
A Raisin in the Sun 
By Lorraine Hansberry 

 

Characters:  
 

Travis Younger- a ten or eleven year old male 
 

Walter Lee Younger- an intense young man in his early thirties 
 

Setting:  The Younger family’s worn living room in a Chicago apartment.  The 1950’s. 
 
Situation: Walter and Ruth Younger and their son Travis share a small ghetto apartment 
with Walter’s mother and Beneatha, his sister.  Problems arise as to what is to be done 
with the money Walter’s mother receives from the insurance company after her 
husband’s death.  Walter wants to use the mone to invest in a business of his own, but 
his mother purchases a home for the family with part of the money.  When Walter’s 
mother sees how she has hurt her son and how his dream has dried up, “like a raisin in 
the sun,” she gives him more than just money.  She reassures him of her trust and her 
love.  In this scene Walter shares his happiness and his dreams for a better life with his 
young son.   
 

Walter:  Son, I feel like talking to you tonight. 
 

Travis:  About what? 
 

Walter:  Oh, about a lot of things. About you and what kind of man you going to be 
when you grow up. . . Son—son, what do you want to be when you grow 
up? 

 

Travis:  A bus driver. 
 

Walter:  (laughing a little)  A what?  Man, that ain’t nothing to want to be! 
 

Travis:  Why not? 
 

Walter:  Cause, man—it ain’t big enough—you know what I mean.  
 

Travis:  I don’t know then.  I can’t make up my mind.  Sometimes Mama asks me 
that too.  And sometimes when I tell her I want to be like you—she says she 
don’t want me to be like that and sometimes she says she does. . . . 

 

Walter:  (Gathering him up in his arms)  You know what, Travis?  In seven years you 
going to be seventeen years old.  And things is going to be very different 
with us in seven years, Travis. . . One day when you are seventeen I’ll come 
home—home from my office downtown somewhere-- 

 

Travis:  You don’t work in no office, Daddy. 
 

Walter:  No—but after tonight.  After what your daddy is going to do tonight, there’s 
going to be offices—a whole lot of offices. . .  



 

Travis:  What you gonna do tonight, Daddy? 
 

Walter:  You wouldn’t understand yet, son, but your daddy’s gonna make a 
transaction. . . a business transaction that’s going to change our lives. . . 
That’s how come one day when you ‘bout seventeen years old I’ll come 
home and I’ll be pretty tired, you know what I mean, after a day of 
conferences and secretaries getting things wrong the way they do. . . ‘cause 
an executive’s life is hell, man—(the more he talks the farther away he 
gets) And I’ll pull the car up on the driveway. . . just a plain black Chrysler, I 
think, with white walls—no—black tires.  More elegant.  Rich people don’t 
have to be flashy. . . though I’ll have to get something a little sportier for 
Ruth—maybe a Cadillac convertible to do her shopping in. . . And I’ll come 
up the steps to the house and the gardener will be clipping away at the 
hedges, and he’ll say “Good evening, Mr.Younger.”  And I’ll say “Hello, 
Jefferson, how are you this evening?”  And I’ll go inside and Ruth will come 
downstairs and meet me at the door and we’ll kiss each other and she’ll 
take my arm and we’ll go up to your room to see you sitting  

 

 


