                                     TOM

                         They gonna drive me anyways. Soon or 

                         later they'll get me, for one thing 

                         if not another. Until then...





 But 

                         long as I'm a outlaw, anyways, maybe 

                         I can do sump'n. Maybe I can jus' 

                         fin' out sump'n. Jus' scrounge aroun' 

                         an' try to fin' out what it is that's 

                         wrong, an then see if they ain't 

                         sump'n could be done about it.

                              (Worriedly)

                         But I ain't thought it out clear, 

                         Ma. I can't. I don't know enough.             

                              (laughing uneasily)

                         Well, maybe it's like Casy says, a 

                         fella ain't got a soul of his own, 

                         but on'y a piece of a big soul--the 

                         one big soul that belongs to ever'body--

                         an' then...

                                     TOM

                         Then it don't matter. Then I'll be 

                         all aroun' in the dark. I'll be 

                         ever'where--wherever you look. 

                         Wherever there's a fight so hungry 

                         people can eat, I'll be there. 

                         Wherever there's a cop beatin' up a 

                         guy, I'll be there. I'll be in the 

                         way guys yell when they're mad--an' 

                         I'll be in the way kids laugh when 

                         they're hungry an' they know supper's 

                         ready. An' when our people eat the 

                         stuff they raise, an' live in the 

                         houses they build, why, I'll be there 

                         too.

                         I don't understan' it,

                              (Rising)

                         It's jus' stuff I been thinkin' about. 

                         Gimme you han', Ma. Good-by.

