
APPENDIX I 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

Thomas Lanier Williams was born in Columbus, Missis

s ipp i, March 26, 1814. 37 Tennessee Williams grew up 1n 

Columbus. Mississippi as the son of a shoe salesman 

(Dietrich,1969:218). He was called "Tennessee" because he 

was des~ended pioneering Tennessee stock. 

His mother, a descendant of Southern aristocracy, 

along with her father, an Episcopal clergyman with a 

taste for literature and cocktails, were most responsible 

for the shaping of the author's mind. From the very 

first, Tennessee Williams lived in a divided world - the 

stiflingly unsuccessful world of his father's business 

contracditing the more cultured and sophisticated world 

of his grandfather's rectory. It was in that rectory that 

Williams observed those genteel Southern women whose 

anguish over the encroachments of a cruder way of life 

was to inspire a number of his dramas (Dietrich, 1868 

218) . 

Biographical details most relevant to The Glass 

Menagerie are to be found in Williams' teen-age sojourn 

0'"/ 

·.."K.L.Knickerbocker, and H. WilJard Reninger. 1l1.1 .. ~ .. L-::. 
Q..re..t.in~.....1 .. Ltex..Q.tu..r:~ .. , Holt. FinehRrt and Winston. USA. 1960. 
p.700. 



in the city of St. Louis, where his family had moved from 

Mississippi. In moving to St. Louis where his father was 

a clerk) Williams exprienced a great wrench in his life 

and learned the hard lesson of shabby gentility. It was 

in St.Louis, writes Kenneth Tynan, "in a stuffy, back 

street apartment, that his world split, amoeba-like 

into two irreconciable halves-the soft, feminine world of 

the room that he and his sister filled with little glass 

animals, and the cruel, male world of the alley outside, 

where cats fought and coupled to a persistent screaming 

(Dietrich,1969:218)." 

He began his college education at the University of 

Missouri, but financial pressure forced him to find work 

in a shoe factory. It was a job he so detested that after 

three years he had a heart attack and a complete physical 

breakdown. Upon recovery, he took a B.A. at University of 

Iowa in 1938. 

He was constantly striving to become a writer, 

turning out a steady stream of poetry, stories and 

dramas. He wandered about the country working at a 

variety jobs 

make a career 

A series 

Williams, and 

until he reached New York, 

of the theater. 

of one-fact plays attracted 

in 1940 the Theater Guild 

determined to 

attention to 

sponsored his 

professional full-length production of Battle of Angels 

in Boston. The drama failed to reach New York but his 



next effort, The Glass Menagerie, after a long tryout in 

Chicago, came to New York in 1945 and was a popular and 

critical success, winning the Drama Critics Circle Award. 

Two years laters he triumphed again with A Street Car 

Named Desire. 38 It won the Pulitzer Prize-Winner (1947) 

which was seen in London in 1949 with Vivin Leigh as 

Blanche du Bois. 39 

Hatlen states the other dramas of Williams which 

include Summer and Smoke (1948), The Rose Tatto (1950), 

Cat on A Hot Tin Roof (1955) which was awarded the .~ 

litzer Prize, Orpheus Descending (1957), Suddenly Last 

Summer (1958), Sweet Bird of Youth (1959), and The N~ 

of the Iguana (1961) (1967:457). And yet,Hartnoll adds 

some lists of Williams' works, they are The Milk Train 

Doesn't Stop Here (1962), Slapstick Tragedy made up of 

two short plays, The Gnadiges Fraulein and The Multilated 

(1966), The Seven Descents of Myrtle (1698), In The Bar 

of a ~yo Hotel (1669), and other his one act plays, 

Twenty-Seven Wagons Full of Cotton (1906), was first seen 

New York in 1955 as part of a triple bill, All in One 

(1972:603). 

38Theodore W.Hatlen, Drama:Prinviples and Plays, 
Meredith Publishing Company, 1967, p.457. 

39phyllis Hartnoll, The Concise Oxford ~ompanion to 
The Thea~_, ~xford University Press,1972,p.603. 



APPENDIX II 

SYNOPSIS 

The setting 

The Wingfield apartment in St. Louis is in the back 

part of the building, in overcrowded urban centers of 

lower middle-class population. The apartment faces an 

alley and is entered by a fire-escape. The fire-escape is 

included in the set-that is, the landing of it and steps 

descending from it. 

The building, which runs parallel to the footlights, 

is flanked on both sides by dark, narrow alley which run 

into murky canyons of tangled clothes-lines, garbage cans 

and the sinister latticework of neighboring fire-escapes. 

It is up and down these side alleys that exterior 

entrances and exist are made, during the play 

(Kenny,1979:1282-3). 

The Characters 

Amanda Wingfield is a mother of two children who 

lives in a world of illusion and a world of reality, when 

it is convenient to her, she only closes her eyes to the 

brutal realistic world. And when life become unbearable, 

she always recalls the days of her youth. It was the days 

when she had seventeen gentlemen callers at Blue Mountain 



in one Sunday afternoon. 

She escapes from the druggery of everyday living, 

for she refuse the fact that Laura is crippled and that 

Tom is quite different from what she expectsfor him. In 

addition she is unable to live forever in the world of 

illusion because the pressure of everyday living force 

her to face many unpleasant facts. 

While Laura Wingfield is an extremely shy and 

withdrawn girl. Her crippled can be the cause of all her 

action. Therefore Laura prefers living in a world of 

illusion to living in reality. She finds her escape in 

her glass collection which she cares for with great 

tenderness. 

Tom Wingfield is both the narrator of the play and a 

character in it. He is the potential creative character 

caught in a conventional and materialistic world. He has 

his own independent world that he considered important, 

that is his poetry, his dreams. his freedom, his 

advanture and his illusion. 

The Synopsis 

The Wingfield family lives in the place where there 

is a Guernica 1n Spain and a dissolving economy in 

America. They live in about 1930s. It is a lower middle 

family which consists of the mother, Amanda, the 

daughter, Laura, and the son. Tom. The father has 

wn ' ..... \, . .' 



deserted the family a long time ago. His presence is 

presented by a "smilling forever" photograph. 

Amanda loves her children very much but she cannot 

get along very well with them. Amanda expects them to 

have a good future with her own way. But her children do 

not agree with her. Both of them rebels her with 

different ways. Tom opposes her directly with his speech 

and behavior, while Laura opposes her by rejecting 

physically. 

Once Amanda complains to Laura why she and her 

brother cannot be normal people. The reason Amanda says 

that is because of Tom's behavior is different from that 

of common people. He goes every night and gets drunk. Tom 

just confesses that he sees the movies frequently. Surely 

her mother does not believe it. Meanwhile, Laura endures 

to wash and polish her glass menagerie, and also to play 

the victrola. Laura does not have many friends and does 

not have any gentlemen caller either. But Laura admits 

that she once fell in love with a boy named Jim when she 

was in high school. Laura assumes that Jim must have been 

married, because at that time he was engaged with a girl 

named Emily. She tells her mother that Jim was very 

popular and had many girl friends. Laura adores him. She 

likes the way he sang and played in The Pirates of 

Penzance. Jim used to call her Blue Roses. because he did 

not hear what Laura's voice which should be pleurosis. 

, ...... 



Amanda begins to think of Laura's future husband 

after she knows that Laura will not have a business 

career. Because Laura has quit both from high school and 

the business college. As Tom's speech - Amanda is a 

woman in action." She works at a woman magazine which 

offers only beautiful and glamorous things. In addition 

Amanda finds a gentleman caller right away. This time she 

is very serious about it. It becomes her obsession. 

Amanda asks Tom for help concerning this. But her 

request happens after her violent argument with Tom who 

accidentally strikes Laura's glass collection. It is over 

after Tom apologizes. Indeed, Tom finally finds a man who 

is proper to be invited for supper. He is Jim O'Connor. 

He is his best friend at the warehouse. Tom happens to 

know that Laura admires him. Yet he is not sure whether 

Jim remembers her. That is why Tom keeps quite that he 

has a sister. Surely Tom does not tell him his real 

intention for inviting him. 

While Laura does not like this plan. She is 

suspicious the caller, Jim is the one she used to know in 

high school. Her mother tells that she must be acquainted 

with him anyway. Her rejection appears since Amanda 

provides her appearance, she feels trembling and nervous. 

Laura tries to refuse her mother's order in opening the 

door for Tom and Jim, but she cannot. Her panic decreases 

after her plays her record, and she is capable to open 



the door. And when Amanda orders her to accompany the 

family and the guest. she almost faints with fright 

last her mother lets her rest on a sofa . 

. At 

. Jim is an ordinary man. He seems very helpful, 

because he wants to help Tom's mother to clean the table 

and the dishes, but Amanrla will not let him. She asks him 

to cheer Laura up. Indeed Jim apparently has a 

conversation with Laura. but he is unsuccessful to make 

her talk about herself, instead of her glass menagerie. 

Laura wants to avoid her failure to accomplish anything 

as the topic of conversation. When Jim hears the music 

from the Paradise Dance Hall, he asks Laura to go 

dancing. At first Laura tries to refuse his request, but 

she accepts it finally. It is not only Jim who expects 

Laura to like him, but Laura expects Jim to like her as 

well. Unfortunately, their smooth dance strike Laura's 

favorite Unicorn-the horse with a horn on its head. It 

makes it the same as other horses. Jim apologizes, but 

Laura assures him not to worry. 

Laura forgives Jim because he has treated her 

friendly. Although Jim regrets their relationship because 

he has been engaged with a girl named Betty, Laura still 

intends to give him a souvenir - the broken unicorn. But, 

she hides her disappointment by playing the victrola. 

Jim also explains it to Amanda. After his leaving 

Amanda still cannot bpli0ve it. Tom receives his mother's 

complains again. As Tom cannot stand her anger, Tom 

, / 1 



leaves the house. In his last speech Tom feels sorry for 

Laura. Tom also has quit from his work at the warehouse 

and he will join the marine. 



APPENDIX III 

(Taken from Drama through 

Performance by Auburn/ 

Burkman, 1977) 

The Glass Menagerie 
Prod uction notes 
Being a "memory play," The Glass Menagerie can be presented with un
usual freedom of convention. Because of its considerably delicate or tenu
ous material, atmospheric touches and subtleties of direction playa partic
ularly important part. Expressionism and all other unconventional 
techniques in drama have only one valid aim, and that is a closer ap
proach to truth. When a play employs unconventional techniques, it is 
nOl, or certainly shouldn't be, trying to escape its responsibility of dealing 
with reality, or interpreting experience, but is actually or should be at
tempting to find a closer approach, a more penetrating and vivid expres
sion of things as they are. The straight realistic play with its genuine 
Frigidaire and authentic ice-cubes, its characters who speak exactly as its 
audiente speaks, corresponds to the academic landscape and has the same 
virtue of a photographic likeness. Everyone should know nowadays the 
unimportance of the photographic in art: that truth, life. or reality is an 
organic thing which the poetic imagination can represent or suggest, in 
essence, only through transformation, through changing into other forms 
than those which were merely present in appearance. 

These remarks are nor meant as a preface'only to this particular 
play. They have to do with a conception of a new, plastic theatre which 
must take the place of the exhausted theatre of realistic conventions if the 
theatre is to resume, vitality as a part of our culture. 
THE SCREE;\; DEVICE 

There is onh'one important difference between the original and the act
Ill~ l'nSIOII of the pl,l\' ,md thai is the omission in the latter of the del'in' 
that I tentatively included in my original script. This device I,'as the usc 01 
a, screen on which were projected magic-lantern slides bearing images or 
titles. I do n~)t re~!'et the omis~ion of this device from the original Broad
Il'a\' PI:oc!uctlon. I he extraorclll1ary power of Miss Tador's performance I 
made It SUItable to have the u,tmost simplicity in the physical productioll. 
But I thll1k It may be Illterestlllg to some readers to see hoI\' this device 
1,';lS cOllceil'cd, So I alll puttillg it into the.published lllallllScript.~ Thcse 
linages and legends, projected from behind, were cast on a section of \\;tli 
bet \\'Ccn the frollt -room alld dill illg-roolll areas, which should be i IIdisl ill' 
glllshalJle f rOIll Ihc reSI ,,'hclI lIot in lISC, 

Tlte purpose of fitis \,'111 prohahh' he apparel1t. II is to gill> ;Icn'lll 1<1 

c('r(;1I11 1;t/Iit'S III ('ach SC(,II(" Each SC(,IIC contains a parricular p()illt (or 
s('\('r;") "llicltlS ,tIIlClIII;t/h Ihe Illost important. III ;tIl episodic pL". ,III II 
;1' IIIIS, Ill(' I);I\I( '111lIlllll' II/ IldIT<llil(' lille ilia\, he ()1)'(lIrnlll"lll illI' ,III' 
<11<'11«(': Ill(' ('llccl Illd\ S(,(,1I1 Ilaglll(,lltar), ralit(:r tlt;1I1 .1'1 (itill'CllIl,t/, fIll' 
111;1\ 11"11)(' iI)(' 1.11 tI I ,,111)(, pl;l\ '" IlllICit ;1'.1 I;\( k 1)1 ,IIII'lllj'>l1 Itl lilt' ,1',1 
"1('11< I', 111(' Iq~I'I\(1 "I Itll.!,~(' "P"II III(' '( I (,(,II 1\111 ,II l'It~IIt(,1I iI\(' ('III" i ,,' 

\ { t .... 14 III 11"1'( I I r I 1111" I Ie II lh I t 1'-



what is mnely allusion in the writing- and allo\\' rhc primary poinr 10 be 
made more simply and lighlly rhan if rhc cnrirc responsibility \\'1.:1(' (III rhc 
spoken lines, Asidc from rhis slructural \ <tlllt', I Ihink Ihe scrccn \,"ill havc 
a definite emotional appeal, less definable but just as important. A 11 imag-i-

. native producer or director llIay illvent man)' other uses for this c!c\"icl.: 
than those indicated in the pre~ent script. I n fact the possibilities of the 
device seem much larger to me than the instance of this play can possibly 
utilize. 

THE MUSIC 

Another extra-literary accent in this play is provided by the use of music. 
A single recurring tune, "The Glass Menagerie," is used to give emotional 
emphasis to suitable passages. This tune is like circus music, not when you 
are on the grounds or in the immediate vicinity of the parade, but when 
you are at some distance and very likely thinking of something else. It 
seems under those circumstances to continue almost interminably and it 
weaves in and out of your preoccupied consciousness; then it is the light
est, most delicate music in the world and perhaps the saddest. It expresses 
the surface vivacity of life with the underlying strain of immutable and 
inexpressible sorrow, When you look at a piece of delicately spun glass 
you think of two things: how beautiful it is and how easily it can be bro
ken. Both of those ideas should be woven into the recurring tune, which 
dips in and out of the playas if it were carried on a wind that changes. It 
serves as a thread of connection and allusion between the narrator with 
his separate point in time and space and the subject of his story. Between 
each episode it returns as reference to the emotion, nostalgia, which is the 
first condition of the play. It is primarily Laura's music and therefore 
comes out most dearly when the play focuses upon her and the lovely fra
gility of glass which is her image. 

THE LIGHTING 

The lighting in the play is not realistic. In keeping with the atmosphere of 
memory, the stage is dim. Shafts of light are focused on selected areas or 
actors, sometimes in contradistinction to what is the apparent center. For 
instance, in the quarrel scene between Tom and Amanda, in which Laura 
has no active part, the clearest pool of light is on her figure. This is also 
true of the supper scene, when her silent figure on the sofa should re
main the visual center. The light upon Laura should be distinct from the 
others, having a peculiar pristine clarity such as light used in early re
ligious portraits of female saints or madonnas. A certain correspondence 
to light in religious paintings, such as El Greco's, where the figures are ra
diant in atmosphere that is relatively dusky, could be effectively used 
throughout the play. (It will also permit a more effective use of the 
screen.) A free, imaginative use of light can be of enormous value in giv
ing a mobile, plastic quality to plays of a more or less static nature. 

Tennessee Williams 



APPENDIX IV 

(Taken froll L.it.e.r.a~e: An 

Introduction tQJ.i.c..t..Lon--. 

~Qetry, .an~LJh:aJrn.. by 

X.J. Kennedy, 1919) 

Tennessee Williams (b .. 1914) 

THE GLASS !vIE:\'r\GERIE 

Char<1ctcrs 

',/:11, J;Jl~ ~uci: Sll:,;i/l!,71;,/:;, 

E E. CumminF5 

1 r' 1-'-!,.=, 

Am<(!icia \\'III,\firld, the mother. A little wOl11an or grt.'Jt but confused \·it<~lit\· 

clinglng franticJll:.' to anc)thcr tin1C' a~ld place. I-ier ch(1ractcriz,:tion int:~! ~"l~ 

carefully created, not copied from type. Sile is llOt paranoi,](', but hu Iii.: !5 

paranoia There is much to admire in Amanda, and as mllch to lo\'e and t'it\· <1, 

there is to laugh at. Cert<linly SiH: h:1" endurance and a kincl of herl'!'!:l. <1:1d 
though her foolishness Illilkes h"r u!1\\'jltingly cruel at times, there i, tender
ness in her sljght }-""erson. 

Ln!na \ViIiSficid, her daughter. ,\milnda, having failed to eS~Jblish contact \,'ith 

["alit)', ccntiIllles to live vitally in her illusions, but Laura's situation is 1'\'('11 

gravt'r. A childholld illness h<1s left her crippled, one leg slight!y shlwtcr li1.1!1 
the other. and held in a brace. This defect need not be: Jllore th;)11 suggested L'n 
the stage. ~:('nln1jng frorn this. LallrJ.'~"; scpar)tion jn('rC2.5(>~ till ~he i5 lih.c ;1 

picce of her uwn glass collection, too e\quisitely irag:le tll move (rom the <he:: 

1'0111 lVillgficld, her son. And the narrator of the play. A poet with a job in" ware
hOUSe. His nature is not remorseless, but to escape irom a tr;)~' he has to .Jct 
without pity. 

}iI1!;Q'CtJt1f!1lr. the gentleman caller. A nice, ordinary, vounS man. 

Scene. All ali,'!! ill St. Louis. 

Part I. Prrp:7ratioll for d G(l1ticn:nn Caller 
Part II. Th' Gcnt/clIl,1II Cnil::. 

