin' around that lot.

THE CONTRACTOR

You fellas don't want ta listen to these goddamn reds. Troublemakers - they'll get you in trouble. Now I can use all of you in Tulare County.

THE MEN are silent.

JOE
Might be a good idear to go. Board of Health says we got to clean out this camp. They isn't a thing to do aroun' here. That's jus' a friendly way a telling you. Be a bunch a guys down here, maybe with pick handles, if you ain't gone. [The silence. THE CONTRACTOR steps into the Chevrolet.] That's all. I don't want one of you here by tomorra morning. (to FLOYD) Now, you… (taking hold of FLOYD’S left arm) Get in that car.

Suddenly FLOYD hits JOE in his face. JOE staggers. TOM puts out his foot for him to trip over. JOE falls and reaches his pistol. FLOYD dodges in and out of sight down the line. JOE fires from the ground.

A WOMAN in front of a tent screams and then looks at a hand which has no knuckles. The fingers hang on strings against her palm.

JOE, sitting on the ground, raises his gun again aiming FLOYD.

Suddenly JOE gets a kick in his neck and falls on the ground unconscious.

CASY stands over JOE looking at the faces around. Everybody looks at him, shocked.

THE WOUNDED WOMAN’S wailing in the silence. 

The motor of the Chevrolet roars and it streaks away.

CASY moves close to TOM.

CASY

You got to git out. You go down in the willas an' wait. He didn' see me kick 'im, but he seen you stick out your foot.

TOM

I don' want ta go.

CASY

(whispering into his ear)

They'll fingerprint you. You broke parole. They'll send you back.

TOM

Jesus! I forgot.

TOM strolls away casually, but as soon as he is away from the group he hurries his steps and disappears among the willows near the river.

The crowd of MEN continues to stare at unconscious JOE.

In the great distance a SIREN screams up.

THE MEN becomes nervous. THEY move away, each one to his own tent. Only AL, UNCLE JOHN and CASY stay.

AL

(to CASY)

You sure flagged 'im down!

CASY

Get out. Go on, get out… to the tent. You don't know nothin'.
AL

Yeah? How 'bout you?

CASY

(grinning)

Somebody got to take the blame. I got no kids. They'll jus' put me in jail, an' I ain't doin' nothin' but set aroun'.

AL

Ain't no reason for…

CASY

Go on now. You get outta this.

AL and UNCLE JOHN go away.

The SIREN screams closer every moment.

IN THE SLOW MOTION:

1. CASY kneels beside JOE and turns him over. JOE groans. CASY wipes the dust off his lips.

2. HOVERVILLE street is empty.

3. An open car comes into the camp.

4. FOUR DEPUTIES, armed with rifles, step out of the car.

5. CASY stands up and walks to DEPUTIES.

6. CASY talks to DEPUTIES. JOE comes and talks too.

7. CASY gets in the back seat of the car, TWO DEPUTIES on either side of him.

8. THE CAR moves slowly away from HOOVERVILLE.

9. CASY sits proudly, a faint smile on his face.

FADE TO BLACK
77.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, BESIDE THE JOADS’ TENT – EARLY EVENING

PA and UNCLE JOHN sit silently, watching MA peeling potatoes and slicing them into a frying pan of deep grease. RUTHIE and WINFILD spy on the adults from the tent. Passing them, ROSE OF SHARON, her face swollen because of tears, moves dizzily out of the tent.

ROSE OF SHARON

Where's Connie? I ain't seen Connie for a long time. Where'd he go?

MA

I ain't seen him.
ROSE OF SHARON

I ain't feelin' good. Connie shouldn' of left me.

MA

(looking up at ROSE OF SHARON)

You been a-cryin'. [The tears start freshly in ROSE OF SHARON’S eyes.] You git aholt on yaself. They's a lot of us here. You git aholt on yaself. Come here now an' peel some potatoes. You're feelin' sorry for yaself.

ROSE OF SHARON kneels down and takes a potato.

ROSE OF SHARON

Wait'll I see 'im. I'll tell 'im.

MA

(smiling)

He might smack you. You got it comin' with whinin' aroun' an' candyin' yaself. If he smacks some sense in you I'll bless 'im.

ROSE OF SHARON’S eyes blaze with resentment.

UNCLE JOHN

I got to tell. My sin.

PA

Well, tell then! Who'd ya kill?

UNCLE JOHN fishes a folded dirty bill out of his jeans pocket. He spreads it out and shows it.

UNCLE JOHN

Fi' dollars.

PA

Steal her?

UNCLE JOHN

No, I had her. Kept her out.

PA

She was yourn, wasn't she?

UNCLE JOHN

Yeah, but I didn't have no right to keep her out.

MA

I don't see much sin in that. It's yourn.

UNCLE JOHN

It ain't only the keepin' her out. I kep' her out to get drunk. I knowed they was gonna come a time when I got to get drunk, when I'd get to hurtin' inside so I got to get drunk. Figgered time wasn' yet, an' then… the preacher went an' give 'imself up to save Tom.

PA nods. MA sighs. ROSE OF SHARON digs at a deep eye in a potato with the point of her knife.

MA

I don' see why him savin' Tom got to get you drunk.

UNCLE JOHN

Come a time when I could a did somepin an' took the big sin off my soul. An' I slipped up… an' she got away.

UNCLE JOHN stands up and walks away. PA and MA watch him. ROSE OF SHARON keeps her eyes resentfully on the potatoes.

MA

Poor John. I wondered if it would a done any good if… no… I guess not. I never seen a man so drove.

RUTHIE crawls back in the tent and turns  on her side in the dust.

RUTHIE
I'm gonna get drunk.

RUTHIE crosses her eyes and loosens her joints, with her tongue hanging out.

RUTHIE

I'm drunk.

WINFIELD

Looka me, here's me, an' I'm Uncle John.

WINFIELD flaps his arms, puffs and whirls until he is dizzy.
78.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, BESIDE THE JOADS’ TENT – SOON AFTER SUNSET

The frying pan of potatoes hisses over the fire. MA moves the thick slices about with a spoon. PA sits near by, hugging his knees. ROSE OF SHARON sits near the tent. AL and TOM approach.

MA

It's Tom! Thank God.

TOM

We got to get outa here.

MA

What's the matter now?

TOM

Well, people say they'll burn the camp tonight. From what that cop said, they wanta push us along. Now you know I ain't got it in me to stan' by an' see our stuff burn up, nor Pa ain't got it in him, nor Uncle John. We'd come up a-fightin', an' I jus' can't afford to be took in an' mugged. I nearly got it today, if the preacher hadn' jumped in.

MA turns the frying potatoes in silence. Slowly the look in her eyes changes.

MA

Come on! (setting out the plates) Le's eat this stuff. We got to go quick.

ROSE OF SHARON

You seen Connie?

AL

Yeah. Way to hell an' gone up the river. He's goin' south.

ROSE OF SHARON

Was… was he goin' away?

AL

I don' know.

MA

Rosasharn, you been talkin' an' actin' funny. What'd Connie say to you?

ROSE OF SHARON

Said it would a been a good thing if he stayed home an' studied up tractors.

EVERYONE is quiet. ROSE OF SHARON looks at the fire and her eyes glisten in the firelight. The girl sniffles and wipes her nose with the back of her hand.

PA

Connie wasn' no good. I seen that a long time. Didn' have no guts, jus' too big for his overalls.

ROSE OF SHARON gets up and goes into the tent.

AL

Wouldn' do no good to catch 'im, I guess.

PA

No. If he ain't no good, we don' want him.

MA

Sh. Don' say that.

PA

Well, he ain't no good. All the time a-sayin' what he's a-gonna do. Never doin' nothin'. I didn' want ta say nothin' while he's here. But now he's run out…

MA

Sh!

PA

Why, for Christ's sake? Why do I got to shh? He run out, didn' he?

MA

(turning over the potatoes)

Rosasharn gonna have a little fella an' that baby is half Connie. It ain't good for a baby to grow up with folks a-sayin' his pa ain't no good.

79.
EXT. HOOVERVILLE, BESIDE THE JOADS’ TENT –AFTER SUNSET

THE TRUCK is loaded and ready. TOM returns with blind drunk UNCLE JOHN over his shoulder. PA helps him to get UNCLE JOHN loaded in the truck bed.
UNCLE JOHN

(mumbling)

Ain’t a-going… I ain’t…
PA

Awready.

TOM

Where's Rosasharn?

MA

Over there. Come on, Rosasharn. We're a-goin'.

ROSE OF SHARON sits still, her chin down. Tom walks over to her.

TOM

Come on.

ROSE OF SHARON

(without raising her head)

I ain't a-goin'.

TOM

You got to go.

ROSE OF SHARON

I want Connie. I ain't a-goin' till he comes back.

IN THE BACKGROUND: Three cars loaded with the camps and the people pull out of the camp. They clank up the highway and roll away, their dim lights glancing along the road.

TOM

Connie'll find us. I lef' word up at the store where we'd be. He'll find us.

ROSE OF SHARON

I wanta wait.

MA

(gently)

We can't wait.

MA leans down, takes ROSE OF SHARON by the arm and helps her to her feet.

ROSE OF SHARON

Maybe he went to get them books to study up. Maybe he was a-gonna surprise us.

MA

Maybe that's jus' what he done.

TOM and MA help ROSE OF SHARON up on top of the load, and she crawls under the tarpaulin.

THE BEARDED MAN comes timidly to the TRUCK. 

THE BEARDED MAN

You gonna leave any stuff a fella could use?

PA

Can't think of nothin'. We ain't got nothin' to leave.

TOM
Ain't ya gettin' out?

THE BEARDED MAN

No.

TOM

But they'll burn ya out.

THE BEARDED MAN

(looking at the ground)

I know. They done it before.

TOM

Well, why the hell don't ya get out?

THE BEARDED MAN

I don' know. Takes so long to git stuff together… You ain't leavin' nothin' a fella could use?

PA

Cleaned out, slick.

THE BEARDED MAN wanders away.
80.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY  - AT NIGHT

THE TRUCK comes southward along the road. TOM, MA and PA in the cab.

Ahead, a little row of red lanterns stretches across the highway.

TOM

Detour, I guess.

TOM slows the TRUCK and stops it.

A crowd of men swarms about the TRUCK quickly. THE PEOPLE are armed with pick handles and shotguns. They wear trench helmets and some American Legion caps. A RED-FACED MAN leans in the window.

THE RED-FACED MAN

Where you think you're goin'?

TOM’S hand creeps down to the floor and feels for the jack handle. MA catches his arm and holds it powerfully.

TOM

Well… (trying to sound servile) We're strangers here. We heard about they's work in a place called Tulare.

THE RED-FACED MAN

Well, goddamn it, you're goin' the wrong way. We ain't gonna have no goddamn Okies in this town.

A shiver goes through TOM. Ma clings to his arm.

TOM

Which way is it at, mister?

THE RED-FACED MAN

You turn right around an' head north. An' don't come back till the cotton's ready.

TOM

Yes, sir.

TOM puts the car in reverse, backs around, turns and heads northward. MA pats him softly. Tom tries to restrain his hard smothered sobbing.

MA

Don' you mind. Don' you mind.

TOM swerves into a side dirt road and turns off his lights and motor. He gets out of the car, carrying the jack handle.

MA

Where you goin'?

TOM

Jus' gonna look. We ain't goin' north.

The red lanterns move up the highway. In a few moments there come the SOUNDS of shouts and screams, and then a flaring light arises from the direction of the HOOVERVILLE. The light grows and spreads. 

TOM gets in the TRUCK again. He turns around and runs up the dirt road without lights. At the highway he turns south again and turns on his lights.

MA

Where we goin', Tom?

TOM

Goin' south.
PA

Yeah, but where we goin'?

TOM

Gonna look for that gov'ment camp. A fella said they don' let no deputies in there. Ma… I got to get away from 'em. I'm scairt I'll kill one.

MA

Easy. You got to have patience. Why, Tom… us people will go on livin' when all them people is gone. Why, Tom, we're the people that live. They ain't gonna wipe us out. Why, we're the people we go on.

TOM

We take a beatin' all the time.

MA

I know. (she smiles thoughtfully) Maybe that makes us tough. Rich fellas come up an' they die, an' their kids ain't no good, an' they die out. But, Tom, we keep a-comin'. Don' you fret none, Tom. A different time's comin'.

TOM

How do you know?

MA

I don' know how.

THE TRUCK goes south. ITS dim lights pierce the darkness.

81.
EXT. THE COUNTRY ROAD – AT NIGHT

TOM drives along the road peering into darkness. There are few lights in the countryside. THE TRUCK jiggles slowly along, frightening rabbits and hunting cats with its light.

MA sleeps beside TOM. PA sits silent and moody.

TOM

I don' know where she is. Maybe we'll wait till daylight an' ast somebody.

TOM stops the TRUCK at a boulevard signal. ANOTHER CAR passes by. 

TOM

(leaning out)

Hey, mister. Know where the big camp is at?

A DRIVER

Straight ahead.

82.
EXT. THE GOVERNMENTAL CAMP GATE – AT NIGHT

As THE TRUCK pulls up before the GATE, a watchman comes out of the CHECK-POINT.

TOM

Evening, sir… Say… you got any room here for us?

THE WATCHMAN

Got one camp. How many of you?

TOM

(counting on his fingers)

Me an' Pa an' Ma, Al an' Rosasharn an' Uncle John an' Ruthie an' Winfiel'. Them last is kids.

THE WATCHMAN

Well, I guess we can fix you. Got any camping stuff?

TOM

Got a big tarp an' beds.

THE WATCHMAN steps up on the running board.

THE WATCHMAN

Drive down the end of that line an' turn right. You'll be in Number Four Sanitary Unit.

TOM

What's that?

THE WATCHMAN

Toilets and showers and wash tubs.

MA

You got wash tubs… running water?

THE WATCHMAN

Sure.

MA

Oh! Praise God.

TOM drives down the long dark row of tents. In the sanitary building a low light burns.

THE WATCHMAN

Pull in here. It's a nice place. Folks that had it just moved out.

TOM stops the car.

THE WATCHMAN

(to TOM)

Now you let the others unload while I sign you up. Come along.

AL drops off the truck and walks around.

AL

Gonna stay here?

TOM

Yeah. You an' Pa unload while I go to the office.

THE WATCHMAN

Be kinda quiet. They's a lot of folks sleeping.

TOM follows THE WATCHMAN back, to the CHECK-POINT.
83.
INT. THE GOVERNMENTAL CAMP, INSIDE THE CHECK-POINT – AT NIGHT

THE WATCHMAN and TOM are in a tiny room which contains only a desk and a chair.

TOM

(CONT’D)

… You mean to say the fellas that runs the camp is jus' fellas- campin' here?

THE WATCHMAN

(sitting at the desk, reading through a filled form in his hand)

Sure. And it works. Central Committee keeps order an' makes rules. Then there's the ladies. They'll call on your ma. They keep care of kids an' look after the sanitary units. If your ma isn't working, she'll look after kids for the ones that is working, an' when she gets a job - why, there'll be others.
TOM

You said about cops… You mean to say they ain't no cops?

THE WATCHMAN

No, sir. No cop can come in here without a warrant.
TOM

Well, s'pose a fella is jus' mean, or drunk an' quarrelsome. What then?

THE WATCHMAN

Well, the first time the Central Committee warns him. And the second time they really warn him. The third time they kick him out of the camp.

