John Steinbeck, The Grapes of Wrath

Lecture quotes (Owen Robinson)
From ‘The Battle Hymn of the Republic,’ by Julia Ward Howe (1862):

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;

He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword;

    His truth is marching on.

…

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment seat:

Oh! be swift, my soul, to answer Him! be jubilant, my feet!

    Our God is marching on.

There is a crime here that goes beyond denunciation.  There is a sorrow here that weeping cannot symbolize.  There is a failure here that topples all our success.  The fertile earth, the straight tree rows, the sturdy trunks, and the ripe fruit.  And children dying of pellagra must die because a profit cannot be taken from an orange.  And coroners must fill in the certificates – dies of malnutrition – because the food must rot, must be forced to rot.

    The people come with nets to fish for potatoes in the river, and the guards hold them back; they come in rattling cars to get the dumped oranges, but the kerosene is sprayed.  And they stand still and watch the potatoes float by, listen to the screaming pigs being killed in a ditch and covered with quicklime, watch the mountains of oranges slop down to a putrefying ooze; and in the eyes of the people there is the failure; and in the eyes of the hungry there is a growing wrath. In the souls of the people the grapes of wrath are filling and growing heavy, growing heavy for the vintage.  (Chapter 25)

To the red country and part of the grey country of Oklahoma the last rains came gently, and they did not cut the scarred earth.  The ploughs crossed and recrossed the rivulet marks.  The last rains lifted the corn quickly and scattered weed colonies and grass along the sides of the roads so that the grey country and the dark red country began to disappear under a green cover.  In the last part of May the sky grew pale and the clouds that had hung in high puffs for so long in the spring were dissipated.  The sun flared down on the growing corn day after day until a line of brown spread along the edge of each green bayonet.  The clouds appeared, and went away, and in a while they did not try any more.  The weeds grew darker green to protect themselves, and they did not spread any more.  The surface of the earth became pale, pink in the red country and white in the grey country.  

(Chapter 1)

Two hundred and fifty thousand people over the road.  Fifty thousand old cars – wounded, steaming.  Wrecks along the road, abandoned.  Well, what happened to them? What happened to the folks in that car?  Did they walk?  Where are they?  Where does the courage come from?  Where does the terrible faith come from?

    And here’s a story you can hardly believe, but it’s true, and it’s funny and it’s beautiful.  There was a family of twelve and they were forced off the land.  They had no car.  They built a trailer out of junk and loaded it with their possessions.  They pulled it to the side of 66 and waited.  And pretty soon a sedan picked them up.  Five of them rode in the sedan and seven on the trailer, and a dog on the trailer.  They got to California in two jumps.  The man who pulled them fed them.  And that’s true.  But how can such courage be, and such faith in their own species?  Very few things would teach such faith.

    The people in flight from the terror behind – strange things happen to them, some bitterly cruel and some so beautiful and that the faith is refired forever.  (Chapter 12)

    ‘Ain’t you thinkin’ what’s it gonna be like when we get there?  Ain’t you scared it won’t be nice like we thought?’

    ‘No,’ [Ma] said quickly.  ‘No, I ain’t.  You can’t do that.  I can’t do that.  It’s too much – livin’ too many lives.  Up ahead they’s a thousan’ lives we might live, but when it comes, it’ll on’y be one.  If I go ahead on all of ’em, it’s too much.  You got to live ahead ’cause you’re so young, but – it’s jus’ the road goin’ by for  me.  An’ it’s jus’ how soon they gonna wanta eat some more pork bones.’  Her face tightened.  ‘That’s all I can do.  I can’t do no more.  All the rest’d get upset if I done more’n that.  They all depen’ on me jus’ thinkin’ about that.’  (Chapter 13)

In the evening a strange thing happened: the twenty families became one family, the children were the children of all.  The loss of home became one less, and the golden time in the West was one dream.  (Chapter 17)