SCE1\:E 

ur/),7)! (1.'l1ft')"::; lIt h~(c['r .'!l! .. i.·i:(-c}i?::':~ popuillfion ((1/11 nil' ~:.ul.\~)!\.);~l,lf!L ()~. :,;,' .'i':,!J: 1' ..... l 

0' f}ji:, ;{71> .. ft'~f dud rUl1ddn1Cl::(i!!U t'1?S/{i("l'ri sc,-fill!j rf :\;;:l,,.;(:II: ';~'(:l-:l. :l' ,;:',1::: 

tiuili:t.l/ nn:i d:fi:'rt'iltit17iL1n dnd fl' (.y!:·~t lil,'r/ (Uf:C;:tl1 iI."; (11;( il ;('/ ~ii..;('d IJ:,--;:-~ i" ,::ii ... '}','-

The liJ.!d1":mt'~.: ;(i((S lif) I{!ft':; (illti :'::, clli(lt.'tl [,.!.' II hI": "('~(,;UI' !I "':':,':idU'( ~{'}ilJ:;( 

1l,"i/l1C;~ ,] f(l1'(/: ili tl("(idtTlt,.: ~;(·'.'t:L" t)";!~j:. f(ll :il' ! or' thc)t' I::~\'( r';.,1:,~';I;S'~ ,jll' .;}~i.'{4_l/:-: 

l;un;:l;,\ "(c:':17 flit' ~l(!{c ,711ti :n;pi'"i~-.il',\' r7,'('s (1( !liOl!I711 

n;,-;'il.i't'd ill :i/( ~ct - "fll.it l~. :.I:C 1,u:rilJl,\ t)f:: 111;d S;(P~ 



(It the ,1rfic/cs it touche::., I'll/, iI~L'nior.tJ i~ scatt'd prCd(lll1il;Iilitl:, ,;n the heart. Tht! ill
tt'~'I(JI' ;'~ thcrcf-arr rotlier diu1 ,<1I:i p{)(fi(, 

At tht' ri5c cf tlrc (;{}'Llill, f,;;( .7utiicllL'C!~ ({i(cd {ei.I]; t};l' lilirk, s,.inl rcar (l'ail of 

fhe '~\':'ngrieid tl'l1CN!i'1it. rilis l'iii/li:'J:g , ~(l:i(h rin1~ pl/raUl::D tf:t.' J'L10;/lg/;ts, is flanked 
on jioth ~id(s by dalk, l:uJTOi.{' 11!/CyS 'i.ll/:ic/; rUll illtt) n:urk:! CII1/~;n1/S ol tanglcd 
c!ot}!t,:.:./i ' 1CS, ~\l1rht1St' caliS find f;;t~ si'1i~t(T /,n:icc{c('rk (,t' liCi,\'/;h(lr/ug firf-l'SCapes. It 
i~ up ,nui dl':t.'l1 thest' ~idt' 17i/t'~/~ fildl t'.rtc.I-/cr O;!J"/PICl'S 111;11 l'_ ..... :·f:::: ./1't' ,'node, during the 
1'117]" "if iI:(' (]~d or TCJl(~ oJ'l'lliug eonlnlt'lif,;rJl. jht' d:/d: fl'1;~')':l":t (LiU sloi.I..,ly rc

z:!~(il~ (ti.!J ,1/l1'1:'I::' or l1 ;rd!l~pl7rC!l(~f) [he 11:/(/';t'T (~( :i'i~' ,~':,~u:d 17co1' lYingficld aparf

n:C.l1t, 

!)Cc.CU::ti?S:l' :'~ ti: t ' /iZ)inS 1'00117, ~t~/;i(/; I;;~O ~I'r,--l;'::' no.::? .":!t'Cp.;"S 1'00111 {or Laura, 
[lie .~(1(17 1f/}(,::,fti,;llg t(l IIlnkc };cr j1cd. LIp::t'7S;t'1 L't'i1~(r, (i,I~d di"i.'.:dt'd !JY II (l:;"de arch or 

St'cL),;d j1"t1S((!;;'lIP; ~~liU: trlln.c;pOl'{'}it {(IiiI'd PO! :it'rl~ i(il' ~t'(()l1d (Urf(Iin), i~ tire dining 
!'t l l..1ill. I!: illl l,l:i-{I~~!li{)iit't1 (("lfit-not in the /;"i.',·i1S' r~;tlli1 :lr( SL'('i s(orl'~ cd frilllsparcnt 

~\:Li5S i!}):iiiI71:~. A 1'!o'i.ci:-ilP phrtoc\"'''i'iph o( thr' ~i7thl'r h:u;,""''''::' 011 :;l( ~cj711 of the liiJil1g 

.:;:i:():S .1.11'1,1] iii t7 d(lllghhl,I./::' 1'ir< \\'cl'/d IV;!?' (:;,~i, J1(' i~/;::tl,ri1:7ti~' ~nj:lins:, inchlctahl~( 

::'IU:!:.I:.r?, I{~ j{ ;c1 S((~f, "~I tril! hi.! ~l1ji/iIi,'( (l)fCt'<."/,· 

T::e i?udit'I;(t' };cn/'~ tUld ~((,~ flit' Of)t'n:·':,t...· ~(;'J1(' i";: t.!;l' diiiin,(~ n)('111 tlinJil5?,li both 
flie .'1·nn~'t7(1i('1,'f {L)!nf}; tC:lit,of flit' 11ujJd;ug {Inri :/:'.' :r:~i:~p:tr~'I:f ~,jI{~C F('rtiert's of the 
U'il;.:t;,('-rl'()I~i oreh, It !'S dU.';l;g ti:i:~ ::l"t'!;( :iii~t ::':c <1;:rf!: (t':7:! Sh17.cflf as

(<.'1.'d::. ()i:" LIt' • ..:j,r;:ht, T;l,:'5 :r:!i!s;)~;rCi!t (xfcl'i(1l' ~t',I;:i .:,: I)Dt ll!")li.';!:~ dt;",rJ; il:,?(fin until the 
"( ~'!'!: end I'if t/:~, pIny, dltriliS TOli;':~ filii?! '::1'(';"(;:, 

The llarrator ;';:; 11/1 lu!di~S!(i~cd C0I17,:/'!;n",1}i cd tilt' p;:t:l. }-it' /akcs ·u)hatci.'er. 
h((~.'ist' (vith drl1Hll1iil" (llUl'elltion as is (oJ!'l'C.'i:dlt to IllS rllrpe~(s, 

Ten1 ellters (hes~t.'d lIS a n;l.'rClial1t sailor t'ro1!111ilc.u, ::::toge let'!, and stn)lls across 
flu: fr(1llf of the ;:.f:1gc t(l 117(' firc-(~Cl~Pl'. Thcl'C lIt.' :;t()P~ Lilid lights (i cigarette, fIe 
addl'cssc:- tll(? audicn(e, 

TUI11.· Yes, I have tricks in my pocket, I han' things up mv s!ce\'e, But I am the 
opposite of i1 stage magician, He gives you illusion that has the appearance 
of truth. I give you truth in the pleasant disguise of illUSion To begin with, 
I turn back time. I re\'erse it to that quaint period, the thirties, when the 
huge middle ciass 01 Americ1 was l11"'triculating in d school for the blind, 
Their e\'e5 had failed them, or t11e\' ~1i\J {.:oiled their l'YeS, Jnd so they were 
IU\'inS their finger.; pressed fnrcibiv dc,wn on the fien' Braille alphabet of a 

cilsslliving ecunom\' III S~'~lin there \qS ren)lut:on. Eere there was only 
shouting <1nd (OnfllSion tTl SF·ain there \\"1~ Gucrn:c~: .Here there \"·ere dis
tur~"'Jncec, \,f L1b\.):" :'c\liletirnes p:-L'tt~\; \'j"lcnt. in ()~h('n\'is( peaceful cities 

::'ncb as ChiC,1gU C!cn'iand. ::,.lint 1.(".1;5 Th," IS the suc:al background 
01 the pL>\" 

(.\1usic.i 

The ~""\IJ\' is 111('rHory Heins oJ IYten10r\' pl.)\' it 15 0:11:];' :i~hted ~t is senti

n:-t?ntal It is r~(')t realistic l!~l 111enlury e\'erythin~ seen ... ~ :0 h~~ppen to n)usic. 

That cxplam< the iiddle 111 the ,,'!llG' J 3m the na~;'Jt(', o' tile i,tl\' and also 
L1 character in 1: ThL' other cht;racter~ <iiI:' :11\' 1r,t1t:',ei' :\~YI2,ndi'! Il1V sister. 

L,lUfJ a;u.-i .) gl'ntlcnl,:n caller \\'hc" a~'p('(lr5 in the f:n<~l scenes l-Ie is the 

Tennessee I\'illiams: Scene I 



most realistic character in the plav, being an emissary from d world at 
reality that we \\'ere somehow 5"~ ,1part from. But since I have a poet's 
weakness for symbols, I am USil' this ch'-lracter also as a symbol, he is the 
long delayed but always expec:ed something that we Jive ior. There is <l 

fifth character in the Flay who doesn't appear except in this larger-than,lifc 
photograph over the m,lntel. This is our filiher who leit us a long time il);O. 
I-Ie was a telephone man who fell in 100'e with long distance,; he gan> ~l!L) 
his job with the telephone company and skipped the light fantastic out ~i 
town . The last I,'e heard of him was a picture post-card hom i\1al,atlan, 
on the Pacific COJst of Mexico, containing a mess,lge of two words --- "Hc>llo 
-- Good-bve'" ilnd an .lddress, I thin:; the rest of the play will explJin It
self. . 

tLcgl'nd on Screen: "Oil Sont I.es l\'('iges:T 

lie d,'"i.'idcs tlre rDrticrcs rnld cnters the upstage lire/i. 

"--1l1z:tnda and Laura ore sen/cd III 11 drop-Iellt lilli/C. EatiliX i~ inli:"cdfcd tlU 

sc:;furc.' "iCi,I!!(lUf t(lL)d (1r u:cl1~ii~ .. Anlll1uia (O(L'~ flIt' audience. TOJii IiI:!; L.;:.,.: 

nl"L' SCiifcd iiI prcfilc. 
The i"i1fcri·{:]' lUIS lit lljJ ~:Cltl.l/ rtl1d tlzrOl!gl1 the ::;O·iI11 iTt.' ::ct.' A':l.nzd,i r:.::d 

Lallra scated iii tile I'll'/e ill the upstage area. 

Ama/ida ((o/lillS!: Tom? 
re))];; Ye:", Mother. 

Amallda; Vve can't SilY grace until you come to the table' 
Tom: Coming, Mother. U-[c /lows slightly and icithdl'a,c;;, reappellrIllg Ii (nc 11/(1-

mentE If?tt'r in his place at the tab/e.) 
:llllailaa 110 iler SOil); Honey, don't pllsh with your {l'1gas. If you have to push 

with something, the thing to push with is a crust of bread. And chew

chew' Animals havE' sections in their stomachs which enable them to digest 
food without mastication, but human beings Jrc supposed to chew their 
food before the\' swallow it down, Eat food leisurely, son, and realh- enjoy 
it. A well-cooked meal has lots of delicate flavors that ha\'e to be held in the 
mouth for appreciation. Su chew your food and give vour salivar\' glands a 
chance to function' 

TrJlJ1 dcl;·i1cratcl!i 1.~.liS i:JS ill1i?sillnry (LJrk dOteD :~l1d pushes Jlis {lli?jr !l(i(~ fl:I),': 

tile till'/e. 

TOlli: I haven't enjo\'ed one bite of this dinner because of your constant direc
tions on ho\\' to eat it. lfs you that makes me rush through meills with 
vour hawk-like attention to every bite I take. SIckening - spoils 111\' ap
petite -- all th15 disct.;ssion of animals' ~ecreti()n - siilivarv gland .. -
n1115tication~ 

dC!(TI1~t(i~\t' YOl:'rc not excused fro~n the table, 
TonI: I 3D, get ting a cisarettc. 
:11.'::fJ:dr;' You snloke too oluch 

iJ,':.'CJJ,;' .\(".,>,>_'~.)':\ ... lJde L'carins thiS hne b~" the Frcp,ch F'l,€t Fran(OlS \'1ll..)11 \\·hCfC 

are tl1E' SrH)\\'~ \\.-1t yL'~t('n·C'.11! >' IS tD-he...".,.-u.:.o)~t.:.ct('d c.'n a st.:!sC' \,-,-di. 



Lliln;; I'll bring in the blanc mange. 

/"l1,l11li17 ()·;~lJ1g). ~o. sister, no, sister - you be the lady this time and I'll be the 
d.Jrkv. 

f.,;;I/"'. I" III alreadv lip. 
:\.%lilli,;. l~e,ume your seat, little sister - I want you to stay fresh and pretty -

r(lr gentlemen callers' 
Lnna: 1m not expecting any gentlemen caIlers . 
.'1111,1'1.1" (,'/"[1.":;:.': "ilt I" l:ifcliacitt'. Airily): Sometimes they come when they are 

le,l"t expected' Why, I remember one Sunday afternoon in Blue l'vlountain 

T,:~~n'l ~"PC\\' ';\"h.:t'~: (8n1ins~ 

Law". Y ('S. Eu t let her tell it. 
'L:n;- J\t.;l1in? 

L;/II<1: She !o\'es to tell it. 

.'\uli'lid,: One Sl:nUa\' ,1(ternoon in Blue Mountain - your mother received -
.',','('11;,'/,1:: ._- gentlemen callers' Why, sometimes there weren't chairs 
enough tn accommodate them all. We had to send the nigger over to bring 
in folding cjui rs from the parish house. 

TOIII i Il'lIl11in.:I1S ,;t portieres): How did you entertain those gentlemen callers' 
AI!l17l7d,;: I understood the ilft of conversation' 
TOIII: I l'ct you could talk. 
:11111111;/17: Girls in those days kl1eiL' how to talk, I can tell you. 
Tom' Yes' 

(lmdge: Amanda As A Girl On A Porch Greeting Callers.) 

/II11JlIIdll: Thev knew how to entertain their gentlemen callers. It wasn't enough 
for ,I girl to be possessed of a pretty face and a graceful figure - although I 
WJsn! slishted in either respect. She also needed to have a nimble wit and 
J tongue to meet all occasions. 

Fon:. i,\'h,lt d!-i vou talk about:' 
AI!!I,IJ:;,: Things of importance going on in the world~ !'-:ever anything coarse or 

common or nllgar. (She aririrc,ses Tom as though he "'el"(' sc,;It'd 111 the ["aeant 
(lltl!! /-;: :;:l" ~Ijl'!c tiI(1lfgli he rCH1l7ills by portieres. Ht' pl'1Y::' this scent' as t!10US'] 

J.c !:cid ,,;,' i','ck ! !\Iv callers were gentlemen - aIl~ Among my cailers were 
sonw or the most prominent young planters of the Mississippi Delta -
planters and ,one; of planters' 

'I CI~, il?,~:;,-";':- fl" n;usic and a spot of light 011 ~4nl!"indj7. r?c,· eyes idt, her .face 
i'(;" ~'l)l(t' i)l'({17nC~ rich and elegiac. 

(ScrePll Legend: "Oll Sont lcs Neiges,") 

There W,l' young Champ Laughlin who later became \'ice-president of the 
Delta Planters BJ!1k. Hildiev Stevenson who was drowned III Moon Lake 
Jnd lett hls v:ido\\" one hundred and fifty thousand in Government bonds 



• 

There were the Cutrere brothers, \Nesley and Bates. Bates was one of;1\" 
bright particular beaux' He got in a qUilrrel with that wild Wilinright bo\:. 
They shot it out on the tloor of Moon Lake elsino. Bates WilS shot through 
the stomach. Died in the ambulance on his wily to Memphis. His widow 
was also well-provided for, came into eight or ten thousand zcre5. that's 
i111. She married him on the rebound - ne\'er lm'('d her - cilrried nw t)ic
ture on him the night he died' And there was thilt l'oy thilt every girl in' the 
Delta had set her cap for' That beautiful. brilliant young Fitzhugh boy from 
Green County' 

1',1111: Wh,lt did he le2\'e his widow? 
AIIl,mda: He never married' Graciolls, you t~:lk as though all of myoid admirers 

had turned up their toes to the daisies' 
,["lill: Isn't this the first vou mentioned that stillsur\'ive5~ 
:\.'!iii!ldl/: That Fitzhugh bov went North and made a IL1rtullt' -- elme to bl' 

known il~ the \\'ulf of Wall Street' He h"d the ~lid;;s touch, "hdk\'cr hl' 

touched turned to gold' And I could have been Mrs. DUllcan J. ritzh~'gh 

mind you' But - I picked your fnther' 

Lw1'II (;'I,I11S): Mother, let me clear the table. 
i\1I11"uin.· No dear, you go in {ront and study your typewriter chart. Or practice 

your shorthand d little. Stay fresh and pretty' --Il'~ almu,t time tl'f Odr 

gentlemen calle~s to stMt arriving. (Size floullces girli,hly tOil'liI·.! the i::t .. i:cn

cite.) How many do you suppose we're going to entertain this afternoon' 

Lallra (tlitmc ill the .lillillg room): I don't believe we're going to recei\'e any, 
Mother. 

AHlllllda (rcappclll'1J:g. airil!!): Whae No one - not one? You must be Joking' 
iLalira 11I'n'ou<\i echoes her lallgh. Size slips ill nfliglfiiH IlllI/lIler ti;I't1 l1gi; the 
half-opell portiacs alld drail'S them gelltly behind her. A shaft of ,'enl dCllr 

light is thrmVl1 011 her face agaillst the faded tapestry of tilt' ClIrtaiIlS.) {Music: 
"The Glass Menagerie" Under Faintly.} (Lightl!l.! Not one gentleman caller? 
It can't be true' There must be a flood, there must have been a tornado~ 

Lall/a: It isn't a flood. it's not a tornado, Mother. I'm just not popular like you 
were in Blue Mountain. (Tol11 lifters Ilnother groan. Lain-a g!,iI!Ct's at him 

,,:itiz a fa;llt, apc!ogftic 51111lc. Hcr i.'oiec catcliing ,/ littlt'.) :--'lother'5 afraid I'm 

going to be an cid maid. 

(The Scene Dims Out With "Glass Menagerie" \lusic.) 

SCENE II 

(J 11 ~lie dark stl?gc tht' ~Crt'cn is lighted u_Nth the inl17St' n( l)/lIc ,.o~(.s. 

Graduali.v Laz':'".7'S .figure l'CCt)~l1eS oppnrcnf lInd the :.:(rCCIl Sllt'~ OIl: 

The 111LCSi( sll~'s:·(ies, 

Laura is ~catc(j' ;': fltc delicate i"i.'orl; (hair nt tIle Sl1l(lll c1f7"i.rt(l1..1t fat'I( 
She i.CCa1·S a d'·(~~ or sort 7..'ioi'ct Hlntcrial for (l ki111C}i(l ._- }It,'" Ji{ll~· ~;t'd h(,:~: ~rrrn 

her forehead ,rith Ii ni'i'oll. 

.She is i.rashi,iS .nut po/:"shing her collection of glass. 

1286 Plays for Further Study 



Al11allda appt'ars (111 tlit' .fire-escape steps. At tlie SOUlld of her ascellt, Llilra 
(atches her heatil, thrusts the bowl of Mlllil11e}!ts Lii('al! IIlld scats herself stimy /7('
fore the diagram ll{ the il/FeiNiter keyboard as til(lllgh it held her spellhlilnti. SOll1e
thing hilS happellcd to AlIIllllda. it is writ tell ill her f'iCC as ,he dim/)s tl' tl:e landillg: 
Ii look that is srim ,lIId I/(lpeless alld a little IIt'slIrd. 

She has 011 olle 0/ tilOS<' cheap or Imitat;(ll1 i·,·j,·,·t!I-looklns do til Co(;ts i('iti! 
IlIIitalillli (In collar. Her hilt is fil'l.' llr six 11('1115 old, (111<' (li IIIOSC dreadful cloche hats 
that ,h're i('lml ill the Illtc twellties, alld she is clasp ins /,'1 e1l0r/1l011S hiM!: l'atCIII
leather I'0ckethook icitl: nickel clasp alld illltiilis. TI:I;: is her fulldress Olltf.t, Ihe OIlC 

she lIsualiIl i/'farS to tlte O.:1.R. 
Before elltcrillg she looks through the dO(ll. 

She pllrses her lips, opells her eyes illidc, l·oIls I hCl'lul'l1',nd IIHd shakcs her head. 
Theil she slo'i'iI! lets ha.<clf ill the dool. SeeiliS I:a ","ltller':" expressioll l.alll"il 

:ollciil's ht'r hp5 'lCitJl t1 nen,'(lUS sc . ..::.tllre. 