TOM

God Almighty, I can't hardly believe it! Tonight the deputies an' them fellas with the little caps, they burned the camp out by the river.

THE WATCHMAN

They don't get in here. Some nights the boys patrol the fences, 'specially dance nights.

TOM

Dance nights? Jesus Christ!

THE WATCHMAN

We got the best dances in the county every Saturday night. But now go get some sleep.

TOM

Good night. Ma's gonna like this place. She ain't been treated decent for a long time.

THE WATCHMAN

Good night. Get some sleep. This camp wakes up early.

TOM leaves.
84.
EXT. THE GOVERNMENTAL CAMP, THE JOADS’ PLACE – EARLY IN THE MORNING

THE CAMP sleeps. The eastern mountains are blue-black, and the light stands up faintly behind them. Down in the valley the earth is the lavender-gray of dawn.
TOM, PA, AL and UNCLE JOHN sleep in THE TRUCK BED. 

A small squeaking iron SOUND comes continually from somewhere and wakes TOM up. He gets up and looks down the line of tents. Beside a tent he sees a flash of fire seeping from the cracks in an old iron stove. Gray smoke spurts up from a stubby smoke pipe. TOM climbs over the TRUCK, drops to the ground and moves slowly toward the stove.

A YOUNG WOMAN, a nursing BABY on her crooked arm with its head under her shirtwaist, works about the stove, poking the fire, shifting the rusty stove lids to make a better draft, opening the oven door.

TOM comes near to the stove and stretches out his hands to it. THE YOUNG WOMAN looks at him and nods, her two braids jerk.

A young man (WILKIE) comes out of his tent. After a moment an older man (TIMOTHY) follows him. They are sharp-faced men, and they look much alike. WILKIE has a dark stubble beard and TIMOTHY a white stubble beard. They are dressed in new blue dungarees and in dungaree coats. 

TIMOTHY

(his face is neither friendly nor unfriendly)

Mornin'.

TOM

Mornin'.

WILKIE

Mornin'. (smelling the air over the stove) Kee-rist!

TIMOTHY

(to TOM)

Had your breakfast?

TOM

Well, no, I ain't. But my folks is over there. They ain't up. Need the sleep.

TIMOTHY

Well, set down with us, then. We got plenty… thank God!

TOM

Why, thank ya. Smells so darn good I couldn' say no.

THEY squat around the packing box.

WILKIE

Workin' around here?

TOM

Aim to. We jus' got in las' night. Ain't had no chance to look aroun'.

WILKIE

We had twelve days' work.

THE YOUNG WOMAN

(setting the platter of bacon on the box)

They even got new clothes.

TIMOTHY and WILKIE change glances, smiling. THE YOUNG WOMAN brings biscuits, bowl of bacon gravy and a pot of coffee. THEY fill their plates and start eating.

TIMOTHY

(with his mouth full)

God Almighty, it's good!

WILKIE

We been eatin' good for twelve days now. Never missed a meal in twelve days - none of us. Workin' an' gettin' our pay an' eatin'.

As soon as they finish with their coffee, TIMOTHY and WILKIE stand up.

TIMOTHY

Got to git goin'.

WILKIE

(to TOM)

Lookie. We're layin' some pipe. 'F you want to walk over with us, maybe we could get you on.

TOM

Well, that's mighty nice of you. An' I sure thank ya for the breakfast.

TIMOTHY

Glad to have you. We'll try to git you workin' if you want.

TOM

Ya goddamn right I want. Jus' wait a minute. I'll tell my folks.

TOM hurries to the JOADS tent and meets sleepy RUTHIE coming out of it. RUTHIE’S hair down over her eyes and her dress wrinkled and twisted. She crawls carefully out and stands up looking at TOM.

TOM

Listen here. Don't you wake nobody up, but when they get up, you tell 'em I got a chancet at a job, an' I'm a-goin' for it. Tell Ma I et breakfas' with some neighbors. You hear that? Don't you wake 'em up.

RUTHIE nods and walks slowly to the sanitary unit.

TOM hurries back to WILKIE and TIMOTHY. They start walking toward the camp gate.

TOM

Seems funny. I've et your food, an' I ain't tol' you my name… nor you ain't mentioned yours. I'm Tom Joad.

TIMOTHY

(smiling)

You ain't been out here long?

TOM

No! Jus' a couple days.

TIMOTHY

I knowed it. Funny, you git outa the habit a mentionin' your name. They's so goddamn many. Jist fellas. Well, sir… I'm Timothy Wallace, an' this here's my boy Wilkie.

85.
EXT. NEAR THE SANITARY UNIT

RUTHIE stands, watching TOM, TIMOTHY and WILKIE walking away. Then she looks into the sanitary unit, puts a bare foot in on the concrete floor, and then withdraws it. Frightened, she runs back to the tent to meet WINFIELD, creeping out of the tent.

WINFIELD

(whispering)

How long you been up?

RUTHIE

I never been to bed. I was up all night.

WINFIELD

You was not. You're a dirty liar.

RUTHIE

Awright. If I'm a liar I ain't gonna tell you nothin' that happened. I ain't gonna tell how they was a bear come in an' took off a little chile.

WINFIELD

They wasn't no bear

RUTHIE

(sarcastically)

All right… they wasn't no bear. An' they ain't no white things made outa dish-stuff, like in the catalogues.

Winfield regards her gravely. 

WINFIELD

(pointing to the sanitary unit)

In there?

RUTHIE

I'm a dirty liar. It ain't gonna do me no good to tell stuff to you.

86.
INT. INSIDE THE SANITARY UNIT

The toilets line one side of the large room, and each toilet has its compartment with a door in front of it. The porcelain gleams white. Hand basins line another wall. Four shower compartments are on the third wall.

RUTHIE leads WINFIELD into the room. As she is not alone, she is not afraid.

RUTHIE

There. Them's the toilets. I seen 'em in the catalogue.

THE CHILDREN draw near to one of the toilets. RUTHIE, in a burst of bravado, boosts her skirt and sits down. There is a tinkle of water in the bowl.

RUTHIE

I tol' you I been here.
WINFIELD is embarrassed. His hand twists the flushing lever. Water roars. RUTHIE leaps into the air and jumps away. THE CHILDREN stand in the middle of the room and look at the toilet. The hiss of water continues in it.

RUTHIE
You done it. You went an' broke it. I seen you.

WINFIELD

(tears in his eyes)

I never. Honest I never.

RUTHIE

Never you mind. I won't tell on you. We'll pretend like she was already broke. We'll pretend we ain't even been in here.

RUTHIE leads WINFIELD out of the building.

WINFIELD (V.O.)

And you really see that bear?

RUTHIE (V.O.)

What bear?..

87.
EXT. THE GOVERNMENTAL CAMP
The CAMP wakes up. The fires are burned before the tents.

88.
INT. INSIDE THE SANITARY UNIT

MA forces RUTHIE and WINFIELD inside.

MA

(apprehensively)

Now what'd you do?

RUTHIE

(pointing)

It was a-hissin' and a-swishin'. Stopped now.

MA

Show me what you done.

WINFIELD

(turning red; viciously)

She pee'd in one.

RUTHIE
And he bust it.

WINFIELD

(going to the toilet)

I didn' push it hard. I jus' had aholt of this here, an'…

The swish of water comes again. WINFIELD leaps away.

MA laughs. 

MA

Tha's the way she works. I seen them before. When you finish, you push that.

THE CHILDREN look at her and at each other, ashamed, and go out the door. 

MA looks about the room. She goes to the shower closets and looks in. She walks to the wash basins and runs her finger over the white porcelain. She turns the water on a little, holds her finger in the stream. Then she washes her hands and face in the water.

89.
EXT. IN THE FIELD – MORNING

TOM, WILKIE and TIMOTHY walk along a field edge and come to a long narrow ditch with sections of concrete pipe lying beside it. WILKIE an TOM carry picks, TIMOTHY carries a bunch of three shovels.

WILKIE

Here's where we're a-workin'.

THEY walk to the end of the ditch. TOM takes off his coat and drops it on the dirt pile. He pushes up his cap and steps into the ditch. Then he spits on his hands. The pick arises into the air and flashes down. TOM grunts softly. The pick rises and falls, and the grunt comes at the moment it sinks into the ground and loosens the soil.

WILKIE

Yes, sir, Pa, we got here a first-grade muckstick man. This here boy been married to that there little digger.

TOM

I put in time. (umph) Yes, sir, I sure did. (umph)Put in my years. (umph!) Kinda like the feel. (umph!)

The soil loosens ahead of TOM.

90.
EXT.  THE JOADS’ PLACE – MORNING

MA half runs to the tent.

MA
(calling)

Pa. John, git up! You, Al. Git up an' git washed. [Startled sleepy MEN’S eyes look out at her from the tuck bed.] All of you. You git up an' git your face washed. An' comb your hair.

UNCLE JOHN looks pale and sick.
PA

What's the matter?

MA

The Committee. They's a committee… a ladies' committee a-comin' to visit. Git up now, an' git washed. An' while we was a-sleepin' an' a-snorin', Tom's went out an' got work. Git up, now.

THE MEN get sleepily down the TRUCK BED.

MA

(starting a fire)

Git over to that house and wash up. We got to get breakfus' an' be ready for the Committee. (to herself) Pone. Pone an' gravy. That's quick. Got to be quick.

RUTHIE and WINFIELD stand watching her, giggling.

MA

(to PA)

And take these two along with you.

THE MAN and THE CHILDREN leave.

ROSE OF SHARON, unkempt and sleepy-eyed, crawls out of the tent. MA turns from the cornmeal she is measuring in fistfuls. She looks at the girl's wrinkled dirty dress, at her frizzled uncombed hair.

MA

You got to clean up. Go right over and clean up. You got a clean dress. I washed it. Git your hair combed.

ROSE OF SHRON

I don' feel good: I wisht Connie would come. I don't feel like doin' nothin' 'thout Connie.

MA

(her hands on her hips)

Rosasharn, you git upright. You jus' been mopin' enough. They's a ladies' committee a-comin', an' the fambly ain't gonna be frawny when they get here.

ROSE OF SHARON

But I don' feel good.

MA

(advancing on ROSE OF SHARON)

Git. They's times when how you feel got to be kep' to yourself. Clean up, an' wash your legs an' put on them shoes of yourn.

ROSE OF SHARON hides in the tent for a moment, looking for clothes, and then trudges to the sanitary unit. 

MA

(turning back to her work)

An' braid your hair.

91.
EXT. THE JOADS’ PLACE – SOME MINUTES LATER

MA drops the pone in a frying pan of grease with a spoon.
A shadow falls on the ground beside MA. She looks over her shoulder. A little lean man (RAWLEY) dressed all in white stands behind her. He has a thin, brown, lined face and merry eyes. 

RAWLEY
(smiling at MA)
Good morning.

MA

(looking at his white clothes, her face hardens with suspicion)

Mornin'.

RAWLEY

Are you Mrs. Joad?

MA
Yes.

RAWLEY
Well, I'm Jim Rawley. I'm camp manager. Just dropped by to see if everything's all right. Got everything you need?

MA

(studying him suspiciously)

Yes. It's nice in here. 'Specially them wash tubs.

RAWLEY

You wait till the women get to washing. You never heard such a fuss. Like a meeting. Know what they did yesterday, Mrs. Joad? They had a chorus. Singing a hymn tune and rubbing the clothes all in time. That was something to hear, I tell you.

MA

(the suspicion is going out of her face)

Must a been nice. You're the boss?

RAWLEY

No. The people here worked me out of a job. They keep the camp clean, keep order, make clothes and toys… they do everything.I never saw such people.
MA looks down at her dirty dress.

MA

We ain't clean yet. You jus' can't keep clean a-travelin'.

RAWLEY

Don't I know it. Well, I got to go on. Anything you want, why, come over to the office. I'm there all the time.

RAWLEY waves his hand, and walks down the line of tents. MA hears him speaking to the people as he goes. 

PA comes back from the sanitary unit leading the subdued and wet with water CHILDREN.
92.
EXT. THE JOADS’ PLACE – SOME MINUTES LATER

PA finishes with his coffee and tosses his coffee grounds out of his cup.

MA

You got to quit that. This here's a clean place.

PA

(jealously)

You see she don't get so goddamn clean a fella can't live in her. (to AL) Hurry up, Al. We're goin' out lookin' for a job.

AL

(wiping his mouth with his hand)

I'm ready.

PA

(turning to UNCLE JOHN)

You a-comin'?

UNCLE JOHN

Yes, I'm a-comin'.

PA

You don't look so good.

UNCLE JOHN

I ain't so good, but I'm comin'.

AL gets in the TRUCK. PA and UNCLE JOHN climb in beside him.

AL

(starting the engine)

Have to get gas.

THE TRUCK moves away down the street.
93.
EXT. THE JOADS’ PLACE – SOME MINUTES LATER

MA washes dishes in the bucket. ROSE OF SHARON comes back from the sanitary unit. Her hair is dripping and combed, her skin is bright and pink. She is wearing the blue dress printed with little white flowers. On her feet she is wearing the heeled slippers.

MA

(drying a plate)

I put your stuff on a plate.

MA looks closely at ROSE OF SHARON and smiles pleasantly making her daughter blush.

MA

You had a bath.

ROSE OF SHARON

I was in there when a lady come in an' done it. Know what you do? You get in a little stall-like, an' you turn handles, an' water comes a-floodin' down on you - hot water or col' water, jus' like you want it… an' I done it!

MA

I'm a-goin' to myself. Jus' soon as I get finish' here.

ROSE OF SHARON

I'm a-gonna do it ever' day. An' that lady… she seen me, an' she seen about the baby, an'… know what she said? Said they's a nurse comes ever' week. An' I'm to go see that nurse an' she'll tell me jus' what to do so's the baby'll be strong. Says all the ladies here do that. An' I'm a-gonna do it. An'… know what?.. Las' week they was a baby borned an' the whole camp give a party, an' they give clothes, an' they give stuff for the baby… even give a baby buggy… wicker one. An' they give the baby a name, an' had a cake. (sighs) Oh, Lord!

MA finishes with the dishes.

MA

Praise God, we come home to our own people. I'm a-gonna have a bath.

ROSE OF SHARON

Oh, it's nice.

MA goes into the tent and digs through the clothes box for her shoes and a clean dress. She also finds a little paper package with her earrings in it.

MA

(going past ROSE OF SHARON)

If them ladies comes, you tell 'em I'll be right back.

MA goes to the sanitary unit.

ROSE OF SHARON sits down heavily on a box and regards her pretty shoes caressing herself. A little smile on her face
Along the road a stocky woman (LISBETH) walks, carrying a box of dirty clothes toward the wash tubs. Her face is brown with sun, and her eyes are black and intense. She wears a great apron, made from a cotton bag, over her gingham dress, and men's brown oxfords are on her feet. She sees ROSE OF SHARON.

LISBETH

(from the distance)

So! (laughing with pleasure) What you think it's gonna be?

ROSE OF SHARON blushes and looks down at the ground.
ROSE OF SHARON

I don't know.

LISBETH

(plopping the box on the ground)

Which'd you ruther?

ROSE OF SHARON

I dunno… boy, I guess. Sure… boy.
LISBETH

You jus' come in, didn' ya?

ROSE OF SHARON

Las' night… late.

LISBETH

Gonna stay?
ROSE OF SHARON

I don' know. 'F we can get work, guess we will.

