
GARY FLUCK (pgs19-21…Hilda’a part will be read by SM) 

GARY: Ma, don’t worry about it. I’ve got a lot of irons in the fire. A lot. 

HILDA: Irons like what? What irons? 

GARY: I’ve got friends, Ma. Friends who are beggin’ me to come in with them on business ventures. Big 
business ventures. 

HILDA: Since when do friends of yours know anything about business? Your friend Ricky Delong is 
scooping cereal into boxes at the Nabisco plant. And believe me, as long as he’s working there, I am 
swearing off Shredded Wheat.  

GARY: I’ve got other friends too. Friends who are moving up.  

HILDA: Moving up in what?  

GARY: Well, I’ve got a pal who wants me to get into exterior cladding with him. 

HILDA: Exterior cladding? What’s exterior cladding. 

GARY: Vinyl siding, Ma. For houses. It’s the next big thing. You slap this stuff on over your wood exterior 
and you can rinse the dirt away with nothing more than a garden hose. You’ll never have to wash your 
house again.  

HILDA: I’ve never washed my house yet. Not once. Heavenly Father.  

GARY: What’s wrong? 

HILDA: Gary, are you ever going to get your life straightened out? 

GARY: What do you mean? 

 HILDA: Exterior cladding. Washing houses. I mean, I hope it is the next big thing. For you, son, I hope it 
is, but you’ve shown your father and me nothing to indicate that you’ve found your way in this life.  

GARY: Ma, I’m trying; you know that.  

HILDA: You always try, Gary, but nothing ever comes of it.  

GARY: Well, don’t forget, the war was a setback for me. HILDA: No, the war was a setback for Poland. 
The war was not a setback for Gary Fluck. You came home in one piece eleven years ago, Gary. I cried 
when you came home safe and I was patient with your recovery from whatever it was you had to 
recover from.  

GARY: I saw a lot of bad things over there, Ma.  

HILDA: I don’t know what you saw. I don’t know what you could see from a desk at a supply depot thirty 
miles from the front lines. Did soldiers who were lost stop and ask you for directions? Is that what you 
saw? 

GARY: . . . You hurt me when you talk like that, Ma. You hurt me bad.  



HILDA: I’m sorry. I know your contribution was every bit as important as any other fine young soldier 
over there—even perhaps the ones who actually fought—but you keep blaming the war for your failings 
when I think the blame should fall a little closer to home.  

GARY: I’m trying to make you proud of me, Ma. Honest I am. 

 