I illml: Hello, Mother, I W<lS -- (She 1111,1:('0 a Ill'ri'I'II' gesfu1"c to({lard j)le (iiall ,111 

tire u1aIl. Amanda lcnn~ agt1iil~f tile ~;1/': dOt)]" lInd s/t7l't's tit Ln:u'a ~i'il" d 

lilllr!ilred look.) 
Am"lld,l: Deception? Dece~';tion?, (She simu;11 rClIlO'·CS liel hat lind gloi'cs, c:1Ii

tilillil:;'; t!:e Sicift slI/fcrillg stare. She lets the hat ,1I1d gloi.'L's fall 011 till' r70,'r-
II /lit of acting.) 

Laura (slll1killj): How was the D"A.R. meeting' (Amallda slowly opens her pins" 
and 1"('1Il0'.'CS a daillty ii,hite lUlI1dkcrclIicf ,cinciz slie shakcs Oilt delicatell{ and 
delicately tOI/c!les to };a lips and n05tn·ls.) Didnt \"OU go the D.A.R. meeting, 
Mother' 

Al1l1l11da ({,lintly, almost i,llllldibl!!): - No. - ~o. I T/;CIl more (,ll·cibltl.) I did not 
ha\"e the strength - to go the D.A.R. In fact, I did not have the courage' 
I wanted to find <l hole in the ground and hide myself in it fore\"er' (Slil' 
crosses slowly tn tiie ,call ana rCl11o,'('S till' dwgralll of the lypewl"itc)" keyboard. 
Slle helds it ill (ron I (1( her for a secolld, starillg at il s(('cetl!1 alld sOl.,.ow(III1l/

thell bites her lips and Il'ars it ill Iwo picLes") 
Laura lfaillliyJ: \'\'hy did you do that, Mother? (Amallda I·epeats fhe slime pro-

cedure ,(,ith tli,' eilart of the Gregg Alphabet.) Wh\' are you -
Amll11dil: \\,hy? Why? Howald are you, L.aura? 
Laura: Mother, you know my age. 
Anullida: I thought that you were an adult; it seems that I was mistaken. (51;[' 

crosses slOtuly fL' tile ~O{17 and sinks dOi.(ln flnd ~t(7rcs (it Li1uril.) 

Lw)",l: Please don't stare at me, i-.1other. 

A";llndJl: \Vhat are we going to do, what is going to become of U~. what is the 
future) 

Laura: J-1(}s sOInething happened, !vlother? !.4n1l11:dl7 drt?:c~ (i leng il l"Cath and !okes 
llUi ti;( /l{uuikl'I"(!::"cf ,1X{,i/i. [JlfhLn"ng prDcf:::~.' \1other, has -- son1ething 
happened' 

AI1Iallda: I"ll be all right in a minute. 1m Just bewildered - (crUJ1~ f,'Ci - bv 
life. 



Laura: Mother, I wish that you would tell me what's happened. 
Amanda: As you know, I was supposed to be inducted into my oftice at the 

D.A.R. this afternoon. {Image: A Swarm of Typewriters,) But 1 stopped otf 

at Rubicam's Business College to speak to your te:Jchers about your having 
a cold and ask them what progress they thought you wcre making d0\\'n 
there. 

Lallra: Oh. 
A111lllIda: 1 went to the typing instructor and introduced myself as your mother 

She didn't knO\\' who you were. Wingfield, she said. 'I'\'c don't have allV 
such student enrolled at the school' 1 ilssured her shc did, that you ha~i 
been going to classes since early in J~·nuary. "I wonder," shc said, "ii \'OU 

could be tillking about that terribly shy little girl \\ho dropped Ollt of 
school a itc r onl\' a icw days' a ttendilnce 7" "l\i 0," I sai d, "La u ra, TlW daL! gh tCT', 

has been t~oing to school every day for the past six weeks'" "Excu::e :11('." 

she said.. She took the attendance book out and there was your llilme, 
unmistabblv printed, and all the dates you were absent until the\' de
cided that \'ou had dropped out of schoo!' I still said, ":\0, tlwre mll"\ 

have been some mistake' There must h:1\'e been some mix-up in thl' 
records~" And she said, "No - I remember her perfectly no\\- Hl'r h.,nd 
shook so that she couldn't hit the right k(>y~' The iir,t time we gave.:l ,,~'ccd
test, she broke down completely - was sick at the stomach and :11:1105t 
had to be carried into the wash-room' After that morning she never showed 
up any more. We phoned the house but ne\'er got any answer" - while I 
was working at Famous and l3arr, I suppose, demonstrating those - Oh' 
I felt so weak I could barely keep on my feet. I had to sit down while they 
got me a glass of water' Fifty dollars' tuition, all of our plans - mv hopes 
and ambitions for you - just gone up the spout, just gone up the spout 
like that, (LIlIl,.,l drat(ls a /Ollg brcalll alld gcts IlWk«'l1l'dill to 11"1' fect. She 
crosses to the ,';eim/a and winds it lip,) What are you doing' 

Laura: Oh' (SlIt' relcases tilc ilandle 1l11d r<'fums to lIa scal.) 
Amanda: Laura, where have you been going '''''hen you've gone out pretending 

that you were going to business college:' 
Laura: I've just been going out walking. 
Amlllldn: That's not true. 
Laura: It is. I Just went walking. 
Amanda: VValking) \Valking7 In winter' Deliberatel\' courting pneumoni,l in 

that light coat 7 \Vhere did you walk to, Laura) 
LallI'Ll: It was the lesser of two evils, Mother. (lmage: Winter Scene In Park,) 

I couldn't go baCK up. I - threw up - on the floor' 
Amanda: From hali past seven till after five everv day you mean to tell me yOU 

walked around in the park, because you wanted to make me think that you 
were still going to Rubicam's Busmess College) 

Laura: It wasn't as bad as it sounds. J went inSide places to get warmed up 
Amanda: Inside where) 
LaIlJa: 1 went in the art museum and the bird-houses at the Zoo I VISited the 

penguins every day' Sometimes I did without lunch and went to thl' 
movies. Lately I\-e been spending most of In\, afternoon" in the \ewe!-box 
that big glass house \'v'here the\' raise the tropical flowers 

A I1in II d,l: You did all this to decei;'e me. just for the deception" IL.1lml IDc,i;< 

cil'ien. I \,yhi?_=_ 

!,1 



Lillln,: Mother, when you're disappointed, you get that awful suffering look on 
your face, like the picture of Jesus' mother in the museum' 

A/l1l</;da: Hush' 
Lallra: r couldn't face it. 

Pause. A i.clri:;pcr of ~triIlSs. 

(Legend: "The Crust of Humility,") 

AI11l711da (;/()pclc5sly !lllgcril1g tile hllge pc(h'ti'ooki: So what are we going to do the 
rest of our li\'es? Stay home and watch the parades go bv? Amuse ourseh"es 
with the gl<lsS menagerie, darling? Eternally play those worn-out phono
graph records your father lei! as a p,linful reminder oi him' \\'e \\'on't ha~'e 
J business (~recr -- \ve'vc gi\"en that up i·('eJus.e it ~;~1\,C us ner\'Ol1~ in
digestion' (Lallgh;; <(,<'l1riilr.) What is there left but dependency all our li\'es' 
[ know so well what becomes of unmarried women who aren't prepared 
to occupy a position. I've seen such pitiful Cilse~ in the South - barely 
tolerJted spinsters living upon the grudging patronage of sister's husband 
or brother's wife' - stuck a\\'JV in sOllle little mOllse-trap of a room - en
couraged bv one in-law to \'bit jnother -little birdlike "'omen without 
any nest -- eating the crust of humility all their life: Is that the future that 
\\'c've maj)ped out for ourseh'es? I swear it's the onlv alternati\'e I can think 
of' It isn't a v'ery pleasant alternative, is itO Of course --- 50me girls rio 
Hili/TIl. (L1l1l1'll /«'isis ha hands lll'rl'o1lsiy.) Haven't you ever liked some bov) 

Lliurn.· Yes I liked one once. (Risc;;,) I came across his Ficture il while ago. 
Amanda (,('iii; some intat'sl): He gave you his pictl!re? 
LlillJ'a: :\!o, it's in the year-book, 
Amanda (disappointed): Oh - a high-school boy. 

(Screen Image: Jim As A High-School Hero Bearing A Si[nr Cup,) 

La1lra: Yes, His name was Jim. (Lall1'll lifts tile 11<'01',11 t1l11Ultli irom the cia«'foot 
tal.,ie.) Here he is in The Pirates of Penzona. 

Amanda (al,s01111/): The whae 
Lnllr,l: The operetta the senior class put on. He had a wonderful voice and we 

sat across the aisle from each other Mondays. Wednesdays and Fridays in 
the Aud. Here he is with the silver cup for del'ating' See his grin' 

Al/lil1id.? (ahsentht!: He must have had a jollv disposition 
Lillll'll: He used to call me - Blue Roses. 

!Image: Blue Roses,) 

Anlillld,;: \Vhv did he cali you such a name as thilt' 
LIIP'ii: Wh~n I h<ld that attack of pleurosis - he ilsked me what \\'a5 thc matter 

when I C3mi' back. I said pleurosis -- he thou~;!1t that I said Blue Roses' 
So that's what he always called me after that Whenever'he saw me. hc'd 
ho:l('r, "Hello, Blue Roses'" I didn't care for the girl that he \\:ent out with. 
Emil\' :Vleisenbach. Emily was the best-dres5('d girl at Soldan. She never 
:'truck me. though, as being sincere. It says in the Personal Section -
theyre engaged. That's -- six years ago' The\' must be married b\' now. 

r ' . .! 



:I/1li7llda: Girls that an~n't cut o1,1t for business careers usually wind up married 
to some nice man, (C,'IS lip ,eilh a spark (If rn'i,'al,J Sister, that"s \\'hat 

\'ou'll do' 

Lnna: But. ;>.1other-

AIIII711dti: Yes) (Ci"(l~~ill:< to p/;lJtograpli 
Lallra (;'1 Ii /[lii,' of {ns':lcncri Ilpo!og\l): I'm -- crippled ' 

([mage: Screen.) 

.... 
/\'III-'ndl7: l'-:onsense ' Lilura, I've told ),Ot, never, ne\'er to use that \\'ord 

Why, you're not crippled, you Just hJ\'e a lillie defect - hardly nl)tlceal'ie, 

('\,('n' \Aihen people hJ\'e some slight dis;:dvantage like that. the\' cUlti\',lk 
other things to make up for it .. -- develop chMm --- and \'ivacity - ,1I1d-

,-1;1<1"/1;' That's all you have to do' (SI1<' tlln::; .1,\:1:'1 I,l the p11O/(,:",,!,I: I Onl' 

thing your father had plel!ty of - was (!?m:l' 

(The Scene Fades Out With Music.) 

SCEl'-:E HI 

(Legend On The Screen: "After The Fiasco - ") 

TOil1 spcab from 11:e (irf-c5capc landing, 

T<1,,:: Aiter the fiasco at Rubicam's Business College, the idea of getting a gentle
man caller for Laura began to playa more important part in Mother's 
calculations, It became an obsession, Like some archetype of the universal 
unconscious, the image of the gentleman caller h,lUnted our small ilp,;rt

ment. , ' , (Image: Young Man At Door With Flowers.) An evening ilt home 
rarely pas~ed without some allusion to this image, this spectre, this 

hope, "Even when he wasn't mentioned, his presence hung in Mother'5 
preoccupied look ,lila in my sister'S frightened, apologetic manner ~ hU:,1::' 

like a senterlct' passed upon the \Vingfields' Mother lVas a woman 01 action 
as \\'ell ,1' words, She began to take logical steps in the planned dirl'ctio:l 
Late that winter and in the early spring -- realizing that extra mont'\' wou;d 
be needed to properly feather the nest ilnd' plume the bird - she con
duc~ed a \'i~orous carnpaign on the telephone, roping in subscriber~ k) 

one of tho~c 111.1gazine.s for lnatrons called Til!' j-l(I!l1(,-H;ilkt'r'~ C()nip.n;:,~I: 

the t"pe 01 Juurnal that features the serialized sublimations pi ladies o! 

letters who think in terms of delicate cup-li,-e breasts, slim, tapering 
\vaists. rich. crearny thighs, eyes like v.:ood-snloke in autumn, iinf.cr~ 

that soothe 2nd carl'SS !j).;e strains 01 mUSic, bodies as powerful as Etruscan 
sculpture. 

(Screen Image: Glamor Magazine CoveLl 

! I 



Amllnda: Ida Scott) This is ,\manda Wingfield' \\'e 1I11:>"cd you at the D,A,I\. !.:lst 
Monday' I said to myself: She's probably suifering with that sinus condi
tion~ How 15 that sinus condition? Horrors~ Heaven have mercy' - You're 
a Christian martyr, yes, that's what you are, J Christi,lI1 martyr' \Vell, I 
just now happened to notice thJt your subscription to the Compilllioll'S 

about to expire~ Yes, it expires with the next issue, honey' - Just when 
that wonderful new serial by i3l.'ssie Mae Hopper is getting oif to such an 
exciting start. Oh, honey, it's something that you car!'! miss~ You remember 
how GOlle \\':!l1 tl:e \\'illd took everybudy by storm) You simply couldn't 
go out if you hJdn't read it. All everybody t,lli,t'd \\'as Scarlett O'Hara. 
\\'ell, this is a book that critics alrcJd\' compare to Cellt' \Vitli the \\'illd, 
It's the Geli" \'1'itiI t!;e \\'illd of the post-\\'orld War generation' - What)
Burning) _ .. Oh, honey, don't let them burn, go take a look in the oven and 
I'll hold the wire~ Heavcns _. I think she's hunr; up' 

(Dim OuLl 

(Legend On Screen: "You Think I'm [n Love \','ith Continental 
Shoemakers?") 

Be/Ofe the stage is lighted, the Ilio/cl1t l)ci(cs of Ton; and AI11.1Juit1 lire heard. 
TI:c1! nrc qutlrrelIllg /JciIinti the portieres, III front of them s/nlllis LIlliril witiI 
clcllchcd iI<1l1ds ;;lId plillickil exPI'CSSiOll, 

A ~lei11' pl'ol of lig!:t Oil iIa figlll'c tlllOligiiolit this seCllt, 

Tom: \-\That in Christ's name am 1--
Amilnda (shl'illy): Don't you use that -
Tom: Supposed to do' 
Amanda: Expression' Not in my -
Tom: Ohhh' 
AI1/ll/ldn: Presence' Ha\'e you gone out of your senses" 
TOIlI: I havE', that's true, £11';;:cl/ oul' 
,'jlll,mila: What is the matter with you, vou -- biS ~ big - !D10T' 

Toni: LooL - I\-c got 11(1 ti:ins, no single thing-
,An:aJ7:ia: Lov .. "cr \'our voice! 

T,'m: In m\'liie here that I can (a11m\' 0"':--;' [\'er\':hing is 
Anu1IId.?: Stop that shouting' 
TO)l;' Yesterd.1v vall confiscated my books' You had the nerve to-
--',/llll'ld,,: I took that horrible novel back to the library - yes' That hideous 

book h' that insJne Mr. Lawrence, i T,lll1 !;;;',~b ,,;ldlli I [ cannot control 
the output at lilseased minds or people who cater to them --- (T,lm 11111,,\115 

j Rl'T J \\·O.,\'T ALLO\\" ~~'CH foil TH BROL'CHT U\ fU \~) HOL5E~ 

:\0, no no no, no: 
T,,'!: Hou"", il011se' \\'ho pavs rent on it, \,'ho makes a slave ot himself to--
'\"1,)1;';" ",;: .'u",::.':Si, Don't you DARE to 
T .. ,I':, 1':0, no, J mu"tn', s"v things~ 1:'(' i'"·t to Just-· 

;' 1/·1 



Amllllilll: Let me tell you -

Tom: I don't want to heJr anv more' (fit' It'Il/"5 Ihe porlier" o)'t'll. flie iil"7,;';;,' 

Ilrc,/ is ilt «('itil ,I I;/I.',id ,'lIlOb, I'd Slo,(',) 

AI1U11rda's hair is in l11t'fn! clirlcrs ~jJf(i ~jlL' (i'C.irs n i't"f.l! {lId h;J/if/.1i l t'. ,I,'litch 

too large ft'" i:er ~i;gJlt figure, a relic of t!;l' /'li:hlc::-5 :dr. \Vi';gtit'ld. 
All up?"isht t.l(pc7.l'rifer llnd a (('ild dj~-,?na.1! of 11ialJlIscrjp:~ (ire (1JI !J)l' il/"l1p

ICdt Lih/c. TlIe qunrrcl"lct1S prol)17bl~1 prt'cipitafcd [J~I A11l171ld,;'s i,:fcrruptit)!; (1; 

l;i~ Ch'litiL't' /0[101' . . --1 choir lying (!i1(rtll1\'iCII tl1i the t1i.)(lr. 

Tlrell" gt..'stio{ldtillg :::.h17dll'iUS {in' (IISi' on t!lC (cilillS by tire flfl.1I .\'/(1~~'. 

111111111,1;/: YOll ,('ill hear more, you ,~-
Fe'lJl: No, I won't hear more, I'm going ou,: 
;\lIl1Jlldl7: You come right b,lck in --
T,li/:: Out, out out~ Bec;\use I'm-
;\nl,lIIti,l: Come back here, Tom Wingiield: I'm not throu)',h talkin~~ to vou' 
To.'ll. all, go-
l.ill!".] ((It':·~pcra:(i}.!): Torn' 

/\lIl1i11dll: You're soing to listen, and no more insllience from_you' I'm at the end 
of my patience' I He' (,1111('; {Jil(k IOii'lIrd IIL'I ) -

Tom: vVhat do you think I'm at' Aren't! supposed to have any p,ltience in reach 
the end of, )'v10ther' 1 kno\\', I know, It "eems unimport:mt to yllll. \\'h,,\ I'm 
tilling -.- \vhZlt I l~'17.1if to do -"- ha\'ing .:1 little diillT!'1!(l' bet\\·ecIl then'l' Ynu 
don't think that-

Amallda: I think you've been doing things that vou're ashamed of, That's whv 
you act like this, I don't believe that ~'ou go every night to the Illo\'ies, 
0:obody goes to the mo\'ies night after night. Nobody in their right minas 
goes to the movies as ohen as you pretend to, People don't go to the 
movies at nearly midnight, and movies don't let out at two ,\,\1. Come in 
stumbling, Muttering to yourself like a maniac' You get three hours' sleep 
and then go to work, Oh, I can picture the way you're doing down there, 
Moping, dopiilg, because you're in no condition, 

TOIIi (j(,jldlll): No, I'm in no condition' 
Amallda: VVhat right have vou got to jeopardize your job" ,Jeopardize the 

security ot' us all' How do you think we'd manage if vou were -
'Ie'I'1. Listen' You think I'm crazy about the ,CllrCi;OI!SC? (He (lend, (;e'i'cill i(,,[,,'I.1 

!:er slighl figllre,) '{au think I'm in Jove with the ContinentJI Shoem<1ker" 
You think I want to s}-'end fifty-five 11,',;), down there in thilt -, ui,'!n 
n;i,')'ie1r' with - f/lI(lrc:'ccI,! - 11Ih-< Look: I'd rJther somebod\' picked up 
J crowbJr and battered out mv brains - than go back mornings' J s"': 
[verI' time vou come in veiling that God damn "Rise Illid Shll1e" "R .. ,e lind 
Shillc.''' I say to myseif "How illc'kv dl'lid people are'" But I get ll)' J ,\,,' 

For sixty-five dollars" month I give up ,111 thilt J dream of doin~ and being 
['j'l'r,' And vou sal' self -~ ,cJi's all J ever thill).; of. Why,listen, it self i'- v;hat 
J thought of. MOther, I'd be where he is- CO\:E' IPri!lti'IS I,' ',;:1;(1,' 

;1!cturl'.) As far as the systern of tfJnsFort?tion reaches~ (He ~rt7~·t:.: p.7-:-f hc'! 