LISBETH

(fierce in her eyes)

'F you can git work. That's what we all say.

ROSE OF SHARON

My brother got a job already this mornin'.

LISBETH

Did, huh? Maybe you're lucky. Look out for luck. You can't trus' luck. (she steps close to ROSE OF SHARON) You can only git one kind a luck. (fiercely) You be a good girl. You be good. If you got sin on you - you better watch out for that there baby. (squatting down in front of ROSE OF SHARON; darkly) They's scandalous things goes on in this here camp. Ever' Sat'dy night they's dancin', an' not only squar' dancin', neither. They's some does clutch-an'-hug dancin'! I seen' em.

ROSE OF SHARON

I like dancin', squar' dancin'… I never done that other kind.

LISBETH

(nodding her head dismally)

Well, some does. An' the Lord ain't lettin' it get by, neither; an' don' you think He is.

ROSE OF SHARON

No, ma'am.

LISBETH puts a hand on ROSE OF SHARON’S knee. ROSE OF SHARON flinches under the touch.

LISBETH

Gettin' so's you can almos' count the deep-down lamb-blood folks on your toes. An' don' you think them sinners is puttin' nothin' over on God, neither. No, sir, He's a-chalkin' 'em up sin by sin, an' He's drawin' His line an' addin' 'em up sin by sin. God's a-watchin', an' I'm a-watchin'. He's awready smoked two of 'em out. I seen it. Girl a-carryin' a little one, jes' like you. An' she play-acted, an' she hug-danced. And she thinned out and she skinnied out, an'… she dropped that baby, dead. [ROSE OF SHARON (pale and frightened): Oh, my!] Dead and bloody. An' they was another, done the same thing. An' she skinnied out, an'… know what? One night she was gone. An' two days, she's back. Says she was visitin'. But… she ain't got no baby. Know what I think? I think the manager, he took her away to drop her baby. He don' believe in sin. Tol' me hisself. Says the sin is bein' hungry. Says the sin is bein' cold. Says… I tell ya, he tol' me hisself… can't see God in them things. Says them girls skinnied out 'cause they didn' git 'nough food. Well, I fixed him up. (pointing a rigid forefinger in ROSE OF SHARON’S face) I says, 'Git back!' I says. I says, 'I knowed the devil was rampagin' in this here camp. Now I know who the devil is. Git back, Satan,' I says. An', by Chris' he got back! Tremblin' he was, an' sneaky. Says, 'Please!' Says, 'Please don' make the folks unhappy.' I says, 'Unhappy? How 'bout their soul? How 'bout them dead babies an' them poor sinners ruint 'count of play-actin'?' He jes' looked, an' he give a sick grin an' went away. He knowed when he met a real testifier to the Lord. I says, 'I'm a-helpin' Jesus watch the goin's-on. An' you an' them other sinners ain't gittin' away with it. (she picks up her box of dirty clothes) You take heed. I warned you. You take heed a that pore chile in your belly an' keep outa sin.

LISBETH strides away, her eyes shine, leaving whimpering ROSE OF SHARON alone.
94.
EXT. THE JOADS’ PLACE – SOME MINUTES LATER

MA, washed and wearing her old figured dress, the old cracked shoes and the little earrings, comes back to the tent. ROSE OF SHARON sits motionless on the box. Her eyes are blank. Her hands are on her lap. RUTHIE and WINFIELD spy from the tent.

MA
I done it. I stood in there an' let warm water come a-floodin' an' a-flowin' down over me. An'… them ladies' committee come yet?

ROSE OF SHARON

Uh-uh!

MA

(gathering up the tin dishes)

An' you jes' set there an' didn' redd up the camp none! We got to get in shape. (noticing THREE WOMEN walking down the road with dignity) Come on, stir! Here's the ladies comin'.
THE COMMITTEE LADIES stop before the JOADS’ tent, wheel and stand in a line looking at MA. MA stares back.

JESSIE: a mammoth lady, big of hock and buttock, big of breast, muscled like a dray-horse, powerful and sure.

ANNIE: a small stout lady with curly gray hair and a small sweet mouth.

ELLA: a lean woman with stringy hair and steel-rimmed glasses.

JESSIE

Mornin', Mis' Joad.

MA

How'd you know my name?

JESSIE

We're the committee. Ladies' Committee of Sanitary Unit Number Four. We got your name in the office.

MA flushes.

MA

We ain't in very good shape yet. I'd be proud to have you ladies come an' set while I make up some coffee.

ANNIE

(to JESSIE)

Give our names, Jessie. Mention our names to Mis' Joad. (to MA) Jessie's the Chair.

JESSIE

(formally)

Mis' Joad, this here's Annie Littlefield an' Ella Summers, an' I'm Jessie Bullitt.

MA

I'm proud to make your acquaintance. Won't you set down?.. They ain't nothin' to set on yet… But I'll make up some coffee.

ANNIE

(formally)

Oh, no. Don't put yaself out. We jes' come to call an' see how you was, an' try to make you feel at home.

JESSIE

(sternly)

Annie, I'll thank you to remember I'm Chair.

ANNIE

Oh! Sure, sure. But next week I am.

JESSIE

Well, you wait'll next week then. (to MA) We change ever' week.

MA

(helplessly)

Sure you wouldn' like a little coffee?

JESSIE

No, thank you. We gonna show you 'bout the sanitary unit fust, an' then if you wanta, we'll sign you up in the Ladies' Club an' give you duty. 'Course you don' have to join.

MA

Does… does it cost much?

ANNIE

Don't cost nothing but work. An' when you're knowed, maybe you can be 'lected to this committee. Jessie, here, is on the committee for the whole camp. She's a big committee lady.

JESSIE

(smiling with pride)

'Lected unanimous. Well, Mis' Joad, I guess it's time we tol' you 'bout how the camp runs. Let us come to the sanitary unit.

MA

This here's my girl, Rosasharn.

ROSE OF SHARON looks at LADIES without any interest. THEY measure her in haughty manner.

JESSIE

Better come 'long too.

ALL OF THEM hurry to the sanitary unit: COMMITTEE LADIES first, MA following them, and ROSE OF SHARON trudging after MA.
WINFIELD is about to run after them but RUTHIE grabs his hand.
WINFIELD

Whyn't we go along an' listen?

RUTHIE

No. We got washed for them sons-a-bitches. I ain't goin' with 'em.

WINFIELD

You tol' on me 'bout the toilet. I'm a-gonna tell what you called them ladies.

RUTHIE
Don' do it. I tol' 'cause I knowed you didn' really break it.

WINFIELD
You did not.

95.
EXT. THE COUNTRY ROAD – AFTERNOON

THE TRUCK moves along the road, past orchards where the peaches begin to ripe, past vineyards with the clusters pale and green, under lines of walnut trees whose branches spread half across the road. At each entrance-gate there is a sign: "No help wanted. No trespassing."

AL

Pa, they's boun' to be work when them fruits gets ready. Funny place - they tell ya they ain't no work 'fore you ask 'em.

PA

Maybe we could go in anyways an' ask if they know where they's any work. Might do that.

A MAN in blue overalls and a blue shirt walks along the edge of the road. AL pulls up beside him.

AL

Hey, mister. Know where they's any work?

THE MAN stops and grins his teethless smile.

THE MAN

No. Do you? I been walkin' all week, an' I can't tree none.

AL

Live in that gov'ment camp?

THE MAN

Yeah!

AL

Come on, then. Git up back, an' we'll all look.

THE MAN climbs over the side-boards and drops in the bed.

PA

I ain't got no hunch we'll find work. We don't even know where-at to look.

AL

Shoulda talked to the fellas in the camp. How you feelin', Uncle John?

UNCLE JOHN

I ache… I oughta go away where I won't bring down punishment on my own folks.

PA

(putting his hand on UNCLE JOHN’S knee)

Look here, don' you go away. We're droppin' folks all the time… Grampa an' Granma dead, Noah an' Connie run out, an' the preacher in jail.

UNCLE JOHN

I got a hunch we'll see that preacher agin.

AL

You don' feel good enough to have no hunches… The hell with it. Le's go back an' talk, an' find out where they's some work. We're jus' huntin' skunks under water.

AL stops the truck and leans out the window. 

AL

(calling back to THE MAN)

Hey! Lookie! We're a-goin' back to the camp an' try an' see where they's work. They ain't no use burnin' gas like this.

THE MAN

Suits me. My dogs is wore clean up to the ankle.
AL turns around in the middle of the road and heads back.
96.
EXT. NEAR THE JOADS’ TENT – AFTERNOON

MA and ROSE OF SHARON sit on the boxes looking down the road. BOTH smile a little.

MA

…I ain't been so perked up in years. Wasn't them ladies nice?

ROSE OF SHARON

I get to work in the nursery. They tol' me. I can find out all how to do for babies, an' then I'll know.

MA

(nodding in wonder)

Wouldn' it be nice if the men all got work?

ROSE OF SHARON

(frightened)

That lady that says I'll lose the baby… She's a-comin' here, I think. Yeah! Here she comes. Ma, don't let her…

MA

Now you stop that.

MA turns and looks at the approaching LISBETH.

LISBETH

Howdy. I'm Mis' Sandry… Lisbeth Sandry. I seen your girl this mornin'.

MA

Howdy do.

LISBETH

Are you happy in the Lord?

MA

Pretty happy.

LISBETH

Are you saved?

MA

I been saved.

LISBETH

Well, I'm glad. The sinners is awful strong aroun' here. You come to an awful place. They's wicketness all around about. They's sinners all around us.

MA

Seems to me they's nice people here.

LISBETH

Nice! You think they're nice when they's dancin' an' huggin'? I tell ya, ya eternal soul ain't got a chancet in this here camp.
MA face is red. She stands up slowly and faces LISBETH.

MA

Git! Git out now, 'fore I git to be a sinner a-tellin' you where to go.
LISBETH’S mouth drops open. She steps back.

LISBETH

(fiercely)

I thought you was Christians.

MA

So we are.

LISBETH

No, you ain't. You're hell-burnin' sinners, all of you! I can see your black soul a-burnin'. I can see that innocent child in that there girl's belly a-burnin'.

ROSE OF SHARON wails, her hands clutch her belly as if in real pain. MA stoops down and picks up a stick of wood.

MA

(advancing on LISBETH)

Git! Don' you never come back. I seen your kind before. You'd take the little pleasure, wouldn' you?

RAWLEY comes. LISBETH howls and walks away. ROSE OF SHARON runs into the tent. RAWLEY and MA watch LISBETH running along the road. As she runs she turns around and howls at them menacingly.

The stick falls down from MA’S hand. RAWLEY looks at the stick, then at MA.

RAWLEY

(smiling timidly)

Did you clout her?

MA

(staring after LISBETH)

No… but I would a. Twicet today she worked my girl up.

RAWLEY
Try not to hit her. She isn't well. She just isn't well.
MA

If she comes back, I might hit her. I ain't sure. I won't let her worry my girl no more.

RAWLEY

Don't worry about it, Mrs. Joad. She works over the newcomers. She won't ever come back. She thinks you're a sinner.

MA

Well, I am.

RAWLEY

Sure. Everybody is, but not the way she means. She isn't well, Mrs. Joad.

MA looks at him gratefully.

MA

(calling to ROSE OF SHARON)

You hear that, Rosasharn? She ain't well. She's crazy.

ROSE OF SHARON does not answer.
97.
EXT. NEAR THE JOADS’ TENT – AT SUNSET

The CAMP around is alive with people. It is quite noisy with talks, children laugh, distant singing and different car sounds.

MA sits on the grass. Her face is thoughtful. PA comes and sits down, close to her.

MA

(sadly)

This here's a nice place. We could be happy here awhile.

PA

If we could get work.

MA

Yeah! If you could get work.

PA

(studying her face)

What you a-mopin' about? If it's sech a nice place why have you got to mope?

MA gazes at him and closes her eyes slowly.

MA

(her eyes closed)

Funny, ain't it. All the time we was a-movin' an' shovin', I never thought none. An' now these here folks been nice to me, been awful nice; an' what's the first thing I do? I go right back over the sad things… that night Grampa died an' we buried him. I was all full up of the road, and bumpin' and movin', an' it wasn't so bad. But now I come out here, an' it's worse now. An' Granma… Them things was part of all, an' now they come a-flockin' back… an' Noah walkin' away like that! Walkin' away jus' down the river. An' we don' know. We ain't never gonna know if he's alive or dead. An' Connie sneakin' away. I didn' give 'em brain room before, but now they're a-flockin' back. An' I oughta be glad 'cause we're in a nice place. I can remember how them mountains was, sharp as ol' teeth beside the river where Noah walked. I can remember how the stubble was on the groun' where Grampa lie. I can remember the choppin' block back home with a feather caught on it, all criss-crossed with cuts, an' black with chicken blood.

PA

I seen the ducks today. Wedgin' south - high up. Seems like they're awful dinky.
MA opens her eyes and looked at him.

MA

(smiling)

Remember? Remember what we'd always say at home? 'Winter's a-comin' early,' we said, when the ducks flew. Always said that, an' winter come when it was ready to come. But we always said, 'She's a-comin' early.' I wonder what we meant. (sighs) Wisht I wouldn't think how it is home. It ain't our home no more. Wisht I'd forget it. An' Noah. Maybe he'll have a nice time by the river. Maybe it's better so. We can't do no worryin'. This here is a nice place, an' maybe you'll get work right off.

PA

(pointing at the sky)

Look… more ducks. Big bunch. An' Ma… Winter's a-comin' early.

MA chuckles as the flock of ducks flies southward.
98.
EXT. THE GOVERNMENTAL CAMP – AFTER SUNSET

DIFFERENT SHOTS OF THE EVENING CAMP LIFE:

1. One by one and in groups PEOPLE come to the glade with a stage in the middle.

2. A group of PEOPLE, CHILDREN in the first row, surrounds A STORY-TELLER. As the emotional story goes on, PEOPLE nod. Their eyes intense in the fire light.

3. A MAN walks along the road, taking a HARMONICA out of his pocket.

4. A MAN tuning his GUITAR.

5. A FATHER teaches his SON to play the VIOLIN.

6. Almost all the CAMP is on the glade, laughing, singing.

7. Suddenly, the GUITAR starts.

8. The story-telling. RUTHIE and WINFIELD listen, their eyes wide open. UNCLE JOHN yawns. 

9. The GUITAR, the VIOLIN and the HARMONICA play together. The PEOPLE dance square dancing, but slowly they become closer to each other. AL dances with an unknown girl. RUTHIE wants to dance with TOM, but TOM asks ROSE OF SHARON for a dance. RUTHIE is offended. She makes WINFIELD dance with her.
10. Far from the dancing glade PA and MA still sit on the grass, their arms round each other, looking at the sky. Suddenly PA kisses MA. She looks at him, surprised. They stand and run into the tent.

11. The black starry sky over the CAMP.
FADE TO BLACK
99.
EXT. NEAR THE JOADS TENT – EVENING

A family counsel.

MA

We got to do somepin. (nodding at ill-looking WINFIELD lying in the tent) Look at 'im. Got those skitters and we hardly scrape up enough money for milk to give him.

ROSE OF SHARON

An’ it’s me who really needs milk. Haven’t seen it for weeks.

THE OTHERS look at the ground in shame.

