
 

Excerpt from A Raisin in the Sun (Act I, Scene One) 

RUTH Sit down and have your breakfast, Travis.  
 
TRAVIS Mama, this is Friday. (Gleefully) Check coming tomorrow, huh?  
 
RUTH You get your mind off money and eat your breakfast.  
 
TRAVIS (Eating) This is the morning we supposed to bring the fifty cents to school.  
 
RUTH Well, I ain't got no fifty cents this morning.  
 
TRAVIS Teacher say we have to.  
 
RUTH I don't care what teacher say. I ain't got it. Eat your breakfast, Travis.  
 
TRAVIS I am eating.  
 
RUTH Hush up now and just eat!  
 
(The boy gives her an exasperated look for her lack of understanding, and eats grudgingly)  
 
TRAVIS You think Grandmama would have it?  
 
RUTH No! And I want you to stop asking your grandmother for money, you hear me?  
 
TRAVIS (Outraged) Gaaaleee! I don't ask her, she just gimme it sometimes!  
 
RUTH Travis Willard Younger I got too much on me this morning to be … 
 
TRAVIS Maybe Daddy  
 
RUTH Travis!  
 
(The boy hushes abruptly. They are both quiet and tense for several seconds)  
 
TRAVIS (Presently) Could I maybe go carry some groceries in front of the supermarket for a little while after school then?  
 
RUTH Just hush, I said. (Travis jabs his spoon into his cereal bowl viciously, and rests his head in anger upon his fists) If you 
through eating, you can get over there and make up your bed.  
 
(The boy obeys stiffly and crosses the room, almost mechanically, to the bed and more or less folds the bedding into a heap, 
then angrily gets his books and cap)  
 
TRAVIS (Sulking and standing apart from her unnaturally) I'm gone.  
 
RUTH (Looking up from the stove to inspect him automatically) Come here. (He crosses to her and she studies his head) If you 
don't take this comb and fix this here head, you better! (TRAVIS puts down his books with a great sigh of oppression, and 
crosses to the mirror. His mother mutters under her breath about his "slubbornness") 'Bout to march out of here with that 
head looking just like chickens slept in it! I just don't know where you get your slubborn ways . . , And get your jacket, too. 
Looks chilly out this morning.  
 
TRAVIS (With conspicuously brushed hair and jacket) I’m gone.  
 
RUTH Get carfare and milk money (Waving one finger) and not a single penny for no caps, you hear me?  
 
TRAVIS (With sullen politeness) Yes'm.  
 