She grah~ l;.':: li,l"l1i I Don't srab at Ine I'v1othcr~ 

A111anda: \Vhere i1fC you gc')inS" 
T(lJ):: I'In going to the IilI..1~'it'~: 

/1I.1li711dl1: I don't bellcyt.:' thJt ljc~ 

; (!' 



Tom (Crt1 llcitilig t,l,('md her, oc'ertolcnil1g her tillytigllre. Sh,' backs a,L'lIy,saspil1g): 
I'm going to opium dens! Yes, opium dens, dens of vice and criplinals' 
h,1J1g-outs, Mother. I'ye joined the Hogan gang, I'm a hired assassin, I 
carry a tommy-gun in a \'iolin case' I run a string of cat-houses in the 
Valley' They call me Killer, Killer Wingfield, I'm leading a double-life. a 
simple, honest warehouse worker by day, bv night a dynamic C:,l/' of the 
II IIdcl'«('orld , ,\'1othcr. I go to gambling casinos, I spin away fortunes on the 
roulette table! J wear a patch over one eye and a false mustache, sometimes 
I put on green "-,,hiskers. On those occasions they call me -- El DiaNo' 
Oh, J could tell you things to make you sleepless' My enemies plan to dyna
mite this place. They're going to blow us all sky-high some night' I'll be 
glad, \'ery happy, and so will you' You'll go up, up on a broomstick, O\'er 
Glue Mountain with seventeen gentlemen callers' You ugly -- bilbbling 
old - ({litel:. (f{c goc:::. Unous" a sc,.i(~ of (liO/Clif, ([lOIlS!1 l1jl1l't'111/.'llt:;, 

~ci:illg hi~ 07..1 C1"C0(1t, lunging ;0 UIC dour, pulli!;g it licr(ci~1 (lJlt'11. TJ;c ((,0111(il 

({,titch hil11, i;gll,F.t. Ifi:; onn ctl!(hcs il1 the slccr.:c (If ille con! us he struss-it'S t(l 

plill if (111. For II 111,111/(,11/ he is pilliolled In.' Ih,' Iwlky .'\(11'111(111. \,\,ifiz i111 "i1t
rased groan he tears thc coni otf agaill, spliltillg the sho:ildcl's of ii, and hwls it 
across tll(, /'[10111. II ;:;trike;:; againsl Ihe sizelf of Ltlllrcl'S glass (ol!celion, there i" 
;, tillkl" of shlltlerins' .~/llss; Lallra nics 0111 ,IS if ;colllilird.) , 

(Music Legend: "The Glass Menagerie,") 

Lallra (shrilill): Aiy glass' - menagerie. . (She COi'crs her face and lunl5 ,1(('tl!I.1 

BlIt Amllnda is slill slullned Illid siupeficd iJ!1 the "ugly H'ltel;" so tlilit shc 

/Jlnely 1I0tices this OCClilTellCt'. Noll' she reCtncrs her speech. 

Amanda (ill Iln awflll l .. oice): J won't speak to you - until you apologize' (She 
crosses through portieres alld draws the111 logether behind her. TolP! IS leO «'ith 
Lallra. Lall.-a clillgs lcctlkl!! to Ihe mantc/with her (Ilce <lpnled. TolP! Sllll'C5 Ilt 

her stllpidly for a momellt. Theil he crosses to sllclf. Drops Il<cbcanil!1 to hiS 
knees 10 collecl Ihe (allell gill;:;;:;, glancillg al Lalll'll as if he would spt'llk £lilt 
cou/dn't.) 

"The Gla;:;" .\1clIagcric" slcal;:; ill liS 

(The Scene Dims Out.) 

SCENE IV 

The interior is d'lI'k. Fa;llt /11 the aliev. 
A deep-l'uiced l)ell i1; n c/1urcl1 1S follins the h('llr Ll·- 6i. 1c n::. t;;( ~(cnc (un:

]/~C!1CCS. 

Tom appcar~ of OiC top of' thl' dne,V. A~·tcr cach 5l~lcJ1111 boon] Of t;7C hell in fl;( 
t07.ccr, lie 5hakc~ l7 little nOl~c-nlttko· or rattle {is if to c:rpreS5 thc fill:1 SV,'.S111 i.1( H!.UI 

in (ontrast to tiJ( sltstaincd pIYi.ccr and dJsnit.li Dr fhe /tlI11ighty. T];i~ dnd ti;l' 101:5tC0£7:
J1t'~s or Ilis ad7:al1(C 11Inkc it ellident ni,?f i;c ;;175 hCt'11 d,.n:kil1g. 



As Ire climbs the few steps to tire fi're-csc"p/, landillg Jight steals lip inside. 
Lallra appears illlliglrt-dress, o/Jsen'illg Tom's empty /Jed ill till' frollt room. . 

Tom fishes ill Ills pockets for tile door-key, rcmoL'illg a motlc!, assortmellt (If 

articles ill the search, including a perfect showcr ef mOL,ic-ticket stubs alld 1111 cmptll 
bottlc. At last hc fillds the key. but illst as he is about to insert it, it slips from his ",i
sers. He strikes amatclr alld crouches below the door. 

Tom (bitterly): One crack - and it falls through' 

Laura opells tire door. 

Laura: Tom! Tom, what are you doing) ", 
Tom: Looking for a door-key. 
Laura: Where have you been all this time? 
Tom: I have been to the movies. 
Lillii'll: All this time at the movies? 
Tom: There was a very long program. There was a Garbo picture and a Mickey 

Mouse and a travelogue and a newsreel and a preview of corning at
tractions. And there was an organ solo and a collection for the milk-fund 
- simultaneously - which ended up in a terrible fight between <1 jilt 
iady and an usher' 

Lllura (illlloeen!ly): Did you have to stay through everything? 
Tom: Of course! And, oh, I forgot' There was a big stage show' The headliner 

on this stage show was Malvolio the Magician. He performed wonderful 
tricks, many of them, such as pouring water back and forth between 
pitchers. First it turned to wine and then it turned to beer and then it 
turned to whiskey. I know it was whiskey it finally turned into because he 
needed somebody to come up out of the audience to help him, and I came 
'Up - both shows' It was Kentucky Straight Bourbon. A very generous 
fellow, he gave souvenirs. (He pulls from his back p(lcket Ii shilllmering raill
/Jo,(I-colored scarf.) He gave me this. This is his magic scarf. You can have it, 
Laura. You wave it over a canary cage and you get a bowl of gold-fish. You 
wave it over the gold-fish bowl and they tly away canaries. But the 
wonderfullest trick of all was the coffin trick. We nailed him into a coffin 
and he got out of the coffin without remOving one nail. (He has cOllie inside.) 
There is a trick that would come in haDdy for me - get me out oi this:2 by 4 
situation' (Flops Ollto /Jed alld starts rCIII(ll'ing shocs.) 

Laura: Tom- Shhh' 
Tom: \\'hat you shushing me for? 
Laura: You'll wake up Mother. 
To III: Goodv, goody' Pay 'er back for all those "Rise an' Shines.:' iLies dO;l'n, 

groaning.) You know it don't take much intelligence to get yourself into a 
nailed-up coffin, Laura. But who in hell ever got himself out of one without 
removing one nail' 

(Scene Dims Out.) 

Iml1lcdl!1tcly /ollecclns: The clIlac'l bell 15 hc,;"d ;;tnbng six. At tii( ,;xtil 5tr,)k( 
till.' alanl1 ciClCk SOl'S of1 ;"n .Anl(l!7da'~ 1'00111, and atter a fCIC II10Jllcnt5 u..'c hear 



her cal/illg: "Rise t111d Shillc! Rise alld Shille
' 

Lallra, go tcl/l!Ollr brother to rise 
alld 5hil1e

'
" 

TOIll (siffil1g lip sloa'ly): I'll rise - but I won't shine. 

TIle light iIlCret15c5. 

Al1l1l1lda: Laura, tell your brother his coffee is ready. 

Lallra slips illto (rollt 1'00111. 

Lillll"il: Tom! it's nearly seven. Don't make Mother nervous. (He stares at her 

~tllpidly. Beseechillgly.) Tom, speak to Mother this morning. Make up with 
her, apologize, spe<lk to her' 

T,JIII: She won't to me. It's her that started not speaking. 
LilUI"il: If you just say you're sorry she'll start spe<lking. 
T!m:: Her not speaking - is that sllch a tragedy) 
Lcllmi: Please .- please' 
/llliandll (wiling fr0111 kitchcllcftej: Laura, are you going to do what I asked you to 

do, or do I have to get dressed and go out myself? 
Lelllra: Going, going - soon as I get on my coat' (She plills 011 il shapdess (cit 

hat (I'it/; lIerl'OIlS, .Ierb' }nOc'elllcllt, pleadingly giancill;! at TOIli. RlIsllcs awk
ical'dl!! for coat. Tile COllt is one of AI1I111ula's illt1ccurately !Hade-OLler, the 
sicct'cS too short for Laura.) Butter and what else) 

Al1lallda (cnterillg Ilpstage): Just butter. Tell them to charge it. 
Lilllra: Mother, they make such faces when I do that. 
A,1Ia1lda: Sticks and stones may break my bones, but the expression on Mr. 

Garfinkel's face won't harm us! Tell your brother his coffee is getting cold. 
Lallra (at door): Do what I asked you, will you, will you, Tom) 

He looks sullellly awa!l. 

A Illtlll da: Laura, go now or just don't go at all! 
Laura (I"llshing alit): Going - going! IA secolld later she cries Ollt. Tan/springs 

lip I1Ild c/"Osses to the aoor. Amallda rushes tlIlXiOllSly ill. Tom opells the door.) 
T(1111: Laura? 
Lallra: I'm all right. I slipped, but I'm all right. 
Amanda (peerillg allxi(1usill I"fer her): If anyone breaks a leg on those fire-escape 

steps, the landlord ought to be sued for every cent he possesses' (She shuls 

dool·. RemclIl!'ers she iSII'1 51Jeakillg alia relums tl' otiJer roo 111. ) 

,.b Tom entas listlessl!, tel' illS coffee, she turns ha l'ack fl' hilll tlml stallds 
rigidllf iaciliS the willdoi(' 011 the gloom!! gray i'lllll! of the areawa!!. Its light 
OIl her face ieith its aged l'ut childish fClltures is crIlclhl ShIIIY, satirical as a 
Daumil'r pnl;t 

(Music Under: "AYe \1aria.") 

TOlll slalll~es si1(l'risJ:l:: hit sullclli.lI at her al'er!cd h,\lirC and slumps at the 
fablc. The cofhe iO' sc"iti:ns hof, he si1'S it alld sa;.p;; ilnd Spits it hack ill the Clip. 

At i1i.' gasp, Aml1l1da catches herlneath alld hal! fums. Theil catclic;. hersclf tlIld 

tun;;. /Jack tl' il'indoie. 
Tr171 L71oLc~ 011 )-1!~ cof!cc, glancing, ~idcll.)i~c at /lis mother. 5he clrt71's her 



throat. Tom clears his. He ftarts to risco Sinks l'ack down again, sfr,l/ches 11:$ 

head, clears his tlll·OIllagain. Amanda ((lllgIIS. T01ll raises his Clip ill /leltil il'iI!ds 

to blow OJ1 It, iris eyes staring (lVC/" the rim of it ill his ))/(lther {cor Sc,'fral 
mOI1l<'lIts. TheIl he slco,dy sets the Clip dOit'11 IlI/d mt'kit'ardly all.! hesitalltlll 
rises fmm the chair. . 

Tom (/lOarsdy): Mother. I - I apologize. Mother. IAI1IIllldll draH's 11 I/llick, s/iud
derillg /1rl'ath. Her fncc ,('orks grolesqllely. Slie /Jrcilks illio childlike 1t'Il?s.) I'm 
sorry for what I said, for everything ·that I said, I didn't mean it. 

Amllnda (soh/Jillgly): My devotion has made me a witch and so I make mvseli 
hateful to my children' . 

TOI1l: No, you d(lII't. 
"ml7l1da: I worry so much, don't sleep, it makes me nervous' 
Tom (gclltly): I understand that. 
Al1Illnda: I've had to put up a solitary battle all these years. But you're my ri!;ht

hand bower' Don't fall down. don't fail' 
Tom (gelltiy): I by, Mother. 
A'l1allda (with greal clltirllsias11l): Try and yo~_will SUCCEED! (The 1I0/i,11l Ilillke;; 

her breathless.) Why, you - you're Just filII of natural endowments! Both of 
my children - they're 111111511111 children' Don't you think I know it' 1m 
so - prO/ut! Happy and - feel I've - so much to be thankful for but -
Promise me l'ne thing, son' 

Tco111: What. Mother? 
Amanda: Promise, son, you'lI- never be a drunkard' 
Tom (tllms 10 hCl' grinlling): I will never be a drunkard, Mother. 
Amanda: That's what frightened me so, that you'd be drinking' Eat a bowbof 

Purina! 
Tcom: Just coffee, Mother. 
Ammlda: Shredded wheat biscuit" 
Tom: No. No, Mother. just coffee. 
Amanda: You can't put in a day's work on an empty stomach. You've got ten 

minutes - don't gulp~ Drinking too-hot liquids makes cancer oi the 
stomach .... Put cream in. 

Tom: No, thank you. 
Amanda: To cool it. 
Tcolll: No' No, thank you, I want it black. 
Amallda: I know, but it's not good for you. \o\'e have to do all that we can to 

build ourselves up. In these trying times we live in, all that we have to 
s:ling to is - each other. . That's why it's so important to - Tom. 1- j 

sent out your sister so I could discuss something with you. If you hadn't 
spoken I would have spoken to you. (Sits dowll.) 

TOI11 (gelltly): What is it, Mother, that you want to discuss" 
Amallda: Laura' 

(Legend On Screen: "Laura.") 

(Music: "The Glass Menagerie.") 



TDI71: - Oh. - Laura .. 
Amallda (I(ll/chillg his SICCi'C): You know how Laura is. So guiet but - still 

water runs deep' She notices things and I think she - broods about them. 
(TDIII looks lip.) A few days ago I came in and she was crying. 

TOIII: What aboue 
Amallda: You. 
Tom: Me) 

Amallda: She has an idea that you're not happy here. 
Tom: What gave her that idea) 
Amallda: What gives her any idea 7 However, you do act strangely. 1·- I'm not 

criticizing, understand that' I know your ambitions do not lie in the ware
house, that like everybody in the ,,·hole wide world - you've had to
make sacrifices, but -- Tom - Tom --- life's not easy, it calls for - Spart<ll1 
endurimce' There's so many things in my heart that I cannot describe to 
you' I've never told you but 1·_· iOi't"d your father. 

Tom (gc;ltly): I know thaL Mother. 
Amallda: And you - when I see you taking after his ways' Staying out late

and - well, you had been drinking the night you were in that - terrifying 
condition' Laura says that you hate the apartment and that you go out 
nights to get away froin it'ls that tme, Tom' 

Tc1m: 1'\0. You say there's so much in your heart that you can't describe to me. 
That's true of me, too. There's so much in my heart that I can't describe to 
1101/' So let's respect each other's-

Ama/1da: But, why - why, Tom - are you always so restless' Where do you go 
to, nights) 

Tom: I - go to the movies. 
Amal1da: Why do you go to the movies so much, Tom) 
Tom: I go to the movies because - I like adventure. Adventure is something I 

don't have much of at work, so I go to the movies. 
Ama/1da: But, Tom, you go to the movies Clltireil/ too mllch l 

Tom: I like a lot of adventure. 

Amanda looks baffled, th(,17 lIurt. As the familiar il1quisitioll reslimes he becomes 
ilard and impatiellt agairl. Amanda slips back inlt1 her queruloll~ttitudc toward 
him. 

(Image On Screen: Sailing Vessel \\'ith Jolly Roger.) 

Amanda: Most young men find adventure in their careers. 
T(1m: Then most young men are not employed in a warehouse. 
Amanda: The world is full of young men emploved in warehouses and offices 

and factories. 
r"IIl: Do all of them find adventure in their careers' 
Amrillda. They do or the\, do without it' \Jot everYbody has a craze for ad

venture. 
Tom: Man is b\' instinct i1 lover. a hunter, a fighter. and none of those instincts 

are given much pJav at the warehouse' 
Amllllda: Man lS by instinct: Don't gu?te instinct to me' Instinct is something 

1 1. () 



that people have got away from! It belongs to animals! Christian adults 
don't want it' 

Tom: What do Christian adults want, then, Mother? 
Anlllllda: Superior things' Things of the mind and the spirit' Only animals have 

to satisfy instincts' Surely your aims are somewhat higher than theirs' 
Than monkeys - pigs -

Tom: I reckon they're not. 
Ama/lda: You're joking. However, that isn't what I wanted to discuss. 
Tom (risi/Ig): r haven't much time. 
Amal/da (pus/lillg his sholliders): Sit down. 
TOII/: You want me to punch in red at the w"rehouse, Mother? 
Amal/da: You have five minutes. r want to talk about Laura. 

(Le!;end: "!"];ws And ProvisitH1s.") 

Tom: All right' What about Laura? 
Amal/da: We have to be making plans and proyisions for her. She's older than 

you, two years, and nothing has happened. She just drifts along doing 
nothing. It frightens me terribly ho\\-' she just drifts along. 

Tom: I guess she's the type that people call home girls. 
Amill/da: There's no such type, and if there is, it's a pity' That is unless the 

home is hers, with a husband' 
Tom: What? 
Amallda: Oh, I can see the handwriting on the wall as plain as I see the nose in 

front of my face! It's terrifying' More and more you remind me of y6tlr 
father' He was out all hours without explanation - Then left! Goodllye' 

And me with the bag to hold. r saw that letter you got from the Merchant 
Marine. I know what you're dreaming of. I'm not standing here blind
folded. Very well, then. Then do it! But not till there's somebody to take 
your place. 

Tom: What 0.0 you mean? 
Amalldll: I mean that as soon as Laura has got somebody to take care of her. 

married, a home of her own, independent - why, then you'll be free to go 
wherever you please, on land, on sea, whichever way the wind blows' But 
until that time you've got to look out for your sister. I don't say me becau5e 
I'm old and don't matter' I say for your sister because she's young and de
pendent. I put her in business college - a dismal failure' Frightened her 
so it made her sick to her stomach. I took he?over to the Young People', 
League at the church. Another fiasco, She spoke to nobody, nobody spoke 
to her. Now all she does is fool with those pieces of glass and plav those 
,\'orn-out records. VVhat kind of a life is that for a girl to lead' 

Tom: What can I do about it) 
Anlll1/da: Overcome selfishness' Self, self. self is all that you ever think of~ (Ttl/Il 

O'P/'i/i,I,:S "1' alid cross,',: to get ilis COIlt. it is IIg!11 tlIld I'l/ikl/. Fic pl/ll., <'II ,7 CIlP 

ii'iti: carI1/Uff~.1 VVhere is your muffler) Put your wool muffler on' rUt' 
5/111tcl:C5 it Illigl'iill (1'01// tlze cit'scf alld tosses it arolilld his /leck and I'"i!s [lutii 

cllds tlg/I!.) Tom' I haven't said what I had in mind to ask you. 
1'0111: I'm too late to-

I .. L 



Amallda (catchillg his arms - very importllllately. Theil shyly): Down at the ware-
house, aren't there some - nice young men? 

