The American Clock
By Arthur Miller


            Lee Baum enters and faces the audience.  In his happy fifties, graying hair, wears tweed jacket and has a vaguely preppy look, a journalist.   

(Salute.)  So long, Joe! (They are gone.  Alone, Lee mimes pulling on a boat whistle.  And quietly, to himself…) Tooot!  Tooooot!  (Blackout.  Music.  Lights emblazon the map at rear, the full breadth of the country appearing.  Light on Lee.  He is greasy, bare to the waist, wiping sweat off his face.) Dear Mom and Pa.  It’s not really a job because they don’t pay me, but they let me eat in the gallery and I sleep on deck.  The Mississippi is so beautiful, but sometimes it’s frightening.  Yesterday we stopped at little town where they were handing out beans and meat to the hungry.  The meat was full of maggots, you could see them wriggling out when the butcher cu into it.  Suddenly a man with a gun pointed it at the butcher and forced him to give out the good meat which the government had paid him for, but which he kept for his paying customers.  I keep trying to imagine how Mark Twain would deal with a scene like that.  I don’t understand how people are managing to live; a great many banks are boarded up.  And there hasn’t been rain for months; even the sky dried out.  Every town is full of men sitting on the sidewalks with their backs against the storefronts.  Just looking at you, or asleep.  It’s like a magic spell.  I keep trying to find the holes in Marxism but I can’t.  I just read an article where the salaries of twelve executives in the tobacco business was more than thirty thousand tobacco farmers made.  That’s why this happened-the workers never made enough to buy back what they produced.  The boom of the twenties was a gigantic fake. The rich have simply looted the people.  And all President Hoover can say is to have confidence!  I’ve passed fields of corn rotting on the stalks unsold, and sheriffs guarding them while on the roads people fall down from hunger.  – There is going to be a revolution, Mama… 