MA

Hushh, Rosasharn. Winliel’ need milk quickly an’ you have ta wait… (pause) One month we been here. An' Tom had five days' work. An' the rest of you scrabblin' out ever' day, an' no work. An' scairt to talk. An' the money gone. You're scairt to talk it out. Ever' night you jes' eat, then you get wanderin' away. Can't bear to talk it out. Well, you got to. Rosasharn ain't far from due, an' lookut her color. You got to talk it out. Now don't none of you get up till we figger somepin out. One day' more grease an' two days' flour, an' ten potatoes. You set here an' get busy!

EVERYONE is silent. PA cleans his nails with his pocket knife. UNCLE JOHN picks at a splinter on the box he sits on.

TOM

We been a-lookin', Ma. Been walkin' out sence we can't use the gas no more.
PA

We gotta go… We didn' wanta go. It's nice here, an' folks is nice here… hot water an' toilets…

MA

Well, we can't eat no toilets. If we got to, we got to. First thing is, we got to eat. I ain't watchin' this here fambly starve no more. You figger!

AL

Tomorra?
100.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY, THE OUTSKIRTS OF BAKERSFIELD – EARLY IN THE MORNING

THE JOADS’ TRUCK goes north through the city of BAKERSFIELD.

IN THE CAB: AL, TOM and MA.

TOM

(looking around at the city)

Ever' place you look is restaurants. An' them places all got coffee. Lookit that all-nighter there. Bet they got ten gallons a coffee in there, all hot!

AL

Aw, shut up.

TOM

(grinning over at AL)

Well, I see you got yaself a girl right off.

AL

Well, what of it?

TOM

He's mean this mornin', Ma. He ain't good company.

AL

(irritably)

I'm goin' out on my own purty soon. Fella can make his way a lot easier if he ain't got a fambly.

TOM

You'd have yaself a fambly in nine months. I seen you playin' aroun'.

AL

Ya crazy. I'd get myself a job in a garage an' I'd eat in restaurants…

TOM

An' you'd have a wife an' kid in nine months.

AL

I tell ya I wouldn'. You think jus' because you…

MA

Now you jus' stop that.

TOM

I done it. I was a-badgerin' him. I didn' mean no harm, Al. I didn' know you liked that girl so much.

AL

I don't like no girls much.

TOM

Awright, then, you don't. You ain't gonna get no argument out of me… Look at them hotdog stan'shunderds of 'em.

MA

Tom! I got a dollar put away. You wan' coffee bad enough to spen' it?

TOM

No, Ma. I'm jus' foolin'. I wouldn' take it.

AL

Then shut up about coffee.

A roadster comes from the north. The driver (THE CONTRACTOR N2) pulls up the car and waves to THE JOADS. AL stops the TRUCK and TOM comes out to talk to the DRIVER, a brown-faced man wearing a light gray business suit and a massive gold wedding ring.

THE CONTRACTOR N2

(pleasantly)

Morning.

TOM

Mornin'.

THE CONTRACTOR N2

You people looking for work?

TOM

We sure are, mister.
THE CONTRACTOR N2

Can you pick peaches?

AL

(from the cab)

We never done it.

TOM

We can do anything. We can pick anything there is.

THE CONTRACTOR N2

Well, there's plenty of work for you about forty miles north.

TOM

We'd sure admire to get it. You tell us how to get there, an' we'll go a-lopin'

THE CONTRACTOR N2

Well, you go north to Pixley, that's thirty-five or six miles, and you turn east. Go about six miles. Ask anybody where the Hooper ranch is. You'll find plenty of work there… Know where there's other people looking for work?

TOM

Sure. Down at the Weedpatch camp they's plenty lookin' for work.

THE CONTRACTOR N2

I'll take a run down there. We can use quite a few. (starting the engine) All right. Get along as soon as you can.
TOM

Thank ya, mister. We need work awful bad.

THE CONTRACTOR N2 drives away. TOM turns back and looks at the wondering FAMILY.
101.
EXT. HIGHWAY, NEAR PIXLEY – MIDDAY

WIDE ON: THE JOADS’ TRUCK, driven by TOM, rolls along the HIGHWAY. The traffic is heavy. The country is rich along the roadside. There are orchards, vineyards, melon patches and grain fields. White houses stand in the greenery, roses growing over them. 

MA is happy.

MA

… 'F we pick plenty peaches we might get a house, pay rent even, for a couple months. We got to have a house.

AL

I'm a-gonna save up. I'll save up an' then I'm a-goin' in a town an' get me a job in a garage. Live in a room an' eat in restaurants. Go to the movin' pitchers ever' damn night. Cowboy pitchers.

TOM

Hope we can find her easy.

MA

That fella said the Hooper ranch. Said anybody'd tell us. Hope they's a store near by. Might get some credit, with four men workin'. I could get a real nice supper if they'd gimme some credit. Make up a big stew maybe.

TOM

An' coffee…

Far ahead the road is blocked with cars, and a line of white motorcycles is drawn up along the roadside.

TOM

Mus' be a wreck.

As they draw near, a State POLICEMAN steps around the last parked car. He holds up his hand and TOM pulls to a stop. THE POLICEMAN leans confidentially on the side of the car.

THE POLICEMAN

Where you going?

AL

Fella said they was work pickin' peaches up this way.

THE POLICEMAN

Want to work, do you?

TOM
Right.

THE POLICEMAN

(moving to the side of the road and calling ahead)

One more. That's six cars ready. Better take this batch through.

TOM

Hey! What's the matter?

THE POLICEMAN

Got a little trouble up ahead. Don't you worry. You'll get through. Just follow the line.

The splattering blast of motorcycles starting comes. The line of cars moves on, with the JOADS’ TRUCK last. Two motorcycles lead the way, and two follow.

TOM

I wonder what's a matter.

The motorcycles ahead speed up. The line of cars speeds up.

Suddenly the LEADING POLICEMEN turn off the road into a wide graveled entrance. The cars whip after them. TOM sees a line of MEN standing in the ditch beside the road, yelling something, shaking their fists, their faces are furious. A WOMAN runs toward the cars, but a roaring motorcycle stands in her way. A high wire gate swings open. The six cars move through and the gate closes behind them. The four motorcycles turn and speed back. 

Now that the motors are gone, THE DISTANT YELLING OF THE MEN in the ditch can be heard. TWO MEN with shotguns stand beside the graveled road, calling, "Go on, go on. What the hell are you waiting for?"

The six cars move ahead, turn a bend and come on THE PEACH CAMP.
102.
EXT. THE PEACH CAMP, AT THE GATE – SOME MINUTES LATER

WIDE ON: THE PEACH CAMP
1. Fifty little square, flat-roofed boxes, each with a door and a window;

2. A water tank stands high on one edge of the camp;

3. A little grocery store stands on the other side;

4. At the end of each row of square houses stand two men armed with shotguns and wearing big silver stars.

The six cars, THE JOADS’ TRUCK is the last in the row, are viewed by bookkeepers. One of the bookkeepers talks to TOM, filling a form.

THE BOOKKEPER

O.K. Find house sixty-three. Wages five cents a box. No bruised fruit. All right, move along now. Go to work right away.

103.
EXT. THE PEACH CAMP, 63 – SOME MINUTES LATER

AL parks THE TRUCK close to the door of the little house with a number ‘63’ painted on it. THE FAMILY comes down from the top of the truck and looks about in bewilderment.

TWO DEPUTY SHERIFFS approach.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №1
Name?

TOM

Joad. Say, what is this here?

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №3 takes out a long list.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2
(looking at the list)

Joad… Not here. Ever see these here? Look at the license. Nope. Ain't got it. Guess they're O.K.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №1
Now you look here. We don't want no trouble with you. Jes' do your work and mind your own business and you'll be all right.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFFS walk away. 

TOM

(staring after THE DEPUTIES)

They sure do wanta make us feel at home.

MA opens the door of 63.

104.
INT. 63

MA steps inside the house. The floor is splashed with grease. In the one room stands nothing but a rusty tin stove. The tin stove rests on four bricks and its rusty stovepipe goes up through the roof. The room smells of sweat and grease. ROSE OF SHARON stands beside MA.

ROSE OF SHARON

We gonna live here?

MA

(after a short silence)

Why sure… It ain't so bad once we wash it out. Get her mopped.
105.
EXT. IN THE PEACH ORCHARD – EARLY AFTERNOON

TOM, PA, AL, UNCLE JOHN, RUTHIE and WINFIELD walk with THE GUIDE into THE ORCHARD.

The pickers scurry about, filling their buckets from the branches, putting the peaches in the boxes, carrying the boxes to the checking station; and at the stations, where the piles of filled boxes wait for the trucks, clerks wait to check against the names of the pickers. Piles of empty boxes are seen among the trees.

TOM

(looking at other pickers)

They don't waste no time.

AL

Christ Awmighty! I ruther work in a garage.

PA stops and looks at AL

PA

Now you jus' quit it. You been a-hankerin' an' a-complainin' an' a-bullblowin'. You get to work. You ain't so big I can't lick you yet.

AL starts to bluster.

TOM
(quietly)

Come on, Al. Bread an' meat. We got to get 'em.

THE GUIDE leads THE JOADS to THE CLERK.

THE GUIDE

Here's four more.

THE CLERK

O.K. Ever picked before?

TOM

Never did.

THE CLERK

Well, pick careful. No bruised fruit, no windfalls. Bruise your fruit an' we won't check 'em. There's some buckets.

TOM

(taking a bucket and looking through it)

Full a holes on the bottom.

THE CLERK

Sure. That keeps people from stealing them. All right… down in that section. Get going.

106.
EXT. IN THE PEACH ORCHARD – LATE AFTERNOON

THE SHOTS of PICKERS working in the ORCHARD. Finally, THE CAMERA finds the JOADS. AL, PA and UNCLE JOHN pick the peaches from the branches standing on the ladders or on the ground. THEY collect fruit in the buckets. RUTHIE and WINFIELD put the peaches from the buckets in the boxes. TOM carries the boxes to the clerk station.

TOM

(hurrying back)

We got one more nickel. And here is a buck.

RUTHIE

I'm tar'd. I got to rest.

PA

You got to stay right where you're at.

MA comes.

MA

I would a come before, but Rosasharn fainted. Jes' fainted away. (to THE CHILDREN) You been eatin' peaches. Well, they'll blast you out.

TOM

A buck, Ma. Now ya may go in that store an' buy some stuff to eat. Jus’ get a slip from the clerk and roll on in an' get some food, OK?

MA

Sure. What'll you like to eat?

TOM

Meat! Meat an' bread an' a big pot a coffee with sugar in. Great big pieces a meat.

RUTHIE

Ma, we're tar'd.

MA looks strictly at THE CHILDREN and they get back to their work quietly and quickly.
107.
INT. IN THE STORE – SOME MINUTES LATER

The STORE is a large shed of corrugated iron. It has no window. A tiny man (THE STORE CLERK) stands behind the counter. He is completely bald. Large, brown eye-brows cover his eyes in such a high arch that his face seems surprised and a little frightened. His nose is long and thin, and curved like a bird's beak. Over the sleeves of his blue shirt he wears black sateen sleeve protectors. 

Ma opens the screen door and enters.

MA

Afternoon.

THE STORE CLERK

(inspecting her with interest)

Howdy.

MA

I got a slip here for a dollar.

THE STORE CLERK

(with a nasty, sickly-sweet smile)

You can get a dollar's worth. Any of it.

MA

Thought I'd get a piece of meat.

THE STORE CLERK

Got all kinds. Hamburg, like to have some hamburg? Twenty cents a pound, hamburg.

MA

Ain't that awful high? Seems to me hamburg was fifteen las' time I got some.

THE STORE CLERK

Well… (he giggles) yes, it's high, an' same time it ain't high. Time you go on in town for a couple poun's of hamburg, it'll cos' you 'bout a gallon of gas. So you see it ain't really high here, 'cause you got no gallon a gas.

MA

(sternly)

It didn' cos' you no gallon a gas to get it out here.

THE STORE CLERK

(laughing delightedly)

You're lookin' at it bass-ackwards. We ain't a-buyin' it, we're a-sellin' it. If we was buyin' it, why, that'd be different.

MA looks up at him fiercely for a moment.

MA

(controlling her voice)

Ain't you got some cheaper kind a meat?

THE STORE CLERK

Soup bones. Ten cents a pound.

MA

But them's jus' bones.

THE STORE CLERK

Them's jes' bones. Make nice soup. Jes' bones.

MA

Got any boilin' beef?

THE STORE CLERK

Oh, yeah! Sure. That's two bits a poun'.

MA

Maybe I can't get no meat… But they want meat. They said they wanted meat.

THE STORE CLERK

Ever'body wants meat… needs meat. That hamburg is purty nice stuff. Use the grease that comes out a her for gravy. Purty nice. No waste. Don't throw no bone away.

MA

(sighing)

Give me two pounds hamburg.

THE STORE CLERK

Yes, ma'am. (there is a pause, as he scoops the pale meat on a piece of waxed paper) An' what else?

MA

Well, some bread.

THE STORE CLERK

Right here. Fine big loaf, fifteen cents.

MA

That there's a twelve-cent loaf.

THE STORE CLERK

Sure, it is. Go right in town an' get her for twelve cents. Gallon a gas. What else can I sell you, potatoes?

MA

Yes, potatoes.

THE STORE CLERK

Five pounds for a quarter.

MA

(menacingly)

I heard enough from you. I know what they cost in town.

THE STORE CLERK

(with a grin)

Then go git 'em in town.

MA

(softly)

What is this? You own this here store?

THE STORE CLERK

No. I jus' work here.

MA

Any reason you got to make fun? That help you any? [THE STORE CLERK is silent.] Who owns this here store?

THE STORE CLERK

Hooper Ranches, Incorporated, ma'am.

MA

An' they set the prices?

THE STORE CLERK

Yes, ma'am.

Ma looks up, smiling a little.

MA

Ever'body comes in talks like me is mad?

THE STORE CLERK

(after a moment of hesitation)

Yes, ma'am.

MA

An' that's why you make fun?

THE STORE CLERK

What cha mean?

MA

(gently)

Doin' a dirty thing like this. Shames ya, don't it? Got to act flip, huh? [THE STORE CLERK watches MA, fascinated. He does not answer.] That's how it is. Forty cents for meat, fifteen for bread, quarter for potatoes. That's eighty cents. Coffee?

THE STORE CLERK

Twenty cents the cheapest, ma'am.

MA

An' that's the dollar. Seven of us workin', an' that's supper. (sighs) Wrap 'em up.

THE STORE CLERK

Yes, ma'am. (his eyes slip to MA, and then hide in his work again) Thanks.

MA

(watching him with a little smile)

How'd you get a job like this?

THE STORE CLERK

(apologetically)

A fella got to eat… (belligerently) A fella got a right to eat.

MA

What fella?

THE STORE CLERK

(placing the four packages on the counter)

Meat… Potatoes, bread, coffee. One dollar, even. [MA hands him her slip of paper, he enters the name and the amount in a ledger.] There. Now we're all even.

MA

Say… We got no sugar for the coffee. My boy Tom, he wants sugar. Look! They're a-workin' out there. You let me have some sugar an' I'll bring the slip in later.

THE STORE CLERK

(looking away)

I can't do it. That's the rule. I can't. I'd get in trouble. I'd get canned.

MA

But they're a-workin' out in the field now. They got more'n a dime comin'. Gimme ten cents of sugar. Tom, he wanted sugar in his coffee. Spoke about it.

