AUTHOR OF THE PIANO LESSON AND MA RAINEY'S BLACK BOTTOM

AUGUST
WILSON

/7 WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY LLOYD RICHARDS

“The strongest, most passionate
American dramatic writing
since Tennessee Williams.”
—THE NEW YORK POST

-
——

WINNER OF
THE PULITZER PRIZE
FOR DRAMA



Act One

SCENE ONE

It is 1957. TROY and BONoO enter the yard, engaged in con-
versation. TROY is fifty-three years old, a large man with
thick, heavy hands; it is this largeness that he strives to fill
out and make an accommodation with. Together with his
blackness, his largeness informs his sensibilities and the
choices he has made in his life.

Of the two men, BONO is obviously the follower. His com-
mitment to their friendship of thirty-odd years is rooted in
his admiration of TROY's honesty, capacity for hard work,
and his strength, which BONO seeks to emulate.

It is Friday night, payday, and the one night of the week
the two men engage in a ritual of talk and drink. TROY is
usually the most talkative and at times he can be crude and
almost vulgar, though he is capable of rising to profound
heights of expression. The men carry lunch buckets and
wear or carry burlap aprons and are dressed in clothes
suitable to their jobs as garbage collectors.

BONO: Troy, you ought to stop that lying!

TROY: 1ain’t lying! The nigger had a watermelon this big.
(He indicates with his hands.)
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Talking about . . . ““What watermelon, Mr. Rand?” 1
liked to fell out! **What watermelon, Mr. Rand?" . ..
And it sitting there big as life.

BoNO: What did Mr. Rand say?

TROY: Ain't said nothing. Figure if the nigger too dumb to
know he carrying a watermelon, he wasn’t gonna get
much sense out of him. Trying to hide that great big old
watermelon under his coat. Afraid to let the white man
see him carry it home.

BONO: I'm like you . . . I ain't got no time for them kind
of people.

TROY: Now what he look like getting mad cause he see
the man from the union talking to Mr. Rand?

BONO: He come to me talking about . . . *"Maxson gonna
get us fired.” 1 told him to get away from me with that.
He walked away from me calling you a troublemaker.
What Mr. Rand say?

TROY: Ain't said nothing. He told me to go down the
Commissioner’s office next Friday. They called me down
there to see them.

BONO: Well, as long as you got your complaint filed, they
can't fire you. That’s what one of them white fellows tell
me.

TrROY: 1 ain't worried about them firing me. They gonna
fire me cause | asked a question? That's all I did. | went
to Mr. Rand and asked him, **“Why?"’ Why you got the
white mens driving and the colored lifting?"* Told him,
“*what's the matter, don't I count? You think only white
fellows got sense enough to drive a truck. That ain’t no
paper job! Hell, anybody can drive a truck. How come
you got all whites driving and the colored lifting? He told
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me “‘take it to the union.’’ Well, hell, that’s what | done!
Now they wanna come up with this pack of lies.

BONO: I told Brownie if the man come and ask him any
questions . . . just tell the truth! It ain’t nothing but
something they done trumped up on you cause you filed
a complaint on them.

TROY: Brownie don’t understand nothing. All I want them
to do is change the job description. Give everybody a
chance to drive the truck. Brownie can't see that. He
ain’t got that much sense.

BONO: How you figure he be making out with that gal be
up at Taylors’ all the time . . . that Alberta gal?

TROY: Same as you and me. Getting just as much as we
is. Which is to say nothing.

BONO: Itis, huh? I figure you doing a little better than me
. . . and I ain’t saying what I'm doing.

TROY: Aw, nigger, look here . . . I know you. If you had
got anywhere near that gal, twenty minutes later you be
looking to tell somebody. And the first one you gonna
tell . . . that you gonna want to brag to . . . is gonna be
me.

BONO: |l ain’t saying that. I see where you be eyeing her.

TROY: | eye all the women. I don’t miss nothing. Don’t
never let nobody tell you Troy Maxson don’t eye the

women.

BONO: You been doing more than eyeing her. You done
bought her a drink or two.

TROY: Hell yeah, I bought her a drink! What that mean? I
bought you one, too. What that mean cause I buy her a
drink? I'm just being polite.



“IN HIS WORK, AUCUST WILSON DEPICTED THE STRUGGLES OF
BLaCK AMERICaNS WITH UNCOMMON LYRIC aL RIC HNESS,
THEaTRICaL DENSITY aND eMOT IONaEL HEFT, IN PLaYS THaT cive
YIYID YOICeS TO PEOPLE ON THE FRaYED MaRCINS OF LIFe.”
—THE New YORK TiMes

In the powerful, stunning dramatic work that won August Wilson his first Pulitzer
Prize, Troy Maxson has gone through life in a country where to be proud and
black was to face pressures that could crush a man, body and soul. But the
1950s are yielding to the new spirit of liberation in the 1960s. It's a spirit that
is making him a stranger, angry and afraid, in a world he never knew and to a
wife and son he understands less and less.

“Fences leaves no doubt that Mr. Wilson is a major writer, combining a
poet's ear for vernacular with a robust sense of humor, a sure sense for crack-
ling dramatic incident, and a passionate commitment to a great subject.”
—THE NEW YORK TIMES

“A blockbuster piece of theater, a major American play.”
—NEW YORK DAILY NEWS
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