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BIFF, with rising agitation: Hap, I've had twenty or thirty
different kinds of jobs since I left home before the war, and
it always turns out the same. I just realized it lately. In
Nebraska when I herded cattle, and the Dakotas, and Ari-
zona, and now in Texas. It's why I came home now, 1
guess, because I realized it. This farm I work on. it's spring
there now, see? And they've got about fifteen new colts.
There's nothing more inspiring or--beautiful than the sight
of a mare and a new colt. And it's cool there now, see?
Texas is cool now, and it's spring. And whenever spring
comes to where I am, I suddenly get the feeling, my God,
I'm not gettin' anywhere! What the hell am I doing, playing
around with horses, twenty-eight dollars a week! I'm
thirty-four years old, I oughta be makin' my future. That's
when I come running home. And now, I get here, and I
don't know what to do with myself. After a pause: I've
always made a point of not wasting my life, and everytime I
come back here I know that all I've done is to waste my
life.