THE STORE CLERK

I can't do it, ma'am. That's the rule. No slip, no groceries. The manager, he talks about that all the time. No, I can't do it. They'd catch me. They always catch fellas. Always…
MA

For a dime?

THE STORE CLERK

For anything, ma'am.

THE STORE CLERK looks pleadingly at MA, his face losing its fear. He takes ten cents from his pocket and puts it in the cash register.

THE STORE CLERK

(with relief)

There. (he pulls a little bag from under the counter and scoops some sugar into it, weighs the bag, and adds a little more sugar) There you are. Now it's all right. You bring in your slip an' I'll get my dime back.

MA’S hand goes blindly out and puts the little bag of sugar on the pile in her arm.

MA

(quietly)

Thanks to you. (she reaches the door and turns about) I'm learnin' one thing good… Learnin' it all a time, ever' day. If you're in trouble or hurt or need – go to poor people. They're the only ones that'll help… the only ones.

MA comes out. 

THE STORE CLERK leans his elbows on the counter and looks after MA. A plump tortoise shell cat leaps up on the counter and stalks lazily near to him. It rubs sideways against his arms, and he reaches out with his hand and pulls it against his cheek. The cat purrs loudly.
108.
EXT. THE PEACH CAMP – AFTER SUNSET

TOM, AL, PA, UNCLE JOHN, RUTHIE and WINFIELD walk heavily along the camp street to the house 63.

PA

You wouldn' think jus' reachin' up an' pickin'd get you in the back.

TOM

Be awright in a couple days. Say, Pa, after we eat I'm a-gonna walk out an' see what all that fuss is outside the gate. It's been a-workin' on me. Wanta come?

PA

No. I like to have a little while to jus' work an' not think about nothin'. Seems like I jus' been beatin' my brains to death for a hell of a long time. No, I'm gonna set awhile, an' then go to bed.

TOM

How 'bout you, Al?

AL

Guess I'll look aroun' in here, first.

TOM

Well, I know Uncle John won't come. Guess I'll go her alone. Got me all curious.

PA

I'll get a hell of a lot curiouser 'fore I'll do anything about it… with all them cops out there.

TOM

Maybe they ain't there at night.

PA

Well, I ain't gonna find out. An' you better not tell Ma where you're a-goin'. She'll jus' squirt her head off worryin'.
109.
INT. 63 – LATE EVENING

MA works quickly about the fire. Hamburger patties splash and hiss in the grease, the potatoes bubble. The room is full of smoke, and the yellow lantern light throws heavy black shadows on the walls.

ROSE OF SHARON sits on a box.

MA

Feelin' better now?

ROSE OF SHARON

Smell a cookin' gets me. I'm hungry, too.

MA

Go set in the door. I got to have that box to break up anyways.

ROSE OF SHARON moves heavily to one of the mattresses and sits down on it.

MA goes back to the stove and begins to serve the supper. Two patties, a big potato and three slices of bread on each plate. When the meat is all out of the frying pan she pours a little of the grease on each plate. 

THE MEN and THE CHILDREN come in.

TOM

(from the porch)

Leave me at her!

THEY take the plates, eat silently, wolfishly, and wipe up the grease with the bread. THE CHILDREN retire into the corner of the room, put their plates on the floor, and kneel in front of the food like little animals.

TOM

Got any more, Ma?

The silent ‘NO’ in MA’S eyes.
110.
EXT. THE PEACH CAMP – NIGHT

TOM walks down the camp street. The smoke from the houses hangs low to the ground. On the doorsteps people sit and look out into the darkness, their eyes follow TOM down the street.

TOM sits down near the irrigation ditch beside the road and listens. The twittering call of a raccoon sounds near; far away, the angry howl of a tied dog; the high soft laughter of a night hawk; the stealthy movement of a creeping animal in the stubble… TOM stands up and walks slowly to the right of the road, off into the stubble field, and he walks bent down, nearly as low as the haycocks. He moves slowly and stops occasionally to listen. At last he comes to the wire fence, five strands of taut barbed wire. Beside the fence he lies on his back and slides himself under.

A GROUP OF MEN walks by on the edge of the highway. TOM waits until they are far ahead, stands up and follows them. A few automobiles go by. A stream cuts across the fields, and the highway crosses it on a small concrete bridge. TOM looks over the side of the bridge. In the bottom of the deep ravine he sees a tent with a lantern burning inside. He watches the shadows of people against the canvas walls. TOM climbs a fence and moves down into the ravine through brush and dwarf willows to the tent.

A man (SAM) sits on a box in front of the tent.

TOM

Evenin'.

SAM

Who are you?

TOM

Well… I guess, well… I'm jus' goin' past.

SAM
Know anybody here?

TOM
No. I tell you I was jus' goin' past.

CASY’S head sticks out of the tent.

CASY

What's the matter?

TOM

Casy! Casy! For Chris' sake, what you doin' here?

CASY

Why, my God, it's Tom Joad! Come on in, Tommy. Come on in.

SAM

Know him, do ya?

CASY

Know him? Christ, yes. Knowed him for years. I come west with him. (clutching TOM’S elbow and pulling him into the tent) Come on in, Tom.

111.
INT. CASY’S TENT

TOM and CASY with three other men (BERT (45), CURT (60) and NIL (40)) sit on the ground; a lantern is in the center of the tent.

TOM

(CONT’D)

… An' we come, an' a bunch a State cops run us into this here ranch an' we been a-pickin' peaches all afternoon. I seen a bunch a fellas yellin'. They wouldn' tell me nothin', so I come out here to see what's goin' on. How'n hell'd you get here, Casy?

CASY

(leaning forward; his eyes are sharp and merry)

Jail house is a kinda funny place. Here's me, been a-goin' into the wilderness like Jesus to try find out somepin. Almost got her sometimes, too. But it's in the jail house I really got her. Great big ol' cell, an' she's full all a time. New guys come in, and guys go out. An' 'course I talked to all of 'em.

TOM

'Course you did. Always talk.
THEY chuckle.

CURT

Talks all the time. Folks kinda likes to hear 'im, though.

CASY

Well, sir. I begin gettin' at things. Some of them fellas in the tank was drunks, but mostly they was there 'cause they stole stuff; an' mostly it was stuff they needed an' couldn' get no other way. Ya see?

TOM

No.

CASY

Well, they was nice fellas, ya see. What made 'em bad was they needed stuff. An' I begin to see, then. It's need that makes all the trouble. I ain't got it worked out. Well, one day they give us some beans that was sour. One fella started yellin', an' nothin' happened. He yelled his head off. Trusty come along an' looked in an' went on. Then another fella yelled. Well, sir, then we all got yellin'. And we all got on the same tone, an' I tell ya, it jus' seemed like that tank bulged an' give and swelled up. By God! Then somepin happened! They come a-runnin', and they give us some other stuff to eat… give it to us. Ya see?

TOM

No.

CASY

Maybe I can't tell you… Maybe you got to find out.
NIL

We struck. This here's a strike.

TOM

Well, fi' cents a box ain't much, but a fella can eat.

CURT

Fi' cents? Fi' cents! They payin' you fi' cents?

TOM

Sure. We made a buck an' a half.

CASY

Lookie, Tom. We come to work there. They says it's gonna be fi' cents. They was a hell of a lot of us. We got there an' they says they're payin' two an' a half cents. A fella can't even eat on that, an' if he got kids… So we says we won't take it. So they druv us off. An' all the cops in the worl' come down on us. Now they're payin' you five. When they bust this here strike - ya think they'll pay five?

TOM

I dunno. Payin' five now.

CASY

Lookie. We tried to camp together, an' they druv us like pigs. Scattered us. Beat the hell outa fellas. Druv us like pigs. They run you in like pigs, too. (pause) You goin' back tonight?

TOM

Aim to.

CASY

Well… tell the folks in there how it is, Tom. Tell 'em they're starvin' us an' stabbin' theirself in the back. 'Cause sure as cowflops she'll drop to two an' a half jus' as soon as they clear us out.

TOM

I'll tell 'em… I don' know how. Never seen so many guys with guns. Don' know if they'll even let a fella talk. An' folks don' pass no time of day. They jus' hang down their heads an' won't even give a fella a howdy.

CASY

Try an' tell 'em, Tom. They'll get two an' a half, jus' the minute we're gone. You know what two an' a half is… that's one ton of peaches picked an' carried for a dollar.

TOM

Tonight we had meat. Not much, but we had it… Talkin'. Always talkin'.
SAM looks in.

SAM

Goddamn it, I don' like it.

CASY

What's the matter?

SAM

I don' know. Seems like I hear somepin, an' then I listen an' they ain't nothin' to hear.

CURT

You're jus' jumpy.
NIL goes outside and in a second he looks into the tent.

NIL

They's a great big ol' black cloud a-sailin' over. Bet she's got thunder. That's what's itchin' him - 'lectricity.

NIL leaves. BERT and CURT follow him.

CASY

All of 'em's itchy. Them cops been sayin' how they're gonna beat the hell outa us an' run us outa the county. They figger I'm a leader 'cause I talk so much.

CURT

(looking in)

Casy, come outside. They's somepin.

CASY goes outside. TOM follows him.
112.
EXT. NEAR CASY’S TENT

CASY

What is it?

CURT

I dunno. Listen!

FROG SOUNDS. CRICKET SOUNDS.  THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS from the road. A little SWISH OF BRUSH down the stream.

TOM

I think they's guys comin' from ever' which way. We better get outa here.
CURT

Under the bridge span…

THEY move quietly along the edge of the stream. The black span is a cave before them. CASY bends over and moves through. TOM follows him. Then they come out on the other side and straighten up. 

THE FIRST MAN

(with a loud sharp voice)

There they are! [Two flashlight beams fall on TOM and CASY, blinding them.] Stand where you are!

THE SECOND MAN

That's him. That bastard.

THE THIRD MAN

That's him.

TOM and CASY stare blindly at the light.

CASY

(breathing heavily)

Listen. You fellas don' know what you're doin'. You're helpin' to starve kids.

THE SECOND MAN (short but heavy) steps into the light. He carries a pick handle.

CASY

(CONT’D)

You don' know what you're a-doin'.

THE SECOND MAN swings with the pick handle. CASY dodges down into the swing. The heavy club crashes into the side of his head with a dull crunch of bone. CASY falls sideways out of the light.

THE THIRD MAN

Jesus, George. I think you killed him.

The flashlight beam drops, searches and finds CASY’S crushed head.

THE SECOND MAN

Serve the son-of-a-bitch right.

TOM looks down at CASY and sees the pick handle. TOM leaps, wrenches the club free and brings it down on THE SECOND MAN’S shoulder. Then one more time – on the head… and again… and again…
SHOUTS and LIGHTS are all around.

TOM stands over the prostrate man.

A club reaches his head, on the right side of his face.

SHOTS of TOM running along the stream, staggering and bending low; SHOTS of MEN following him with shouts.

113.
INT. 63 – AT NIGHT

THE JOADS sleep on the mattresses put on the ground.

The door squalls on its hinges and TOM slips in.

MA

What's that?

TOM

Me, Tom.

MA

Well, you better get some sleep. Al ain't in yet.

TOM

He must a foun' a girl.

MA

(softly)

Go on to sleep. Over under the window.

TOM finds his place, gets naked and lies under his blanket, shivering. MA listens for his heavy breathing.
MA

(whispering)

Tom… is ever’thing ok?

TOM

Sh! Don't talk loud. I got in a fight.

MA

Tom!

TOM

I couldn' help it, Ma.

MA comes closer and kneels beside TOM.

MA

You in trouble?

TOM

Yeah. In trouble. I can't go out to work. I got to hide.

RUTHIE crawls near on her hands and knees. WINFIELD follows her.

RUTHIE

What's the matter'th him, Ma?

WINFIELD

What's the matter'th Tom?

MA

Now you hush. An' don't you tell nobody. (to TOM) Is it bad?

TOM

Nose busted.

MA

I mean the trouble?

TOM

Yeah. Bad.

114.
INT. 63 – EARLY MORNING

TOM, his cheek bruised, sits on his mattress. MA cooks breakfast. Her head is half turned to hear. She puts grease in the frying pan, and when it whispers with heat, she spoons the dough into it. AL sits opposite TOM studying his bruised face. Frightened ROSE OF SHARON, RUTHIE and WINFIELD lie on the mattress in the dark corner, hiding. UNCLE JOHN watches the street out of the window. 
From the street comes the SOUND of many cars moving slowly.
UNCLE JOHN

Well, what we gonna do?

AL

(standing up)

Well, by God, I know what I'm gonna do. I'm gonna get out of it.

TOM

No, you ain't, Al. We need you now. I'm the one. I'm a danger now. Soon's I get on my feet I got to go. You got to stay, Al. You got to take care a the truck.

AL

Well, I don' like it.

TOM

Can't help it, Al. It's your folks. You can help 'em. I'm a danger to 'em. (to ROSE OF SHARON, her eyes are wide open) Don't worry. Don't you worry. Gonna get you some milk today.

ROSE OF SHARON blinks slowly but does not answer.

UNCLE JOHN
Think ya killed this fella?

TOM

I don' know. It was dark. An' somebody smacked me. I don' know. I hope so. I hope I killed the bastard.

MA

Tom! Don' talk like that.

UNCLE JOHN
(looking out of the window)

They's a whole slew a new people comin' in.

TOM

I guess they bust the strike awright. I guess you'll start at two an' a half cents.

UNCLE JOHN
But a fella could work at a run, an' still he couldn' eat.

TOM

I know. Eat win'fall peaches. That'll keep ya up.

MA

(turning the dough)

Listen to me. I'm gettin' cornmeal today. We're a-gonna eat cornmeal mush. An' soon's we get enough for gas, we're movin' away. (stirring the coffee) This ain't a good place. An' I ain't gonna have Tom out alone. No, sir.

TOM

Ya can't do that, Ma. I tell you I'm jus' a danger to ya.

MA

(not listening to TOM)

That's what we'll do. Here, come eat this here, an' then get out to work. We got to make some money.
OUTSIDE, a group of cars goes by, and voices sound:

"How many men?"

"Jes' us… three. Whatcha payin'?"

"You go to house twenty-five. Number's right on the door."

"O.K., mister. Whatcha payin'?"

"Two and a half cents."

"Why, goddamn it, a man can't make his dinner!"

"That's what we're payin'. There's two hundred men coming from the South that'll be glad to get it…"

The door squalls. PA comes in.

PA

They say they's two hundred more men comin' in tonight.

TOM

Pa?

PA

(uneasily)

Tom… looks like you done it.

TOM

I kinda thought so.
PA

Seems like the people ain't talkin' 'bout much else. They got posses out, an' they's fellas talkin' up a lynchin'… 'course when they catch the fella.

TOM looks over at the frightened CHILDREN.

TOM

Well… this fella that done it, he on'y done it after they killed Casy.

PA

That ain't the way they're tellin' it now. They're sayin' he done it fust.

TOM

Ah-h!

PA

They're workin' up a feelin' against us folks. That's what I heard. All them drum-corpse fellas an' lodges an' all that. Say they're gonna get this here fella.

TOM

They know what he looks like?

PA

Well… not exactly… but the way I heard it, they think he got hit. They think… he'll have…

TOM puts his hand up slowly and touches his bruised cheek.

115.
EXT. THE PEACH CAMP, NEAR 63 – EVENING

AL backs THE TRUCK near the steps.