Tom: No' 
Amilllda: There must be - some . .. 
Tom: Mother-

Gesture. 

Amanda: Find out one that's clean-living - doesn't drink and - ask him out 
for sister! 

Tom: What? 
Amilllda: For sister' To meet! Get ilcquaillted' 
Tom (stampil:g to door): Oh, my go-os!l! 
Amallda: Will you' (He opells door. Implorillgly.) Will you' (He starts dowlI.) Will 

you? IVill you, dear? 
Tom (clillillg /Jilck): YES' 

Ammltia closes the door hesital1tly al1d with a trollbled [lUt faintly hopeflll ex
pressioll. 

(Screen Image: Glamor Magazine Cover.) 

Spot Amallda at pholle. 

Al11allda: Ella Cartwright? This is Amanda Wingfield' How are you, honey? 
How is that kidney condition? (COUllt five.) Horrors! (COUllt five.) You're a 
Christian martyr, yes, honey, that's what you are, a Christian martyr' WelL 
I just happened to notice in my little red book that your subscription to the 
Compa/lion has just run out! I knew that you wouldn't want to miss out on 
the wonderful serial starting in this new issue. It's by Bessie Mae Hopper. 
the first thing she's written since Honeymooll for Three. Wasn't that a 
strange and interesting story? WelL this one is even lovelier, I believe. It 
has a sophisticated SOCiety background. It's all about the horsey set on 
Long Island' 

(Fade Out.) 

SCENE V 

(Legend On Screen: "Annunciation.") Filde with /III/sic. 

It is eilrly dusk of a sprillg ('i.'elling. Suppa hilS il/st beell fillished ill the IVillsfield 
apill·tIllCl1t. Amilllda 1II1d Laura in light colored dresses are l"t:l1IoL'illg dishes from tile 
table, ill the u~Jstagc area, which is shadowy, their lllOi'elllf1lts formalized almost as i1 

dallce or ritual, their l11(1i'ing forms as pale alld silellt as nl(1ths. 
Tom, ill ,clllte slilrt alld trOllsers. rises trom the table al:d crosses tou'ara tile 

tire-escarJc. 

AI'lIi>1da (as lie passes 111'1'1. Son, will you do me a favor:' 
Tom.' What' 



Amallda: Comb your hair' You look so pretty when your hair is combed! (TolI/ 

slol/ches 011 sofa icith I'i'C1Iiilg paper. E,lOrmous caption "Frallco Triumph."! 
There is only one respect in which I would like you to eIlJ.!:!11te your father. 

T(JiIl: \Vhat respect is that' 
A11IiIIlifa: The care he always took of his appearance. He never allowed himself 

to look untidy. (He throws dowll IIII' paper alld crosses to (Ire-escape.) Where 
are YOll going? 

Tom: I'm going out to smoke. 
Amill1d,l: You smoke too much. A pack a day at fifteen cents a pack. How much 

would that amount to in a month? Thirty times fifteen is how much, Tom' 
Figure it out and you will be astounded at what you could save. Enough to 
give you a night-school course in accri"!Jnting at Washington U! Just think 
what a wonderful thing that would be for you, son' 

Tom is 1/11I1l0,'cd b!1 tile thaI/gilt. 

TOI11: i"d rather smoke. (He steps out onlandillg, lrlting tlIe screen door sla111.) 

Amal1da (shllrp/~!!: I know' That's the tragedy of it. ... (Alol1e, she /1/1"1/5 to look at 
/If/" husband's pictllrc.) 

(Dance Music:." All The World Is Waiting For the Sunrise!") 

TUln (to the Iludicncc): Across the alley from us was the Paradise Dance Hall. On 
evenings in spring the windows and doors were open and the music came 
outdoors. Sometimes the lights were turned out except for a large glass 
sphere that hung from the ceiling. It would turn slowly about and filter the 
dusk with delicate rainbow colors. Then the orchestra played a waltz ot: a 
tango, something that had a slow and sensuous rhythm. Couples would 
come outside, to the relative privacy of the ~lley. You could see them kiss
ing behind ash-pits and telephone poles. This was the compensation for 
lives that passed like mine, without any change or adventure. Adventure 
and change were imminent in this year. They were waiting around the 
comer for all these kids. Suspended in the mist over Berchtesgaden, 
caught in the folds of Chamberlain's umbrella - In Spain there was 
Guernica' But here there was only hot swing music and liquor, dance halls, 
bars, and movies, and sex that hung in the gloom like a chandelier and 
flooded the world with !:>rieL deceptive rainbows. All the world was 
waiting for bombardments' 

Am"nda tllms fr01l1 thc picture and comes I'mtside. 

A1JlIl1lda (5iglllng): A fire-escape landing's a poor excuse for a porch. (SIl(' sprcads 
Ii )JcH'spaprr (11l 11 step and sits down, gracefully mid de11lllreh! as If silL' ,('crc 

settling into il S(Cil1,? ana Mississippi veranda.) What are you looking at' 
Tom: The moon. 
AJJU1Ilda. Is there a moon this evening? 
T011J: It's rising o\"er Garfinkel's Delicatessen. 
Amllnda. So it is' A little sih'er siipper of a moon. Have you made a wish on it 

vet 0 

T,'l1l' l'm-hum. 
Anwlida: What did vou wish for? 
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Tom: That's a secret. 
Amanda: A secret, huh) Well, I won't tell mine either. I will be just as mysterious 

as you. 
Tom: I bet I can guess what yours is. 
Amalltia: Is my head so transparent? 
Tom: You're not a sphinx. 
Amallda: No. I don't have secrets. I'll tell you what [ wished for on the moon. 

Success and happiness for my precious children' [ wish for that whenever 
there's a moon, and when there isn't a moon, I wish for it, too. 

Tom: [ thought perhaps you wished for a gentleman caller. 
Amanda: Why do you say that? 
Tom: Don't you remember asking me to fetch one) 
Amanda: I remember suggesting that it would be nice for your sister if you 

brought home some nice young man from the warehouse. I think I've 
made that suggestion more than once. 

Tom: Yes, you have made it repeatedly. 
Amanda: \Vel]) 
Tom: \\'e are going to have one. 
Amanda: Willi!? 

Tom: A gentleman caller: 

(The Annunciation Is Celebrated With Music.) 

Amandll rises. 

<Image on Screen: Caller With Bouquet.) 

Amllnda: You mean you have asked some nice young man to come over) 
T0111: Yep. I've asked him to dinner. 
Amanda: You really did) 
Tom: [did' 
Amanda: You did, and did he - accept? 

Tom: He did' 
AII/nnda: Well, well- well, well' That's - lovely' 
T"II1: I thought that you would be pleased. 
Amanda: It's definite, then) 
]"(lm: Very definite. 
AII,'lIlda: Soon' 
Tom: Ver\' soon. 
Alllillldll: For heaven's sake, stop putting on and tell me some things, will you? 
]""In: What things do you want me to tell you? 
Amanda: !',atllmilli I would like to know when he's (oil/ins·' 

TOIl1: He's coming tomorrow. 
Amallda: To l1W/TO,!, ? 
TOln: Yep. Tomorrow. 
A 11/i1'1 d,l: But, Tom' 
TOIll: Yes, Mother' 
A I!/i, ,,d,/." Tomorrow gives me no time~ 
T"II!: Time for what' 
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Ali/III/till' I'rep,lrations' Why didn't you phone me at onc(', as soon as vou asked 
him, the minute that he 'lccepted? lhen, don't YOIl see, I could have been 
getting ready' 

Tom: You don't have to make any fuss, 
Amtillti(/' Oh, Tom, Tom, Tom, of (ourse' I hJve tn make a fuss' I W.lnt things 

nice, not sloppy! Not thrown together. I'll certainly have to do some fast 
thinking, won't J? 

Tom: [don't see why you have to think at aiL 
Amanda: You just don't know, We can't have a gentleman caller in a pig-sty! All 

my wedding silver has to be polished, the monogrammed table linen ought 
to be laundered' The windows have to be washed and fresh curtains put 
up. And how about clothes? We have to wear something, don't we? 

Tom: Mother, this boy is no one to make a fuss over' 
Amanda: Do you realize he's the first young man we've introduced to your 

sister? It's terrible, dreadful, disgraceful that poor little sister has never re
ceived a single gentleman caller! Tom, come inside! (She opens the screen 
door,) 

Tom: What for? • Amanda: I want to ask you some things, 
Tom: If you're going to make such a fuss, I'll call it ofL I'll tell him not to come. 
Ammlda: You certainly W(lf1't do anything of the kind Nothing offends people 

worse than broken engagements. It simply means I'll have to work !!,l5.e a 
Turk! We won't be brilliant, but we'll pass inspection. Come on inside. 
(Tom follows, groaning,) Sit down. 

TonI: Any particular place you would like me to sit? '"' 
Amanda: Thank heavens I've got that new sofa! I'm also making payments on a 

floor lamp I'll have sent out! And put the chintz covers on, they'll brighten 
things up! Of course I'd hoped to have these walls re-papered. , : . What is 
the young man's name? 

Tom: His name is O'Connor. 
Amanda: That, of course, means fish - tomorrow is Friday! I'll have that 

salmon loaf - with Durkee's dressing! What does he do? He works at the 
warehouse? 

Tom: Of course! How else would [
Amanda: Tom, he - doesn't drink? 
Tom: Why do you ask me that? 
Amanda: Your father did! 
Tom: Don't get started on that! 
Amanda: He does drink, then? 
Tom: Not that I know of! 
Amanda: Make sure, be certain! The last thing I want for my daughter's a boy 

who drinks' 
Tom: Aren't you being a little premature? Mr. O'Connor has not yet appeared 

on the scene! 
Amanda: But will tomorrow. To meet your sister, and what do I know about his 

character? Nothing! Old maids are better off than wives of drunkar,ds! 
Tom: Oh, my God! ' 
Amanda: Be still! 
Tom (leaning forward to whisper): Lots of fellows meet girls whom they do~'t 

marry! 



AII/anda.· Oh, talk sensiblv, Tom - and don't be sarcastic' ISitl' 1111< S,,/I"11 " 
/'I,ir/,ru,/I.I 

TOII/: What are you doing) 
Aml/nda. I'm brushing lh.lt cow-lick down' What I'; thi~ voung man', position 

at the wdreh()u~e) 
Tom (submittillg 8ri1111y to the brush and titl' intrrrogati(lnJ: This young man's posi

tion is that of a shipping clerk, Mother. 
Amanda: Sounds to me like a fairly responsible job, the sort of a job you would 

be in if you just had more get-up. What is his salary? Have you got any 
idea? 

Tom: I would judge it to be approximately eighty-five dollars a month. 
AmllIlda: Well - not princely, but-
Tom: Twenty more than I make. 
Amanda: Yes, how well I know! But for a family man, eighty-five dollars a month 

is not much more than you can just get by on .... 
Tom: Yes, but Mr. O'Connor is not a family man. 
Amallda: He might be, mightn't he? Some time in the future? 
Tom: I see. Plans and provisions. 
Amanda: You are the only young man that I know of who ignores the fact that 

the future becomes the present. the present the past, and the past turns into 
everlastinb regret if you don't plan for it' 

Tom: I will think that over and see what I can make of it, 
Amanda: Don't be supercilious with your mother! Tell me some more about 

this - what do you call him? 
Tom: James 0, O'Connor. The D. is for Delaney. 
Amanda: Irish on both sides! Gracious! And doesn't drink? 
Tom: Shall I call him up and ask him right this minute? 
Amanda: The only way to find out about those things is to make discreet in

quiries at the proper moment. When I was a girl in Blue Mountain and 
it was suspected that a young man drank, the girl whose attentions he 
had been receiving, if any girl was, would sometimes speak to the minister 
of his church, or rather her father would if her father was living, and sort 
of feel him out on the young man's character. That is the way such things 
are discreetly handled to keep a young woman from making a. tragic mis
take! 

Tom: Then how did you happen to make a tragic mistake? 
Amanda: That innocent look of your' father's had everyone fooled! He smiled

the world was enchanted! No girl can do worse than put herself at the mercy 
of a handsome appearance! I hope that Mr. O'Connor is not too good-
looking.- . 

Tom: No, he's not too good-looking. He's covered with freckles and hasn't).QD 
much of a nose. . 

Amallda: He's not right-down homely, though? 
Tom: Not right-down homely. Just medium homely, I'd say. 
Amanda: Character's what to look for in a man .. 
Tom: That's what I've always said, Mother. 
Amanda: You've never said anything of the kind and I suspect you would never 

give it a thought. 
Tom: Don't be suspicious of me. 
Amanda: At least I hope he's the type that's up and coming. 
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'/0111: I think he really SOl" infor self-impro\'t'm"Ilt. 
/ll1I/ll1Iia: \'1,'11<11 r,';1',)n ",we YPII 10 think ,,,) 
-/0111: He goes to night school. 
All/II/Ida (/iei/ll/lllg): SrlC'ndidl What does h(' dn, I m(';111 study' 

Tfll//: I{.ldio l'ngin{','''",g and l"lhlic spcaklng' 
Amunda: Then he has visions 01 being advanced In the world! Any young man 

who studies public speaking is aiming to have an executive'job some day! 
And radio engineering? A thing for the future' Both of these facts are very 
illuminating, Those are the sort of things that a mother should know con
cerning any young man who comes to call on her daughter. Seriously or
not. 

Tom: One little warning. He dOesn't know about Laura. I didn't let on that we 
had dark ulterior motives. I just said, why don't you come have dinner with 
us? He said okay and that was the whole <onversation. 

Amanda: I bet it was! You're eloquent as an oyster. However, he'll know about 
Laura when he gets here. When he sees how lovely and sweet and pretty 
she is, he'll thank his lucky stars he was asked to dinner, 

Tom: Mother, you mustn't «ixped too much of Laura. 
Amanda: What do you mean? 
Tom: Laura seems all those things to you and me because she's ours and we 

love hpr, We don't ev('n notice she's crirrkd ilny ,,1()fe 

Amanda: Don't say crippled! You know that I never allow tbat word to be used! 
Tom: But face facts, Mother. She is and - that's not all -
Amanda: What do you mean "not all"? 
Tom: Laura is very different from other girls. 
Amanda: I think the difference is all to her advantage. 
Tom: Not quite all- in the eyes of others - strangers - she's terribly shy and 

lives in a world of her own and those things make her seem a little peculiar 
to people outside the house. 

Amanda: Don't say peculiar. 
Tom: Face the facts. She is. 

(The Dance-hall Music Changes To A Tango That Has A Minor And 
Somewhat Ominous Tone.) 

Amanda: In what way is she peculiar - may I ask? 
Tom (gently): She lives in a world of her own - a world of -little glass orna

ments, Mother .... (Gets up. Amanda remains holding brush, looking at him, 
troubled.) She plays old phonograph records and - that's about all- (He 
glances at himself in the mirror alld crosses to door.) 

Amanda (sharply): Where are you going? 
Tom: I'm going to the movies. (Out screen door,) 
Amanda:Not to the movies, every night to the movies! (Follows quickly to screen 

door.) I don't believe you always go to the movies! (He is gone. Amanda looks 
worriedly after him for a moment. Then vitality and optimism .return and she 
turns from the door. Crossing to portieres.) Laura! Laura! (Laura answers from 
kitchenette J 

Laura: Yes, Mother. 
Amarlda: Let those dishes go and <orne in frontl (Laura appears with dish towel. 

Gaily.) Laura, come here and make a wish on the moon! 
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l.tllIltI «('Illaill,,): Moon - moon) 

.\III<iIl.l,{: A little silver slipper of a Jl\(hlil I.ook over your left shoulder. Laura. 
and make a wish' (Lallnl looks (tllIltl" /,lIzzlcd as if calkd nlll of ,I{'cr. Amanda 
S1'121'~ hl'r si/(lllldt'r~ IIIld 11II'I1s ',a (I! ,/11 '11ISIe 1111 Ihl' door.! Now' N()w. darling. 

LtllIra: What shall I wish for, Mother) 
Alllllllda (her voice tn'mbling alld her 1',/,'" ,,"ddell/lf fil/illg wilh lear,): Happiness' 

Good Fortune' 

Th ... vio/ill rises alld Ihe slage dims 0111. 

SCENE VI 

!Image: High School Hero.) 

Tom: And so the following evening I brought Jim home to dinner. I had known 
Jim slightly in high schooL In high school Jim was a hero. He had tremen
dous Irish good nature and vitality with the scrubbed and polished look of 
white chinaware. He seemed to move in a continual spotlight. He was a 
star in basketbail. captain of the debating club, president of the senior 
class and the glee club and he sang the male lead in the annual light operas. 
He was always running or bounding, never just walking. He seemed al
ways at the point of defeating the law of gravity. He was shooting with 
such v.elocity through his adolescence that you would logically expect him 
to arrive at nothing short of the White House by the time he was thirty. Bu"f 
jim apparently ran into more interference after his graduation from Soldan. 
His speed had definitely slowed. Six years after he left high school he was 
holding a job that wasn't much better than mine. 

(Image: Clerk.) 

He was the only one at the warehouse with whom I was on friendly 
terms. I was valua,ble to him as someone who could remember his former 
glory, who had s.een him win basketball games and the silver cup in debat
ing. He knew of my secret practice of retiring to a cabinet of the washroom 
to work on poems when business was slack in the warehouse. He caIled me 
Shak.espeare. And while the other boys in the warehouse regarded me 
with suspicious hostility, Jim took a humorous attitude toward me. Grad
ually his attitude affected the others, their hostility wore off and they also 
began to smile at me as people smile at an oddly fashioned dog who trots 
across their path at some distance. 

I knew that Jim and Laura had known each other at Soldan, and I had 
heard Laura speak admiringly of his voice. I didn't know if Jim remem
bered her or not. In high school Laura had been as unobtrusive as Jim had 
been astonishing. If he did remember Laura, it was not as my sister, for 
when I asked him to dinner, he grinned and said, "You know, Shakespeare, 
I never thought of you as having folks!" 

He was about to discover that I did. 



(Light Up Stage.' 

(l.(,~l·nd On Screen: "The Accent Of A Coming foo!.'" 

fnday ('1't'l1i"S. It I', olJ(lul lir(' o'(io(k Il! Ii /0/,' ~1'1I11.\ ("i1/,lIU1X ({dl!(it (flltJC5 

",Ctltfaillg poellls III Ihe sky." 
A delicale lel1lony Iighl is ill Ihe Willgfield IIpariIl/CIII. 
Al/lIllldll /,115 worked like a Turk ill preparalioll for Ihe gentlemail caller. 

The resuits lire astollishillg. The Ilew floor lamp wilh its rose-silk shade is in 
pillet", a colored papr,. ialltern cOllceals th" l,rokcll Iightfixturc ill thl' ceiling, 
Ilew I>illowillg white CIIrtaills lire at the windows, chilliz callers are all chairs 
alld sofa, a pair of new sofa pillows make their initial appearance. 

Opell boxes and tissue paper are scattered on the floor. 
Laura stands in the middle with lifted arms while Amanda crouches be

fore her, adjusting the hem of the new dress, devout and ritualistic. The dress is 
colored and designed by memory. The arrangement of Laura's hair is changed; 
it is softer and more becoming. A fragile, uneqrthly prettiness has come out in 
Laura: she is like a piece of Jranslucent glass touched by light, given a momentary 
radiance, not actual, not lastillg. 

