
All My Sons 
Side #3 
 
Chris and Keller 

Chris: You know Larry's not coming back and I know it. Why do we allow her to go on thinking that we 
believe with her?  

Keller: What do you want to do, argue with her?  

Chris: I don't want to argue with her, but it's time she realized that nobody believes Larry is alive any 
more. {Keller simply moves away, thinking, looking at the ground} Why shouldn't she dream of him, walk 
the nights waiting for him? Do we contradict her? Do we say straight out that we have no hope any 
more? That we haven't had any home for years now?  

Keller: {frightened at the thought} You can't say that to her.  

Chris: We've got to say it to her.  

Keller: How're you going to prove it? Can you prove it?  

Chris: For God's sake, three years! Nobody comes back after three years. It's insane.  

Keller: To you it is, and to me. But not to her. You can talk yourself blue in the face, but there's no body 
and no grave, so where are you?  

Chris: Sit down, Dad. I want to talk to you. Keller looks at him searchingly a moment  

Keller: The trouble is the Goddam newspapers. Every month some boy turns up from nowhere, so the 
next one is going to be Larry, so...  

Chris: All right, all right, listen to me. {slight pause. Keller sits on settee} You know why I asked Annie 
here, don't you?  

Keller: {he knows, but} Why?  

Chris: You know.  

Keller: Well, I got an idea, but... What's the story?  

Chris: I'm going to ask her to marry me. {slight pause. Keller nods}  

Keller: Well, that's only your business, Chriss.  

Chris: You know it's not only my business.  

Keller: What do you want me to do? You're old enough to know your own mind.  



Chris: {asking, annoyed} Then it's all right, I'll go ahead with it?  

Keller: Well, you want to be sure Mother isn't going to...  

Chris: Then it isn't just my business.  

Keller: I'm just sayin' ...  

Chris: Sometimes you infuriate me, you know that? Isn't it your business, too, if I tell this to Mother and 
she throws a fit about it? You have such a talent for ignoring things.  

Keller: I ignore what I gotta ignore. The girl is Larry's girl. Chris: She's not Larry's girl.  

 