MA

Quick now. Git that mattresses in!

PA and UNCLE JOHN fling two mattresses over the end gate.

MA

Now… Tom, you jump up there an' git under. Hurry up.

TOM climbs quickly and hides between mattresses.

PA, AL and UNCLE JOHN load THE TRUCK quickly. 

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2 walks near, carrying his shotgun across his crooked arm.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2

What's goin' on here?

PA

We're goin' out.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2

What for?

PA

Well… we got a job offered… good job.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2

Yeah? Where's it at?

PA

Why… down by Weedpatch.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2

Wasn't there another fella with you?

AL

You mean that hitch-hiker? Fella with a pale face?

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2

Yeah. I guess that's what he looked like.

AL

We jus' picked him up on the way in. He went away this mornin' when the rate dropped.

THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2

Was he bruised up this mornin'?

AL

I didn' see nothin'.(calling to THE FAMILY) Git in! If we're gonna get to Weedpatch 'fore mornin' we gotta ram on. Gettin' in front, Ma?

MA

No, I'll set in back. Pa, you set back here too. Let Rosasharn set in front with Al' an' Uncle John.

THEY get on THE TRUCK and AL starts the engine. THE DEPUTY SHERIFF №2 watches THE TRUCK rolling down the street to the gate.
116.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY 101 – AT NIGHT

THE TRUCK goes south.

117.
EXT. IN THE CAB

UNCLE JOHN

(to AL)

Know where we're a-goin'?

AL

Jus' goin', an' gettin' goddamn sick of it.

ROSE OF SHARON

I ain't so tur'ble far from my time. They better be a nice place for me.

118.
INT. IN THE BED OF THE TRUCK

In the dimness of the truck bed the pots jangle.

MA sits on the load, her back against the truck side. PA sits opposite, facing her.

MA

You all right, Tom?

TOM

(in muffled voice)

Kinda tight in here. We all through the ranch?

MA

You be careful. Might git stopped.

TOM lifts up one side of the upper mattress.
119.
EXT. A GRAVELED ROAD IN A COTTON FIELD – AT NOGHT

TOM peers between the side-bars of the truck. 

On the edge of the creek the lights show a long line of red boxcars, wheelless. A big sign on the edge of the road: ‘COTTON PICKERS WANTED.’ 

TOM hammers on the cab. AL slows down, stops beside the road and gets out.

AL

What?

TOM

Climb up here.

AL climbs over the tail gate. 

AL

Awright.

TOM crawls over the pots and kneels in front of MA.

TOM

Look. Seen that sign? It says they want cotton pickers. Now I been tryin' to figger how I'm gonna stay with you, an' not make no trouble. When my face gets well, maybe it'll be awright, but not now. Ya see them cars back there. Well, the pickers live in them. Now maybe they's work there. How about if you get work there an' live in one of them cars?

MA

How 'bout you?

TOM

Well, you seen that crick, all full a brush. Well, I could hide in that brush an' keep outa sight. I seen a culvert, little ways back. I could maybe sleep in there.

PA

By God, I'd like to get my hands on some cotton! There's work I un'erstan'.

MA

Them cars might be a purty place to stay. Nice an' dry. You think they's enough brush to hide in, Tom?

TOM

Sure. I been watchin'. I could fix up a little place, hide away. I'll take me a blanket. You look out on the way back. They's a nice culvert. You can bring me some bread or potatoes, or mush, an' just leave it there. I'll come get it.

MA

Well!..

PA

Seems like good sense to me.

MA

Well, awright. But don' you take no chancet. Don' let nobody see you for a while.

TOM crawls to the back of the truck.

TOM

Sure I will. (he climbs the tail board and steps down the bank; smiling at MA) Good night.

MA watches TOM disappearing into the bushes beside the stream. 

MA

Dear Jesus, I hope it's awright.

PA

Let us sleep in the truck till mornin'. Git work in the mornin'.
A baby cries in one of the boxcars. A dog trots out, sniffing and snorting, and moves slowly around the Joad truck. The tinkle of moving water comes from the streambed.

120.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP – EARLY MORNING

WIDE ON: THE COTTON CAMP
Twelve BOXCARS stand end to end on a little flat beside the stream. There are two rows of six each, the wheels removed. Up to the big sliding doors slatted planks run for cat-walks. No windows, but the wide doors stand open. The narrow stream slips by, out of the willows, and back into the willows again. From each car a hard-beaten path goes down to the stream. Between the cars the clothes lines hang, covered with drying clothes. On the stream side of the boxcars, the tents are pitched close together, their guy ropes crossing one another, and the pegs of one at the canvas line of the next.

121.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – MORNING

THE BOXCAR is divided in two halves: THE JOADS’ half and THE WAINWRIGHTS’ half. 

THE JOADS’ half has a stove made of an old oil can with a stovepipe going outside through the hole in the wall.

THE JOADS bring their stuff in. MA and AL work on hanging the tarpaulin across the middle of the BOXCAR. From their part, a WAINWRIGHTS’ girl (AGGIE) watches them smiling shily.

MA

It's nice. It's almost nicer than anything we had 'cept the gov'ment camp.
122.
EXT., INT. THE JOADS’ LIFE IN THE COTTON CAMP (made in SHOTS, covers about 3 WEEKS)
1. EXT. IN THE COTTON FIELD

SHOTS of people working in the field picking cotton.

2. EXT. THE COTTON CAMP

SHOTS of cotton pickers’ evening life: talking by the fire, singing, children playing. 

3. EXT. TULARE

SHOTS of THE JOADS having a good time going shopping, buying new clothes and stuff for home.

4. INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR

SHOTS of MA cooking meat and THE JOADS having a great dinner with THE WAINWRIGHTS, laughing.

5. EXT. OUT OF THE COTTON CAMP – EVENING

SHOTS of MA walking among willows with a plate covered with paper.

6. EXT. IN THE COTTON FIELD

SHOTS of people working in the field picking cotton.

7. EXT. THE COTTON CAMP

SHOTS of cotton pickers’ evening life: talking by the fire, singing, children playing. 

8. INT. THE CULVERT – AT NIGHT

A SHOT of TOM’S figure curling up in the darkness of NARROW CAVE.
123.
EXT. THE STORE OF THE COTTON CAMP – EVENING

MA, PA, UNCLE JOHN, RUTHIE and WINFIELD come in the STORE. MA goes to the meat counter, thinking.

THE STORE CLERK №2

How much today?

PA

We're doin' fine. We made three and a half today. Wisht she'd keep up. Them kids is gettin' to be good pickers.
MA

Might get some pork chops. How much?

THE STORE CLERK №2

Thirty cents a pound, ma'am.

MA

Well, lemme have three poun's. An' a nice piece a boilin' beef. My girl can cook it tomorra. An' a bottle a milk for my girl. She dotes on milk. Gonna have a baby. Nurse-lady tol' her to eat lots a milk. Now, le's see, we got potatoes.

PA comes close, carrying a can of sirup in his hands.

PA
Might get this here. Might have some hotcakes.

MA

(frowning)

Well… well, yes. Here, we'll take this here. Now… we got plenty lard.

RUTHIE comes near, two large boxes of Cracker Jack in her hands, a brooding question in her eyes. 

RUTHIE

(holding up the boxes, jerking them up and down)

Ma?

MA

Now you put them back…

The tragedy appears in RUTHIE’S eyes.

PA

They're on'y a nickel apiece. Them little fellas worked good today.

MA

Well… Awright.

RUTHIE turns and flees. Halfway to the door she catches WINFIELD and rushes him out the door.

MA

Won't eat no supper, I bet.

UNCLE JOHN moves gradually to the liquor shelves and stands studying the labels on the bottles.
124.
EXT. THE OUTSKIRT OF THE COTTON CAMP, THE CHILDREN’S “PLAYGROUND” – EVENING

RUTHIE and WINFIELD are surrounded by a dozen of OTHER CHILDREN. WINFIELD’S box of Cracker Jack is already empty, lying on the ground. RUTHIE eats demonstratively one piece at a time. The OTHER CHILDREN watch her greedily.

A GROUP OF UNKNOWN MEN passing by stops to watch the up-coming fight.

RUTHIE

You jus’ try and I call my brother.

A FAT GIRL grabs her Cracker Jack box.

THE FAT GIRL

I got a big brother too.

RUTHIE gets mad but does not dare to fight against THE FAT GIRL for she is bigger then RUTHIE.

RUTHIE

My brother will kill your brother.

THE FAT GIRL

How about if my brother kil't your brother.

RUTHIE

My brother already kil't two fellas.

WINFIELD

Ruthie…

THE FAT GIRL

Oh, yeah! You're jus' a little smarty liar.

A MAN leaves the group of laughing men and approaches the group of quarrelling CHILDREN. 

THE MAN

(to RUTHIE)

Hey, girlie… Yeah, you.

RUTHIE

(uncertainly)

Yeah?

As THE MAN comes closer, he grabs the Cracker Jack box from THE FAT GIRL and hands it back to RUTHIE.

THE MAN

(sounding nice)

You say you brother kil’t someone? Long ago?

RUTHIE

No…

THE MAN

And does he have any damages on his face?

RUTHIE nods uncertainly, frightened.
THE MAN

So would you be a nice girlie by telling me where he is hiding now?

125.
EXT. NEAR THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – EVENING

WINFIELD runs to the BOXCAR.

WINFIELD

Ma! Ma!

126.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – A MINUTE LATER
ROSE OF SHARON sits on a box beside the stove slicing the potatoes into the frying pan and stirring them about with the knife point. MA talks to MRS WAINWRIGHT, a short stout woman.

WINFIELD runs in.
MA

Hush a minute. (to MS WAINWRIGHT) Yes, my men jus' loves pork chops.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

I'm cookin' bacon. Can you smell it cookin'?

MA

No… can't smell it over these here onions in the potatoes.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

She's burnin'!

MRS WAINWRIGHT runs to her half of the BOXCAR.

WINFIELD

Ma.

MA

What? You sick from Cracker Jack?

WINFIELD

Ma… Ruthie tol'!

MA

(after a moment of silence)

Tol' what?
127.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – SOME MINUTES LATER

MA

Rosasharn! You watch this here supper. Winfiel', you go out an' you fin' Ruthie an' bring her back here.

WINFIELD

(hopefully)

Gonna whup her, Ma?

MA

No. This here you couldn' do nothin' about. Why, I wonder, did she haf' to do it? No. It won't do no good to whup her. Run now, an' find her an' bring her back.

WINFIELD runs for the BOXCAR door and meets PA, UNCLE JOHN and AL tramping up the cat-walk.

MA

Pa, I got to talk to you. Ruthie tol' some people where Tom's a-hidin'.

PA

Why, the little bitch!

MA

No, she didn' know what she was a-doin'. Now look, Pa. I want you to stay here. I'm goin' out an' try to fin' Tom an' tell him. I got to tell 'im to be careful. You stick here, Pa, an' kinda watch out for things. I'll take 'im some dinner.

PA

Awright.

RUTHIE comes in, with WINFIELD following her triumphantly. She looks shamed and frightened.

WINFIELD

I tol' her what you done.

MA

(putting two chops and some fried potatoes on a tin plate)

Hush, Winfiel'. They ain't no need to hurt her feelings no more'n what they're hurt.

RUTHIE grabs MA around the middle and buries her head in MA’S stomach, her strangled sobs shake her whole body. MA brushes the hair on the back of RUTHIE’S head gently, pats her shoulders.

RUTHIE

(crying)

They stoled my Cracker Jack!

MA

Hush!

WINFIELD

Whyn't ya whup her, Ma? If she didn't git snotty with her Cracker Jack 'twouldn' a happened. Go on, give her a whup.

MA

(fiercely)

You jus' min' your business, mister. You'll git a whup yourself.
128.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP – EVENING, BEFORE THE SUNSET

MA moves majestically down the line of tents. The lights shine through the cloth, and all the chimneys belch smoke. MEN and WOMEN stand in the doorways talking. CHILDREN run about.

A SHROT FAT WOMAN

Evenin', Mis' Joad.

MA

Evenin'.

A SHORT FAT WOMAN

Takin' somepin out, Mis' Joad?

MA

They's a frien'. I'm takin' back some bread.

MA comes to the end of the line of tents. She stops and looks back. 

A glow of light is on the camp, and the soft overtone of a multitude of speakers. Over the sky a plump black cloud moves.

129.
EXT. BESIDE THE STREAM – SOME MINUTES LATER

MA goes quickly but quietly along the trail among the willows. She goes, then stops listening and then goes on and on. Trail and stream swing to the left and then to the right again until they near the highway.

In the twilight MA sees the embankment and the black round hole of the culvert. She creeps down into the culvert and starts to wait.

130.
EXT. IN THE CULVERT – A BIT LATER

The SOUND of a stealthy step among the leaves. MA listens. The movement stops, and after a moment begins again. A dark figure creeps into the open into the culvert.

MA

Tom!

TOM

That you, Ma? You shouldn' of came.

MA

I got to see you, Tom. I got to talk to you.

TOM

It's near the trail. Somebody might come by. Come along. Come quiet.

131.
EXT. NEAR TOM’S CAVE – SOME MINUTES LATER

TOM approaches a great mound of wild blackberry bushes, leans over and pulls a mat of vines aside. MA goes down on her hands and knees. TOM follows her.

132.
INT. INSIDE TOM’S CAVE

It is very dark in the narrow CAVE. A single mattress on the floor.

TOM

(unwrapping the tin plate)

I been livin' like a rabbit some time.

MA

Pork chops. And fry potatoes.

TOM

God Awmighty, an' still warm.

MA

Tom… Ruthie tol' about you.

TOM

That's jus' kid talk, Ma. That's awright.

MA

No, it ain't. Tom, you got to go away.

TOM

That's what I said right along. I was always scared somebody'd see you put stuff in that culvert, an' then they'd watch.

MA

I know. But I wanted you near. I was scared for you. I ain't seen you. How's your face?

TOM

Gettin' well quick.

MA

Let me feel it. Come clost.

TOM crawls near. MA’S hand finds his head in the blackness and her fingers move down to his nose, and then over his left cheek.

MA

You got a bad scar, Tom. An' your nose is all crooked.

TOM

(going back to his eating)

Maybe that's a good thing. Nobody wouldn't know me, maybe. If my prints wasn't on record, I'd be glad.

MA

Hush… Listen!

TOM

It's the wind, Ma. Jus' the wind.

MA

(crawling close to him)

I wanta touch ya again, Tom. It's like I'm blin', it's so dark. I wanta remember, even if it's on'y my fingers that remember. You got to go away, Tom… We made purty good… I been squirrelin' money away. Hol' out your han', Tom. I got seven dollars here.

TOM

I ain't gonna take ya money. I'll get 'long all right.

MA

Hol' out ya han', Tom. I ain't gonna sleep none if you got no money. Maybe you got to take a bus, or somepin. I want you should go a long ways off, three-four hunderd miles.

TOM

I ain't gonna take it.

MA

I thought maybe you could go to a big city. Los Angeles, maybe. They wouldn' never look for you there.

TOM

Hm-m. Lookie, Ma. I been all day an' all night hidin' alone. Guess who I been thinkin' about? Casy! He talked a lot. Used ta bother me. But now I been thinkin' what he said, an' I can remember all of it. Says one time he went out in the wilderness to find his own soul, an' he foun' he didn' have no soul that was his'n. Says he foun' he jus' got a little piece of a great big soul. Says a wilderness ain't no good, 'cause his little piece of a soul wasn't no good 'less it was with the rest, an' was whole. Funny how I remember. Didn' think I was even listenin'. But I know now a fella ain't no good alone.