Amanda (impatiently): Why are you trembling? 
Lallra: Mother, you've made Ille so nervous' 
Amallda: How have I made you nervous? 
Laura: By all this fuss! You make it seem so important! 
Amanda: I don't understand you, Laura. You couldn't be satisfied with just 

sitting home, and yet whenever I try to arrange something for you, you 
seem to resist it. (She gets up.) Now take a look at yourself. No, wait! Wait 
just a moment - T have an idea! 

Laura: What is it now? 

Amanda produces two powder puffs whic/l she wraps in handkerchiefs and stuffs 
in Laura's bosom. 

Laura: Mother, what are you doing? 
Amanda: They call them "Gay Deceivers"! 
Laura: I won't wear them! 
Amanda: You will! 
Laura: Why should I? 
Amanda: Because, to be painfully honest, your chest is flat. 
Laura: You make it seem like we were setting a trap. 
Amanda: All pretty girls are a trap, a pretty trap, and men expect them to be. 

(Legend: "A Pretty Trap.") Now look at yourself. young lady. This is the 
prettiest you will ever be! I've got to fix myself now! You're going to be 
surprised by your mother's appearance! (She crosses through portieres, 
humming gaily.) 

Laura moves slowly to the 10llg mirror and stares solemnly at herself. 
A wind blows the white curtains inward in a slow, graceful motion and 

with a faint, sorrowful sighing. 

Amanda <offstage): It isn't dark enough yet. (She tllrns slowly before the mirror 
with a troubled look.) 



(Legend On Screen: "This Is My Sister: Celebrate Her Wit" Strings!" 
Music.) 

Alllllllda IIl1l1glti/lg, off): I'm going to show you something. I'm going to make a 
sl'ect,llular arrearilI1Cl" 

Lalllll: What is it, Mother? 
Amallda: Possess your soul in patiente - you will see! Something I've resur

rected from that old trunk' Styles haven't changed so terribly much after 
• all. ... (She parts the portieres.) Now just look at your mother! (51/(' wears a 

girlish frock of yellowed voile with a /JIut' silk sash. She carries a bUIlch of 
jonquils - the legend of her youth is nearly revived. Feverishly.) This is the 
dress in which 1 led the cotillion. Won the cakewalk twice at Sunset Hill, 
wore one spring to the Governor's ball in Jackson! See how 1 sashayed 
around the ballroom, Laura? (She raises her 'skirt and does a mincing step 
around the room.) 1 wore it on Sundays for my gentlemen callers! I had it on 
the day I met your father - I had malaria fever all that spring. The change 
of dimate from East Tennessee to the Delta - weakened resistance - I 
had a little temperature all the time - not enough to be serious - just 
enough to make me restless and giddy! Invitations poured in - parties all 
over the Delta! - "Stay in bed," said Mother, "you have fever!" - but I 
just w0ulrln't - r t00k '11'ininf' hut kert on going, going' - Evenings. 
dances' - Afternoons, long, long rides.! Picnics -lovely! - So lovely, 
that country in May. - All lacy with dogwood, literally flooded with 
jonquils! - That was the spring I had the craze for jonquils. Jonquils be
came an absolute obsession. Mother said, "Honey, there's no more room 
for jonquils," And still I kept bringing in more jonquils. Whenever, .., 
wherever I saw them, I'd say, "Stop! Stop! I see jonquils!" I made the young 
men help me gather the jonquils! It was a joke, Amanda and her jonquils! 
Finally there were no more vases to hold them, every available space was 
filled with jonquils. No vases to hold them? All right, I'll hold them myself! 
And then 1- (She stops in front of the picture.) (Music) met your father! 
Malaria fever and jonquils and then - this - boy .... (She switches on the 
rose-colored lamp.) I hope they get here before it starts to rain. (She crosses 
upstage and places the jonquils in bowl on table.) I gave your brother a little 
extra change so he and Mr. O'Connor could take the service car home. 

Laura (with altered look): What did you say his name was? 
Amanda: O'Connor. 
Laura: What is his first name? 
Amanda: I don't remember. Oh, yes, I do. It was - Jim! 

Laura sways slightly and catches hold of a chair. 

(Legend On Screen: "No.t Jim!") 

Laura (faintly): Not - Jim! 
Amanda: Yes, that was it, it was Jim! I've never known a Jim that wasn't nice! 

(Music: Ominous.) 

Laura: Are you sure his name is Jim O'Connor? 
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/11111/1/1111: Yes. Why? 
1.1111111. Is h(' the one that Torn used to know in high ,ciwoP 
A mil lid II: He didn't say so. I think he just gl)! to know hllll at the warehouse. 
1.t//lIII: There was a Jim O'Connor we both knew in hir,h school- IT/H'I/. with 

clf",-!.) If that is the one that Tom is brinr,inl', '" dinner - you'll have to 
excuse me, I won't come to the table. 

Amallda: What sort of nonsense is this? 
Laura: You asked me once if I'd ever liked a boy. Don't you remember I showed 

you this boy's picture? 
Amallda: You mean the boy you showed me in the year book? 
Laura: Yes, that boy. 
Amanda: Laura, Laura, Were you in love with that boy? 
Laura: I don't know, Mother. All I know is I couldn't sit at the table if it was 

him! 
Amanda: It won't be him! It isn't the least bit likely. But whether it is or not, you 

will come to the table. You will not be excused. 
Laura: I'll have to be, Mother. 
Amanda: I don't intend to humor your silliness, Laura. I've had too much from 

you and your brot1-ier, both! So just sit down and compose yourself till 
they come. Tom has forgotten his key so you'll have to let them in, when 
the\" 3rrivf2'. 

Laura (panicky): Oh, Mother - you answer the door! 
- Amanda (/ightly): I'll be in the kitchen - busy! 

Laura: Oh, Mother, please answer the door, don't make me do it' 
Amanda (crossing into kitchenette): I've got to fix the dressing for the salmon. 

Fuss, fuss - silliness! - over a gentleman caller! 

Door swings shut. Laura is left alone. 

(Legend: "Terror!") 

She utters a low moan and turns off the lamp - sits stiffly on the edge of the 
sofa, knotting her fingers together. 

(Legend On Screen: ''The Opening Of A Door!") 

Tom and Jim appear on the fire-escape steps and climb to landing. Hearing their 
approach, Laura rises with a panicky gesture. She retreats to the portieres. \ 

The doorbell. Laura catches her breath and touches her throat. Low arums. 

Amanda (calling): Laura, sweetheart! The door! 

Laura stares at it without moving. 

Jim: I think we just beat the rain. 
Tom: Uh-huh. (He rings again, nervously. Jim whistles and fishes for a cigarette.) 
Amanda (very, very gaily): Laura, that is your brother and Mr. O'Connor! Will 

you let them in, darling? 

Laura crosses toward kitchenette door. 

Laura <breathlessly): Mother - you go to the door! 



11mal1d" "Ii'II-' nlll (1/ krtclll'l/c/lc IIlld ,1,1/ I', ! IIIIIIlh/li ,/I i./.'III ,i >1,<, 1,,'l/Ils 1/1/

I'/'nolls/If allilt' IJO:)/'. 

Lallra: Please, please! 
Amllllda (ill I? fierct' (I,IIisper): Whal is till' 111.1It"r with yOll, YOU ,ill\, thing' 
/0/11'/1 Idcspallll'ltiJ: I'leilse, you answer it.pit'II."" 

1\lI/lll1dll: I told you I wasn'l going to humor you, Laura. Why have you chosen 
this moment to lose your mind? 

Lllllra: Please, please, please, you go! 
A 1110 11.10: You'll have to go to the door because I can't! 
Lallra (despairingly): I can't either! 
Am/wda: Why? 
Lllura: I'm sick! 
Amallda: I'm sick, too - of your nonsense! Why can't you and your brother be 

normal people? Fantastic whims and behavior! (Tom gives a long rillg.) 
Preposterous goings on! Can you give me one reason - (Calls oUllyrically.) 
COMING! JUST ONE SECOND! - why should you be afraid to open a door? 
Now you answer it, Laura! 

Lilllra: Oh, oh, oh ... (She retufIIs through the portieres. Darts to the victrola and 
winds it frantically and turns it on.) 

,4I11anda: Laura Wingfield, you march right to that door! 
Lilllra: Yes - yes, Mother! 

A faraway, scratchy rellditioll of "Dardallella" soflells the air alld gives her 
strength to move through it. She slips to the door and draws it cautiously opell. 

Tom enters with the caller, Jim O'Collnor. 

Tom: Laura, this is Jim. Jim, this is my sister, Laura. -, 
Jim (stepping inside): I didn't know that Shakespeare had a sister! 
Laura (retreating stiff and trembling from tile door): How - how do you do? 
Jim (heartily extending his ha'ld): Okay! 

Laura touches it hesitantly witlt hers. 

Jim: Your hand's cold, Laura! 
Laura: Yes, well - I've been playing the victrola .... 
Jim: Must have been playing classical music on it! You ought to playa little hot 

swing music to warm you up! . 
Laura: Excuse me -I haven't finished playing the victrola .... 

She tUfllS awkwardly and hurries into the front room. She pauses a second by 
the victrola. Then catches her breath and darts through the portieres like a 
frightelled deer. 

Jim (grinning): What was the matter? 
Tom: Oh - with Laura? Laura is - terribly shy. 
Jim: Shy, huh? It's unusual to meet a shy girl nowadays. I don't believe you 

ever mentioned you had a sister. 
Tom: Well, now you know. I have one. Here is the Post Dispatch. You want a 

piece of it? 
Jim: Uh-huh. 
Tom: What piece? The comics? 



/1111 "I'mh' ICII/I/"!" ill 11.1 Ole [)IZZV 1)c,1Il i, ,'n hi, bad behavior. 
1'0"; (." ..... jnl("t'~IJ. 'Ye.d.)!; Islth /"t:,llft'It" 111111 f"th"',, I'd(~ to f,re-('scllpe door 

/1111: Where arc VI'II going) 

To III.' I'm going out on tlll't('rr.lCl'. 

/1111 'X"(" ,III!',. 111"1' '."Hl know, Sh,lkcspl'dfL' . !'m going to sell ylIlI a bill of 
goods! 

Tom: What goods 7 

Jim: A course I'm taking. 
Tom: Huh? 
Jim: In public speaking' You and me, we're not the warehouse type. 
Tom: Thanks - that's good news. But what has public speaking got to do with 

it? 
Jim: It fits you for - executive positions! 
Tom: Awww. 
Jim: I tell you it's done a helluva lot for me. 

(Image: Executive At Desk.) 

Tom: In what respect? • 
Jim: In every! Ask yourself what is the difference between you an' me and men 

in the office down front? Rrilins 7 - N0' - Ahilitv) - N0' Then wine 
Just one little thing -

Tom: What is that one little thing? 
Jim: Primarily it amounts to - social poise! Beinl; able to square up to people 

and hold your own on any social level! 
Amanda (offstage): Tom? 
Tom: Yes, Mother? 
Amanda: Is that you and Mr. O'ComlOr? 
Tom: Yes, Mother. 
Amanda: Well, you just make yourselves comfortable in there. 
Tom: Yes, Mother. 
Amanda: Ask Mr. O'Connor if he would like to wash his hands. 
Jim: Aw - no - thank you - I took care of that at the warehouse. Tom -
Tom: Yes? 
Jim: Mr. Mendoza was speaking to me about you. 
Tom: Favorably? 
Jim: What do you think? 
Tom:Well-
Jim: You're going to be out of a job if you don't wake up. 
Tom: I am waking up -
Jim: You show no signs. 
Tom: The signs are interior. 

([mage On Screen: The Sailing Vessel With Jolly Roger Again.) 

Tom: I'm planning to change. (HI' leans over the rail speaking with quiet rxhilara
tion. The iPlCQndescePlt marquees and signs of the first-run movie houses light 
his face from across Ihe alley. He looks like a voyager.) I'm right at the point 
of committing myself to a future that doesn't include the warehouse and 
Mr. Mendoza or even a night-school course in public speaking. 

\ .," 



/illl. vI/hat arc you h,lssing ;Jbollt' 
I"'lli. I'm tIred of 1111' ilI()vil'~. 

/1111: Movies' 

TPIII: Yes, muvies! Look at thelll .- (il ti'lll',' tOWillei th .. III,ir,l,'/.' I'!t;ralld Apr/llle.) 
All of th()~(' gl,lnlOWII' \'eople - having ,1livl':lturl'S hogging it .111, 

gobbling the whole thing up! You know whdt h.lppeJl~) l'ellple go to the 
IIIovie5 instead of 111 0 vill'-':.' Iiollywood characters arc su.pposed to have all 
the adventures for everyblldy in America, while everybody in America sits 
in a dark room and watches them have them' Yes, until there's a war. That's 
when adventure become~ available to the masses! El'eryol/e's dish, not only 
Gable's! Then the people in the dark room come out of the dark room to 
have some adventures themselves - Goody, goody -It's our turn now, 
to go to the South Sea Island - to make a safari - to be exotic, far-off
But I'm not patient. I don't want to wait till then. I'm tired of the movies and 
I am about to move! 

Jim (iI/credulously): Move? 
Tom: Yes. 
Jim: When? 
Tom: Soon! 
Jim: Where? Where? 

Theme liner mllsic seems to al/swCI' thc' qllcstioll. willie lOIll tirlllb it over. 1;, 
searches among his pockets. 

Tom: I'm starting to boil inside. I know I seem dreamy, but inside - well, I'm 
boiling! Whenever I pick up a shoe, I shudder a little thinking how short 
life is and what I am doing! - Whatever that means. I know it doesn't~. 
mean shoes - except as something to wear on a traveler's feet! (Finds 
paper.) Look -

Jim: What? 
Tom: I'm a member. 
Jim (reading): The Union of Merchant Seamen. 
Tom: I paid my dues this month, instead of the light bill. 
Jim: You will regret it when they turn the lights off. 
Tom: I won't be here. 
Jim: How about your mother? 
Tom: I'm like my father. The bastard son of a bastard! See how he grins? And 

he's been absent going on sixteen years! 
Jim: You're just talking, you drip. How does your mother feel about it? 
Tom: Shhh - Here comes Mother! Mother is not acquainted with my plans! 
Amanda (enters portieres): Where are you all? 
Tom: On the terrace, Mother. 

They start inside. She advances to them. Tom is distinctly shocked at her ap
pearance. Even Jim blinks a little. He is making his first contact with girlish 
Southern vivacity and in spite of thc I/ight-school course in public speaking is 
somewhat thrown off tile beam by the unexpected outlay of social charm. 

Certain responses are attempted by lim but are swept aside by Amanda's 
gay laughter and clratter. Tom is embarrassed but after tile first shock lim reacts 
very warmly. GrillS a/ld chuckles, is altogether 10011 over. 



(Image: Amanda As A Girl.} 

/I/!/I/I/da ((Ol{/Y '"I1/IIIS, ,lit/killS her XIIII,II I/I/glt'l.;!: Well, w('l1, WI'II, <;n this i~ 

~1L O'Connor. Intrndu..-ti"ns entin'lv "nn"n'~'!.lr\' I've heard Sll mll(h 
"buut vou frllll1 Ill\' hlV I fin'll1y "II,j t,1 h'l11, 1')111 gOllLi );r,lC!Ol!S' 

why. don't you brin)', thi!-> para)',on to ~upper) I'd like to meet this nice 
young man ilt the w.lrehollse' -Insteild of just hearin¥, him sing your 
praises so much' I don't know why my !->on is so stand-offish - that's not 
Southern behavior' Let's sit down and - I think we could stand a little 
more air in here! Tom, leave the door open. I felt a nice fresh breeze a mo
ment ago, Where has it gone) Mmm, so warm already! And not quite sum
mer, even, We're going to burn up when summer really gets started, How
ever, we're having - we're having a very light supper. I think light things 
are better fo' this time of year. The same as light clothes are. Light clothes 
an' light food are what warm weather calls fo', You know our blood gets so 
thick during th' winter - it takes a while fo' us to adjust ou's,elves! -
when the season changes ... It's come so quick this year. I wasn't pre
pared, AlI of a sudden - heavens! Already summer! - I ran to the trunk 
an' pulled out this light tress - Terribly old! Historical almost! But feels 
so good - so good an' co-ol. y'know .... 

Tom: Mother
Amallda: Yes, honey~ 
Tom: How about - supper? 
Amallda: Honey, you go ask Sister if supper is ready! You know that Sister is in 

fuII charge of supper! Tell her you hungry boys are waiting for it. (To lim.) 
Have you met Laura? 

Jim: She -
Amallda: Let you in? Oh, good, you've met already! It's rare for a girl as sweet 

an' pretty as Laura to be domestic' But Laura is, thank heavens, not only 
pretty but also very domestic. I'm not at all. I never was a bit. I never could 
make a thing but angel-food cake. Well, in the South we had so many ser
vants. Gone, gone, gone. All vestiges of gracious living! Gone completely! 
I wasn't prepared for what the future brought me. All of my gentlemen call
ers were sons of planters and so of course I assumed that I would be mar
ried to one and raise my family on a large piece of land with plenty of ser
vants. But man proposes - and woman accepts the pr.oposal! - To vary 
that old, old saying a little bit - I married no planter! I married a man who 
worked for the telephone company! - that gallantly smiling gentleman 
over there! (Points to the picture.> A telephone man who - fell in love with 
long-distance! - Now he travels and I don't even know where! - But 
what am I going on for about my - tribulations? Tell me yours - I hope 
you don't have any! Tom? 

10m (returning): Yes, Mother? 
Amanda: Is supper nearly ready? 
Tom: It looks to me like supper is on the table. 
Amanda: Let me look - (She rises prettily and looks through portieres.) Oh, lovely 

- But where is Sister? 
Tom: Laura is not feeling well and she says that she thinks she'd better not 

come to the table. 



;l1IIi/lld".IVh,ll' ,Nonsense' '- Laura'Oh, Laura' 
! !ifilll !(ltf>t'l.\t !lllnf/ll}- YL'~, T\.1other. 

A1I1iI1ldll' You rcally must come to the table. IvVe I-\'on't be seatl'd until vou come 
ttl the t,lbk' Come in, Mr. O'Connor. You sit over there ,lI1d I'll - Laura' 
1 .. lur,1 \VIIH;f:l'id' You're keeping lJ~ waillil,;, ll(ln('l'~ IVe (,In'l qy g,-,1(I' 

until you come to the table! 

1.,,(' had: door is pIIshcd weakly opell fll1d Lalli'll cOllies ill. Shc is 0/1"iOIlSly 
qllite (al/1t, her lips trclII/JIillg, h('/' cyes ll'ide tllld starillg. 5he IIIOllC5 IlIIsteadily 
toward till' ta/J/e. 

(Legend: "Terroe!") 

Olltside a Slimmer storm is comillg abrllptly. Tht' white curtains billow inward 
at the windows and there is a sorrowful murmllr and deep blue dusk. 

Lallra suddenly stumbles - She catches at a chair with a faint moan. 

Tom: Laura! 
Amanda: Laura! (There is a clap of thunder.) (Legend:" Ah!") (Despairingly.) Why, 

Laura, you are sick, darling! Tom, help your sister into the living room, 
dear' Sit in the living room, Laura - rest on the sofa. Well! (To the gentie-
1IIi/1/ cal/cr.) ~tanC:lI1g over the hot stove made her JlI' - I told her that It was 
just too warm thiS evening, but - (Tom comes /Jack ill. Laura is all the sofa.) 
Is Laura all right 1IOW? 

