
 

 
 

Excerpt from  

The Grapes of Wrath 
By John Steinbeck 

 
 

The dawn came, but no day.  In the gray sky a red sun appeared, a dim 

red circle that gave a little light, like dusk; and as that day advanced, the 

dusk slipped back toward darkness, and the wind cried and whimpered over 

the fallen corn. 

 Men and women huddled in their houses, and they tied handkerchiefs 

over their noses when they went out, and wore goggles to protect their 

eyes… 

 In the morning the dust hung like fog, and the sun was as red as ripe 

new blood.  All day the dust sifted down from the sky, and the next day it 

sifted down.  An even blanket covered the earth… 

 The people came out of their houses and smelled the hot stinging air 

and covered their noses from it.  And the children came out of the houses, 

but they did not run or shout as they would have done after a rain.  Men 

stood by their fences and looked at the ruined corn, drying fast now, only a 

little green showing through the film of dust.  The men were silent and they 

did not move often.  And the women came out of the houses to stand beside 

their men – and to feel whether this time the men would break.  The women 

studied the men’s faces secretly, for the corn could go, as long as something 

else remained. 
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