MA

He was a good man… that Casy… but…

TOM

He spouted out some Scripture once, an' it didn' soun' like no hellfire Scripture. He tol' it twicet, an' I remember it. Says it's from the Preacher. ‘Two are better than one, because they have a good reward for their labor. For if they fall, the one will lif' up his fellow, but woe to him that is alone when he falleth, for he hath not another to help him up. Again, if two lie together, then they have heat: but how can one be warm alone? And if one prevail against him, two shall withstand him, and a three-fold cord is not quickly broken.’ An' I got to thinkin', Ma… most of the preachin' is about the poor we shall have always with us, an' if you got nothin', why, jus' fol' your hands an' to hell with it, you gonna git ice cream on gol' plates when you're dead. An' then this here Preacher says two get a better reward for their work.

MA

Tom, what you aimin' to do?

TOM

I been thinkin' how it was in that gov'ment camp, how our folks took care a theirselves, an' they wasn't no cops wagglin' their guns, but they was better order than them cops ever give. I been a-wonderin' why we can't do that all over. Throw out the cops that ain't our people. All work together for our own thing - all farm our own lan'.

MA

Tom, what you gonna do?

TOM

What Casy done.

MA

But they kil’t him.

TOM

Yeah… He wasn' doing nothin' against the law, Ma. I been thinkin' a hell of a lot, thinkin' about our people livin' like pigs, an' the good rich lan' layin' fallow, or maybe one fella with a million acres, while a hundred thousan' good farmers is starvin'. An' I been wonderin' if all our folks got together an' yelled, like them fellas yelled, and stroke…

MA

Tom… They kil’t Casy for his yelling… for his anger an’ wrath covered with the Scripture. Never preach’t of love but anger and wrath… He los’ his way, Tom… Casy los’ it… many years ago. He los’ God… An’ now you, Tom, followin’ him in to the wilderness… far from your folk… from your fambly – the only people to love you and care of you ‘n case you need care. There is no soul of the worl’. An’ soon you fin’ yoursel’ alone in the middle of a yellin’ an’ strugglin’ crowd. Strugglin’ with no one and against everyone… And then, Tom, they'll drive you, an' cut you down like they done to young Floyd. They'll hunt you down like a coyote.

TOM

They gonna drive me anyways. They drivin' all our people… (listening) You got to get back, Ma.

MA

You take the money then.

TOM

Awright.

MA

An', Tom, later… when it's blowed over, you'll come back. You'll find us?

TOM

Sure. Now you better go. Here, gimme your han'.

MA’S fingers clutch TOM’S wrist. He guides her toward the entrance.

TOM

Go up to the field till you come to a sycamore on the edge, an' then cut acrost the stream. Good-by.

MA

Good-by.

133.
EXT. NEAR TOM’S CAVE

MA walks quickly away. Ahead of her she hears the SOUND of footsteps. Then the SOUND comes from all around her. The blinking of a dim flashlight plays among the bushes. Then SOME ARMED MEN pass her as she stands not looking back. THEY seem not to see MA at all, heading to TOM’S cave. 

CLOSE ON: MA’S face, her eyes are full of tears.

From behind her the sounds of fighting come, then – three shots… and silence.

MA continues for home, her eyes are wet.

The rain begins to fall.

134.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – LATE EVENING

PA, UNCLE JOHN and MR WAINWRIGHT (an elderly man, his hair and beard are blue-white) squat near the JOADS’ stove, talking. RUTHIE and WINFIELD sleep in the corner.

MA comes in. She hides her real feeling.

MA
Hello. Evenin', Mr. Wainwright.

MR WAINWRIGHT

Evenin', ma'am.

PA

We got pickin' tomorra. Mile north. Twenty acres… And… Mr. Wainwright… he's got a worry he come to us about. We was a-talkin' her over.

MA

What's the matter?

MR WAINWRIGHT

Our Aggie… She's a big girl - near sixteen, an' growed up.

MA

Aggie's a pretty girl.

PA

Listen 'im out.

MR WAINWRIGHT

Well, her an' your boy Al, they're a-walkin' out ever' night. An' Aggie's a good healthy girl that oughta have a husban', else she might git in trouble. We never had no trouble in our family. But what with us bein' so poor off, now, Mis' Wainwright an' me, we got to worryin'. S'pose she got in trouble?

MA

They out now?

MR WAINWRIGHT

Always out. Ever' night.

MA

Hm. Well, Al's a good boy. Kinda figgers he's a dunghill rooster these days, but he's a good steady boy.
MR WAINWRIGHT

Oh, we ain't complainin' about Al as a fella! We like him. But what scares Mis' Wainwright an' me- well, she's a growed-up woman-girl. An' what if we go away, or you go away, an' we find out Aggie's in trouble? We ain't had no shame in our family.

MA

We'll try an' see that we don't put no shame on you.

MR WAINWRIGHT stands up quickly.

MR WAINWRIGHT

Thank you, ma'am. We'll sure thank you, ma'am, if you'll keep shame from us. It ain't Aggie's fault. She's growed up.

MA

Pa'll talk to Al. Or if Pa won't, I will.

MR WAINWRIGHT

Good night, then, an' we sure thank ya.

MR WAINWRIGHT goes around the end of the curtain. THE JOADS hear him talking softly in the other end of the BOXCAR, explaining the result of his embassy.

MA

You fellas. Come over an' set here.

PA

(pointing to the sleeping CHILDREN)

Ruthie, she jumped Winfiel' an' bit 'im. Made 'em both lay down. Guess they're asleep. Rosasharn, she went to set with a lady she knows.

MA

(with a sigh)

They foun’ Tom… Foun’ him tonight…
135.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – AT NIGHT

PA, MA and UNCLE JOHN sit on a mattress without talking. A CREEPING SOUND comes from the doorway. AL comes in.

AL

Hullo. I thought you'd be sleepin' by now.

MA

Come set here.

AL

Sure… O.K. I wanta talk too. I'll hafta be goin' away pretty soon now.

MA

Why you got to go away? We need you here. You can't.
AL

Well, me an' Aggie Wainwright, we figgers to get married, an' I'm gonna git a job in a garage, an' we'll have a rent' house for a while, an!.. Well, we are, an' they ain't nobody can stop us! (he looks at their faces) What?..
THEY stare back at AL.

136.
EXT. IN THE SKY (quick motion) - MORNING
Over the high coast mountains and over the valleys the gray clouds march in from the ocean. The wind blows fiercely and silently, high in the air, and it swishes in the brush. The clouds come in brokenly, in puffs, in folds, in gray crags; and they pile in together and settled low over the west…
137.
EXT. IN THE COTTON FIELD – MORNING

THE PEOPLE work quickly in THE FIELD. ALL OF THE JOADS and WAINWRIGHTS are in the field (even ROSE OF SHARON).
PA talks to a MAN in the row to his right.

PA

(keeping his eyes down on his work)

Back home we might get rain out of a wind like this. Seems a little mite frosty for rain. Would you say it was gonna rain?

THE MAN

Can't tell. Folks that lived here all their life can't tell. If the rain can git in the way of a crop, it'll rain. Tha's what they say out here.

PA looks quickly at the western hills. Big gray clouds are coasting over the ridge.

PA

Them looks like rain-heads.

All down the line of rows the PEOPLE look back at the clouds.
138.
EXT. A HIGHWAY – EVENING

THE JOADS’ TRUCK goes along the HIGHWAY. It is RAINING heavily.

PA, UNCLE JOHN, THE CHILDREN and THE WAINWRIGHTS (all 7 of them: MR, MRS, 3 sons and 2 daughters) are in the truck bed. AL, MA and ROSE OF SHARON are in the cab. ROSE OF SHARON, a cotton bag spread over her shoulders, shivers violently.

MA

Go faster, Al. Rosasharn got a chill. Gotta get her feet in hot water. (to ROSE OF SHARON) You shouldn' of came. You didn' pick more'n ten-fifteen pounds.

ROSE OF SHARON looks down at her great belly but she does not reply. She shivers and holds her head high. 

AL speeds the motor.

139.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP – EVENING

THE RAIN pours.

AL stops the TRUCK close to the JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR.

MA

(helping ROSE OF SHARON down)

Al! Al, you an' John an' Pa go into the willows an' c'lect all the dead stuff you can. We got to keep warm.

AL

Wonder if the roof leaks.

MA

No, I don' think so. Be nice an' dry, but we got to have wood. Got to keep warm. Take Ruthie an' Winfiel' too. They can get twigs. This here girl ain't well.

ROSE OF SHARON’S knees buckle and she sits down heavily on the running board.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

What's a matter? Her time come?

MA

No, I don' think so. Got a chill. Maybe took col'. Gimme a han', will you?

MA and MRS WAINWRIGHT  support ROSE OF SHARON on her way to the BOXCAR.

ROSE OF SHARON

I'm awright, Ma. It was jus' a minute there.

140.
INT. THE JOADS–WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – EVENING

MA, MRS WAINWRIGHT and ROSE OF SHARON comes in.

MA

Feet in hot water.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

You rub her. I'll get a far' goin'.

ROSE OF SHARON lies still on mattress. MA takes her shoes off and rubs her feet.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

(building fire in the stove)

You got pain?

ROSE OF SHARON

(shivering)

No. Jus' don' feel good. Jus' feel bad. (to MA) Cover me up, Ma. I'm col'.

MA brings all the blankets and piles them on top of her. 

The RAIN roars outside.

THE MEN and THE CHILDREN return with wood, their hats and coats dripping. THEY pile the wood in the corner next to the stove.

PA

Jesus, she's wet. Soaks you in a minute.

MA

Stan' up close to the fire then an' get dry.
141.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP – TWO DAYS LATER – DAYTIME

WIDE ON: THE COTTON CAMP

1. Puddles are all around;

2. The rain splashes in the mud;

3. The little stream creeps up the bank toward the low flat where the BOXCARS stand: at both ends of the camp the water runs near to the highway, but at the camp it loops away so that the highway embankment surrounds the camp at the back and the stream closes it in on the front;
4. The cars are covered with shreds of different waterproof materials;

5. The nose of THE JOADS’ TRUCK is covered with the tarpaulin.

142.
INT. THE JOADS – WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAMP – LATE EVENING

Now, without the tarpaulin in the middle of the BOXCAR, the TWO FAMILIES in the car are one. THE MEN sit together, and their spirits are damp. MA keeps a little fire going in the stove. ROSE OF SHARON lies with a heavy cold, her face flushed and her eyes shining with fever.

THE SOUND of the stream is heard above the drumming rain.

PA and UNCLE JOHN come to the open door and look out on the rising stream.

PA

How's it look to you, John? Seems to me if that crick comes up, she'll flood us.

UNCLE JOHN

Yeah. Might at that.

MA sits beside ROSE OF SHARON with a cup of hot milk.

MA

Here. Take this here. Got bacon grease in it for strength. Here, drink it!

ROSE OF SHARON

(shaking her head weakly)

I ain't hungry.

PA

Comin' up fast. If we was all to get our shovels an' throw up a bank, I bet we could keep her out. (drawing a curved line in the air with his finger) On'y have to go from up there down to there.

UNCLE JOHN

Yeah. Might. Dunno if them other fellas'd wanta. They maybe ruther move somewheres else.

PA

But these here cars is dry… I think we oughta go talk to the other fellas. See if they'll help ditch up. Got to git outa here if they won't.

AL and MR WAINWRIGHT come to the door.

PA

Water's risin'. How about if we throwed up a bank? We could do her if ever'body helped.

MR WAINWRIGHT

We was jes' talkin'. Seems like we oughta be gettin' outa here.

PA

You been aroun'. You know what chancet we got a gettin' a dry place to stay.

MR WAINWRIGHT

I know. But jes' the same…

AL

Pa, if they go, I'm a-goin' too.

PA

You can't, Al. The truck… We ain't fit to drive that truck.

AL

I don' care. Me an' Aggie got to stick together.

PA

Now you wait. (pointing) See?.. Jus' a bank from there an' down to there.

MR WAINWRIGHT

(protesting)

Be a lot a work, an' then she might come over anyways.

PA

Well, we ain't doin' nothin', might's well be workin'. We ain't  gonna find us no nice place to live like this. Come on, now. Le's go talk to the other fellas. We can do her if ever'body helps.

AL

If Aggie goes, I'm a-goin' too…

PA

Look, Al, if them fellas won't dig, then we'll all hafta go. Come on, le's go talk to 'em.

PA, UNCLE JOHN, AL and MR WAINWRIGHT hunch their shoulders and run down the cat-walk to the next car and up the walk into its open door.
143.
INT. THE JOADS–WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – LATER

MA feeds a few sticks to the feeble flame. RUTHIE crawls close beside her.

RUTHIE

I'm hungry.

MA

No, you ain't. You had good mush.

RUTHIE

Wisht I had a box a Cracker Jack. There ain't nothin' to do. Ain't no fun.

MA

They'll be fun. You jus' wait. Be fun purty soon. Git a house an' a place, purty soon.

RUTHIE

Wisht we had a dog.

MA

Don't bother me. Don't go plaguin' me now, Ruthie. Rosasharn's sick. Jus' you be a good girl a little while. They'll be fun.

RUTHIE wanders away.

ROSE OF SHARON cries sharply. MA goes to her. ROSE OF SHARON is holding her breath, her teeth are clamped on her lower lip, her forehead is wet with perspiration, her eyes are filled with terror.

MA

(putting her hand under the covers)

What is it? (standing up quickly) Mis' Wainwright. Oh, Mis' Wainwright! [MRS WAINWRIGHT comes closer.] Lookit her!.. I think it's come… It's early.

ROSE OF SHARON heaves a great sigh and relaxes. She releases her lip and closes her eyes. MRS WAINWRIGHT bends over her.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

Did it kinda grab you all over… quick? Open up an' answer me. [ROSE OF SHARON nods weakly.] Yep. It's come. Early, ya say?

MA

Maybe the fever brang it.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

Well, she oughta be up on her feet. Oughta be walkin' aroun'.

MA

She can't. She ain't got the strength.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

Well, she oughta. I he'ped with lots. Come on, le's close that door, nearly. Keep out the draf'.

MA and MRS WAINWRIGHT push on the sliding door leaving just a narrow open.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

Aggie! Aggie! [AGGIE runs from the darkness] You take care of these here little fellas.

MA

Ruthie! You an' Winfiel' go down with Aggie. Go on now.

RUTHIE

Why?

MA

'Cause you got to. Rosasharn gonna have her baby. Git. Git!

RUTHIE, WINFIELD and AGGIE start going down the car but then hide behind the brush pile and peer over.

RUTHIE

Gonna have a baby, an' we're a-gonna see. Don't you make no noise now. Ma won't let us watch. If she looks this-a-way, you scrunch down behin' the brush. Then we'll see.

WINFIELD

There ain't many kids seen it.

RUTHIE

There ain't no kids seen it. On'y us.

MA lights the lantern. 

ROSE OF SHARON

Is it a-comin'?

MA

Sure. Gonna have a nice baby. You jus' got to help us. Feel like you could get up an' walk?

ROSE OF SHARON

I can try.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

That's a good girl… That is a good girl. We'll he'p you, honey. We'll walk with ya.