Tom: Yes. 
Amanda: What is that? Rain? A nice cool rain has come up! (She gives the gentle

man caller a frightened look.) I think we may - have grace - now ... (TolII 
looks at her stupidly.) Tom, honey - you say grace! 

Tom: Oh ... "For these and all thy mercies -" (They bow their heads, Amallda 
stealing a nervous glarlce at Jim. In the livillg room Laura, stretched on the 
sofa, clenches her iland to her lips, to hold back a shuddering sob.) God's Holy 
Name be praised -

(The S<ene Dims Out.) 

SCENE VII 

(A Souvellir.) 

Half all hOllr later. Dinner is just being finished in the upstage area which is concealed 
by the drawn portieres. 

As the curtain rises Laura is still huddled UpOII the sofa, her feet drawn ullder 
her, her head resting on a pale blue pillow, her eyes wide and mysteriously watchful. 
The Ilew floor lamp with its shade of rose-colored silk gives a soft, becoming light to 
her face, bringing out the fragile, unearthly prettiness which usually escapes at
tentiOlI. There is a steady murmur of rain, but it is slackening alld stops soon after 
ti,e scelle begins; the air outside becomes pale and 11III1il1o1ls as the moon breaks out. 

A momel1t after the curtain rises, the lights ill both /'001115 flicker and go out. 

1. 



/1111. I ley, Ihere, Mr. LI~hl Hulb' 

(Legend: "Suspen~i()n Of A I'uhlic S,·I\·jfl'.") 

Amallda: Where was Moses when the lighls wenl out? Ha-ha. Do you know the 
answer to that one, Mr. O'Connor? 

lim: No, Ma'am, what's the answer? 
Amallda: In the dark' (/imiallghs apprcClalii'ciy.) Everybody sit still. ('II light the 

candles. Isn't it lucky we have them Oil the table? Where's a match? Which 
of you gentlemen can provide a match) 

lim: Here. 
Amallda: Thank you, sir. 
lim: Not at all, Ma'am! 
Ama/lda: I guess the fuse has burnt out. Mr. O'Connor, can you tell a burnt-out 

fuse? I know I can't and Tom is a total loss when it comes to mechanics. 
(Sound: Getting Up: Voices Recede A Little To Kitchenette.) Oh, be care
ful you don't bump into s~mething. We don't want our gentleman caller to 
break his neck. Now wouldn't that be a fine howdy-do? 

lim: Ha-ha! Where is the fuse-box? 
Amrl1,da: Right here next to the stove. Can you see anything? 
lim: Just a minute. 
Amanda: Isn't electricity a mysterious thing? Wasn't it Benjamin Franklin who 

tied a key to a kite? We live in such a mysterious universe, don't we? Some 
people say that science clears up all the mysteries for us. In my opinion it 
only creates more! Have you found it yet? 

Jim: No, Ma'am. All these fuses look okay to me. 
Amal1da: Tom! 
Tom: Yes, Mother? 
Amanda: That light bill I gave you several days ago. The one I told you we got 

the notices about? 
Tom: Oh. - Yeah. 

(Legend: "Han 

Amanda: You didn't neglect to pay it by any chance? 
Tom: Why, 1-
Amanda: Didn't! I might have known it! 
Jim: Shakespeare probably wrote a poem on that light bill, Mrs. Wingfield. 
Amtlllda: I might have known better than to trust him with it! There's such a high 

price for negligence in this world! 
Jim: Maybe the poem will win a ten-dollar prize. 
Amanda: We'll just have to spend the remainder of the evening in the nine

teenth century, before Mr. Edison made the Mazda lamp' 
Jim: Candlelight is my favorite kind of light. 
Amanda: That shows you're romantic! But that's no excuse for Tom. Well, we 

got through dinner. Very considerate of them to let us get through dinner 
before they plunged us into everlasting darkness, wasn't it, Mr. O'Connor? 

lim: Ha-ha' 



Amallda: Tom, as d pendltv (or V(lIJr (.1rl'Ie,,~'iH'~" I',lli ";111 help me with the 
dishc", 

/1111: Let Ille givl' you a hilnd 
.. lllllil1da: Indecd vou will Ilot' 
jllli. I ought tI) be gO(lJ I"l ""Il1L'ihill); 

Amal/da: Good for something) U-Icr tOIlC I~ rir,lp,;odl(.) )ou? Why, ;\1r. O'Connor, 
nobody, Iloi,ody's given me this much entertainment in years - as you 
have' 

lim: Aw, now, Mrs, Wingfield' 
AlIlallda: I'm not exaggerating, not one bit' But Sister is all by her lonesome. 

You go keep her company in the parlor' I'll give you this lovely old 
candelabrum that used to be on the altar at the church of the Heavenly Rest. 
It was melted a little out of shape when the church burnt down. Lightning 
struck it one spring, Gypsy Jones was holding a revival at the time and he 
intimated that the church was destroyed because the Episcopalians gave 
card parties. 

lim: Ha-ha. 
Amanda: And how about coaxing Sister to drink a little wine? I think it would 

be good for her! Can you carry both at once? 
lim: Sure. I'm Superman' 
/lllTlwtin: Now, Thomas, get into this ,ll'ron' 

The door of kitchenelie swings closed 01/ Amal/da's gay laugirter; tire flickeril/g 
light approaches the portieres. 

Laura sits up nervously as he el/ters. Her speech at first is low and breath
less from the almost ill tolerable strain of being alone with a stranger, 

(The Legend: "I Don't Suppose You Remember Me At All!") 

In her first speeches in this scene, before lim's warmth overcomes her paralyzing 
shyness, Laura's voice is thin and breathless as though she has nm up a steep 
flight of stairs. 

Jim's attitude is gently humorous. In playing this scene it should be 
stressed that while the incident is apparently unimportant, it is to Laura the 
climax of her secret life. 

lim: Hello, there, Laura, 
Laura (failltly): Hello. (She clears her throat.) 
/illl: How are you feeling now? Better? 
Laura: Yes. Yes, thank you, 

., 

Jim: This is for you, A little dandelion wine. (He extends it toward her with ex
travagant galIantry,) 

Laura: Thank you. 
lim: Drink it - but don't get drunk! (He laughs heartily, Laura takes the glass 

ul/certail/ly; laughs shyly.) Where shall I set the candles? 
Laura: Oh - oh, anywhere ... 
lim: How about here on the floor? Any objections? 
Laura: No, 
/illl: I'll spread a newspaper under to catch the drippings. I like to sit on the 

floor. Mind if I do? 



I iliff,;: Oh. no. 

}:ur ("".(' 1l11' d pdjp"o"'l 
1.<llIro. What} 
/1111. ,\ pillow! 
I dill,; ()h . 

/1111: Il,)w about YOll) Don't YOli like to sit un the fluor? 
Laura: Oh - yes. 
lim: Why dun't YOll, then? 
Laul'll: I - will. 
lim: Tilke a pillow! II.ollra do,'" Sit, Oil thl' other ~ide of the candcllllll'llllr.lim crosses 

hi, legs 1I11d slIulcs engllgingly at her.) I can't hardly see you sitting way over 
there. 

Lallra: [ can - see you. 
lilll: [ know, but that's not fair, I'm in the limelight. (Lallra mopes her pillow 

closer.) Good! Now I can see you! Comfortable? 
Laura: Yes. 
lim: So am I. Comfortable as a cow. Will you have some gum? 
Laura: No, thank you. • 
lim: I think that I will indulge, with your permission. (Musillgly ullwraps it alld 

holds it up.) Think of the fortune made by the guy that invented the first 
piece of che\vi'1g g1.1!"'l1. A;n("~7~·1~. huh? The '.Vrib!Cy BuiLjin b is onl' uf the· 

sights of Chicago. -) saw it iummer before last when I went up to the 
Century of Progress. Did you take in the Century of Progress? 

Laura: No, I didn't. 
lim: Well, it was quite a wonderful exposition. What impressed me most was 

the Hall of Science. Gives you an idea of what the future will be in America, 
even more wonderful than the present time is! (Pallse. Smilillg at her.) 
Your brother tells me you're shy. Is that right, Laura? 

Laura: I - don't know. 
lim: I judge you to be an old-fashioned type of girl. Well, I think that's a pretty 

good type to be. Hope you don't think I'm being too personal - do you? 
Laura (/rastily, out of embarrassmellt): I believe I will take a piece of gum, if you -

don't mind. (Clearillg her throat.) Mr. O'Connor, have you - kept up with 
your singing? 

lim: Singing? Me? 
Laura: Yes. I remember what a beautiful voice you had. 
lim: When did you hear me sing? 

(Voice Offstage In The Pause.) 

Voice (offstage): 
a blow, ye winds, heigh-ho, 
A-roving I will go! 
I'm off to my love 
With a boxing glove -
Ten thousand miles away! 

lim: You say you've heard me sing? 
Laura: Oh, yes! Yes, very often. .) - don't suppose you remember me - at 

all? 



[III/ (Sillilillg ""11/'1/1111111 Y,H! knolV I h,I\'" ,111 Idea I've ~eel1 you before. I had 
Ihat i,k.1 ',<l01l as YOU opl'nl'd lill' el"n! II ~"l"Il1l'J all11o~1 lik,' I \\'d~ ,lboul 
to rellll'Jl1iwr your n,1I1w. Bul lilt' 11,1111,' Ih.11 I slarted 10 CJII vou - wol~n'l 

" namf" \Jld so I slopp,'d 111\'~ell h,t"r',' I ~aid it. 
I.illlfa: \1',1,".11 '.: Blul' I{o~f'o;) 
[/11/ (SllI'ill,'\s 11/', ,'\1/1111/11:\): Blue RUSl'~1 My ho~h, yes - Blue Rosl's' Th,lt's what I 

had on my tongue when you opened the door! Isn't it funny what tricks 
your memory plays? I didn't connect you with the high school somehow or 
other. But that's where it was; it was high school. I didn't even know'yOu 
were Shd kespeare's sister' Cosh, I'm sorry. 

La"I'a: I didn'l expect you to. You - barely knew me! 
[illl: But we did have a speaking acquaintance, huh? 
Laura: Yes, we - spoke to each other. 
lim: When did you recognize me? 
Lallra: Oh, right away! 
lim: Soon as I came in the door? 
Laura: When I heard your name I thought it was probably you. I knew that 

Tom used to know you a little in high school. So when you came in the 
door - Well, then I was - sure, 

lilll: Why didn't you say something, then? 
Lallra (f,I"'lltl:lcssiy!: I didn't know \\'h~' to c":', I was - tno clirprisE'd' 
lilll: For goodness' sakes' You know, this sure is funny' 
Laura: Yes! Yes, isn't it. though ... 
lim: Didn't we have a class in something together? 
Laura: Yes, we did, 
fim: What class was that? 
Laura: It was - singing - Chorus! 
lilll: Aw! 
Laura: I sat across the aisle from you in the Aud, 
lim: Aw. 
Laura: Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. 
lim: Now I remember - you always came in late, 
Laura: Yes, it was so hard for me, getting upstairs. I had that brace on my leg -

it clumped so loud! 
fim: I never heard any clumping, 
Laura (wincing at the recollection): To me it sounded like - thunder! 
fim: Well, well, well. I never even noticed, 
Laura: And everybody was seated before I came in. I had to walk in front of all 

those people, My seat was in the back row, I had to go clumping all the way 
up the aisle with everyone watching! 

lim: You shouldn't have been self-conscious. 
Laura: I know, but I was, It was always such a relief when the singing started. 
Jim: Aw, yes, I've placed you now' I used to call you Blue Roses, How was it 

that I got started calling you that? 
Laura: I was out of school a little while with pleurosis. When I came back you 

asked me what was the matter. I said I had pleurosis - you thought I 
said Blue Roses, That's what you always called me after that' 

lim: I hope you didn't mind. 
Laura: Oh, no - I liked it. You see, I wasn't acquainted with many

people ... 

, , 



1.,II'liI: I 

lil1l: I don't sec whv \"'11 \\'t1lddn'l 

l.ill/l'Il: Well. I ,I,)rl<'.! ,,"I b,ldll' 

Iii!!: You 1\1<',111 ['c'::H; 

IIl,l"ing Ir'l'nds. 

LauTtl: Yes, it sort of'" stood bL,tw(,l'l1 Ill<' -' 

lUll: You shouldn't h,1\'l' kt ii' 
Laura: I know, but it did, ilnd .-
lill1: You were shy with people' 
Laura: I trit'd not to be but ncvcr could 
jil11: Overcome It) 
Lal/ra: No, I - I never could' 
jill1: I gue~s being shy is something you have to work out of kind of gradually. 
Laura (sorrowfully): Yes -I guess it-
jim: Takes time! 
Laura: Yes-
Jill1: People are not so dreadful when you know them. ,That's what you have to 

remember! And ev.eryboqy hilS problems, not just you, but practically 
everybody has got some problems. You think of yourself as having the only 
problems, as being the only one who is disappointed. But just loo~ around 
yet· ilild you will scc !()t-; of pCOpic.l5 disilppoin!cd.1" you Jre. for instan((', 
I hoped when I was going to high school that 1 would be further along at 
this time, six years later, than 1 am now - You remember that wonderful 
write-up 1 had in The Torch? 

Laura: Yes! (She rises alld crosses fa fa/J/e,) 
jill1: It said I was bound to succeed in anything I went into! (Laura returns with 

the annua/.) Holy Jeez' The T(JI'c/r! (He accepts it reverelltly. They smile across 
it witll mutual wonder, Lar/l'il crouches /Jeside him and they begin to turn 
through it. Laura's shyness is dissolpillg ill his warmth.) 

Laura: Here you are in Pirates of PellzallCC' 
Jim (wistfully): I sang the baritone lead in that operetta. 
Laura (rapidly): So - beautifully! 
Jim (protesting): Aw-
Laura: Yes, yes - beautifully - beautifullyr 
Jim: You heard me? 
Laura: All three times' 
Jim: No! 
Laura: Yes! 
jim: All three performances) 
Laura (looking down): Yes. 
Jim: Why? 
Laura: I - wanted to ask you to - autograph my program. 
Jim: Why didn't you ask me to? 
Laura: You were always surrounded by your own friends so much that I never 

had a chance to. 
Jim: You should have just -
Laura: Well, I - thought you might think 1 was
Jim: Thought 1 might think you was - what? 
Laura: Oh-



iI/ii (ii-II:' r,'/It'dIUi' r"ll~h): I WilS belc<lgul'rl'd bv IL'lllall'~ in thos<, d,li', 

I til/I'd lUll were terribly ropllLlr~ 
lilli' Yeah-
111/"11: You had such a - friendlv \",W-

j:!I: I \\',1'-0 ~poiled in high school 
Laura: Everybody -liked you' 
/ill/: lncluding'you? 
Laura: I - yes, I -I did, too - (Sh,. X"l/lly c1"s,'~ th" {'ook /II h<'l' Itlp.) 
Jim: Well, well, well! - Give me that program, Laura. (Sh" hill/ds If til 111111, H,. 

siglls illl'ilh a flourish.) There you are - beller late than never' 
Laura: Oh, I - what a - surprise' 
Jim: My signature isn't worth very much right now. But some day - maybe -

it will increase in value! Being disappointed is one thing and being dis
couraged is something else. I am disappointed but I'm not discouraged, 
I'm twenty-three years old. Howald are you? 

Laura: I'll be twenty-four in June, 
Jim: That's not old age! 
Laura: No, but-
lim: You finished high school? 
Laura (wilh difficulty): I didn't go back. 
f;,"· Y<,'. mea!1 V('III dropped out? 
Laura: I made bad grades in my final examinations. (Sh,' riscs Illld r"p;,lll';; fill' 

/JooI: and the program, Her (Joice slrail1ed.) How is - Emily Meisenbach 
getting along? 

Jim: Oh, that kraut-head! 
Laura: Why do you call her that? 
Jim: That's what she was. 
Laura: You're not still - going with her? 
Jim: I never see her. 
Laura: It said in the Personal Section that you were - engaged! 
Jim: I know, but I wasn't impressed by that - propaganda! 
Laura: It wasn't - the truth? 
Jim: Only in Emily's optimistic opinion! 
Laura: Oh-

(Legend: "What Have You Done Since High School?") 

Jim lights a cigarette fwd leallS indolently back em his el/J()ws smiling at Laura 
with a warmth and charm which light her inwardly with alfar candles, She 
remains by the table and turns in her hallds a piece of glass t(l cover her tumult. 

Jim (after several reflective puffs 011 a cigarette): What have you done since high 
school? (She seems not to hear him,) Huh? (Laura looks up.) I said what have 
you done since high schooL Laura? 

Laura: Nothing much, 
Jim: You must have been doing something these six long years. 
Laura: Yes. 
Jim: Well, then, such as what? 
Laura: I took a business course at business college -



/ill1: 11m\( did fh,lt work (lut 7 

w{'li 

/1111" Wh,lt ,He IIllJ d(llllg /lO\\" 

L/lllrt/: I don't do .lnything - Illllch. Oh, please don't thInk I ~it ilround doing 
nothing' Mv glass rollectil'/l takes up a good dl'dl of IllV time, Glass is 
something YOU have to t,lb' );ood care of. 

/il1l: What did you say -'about );I,lSS? 

Lllllrt/: ColI('ction I said -I havI' one - (She c1ellr, hl'l" throal tllld tllms all'IlY 

IIgaill, aClitely shy). 
Jim (aiJmplly): You know what I judge to be the trouble with you? Inferiority 

complex' Know what that is) That's what they call it when someone low
rates himself' I understand it because I had it, too, Although my case was 
not so aggravated as yours seems to be, I had it until I took up public 
speaking, developed my voice, and learned that I had an aptitude for 
science, Before that time I never thought of myself as being outstanding in 
any way whatsoever! No,,: I've never made a regular study of it, but I 
have a friend who says I can analyze people better than doctors that make 
a profession of it. I don't claim that to be necessarily true, but I can sure 
1."('5<; iI 11('rc()n'~ p"ychology, Lauril' (Takes (1111 !lie :\"'" I ExclIs(' me, Laur:l. 
I always take it out when the flavor is gone, I'll use this scrap of paper to 
wrap it in. I know how it is to get it stuck on a shoe. Yep - that's what I 
judge to be your principal trouble. A lack of confidence in yourself as a 
person. You don't have the proper amount of faith in yourself. I'm basing 
that fact on a number of your remarks and also on certain observations 
I've made. For instance that clumping you thought was so awful in high 
school. You say that you even dreaded to walk into class, You see what you 
did? You dropped out of schooL you gave up an education because 9f a 
clump, which as far as I know was practically non-existent! A little physical 
defect is what you have. Hardly noticeable even! Magnified thousands of 
times by imagination! You know what my strong advice to you is? Think 
of yourself as superior in some way' 

Laura: In what way would I think? 
Jim: Why, man alive, Laura! Just look about you a little. What do you see? A 

world full of common people! All of' em born and all of' em going to die! 
Which of them has one-tenth of your good points! Or mine! Or anyone 
else's, as far as that goes - Gosh! Everybody excels in some one thing. 
Some in many! (Unconsciously glances at himself ill the mirror,} All you've 
got to do is discover in what' Take me, for instance, (He adjusts his tie at 
the mirror,} My interest happens to lie in electro-dynamics. I'm taking a 
course in radio engineering at night schooL Laura, on top of a fairly re
sponsible job at the warehouse. I'm taking that course and studying public 
speaking. 