MA and WRS WAINWRIGHT help ROSE OF SHARON to her feet, pin a blanket over her shoulders and walk her slowly.

RUTHIE

(to AGGIE; whispering)

You ever saw a baby bore?

AGGIE

Sure.

RUTHIE

Well, when's she gonna have it?

AGGIE

Oh, not for a long, long time. Maybe not 'fore tomorrow mornin'.

RUTHIE

Shucks! Ain't no good watchin' now, then. Oh! Look!

ROSE OF SHARON stiffens and whines. MA and WRS WAINWRIGHT lay her down on the mattress.

MA

Easy. Gonna be all right… all right. Jus' grip ya hans'. Now then, take your lip inta your teeth. Tha's goodtha's good.

PA, water drips from hi head, looks in.

PA

What ya shut the door for?

MA

Her time's come.

144.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP, NEAR THE STREAM – LATE EVENING

Twenty MEN stand in the rain

PA sloshes through the mud to the stream.

PA

(trying to outvoice the rain)

We got to build her. My girl got her pains. We can't go now.

VOICES FROM THE CROWD

"Baby?"

"It ain't our baby. We kin go."

PA

Nobody's stoppin' you. They's only eight shovels.

PA hurries to the lower part of the bank and drive his shovel into the mud. The shovelful lifts with a sucking SOUND. PA drives the shovel again, and throws the mud into the low place on the stream bank. 

Beside him the other MEN range themselves. They heap the mud up in a long embankment, and those who does not have shovels cut willow whips, weave them in a mat and kick them into the bank. When one man drops the shovel, another takes it up.

A shrill SCREAM comes from the JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR.

The MEN stop, listening uneasily, and then plunge to work again.

The little levee of earth extends until it connects with the highway embankment on either end. 

The shovels move more slowly. The stream rises slowly up the side of the new wall, and tears at the willow mat.

PA

Higher! We got to git her higher!

THE MEN work jerkily, like machines.

145.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR

ROSE OF SHARON screams fiercely under the fierce pains. MA puts all the utensils, filled with water, on the stove. MRS WAINWRIGHT pats ROSE OF SHARON gently.

146.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP, NEAR THE STREAM – AT NIGHT

The rain falls steadily. The stream eddies and boils against the bank.

THE MEN work in the darkness. SOMEBODY switches the flashlight on.

The screams continue from the BOXCAR.

UNCLE JOHN plunges on, throwing mud on top of the wall.

PA

You take it easy. You'll kill yaself.

UNCLE JOHN

I can't he'p it. I can't stan' that yellin'. It's like… it's like when she was dying…

A RIPPING CRASH comes from up the stream. The beam of the flashlight shows a great cottonwood toppling. The MEN stop working to watch, their mouths open. The branches of the tree sink into the water and edge around with the current while the stream digs out the little roots. Slowly the tree frees and edges down the stream. The tree moves slowly down. Then a branch catches on a stump, snags and holds. Very slowly the roots swing around and hook themselves on the new embankment. The water piles up behind. The tree moves and tears the bank. A little stream slips through.

PA throws himself forward and jams mud in the break.

The water piles against the tree… the bank is washed down quickly. THE MEN break and run. The CURRENT works smoothly into the flat, under the boxcars and the automobiles.

UNCLE JOHN makes a step but falls. The tugging water swirls about his chest.

PA

(lifting him to his feet)

Hey! What's the matter? You sick?

UNCLE JOHN

I dunno.

PA

Come on, the cars is high.

147.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP, THE JOADS’ TRUCK – AT NIGHT

AL, his calves in water, runs to THE TRUCK. He flings the tarpaulin off the nose and jumps into the car. He steps on the starter. The engine turns over and over, but there is no bark of the motor.

The water is higher than the running board.

148.
INT. THE JOADS –WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – AT NIGHT

MA sits on the mattress beside sleeping ROSE OF SHARON, fanning her still face with a piece of cardboard. MRS WAINWRIGHT pokes dry brush into the stove. RUTHIE, WINFIELD and AGGIE sleep in their hiding place. PA and UNCLE JOHN enter. MA looks up at them.

PA

How… is she?
MA

(lowering her eyes)

Awright, I think. Sleepin'.

MRS WAINWRIGHT comes to PA and pulls him by the elbow toward the corner of the car. She picks up a lantern and holds it over an apple box in the corner. On a newspaper lies a little blue shriveled body.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

Never breathed… Never was alive.

UNCLE JOHN turns and shuffles tiredly down the car to the dark end, sniffling.

PA walks slowly to ROSE OF SHARON’S mattress and kneels. Ma fans, her eyes are wide and staring, her lips are stiff and white.

PA

We… done… what we could.

MA

I know.

PA

We worked all night. An' a tree cut out the bank.

MA

I know.

PA

You can hear it under the car.

MA

I know. I heard it.

PA

Think she's gonna be all right?

MA

I dunno.

RUTHIE sighs deeply, takes her arm from over her eyes and looks at MA.

RUTHIE

Is it bore? Is the baby out?

MRS WAINWRIGHT picks up a sack and spreads it over the apple box in the corner.

MA

There ain't no baby. They never was no baby. We was wrong.

RUTHIE

Shucks! I wisht it had a been a baby.

RUTHIE presses herself to WINFIELD and falls in sleep again.

PA

Well… couldn' we… of did nothin'?

MA

No. They was on'y one thing to do… ever… an' we done it.

MA looks at PA strangely. Her white lips smile in a dreaming compassion.

MA

Don't take no blame. Hush! It'll be awright. They's changes… all over.
149.
EXT. THE COTTON CAMP – AT DAWN

The rain does not fall any more, but the sky is deep and solid with cloud. As the light comes, it is reflected on the water. The current of the stream, slipping swiftly down, bears black branches of trees, boxes, boards. The water swirls into the flat where the boxcars stand. On the flat the current stops.
PA, AL and UNCLE JOHN sit in the BOXCAR, tired. MRS WAINWRIGHT comes out bringing the apple box. THE MEN exchange glances. UNCLE JOHN stands up, slips into the slowly moving water - it rises nearly to his waist. He turns and settles the apple box under his arm.

UNCLE JOHN wades around the end of the car, past the TRUCK; he climbs the slippery bank to the highway. He walks down the highway until he comes to a place where the boiling stream runs close to the road. For a time he stands watching it swirl by. He holds the apple box against his chest. And then he leans over and set the box in the stream. 

UNCLE JOHN (V.O.)
Go down an' tell 'em. Go down in the street an' rot an' tell 'em that way. That's the way you can talk. Don' even know if you was a boy or a girl. Ain't gonna find out. Go on down now, an' lay in the street. Maybe they'll know then. 
UNCLE JOHN guids the box gently out into the current and lets it go.He watches the apple box floating down the stream.
150.
INT. THE JOADS-WAINWRIGHTS’ BOXCAR – EARLY MORNING

MRS WAINWRIGHT works on the stove. UNCLE JOHN, AL and PA sit in the doorway. Lying next to ROSE OF SHARON, MA wakes up. She gets up and goes to the door.

MA

We got to git outa here.

AL

Can't. All our stuff's here. Truck's here. Ever'thing we got.

MA looks down at the water. It is only six inches down from the floor by now. She goes back to the mattress and looks at ROSE OF SHARON. The girl stares back at her.

MA

(trying to avoid ROSE OF SHARON’S questioning eyes)

How you feel?

ROSE OF SHARON

Tar'd. Jus' tar'd out.

MA

Gonna get some breakfas' into you.

ROSE OF SHARON

I ain't hungry.

MRS WAINWRIGHT

(from the stove)

She looks all right. Come through it fine.

ROSE OF SHARON

(looking straight into MA’S eyes)

Ma?

MA

Yeah? What you want?

ROSE OF SHARON

Is… it… all right?
MA

(kneeling down on the mattress)

You can have more. We done ever'thing we knowed.

ROSE OF SHARON struggles and pushes herself.

ROSE OF SHARON

Ma!

MA

You couldn' he'p it.

ROSE OF SHARON lies back again, and covers her eyes with her arms.
MA comes to the doorway.

MA

It's time for it. [AL and PA turn to her.] We're a-gettin' outa here… to higher groun'. An' you're comin' or you ain't comin', but I'm takin' Rosasharn an' the little fellas outa here.

PA

(weakly)

We can't!

MA

Awright, then. Maybe you'll pack Rosasharn to the highway, anyways, an' then come back. It ain't rainin' now, an' we're a'goin'.

PA

Awright, we'll go.

AL

Ma, I ain't goin'.

MA

Why not?

AL

Well… Aggie… why, her an' me…

MA

(smiling)

'Course. You stay here, Al. Take care of the stuff. When the water goes down… why, we'll come back. (to PA) Come quick, 'fore it rains again.

Ma comes to ROSE OF SHARON.

MA

Come on, Rosasharn. (she leads ROSE OF SHARON to the door) We're goin' to a dry place. Ruthie! Winfield!

ROSE OF SHARON

I can walk.

MA

Maybe a little… on the road. (to PA) Git your back bent, Pa.
PA slips into the water and stands waiting. MA helps ROSE OF SHARON into PA’S arms. PA pushes his way carefully through the deep water, around the car, and to the highway. UNCLE JOHN carries RUTHIE. MA slides down into the water, her skirts billowing out around her.

MA

Winfiel', set on my shoulder. Al… we'll come back soon's the water's down. Winfiel'! Climb on my shoulder… there! Now, keep your feet still.
MA staggers off through the breast-high water. AL watches her walking away.

151.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY – SOME MINUTES LATER

MA, PA, UNCLE JOHN, ROSE OF SHARON, RUTHIE and WINFIELD stand on the highway and look back over the sheet of water, the dark red blocks of the cars, the trucks and automobiles deep in the slowly moving water. 

MA

We got to git along. Rosasharn, you feel like you could walk?

ROSE OF SHARON

Kinda dizzy. Feel like I been beat.

PA

Now we're a-goin', where we goin'?

MA

I dunno. Come on, give your han' to Rosasharn. [MA takes ROSE OF SHARON’S right arm. PA takes the left arm.] Goin' someplace where it's dry. Got to.

WIDE ON: THE JOADS move slowly along the HIGHWAY. 

A little rain begins to fall.

FADES TO BLACK

On the black screen a thin white pattern appears representing a dry rod without any bunches of grapes or leaves on it. Then the word appears:
EPILOGUE

152.
EXT. THE HIGHWAY – AFTERNOON

The rain falls heavily. No traffic moves along the HIGHWAY.

Far off the road, on the left, on a slight rolling hill a barn stands.

MA

Look! Look there! I bet it's dry in that barn. Let's go there till the rain stops.

PA

(carrying ROSE OF SHARON)

Prob'ly get run out by the fella owns it.

MA

Hurry up.

THE JOADS run to the barn.

153.
INT. IN THE BARN – SOME MOMENTS LATER

THE BARN: a few rusty farm tools lie about, a disk plow and a broken cultivator, an iron wheel; there is no front door, just the doorway with rusty hinges.

THE JOADS runs in. PA gently sets ROSE OF SHARON down on an oily box.

PA

God Awmighty! What a wash!

MA

Maybe they's hay inside. Look. They is hay. Come, Rosasharn. Lay down an' res'. I'll try to figger some way to dry you off.

WINFIELD

(running from the far end of the barn)

Ma! Ma!

MA

What is it? What you want?

WINFIELD

Look! In the corner.

There are two figures in the gloom: A MAN (45-50) lying on his back and A BOY (12-13) sitting beside him, his eyes wide, staring at the newcomers. THE BOY gets slowly up to his feet and comes toward THE JOADS.

THE BOY

You own this here?

MA

No. Jus' come in outa the wet. We got a sick girl. You got a dry blanket we could use an' get her wet clothes off?

THE BOY goes back to the corner, brings a dirty comfort and holds it out to MA.

MA

Thank ya. What's the matter'th that fella?

THE BOY

Fust he was sick… but now he's starvin'.

MA

What?

THE BOY

Starvin'. Got sick in the cotton. He ain't et for six days.

MA walks to the corner and looked down at the man, his open eyes are vague and staring.

MA

Your pa?

THE BOY

Yeah! Says he wasn' hungry, or he jus' et. Give me the food. Now he's too weak. Can't hardly move.

THE MAN moves his lips silently. MA kneels beside him and puts her ear close.

MA

Sure. You jus' be easy. He'll be awright. You jus' wait'll I get them wet clo'es off'n my girl. (she goes back to ROSE OF SHARON) Now slip 'em off.

MA holds the comfort up to screen ROSE OF SHARON from view. When ROSE OF SHARON is naked, MA folds the comfort about her.

THE BOY
(following MA)

I didn' know. He said he et, or he wasn' hungry. Las' night I went an' bust a winda an' stoled some bread. Made 'im chew 'er down. But he puked it all up, an' then he was weaker. Got to have soup or milk. You folks got money to git milk?

MA

Hush. Don' worry. We'll figger somepin out.

Suddenly, THE BOY bursts into tears.

THE BOY

He's dyin', I tell you! He's starvin' to death, I tell you.

MA

Hush.

MA looks at PA… UNCLE JOHN… RUTHIE… WINFIELD… ROSE OF SHARON… MA’S eyes stop on ROSE OF SHARON. THE TWO WOMEN look deep into each other having a silent conversation. ROSE OF SHARON’S breath comes short and gasping.

ROSE OF SHARON

Yes.

MA

(smiling)

I knowed you would. I knowed!

ROSE OF SHARON

(whispering)

Will… will you all… go out?

MA leans forward, brushes ROSE OF SHARON’S forehead with her palm and kisses her on the forehead. Then MA gets up quickly.

MA

Come on, you fellas. You come out in the tool shed. [RUTHIE opens her mouth to speak.] Hush. Hush and git.

MA herds THE JOADS and THE BOY form the dark corner to the other end of the barn.

MA (O.S.) (from ep. 47)
When you're young, Rosasharn, ever'thing that happens is a thing all by itself. It's a lonely thing. I know, I 'member, Rosasharn. You're gonna have a baby, Rosasharn, and that's somepin to you lonely and away. That's gonna hurt you, an' the hurt'll be lonely hurt, an' this here tent is alone in the worl', Rosasharn. They's a time of change, an' when that comes, dyin' is a piece of all dyin', and bearin' is a piece of all bearin', an bearin' an' dyin' is two pieces of the same thing. An' then things ain't lonely any more. An' then a hurt don't hurt so bad, cause it ain't a lonely hurt no more, Rosasharn. I wisht I could tell you so you'd know, but I can't… but I can’t…
For a moment ROSE OF SHARON sits still. Then she gets up and draws the comfort about her. She moves slowly to THE MAN and stands looking down at the wasted face, into the wide, frightened eyes. Then slowly she lies down beside him. He shakes his head slowly from side to side. ROSE OF SHARON loosens one side of the blanket and bares her breast. 

ROSE OF SHARON

You got to. (squirming closer and pulling THE MAN’S head close) There! There.

ROSE OF SHARON’S hand moves behind MAN’S head and supports it. Her fingers move gently in his hair. She looks back, across the barn, where THE JOADS sit in the distance, and her lips come together.

ROSE OF SHARON smiles mysteriously at THE CAMERA. Now, she knows…
FADE TO BLACK
On the black screen a thin white pattern appears representing a dry rod with a single young leaf growing fast. Then the words appear:
THE END

� Which means only two speakers.