Laura: Ohhhh. 
Jim: Because I believe in the future of television' (Turnillg /Jack to her.) I wish 

to be ready to go up right along with it. Therefore I'm planning to get in 
on the ground floor. In fact, I've already made the right connections and 
all that remains is for the industry itself to get under way' Full steam -



(//1.';' ('.1/('~ tlfl' ~/llr".Ii.) KlI0;1'1t'(! .. ~(' / / . .r//P~ ,\1l'JJ('V-- ZZI///P~ -- Pou','r' 

lhat's the cycle dl'TJl(llr.Jcy h L,uill,,!,' ,Ii!, IIII:li,'/," .-nI11'II/<'lIl,-':/V dv//;;ml< 
1./llIra sltlrl'~ III hllll, 1'1'1''' ht'/' slll{lI<'~" <'(III,,('d 111 herill'solllie II'Olldcr. lie slId

dl'lIlll .\rIllS.) I gue~s you thin~ I think .l lot pf 1l1\'~plf' 
1.1111101. l\Jo \l'U"', I 

/1111: Now how about you? Isn't there something you 1.1"e more Interest in than 
anything ebe) 

l.allril: Well, 1 do - as 1 said - have my- glass collection-

A peal of girlish lal/shler frolll the klIchI'll. 

/illl: I'm not right sure I know what you're talking about. What kind of glass 
is it? 

Lal/ra: Little articles of it, they're ornaments mostly' Most of them are little 
animals made out of glass, the tiniest little animals in the world, Mother 
calls them a glass menagerie' Here's an example of one, if you'd like to see 
it' This one is one orthe oldest. It's nearly thirteen. (He stretches Ol/t his 
ilalld.) (Music: "The Glass Menagerie.") Oh, be careful - if you breathe, it 
breaks! 

fim: I'd better not take it I'm pretty clumsy with things. 
Laura: Go on, I trust you with him! <Places it ill his palm.) There now - you're 

holding him gently' Hold him over the light. he loves the lie;ht' You see 
how the light shines through him) 

fim: It sure does shine' 
Laura: I shouldn't be partial, but he is my favorite one, 
fim: What kind of a th'ing is this one supposed to be? 
Laura: Haven't you noticed the single horn on his forehead? 
fim: A unicorn, huh? 
Laura: Mmm-hmmm! 
fim: Unicorns, aren't they extinct in the modern world) 
Laura: I know! 
fim: Poor little fellow, he must feel sort of lonesome. 
Laura (smiling): Well, if he does he doesn't complain about it. He stays on a 

shelf with some horses that don't have horns and all of them seem to get 
along nicely together. 

Jim: How do you know?' 
Laura (lightly): I haven't heard any arguments among them' 
Jim (grinning): No arguments, huh? WelL that's a pretty good sign! Where shall 

I set him? 
Laura: Put him on the table. They all like a change of scenery once in a while! 
Jim (stretching): WelL well, well, well- Look how big my shadow is when I 

stretch! 
Laura: Oh, oh, yes - it stretches across the ceiling' 
fim (crossing to door): I think it's stopped raining. (Opens fire-escape door) 

Where does the music come from? 
Laura: From the Paradise Dance Hall across the alley. 
fim: How about cutting the rug a little, Miss Wingfield? 
Laura: Oh, 1-
fim: Or is your program filled up? Let me have a look at it (Grasps imaginary 

card.) Why, every dance is taken' I'll just have to scratch some out. (Waltz 



!\1u~ic: "1..1 Golondrin.1."1 Ahhh, ,1 w,ll",' tile ,'xcclllc~ ,,)II1t' <;WCCI'IIJ.I: tUniS 

hi I,ill",.,r 11"'11 i,(>i,b l!is .I""'S 10it'lIrd /.,1I1r,/ J 

Llllm (/Irclllhlcssly) , I ~,can't dance' 

/ill1: Thl'r<' you go, th"t II1teriority stuff' 
I.ollra: I've IWVl'r d .• nl'l'd in Illy lite' 
JIIII. Lome on, try! 

LlIlIra: Oh, but I'd step on you' 
Jim: I'm not made out of glass. 
Lallra: How - how - how do we start? 
Jim: Just leave it to me. You hold your arms out a little. 
Laura: Like this? 
lim: A little bit higher. Right. Now don't tighten up, that's the main thing about 

it - relax. 
Lallra (laughing breathlessly): It's hard not to. 
lim: Okay. 
Laura: I'm afraid you can't budge me. 
lim: What do you bet I can't? (He swings her into motion.) 
Lallra: Goodness, yes, you can! 
lim: Let yourself go, now, Lauh, iust let yourself go. 
Laura: I'm-
lim: Come on' 
Ltlllra: Trying' 
Jim: Not so stiff - Easy does it! 
Lallra: I know but I'm'-
Jim: Loosen th' backbone! There now, that's a lot better. 
Laura: Am I? 
Jim: Lots, lots better! (He moves her about the room in a clumsy waltz.) 
Lallra: Oh, my! 
Jim: Ha-ha! 
Laura: Goodness, yes you can! 
Jim: Ha-ha-ha! (They suddenly bump into the table. Jim stops.) What did we hit on? 
Laura: Table. 
Jim: Did something fall off it? I think
Laura: Yes. 
lim: I hope that it wasn't the little glass horse with the hom! 
Laura: Yes. 
Jim: Aw, aw, aw. Is it broken? 
Laura: Now it is just like all the other horses. 
lim: it's lost its-
Laura: Hom! It doesn't matter. Maybe it's a blessing in disguise. 
lim: You'll never forgive me. I bet that that was your favorite piece of glass. 
Laura: I don't have favorites much. It's no tragedy, Freckles. Glass breaks so 

easily. No matter how careful you are. The traffic jars the shelves and things 
fall off them. 

Jim: Still I'm awfully sorry that I was the cause. 
Laura (smiling): I'll just imagine he had an operation. The hom was removed 

to make him feel less - freakish! (They both laugh.) Now he will feel more 
at home with the other horses, the ones that don't have horns ... 

Jim: Ha-ha, that's very funny! (Suddenly serious.) I'm glad to see that you have 



.1 sense of humor. You know -- you're -- well- very different' Surpris
ingly diiferent from anyone else I know' 11/,,; 1'01(' /lC(OIl1I" soli lind Ilcsillint 

witlt il gl'nllinl' (celli/g.) Do you mind me telling you that? ILalira is almslled 
/'cyolld spccch.) You make me feel sort of -- I don't know how to put it' 
1'111 usually pretty good .11 expressing thmgs, but This is something th.lt 
I don't know how to say! (Lallra 10'IIdlcs Iter throllt lind clears it - tltnlS tlte 
/'raken III/icorn in Iter hallds.) (Even softer.) Has anyone ever told you that 
you were pretty? (Pause: Music.) (Lllllrll looks up slowly, witlt wonda, lind 
shakes her helld.) Well, you are! In a very different way from anyone else. 
And all the nicer because of the difference, too. IHis voice becomes low mId 
IlUsky. Laura IlIrns away, nearly faint with tlte 1I0veity of I,er cmoliolls.) I 
wish you were my sister. I'd teach you to have some confidence in yourself. 
The different people are not like other people, but being different is 
nothing to be ashamed of. Because other people are not such wonderful 
people. They're one hundred times one thousand. You're one times one! 
They walk all over the earth. You just stay here. They're common as
weeds, but -you - well, you're - Blue Roses' 

(Image On Screen: Blue Roses.) 

(Music Changes.) 

Lallra: But blue is wrong for - roses ... 
lim: It's right for you - You're - pretty! 
Laura: In what respect am I pretty? 
lim: In all respects - believe me! Your eyes - your hair - are pretty! Your~, 

hands are pretty! (He catches hold of her hand.) You think I'm making this 
up because I'm invited to dinner and have to be nice. Oh, I could do that! 
I could put on an act for you, ·Laura, and say lots of things without being 
very sincere. But this time I am. I'm talking to you sincerely. I happened to 
notice you had this inferiority complex that keeps you from feeling com
fortable with people. Somebody needs to build your confidence up and 
make you proud instead of shy and turning away and - blushing -
Somebody ought to - ought to - kiss you, Laura! (His hand slips slowly 
up her arm to her shoulder.) (Music Swells Tumultuously.) '(He suddenly 
turns her about and kisses her on the lips. When he releases her Laura sinks on 
the sofa with a bnght, dazed look. Jim backs away and fishes in his pocket for a 
cigarette.) (Legend On Screen: "Souvenir.") Stumble-john! (He lights the 
cigarette, avoiding her look. There is a peal of girlish lallghter from Amanda in 
the kitchen. Laura slowly raises and opens her hand. It still contains the little 
broken glass animal. She looks at it with a tender, bewildered expression.) 
Stumble-john' I shouldn't have done that - That was way off the beam. 
You don't smoke, do you? (She looks up, smiling, not hearing the qllestioll. 
He sits beside her a little gingerly. She looks at him speechlessly - waiting. 
He coughs decorously and moves a little farther aside as he considers the 
situation and senses her feelings, dimly, with perturbation. Gently.> Would 
you - care for a - mint? (She doesn't seem to hear him but her look grows 
brighter even.> Peppermint - Life Saver? My pocket's a regular drug store 
- wherever I go ... (He pops a mint in his mouth. Then gulps and decides 



10 /11tl~[' t1 cI[,1I1I !>rellsl 0/ II. II.- ,,'['Ilk, ,Io,d" 1111<1 '.'III',''''':(J 1 1.,1(11",1, vou know 
it I h,ld a ~Ister like you, I'J do the ,,11llL' thine; ,1'. I (orl! I d brinG uut iel
lows - introduce her to them TIlt' right t\'l'l' of I>()V~ pt ,ltvpe tn - appre
(late her. Onl\' w('11 - hl' 1ll,lde .1 mistake ,!j,Ollt 111(' M.lyhl' I've got no 
('ail to be SdVil!~~ this ["h,lt m,w nut h,1\'e Iwell !Ill' ,d, .. 111 hdvln!O me over 
But what if it WdS) There's nothIng wrong about th.!1. The only trouble is 
that in my case - I'm not in a situation to - do thl' right thing. I can't 
take down your number and say I'll phone. I can't cali up next week and
ask for a date. I thought I had better explain the situation in case you mis
understood it and - hurt your feelings. . (PIIl/SC. Slowly, very slOWly, 
Laura's look c"all,'\es, her eyes returning slowly frolll his 10 tile ornament ill 
her palm.) 

Amanda ul/ers allother gay laugh ill the kitchen. 

Laura (faintly): You - won't - call again? 
Jim: No, Laura, I can't. (He rises from the sofa.) As I was just explaining, I've

got strings on me, Laura, I've - been going steady! I go out all the time 
with a girl named Betty. She'~ a home-girl like you, and Catholic, and Irish, 
and in a great many ways we - get along fine. I met her last summer on a 
moonlight boat trip up the river to Alton, on the Maiestic. Well - right 
JWJY from the slJr! it was' . love! (Legend: Love!) (LUlili ."(./if' ,Ii;;: !; !l.!, 
forward and grips the arm of the sofa. He fails to notice, now enrapt in his own 
comrorta/J/e being.) Being in love has made a new man of me' (Leaning stitfiy 
forward, clutching the arm of the sofa, Laura struggles visibly with her storm. 
But Jim is oblivious, she is a long way off.) The power of love is really pretty 
tremendous! Love is something that - changes the whole world, Laura! 
(The storm abates a little and Laura leans back. He notices her again.! It hap
pened that Betty's aunt took sick, she got a wire and had to go to Centralia. 
So Tom - when he asked me to dinner - I naturally just accepted the 
invitation, not knOWing that you - that he - that I - (He stops awk
wardly.! Huh -I'm a stumble-john! (He flops back on the sofa. The holy 
candles in the altar of Laura's face have been snuffed out! There is a look of 
almost infinite desolation. Jim glances at her uneasily.! I wish that you would 
- say something. (She bites her lip which was trembling and then bravely 
smiles. She opens her hand again on the broken glass ornament. Then she gently 
takes his hand and raises it level with her own. She carefully places the unicorn 
in the palm of his hand, then pushes his fingers closed upon it.) What are you -
doing that for? You want me to have him? - Laura? (She nods.) What for? 

Laura: A - souvenir ... 

She rises unsteadily and crouches beside tlte victrola to wind it up. 

(Legend On Screen: "Things Have A Way Of Turning Out So Badly.") 

(Or Image: "Gentleman CaHer Waving Good-bye! - Gaily.") 

At this momellt Amanda rushes brightly back in the frDllt room. She bears a 
pitclter of fmit punclt in all old-lashiolled cut-glass pitcher alld a plate of maca
roons. Tile plate has a gold border and poppies painted all it . 

.. :" .... 



1'lI/lllIda.· W('II. well, well' Isn't the dir delightful diter the ~hower? I've m.,de 
you children .1 I,ttll' liqllid retrc~hm('nt. tTlIp" glldll lolir,' \"'/l111'1l1l1l1 (lli/,',. I 

lim. do you know that song dbout lemonade? 

"Lemonade, lemonade 
M.lde in the shddc ilnd ~tirred with d Sp.1,k 
Good enough for any old maid!" 

lilll (uneasily): Ha-ha! No - I never heard it. 
Amanda: Why, Laura! You look so serious! 
IlIn: We were having a serious conversation. 
Amanda: Good! Now you're better acquainted' 
lim (1IIIcertainly): Ha-ha! Yes. 
Amanda: You modem young people are much more serious-minded than my 

generation. I was so gay as a girl! 
lim: You haven't changed, Mrs. Wingfield. 
Amanda: Tonight I'm rejuvenated! The gaiety of the occasion, Mr. O'Connor! 

(She tosses her head with a peal of laughter. Spills lemonade.) Oooo! I'm 
baptizing myself! 

Jim: Here -let me-
Amanda (setting. the pitcher down): There now. I discovered we had some 

I11drds(hino cht'ITies. I dumped them in. juice and all' 
lim: You shouldn't have gone to that trouble, Mrs. Wingfield. 
AII/anda: Trouble, trouble? Why it was loads of fun' Didn't you hear me cutting 

up in the kitchen? I bet your ears were burning! I told Tom how outdone 
with him I was for keeping you to himself so long a time! He should have 
brought you over much, much sooner! Well, now that you've found your 
way, I want you to be a very frequent caller! Not just occasional but all the 
time. Oh, we're going to have a lot of gay times together! I see them com
ing! Mmm, just breathe that air! So fresh, and the moon's so pretty! I'll 
skip back out - I know where my place is when young folks are having 
a - serious conversation! 

lim: Oh, don't go out, Mrs. Wingfield. The fact of the matter is I've got to be 
going. 

Amanda: Going, now? You're joking! Why, it's only the shank of the evening, 
Mr. O'Connor! 

lim: Well, you know how it is. 
Amanda: You mean you're a young workingman and have to keep working

men's hours. We'll let you off early tonight. But only on the condition 
that next time you stay later. What's the best night for you? Isn't Saturday 
night the best night for you workingmen? 

Jim: I have a couple of time-clocks to punch, Mrs. Wingfield. One at morning, 
another one at night! 

Amanda: My, but you are ambitious! You work at night too? 
Jim: No, Ma'am, not work but - Betty! (He crosses deliberately to pick up his hat. 

The band at the Paradise Vance Hall goes into a tender waltz.) 
Amanda: Betty? Betty? Who's - Betty! (There is all ominous cracking soulld ill 

the sky.) 
Jim: Oh, just a girl. The girl I go steady with' (He smiles charmillgly. The sky falls.) 



(Legend: "lilt.' ~k\ I.llls.") 

:1'lIlInd,1 id l(lI'.'I-d"i';·'1 ,'dl,Ii,II/()lIi Ohhhh 
(I (',)nnor' 

Jill: \\'e ,.t' gUIIl); :,. ",' 1l1,lrrwd the ~""/lild '-,1I!l,1.I\ 111 lUll" 

/IIiIiIlIiI,I.Ohhhh !,<l1\' Illn,l Tom d,dn't I1h'l1t""1 th.lI VOl! W"ll' l'llg,lgt'd to bl' 

married. 
/1111. The cat's nl)t /lilt of the bag at the wareh(lllse yL't. You know how they arL'o 

They call YOll ({(lmeo and stuff like that. I/-/e stOl" III thc oual 'llmor tOplit 
011 his haf. 1/1' ulrcfully shllpcs fhe /lrilll l/Ild fhe crOWIi fo .'111'1' II di5(rt'Cfly 
dashlllX effect) Its been a wonderful evening. Mrs Wingfield I gUl'SS this is 
wh;)t they mean by Southern hospitality. 

Amlllldll: It really wasn't anything at all. 
/ill1: I hope it don't seem like I'm rushing off. But I promised Betty I'd pick her 

up at the Wabash depot, an' by the time I get my jalopy down there her 
train'll be in. Some women are pretty upset if you keep 'em waiting. 

Amlllldll: Yes, I know - The tyranny of women' (Extt'llds her halld.) Goodbye, 
Mr. O'Connor. I wish you luck - and happiness - and success' All three 
of them, and so does Laura' ~ Don't you, Laura) 

Lllura: Yes' 
lim (fakillg her hlllld): Goodbye, Laura. I'm certainly going to tn',lsure that 

~oLlvenir. And don't you forget the good advice I gave you. iRI{;'cS ill5 VOICI' 

to a cheery shollt.) So long, Shakespeare' Thanks again, lad,es - Good 
night' 

/-/e grins and ducks jaulltilll alit. 
Still bravely grimacing, Amanda clOSt's the door 0'1 the SClltlemall caller. 

Tllell she 11Il'I1s !>ack 10 the room with a pllzzled expressioll. She and Laura 
dOIl't dare to faC(' cach otht'/'. Lallra crollches /lesidc Ihe victrola to willd il. 

Ama'ida (failltly): Things have a way of turning out so badly. I don't believe 
that I would play the victrola. Well, well - well - Our gentleman caller 
was engaged to be married l Tom! 

Tom (from back): Yes, Mother? 
Amanda: Come in here a minute. I want to tell you something awfully funny. 
Tom (enters with macaroon and a glass of the lemonade): Has the gentleman caller 

gotten away already? 
Amallda: The gentleman caller has made an early departure. What a wonderful 

joke you played on us' 
Tom: How do you mean) 
Amanda: Yo'u didn't mention that he was engaged to be married. 
To",: Jim? Engaged? 
Amallda: That's what he just informed us. 
Tom: I'll be jiggered' I didn't know about that. 
Amanda: That seems very peculiar. 
Tom: What's peculiar about it? 
Amallda: Didn't you call him your best friend down at the warehouse) 
Tom: He is, but how did I know? 
Amanda: It seems extremely peculiar that you wouldn't know your best friend 

was going to be married ' 

:. (" . 



/0111 Ih~· \",}rl'hllll .... I' I" ",-1,,'11' i \\;)I~ IIPI \\'hl'rl' ~ !·!HH\' th!ll~~~ "btlul Pl'Opl{,1 
"\lIi,,'iid,: '1 ;1:: dl'll I ; :)(1'" d'~I~:> .1!~\·\":!'I·rl,l Ynll :,\', :11 ,J ;J;·.·,nl1 \'Ill! nl;1nu 

LH'!lllt' ill t1 ..... II III .... ' iLl ,,1 ...... /'., :11 \;'(~,., \\ l:t'll' .!fl' \'\)'U :~\)JIl;..~.) 

,1'.'111 1'111 ,l~(lln,l~ !() tht, nln'.'!L·~J 

:"1/,1/.'./11 iil.d' .... I'1;',hl ;:(\\', 'h,d \'Ilt!'\t :1,1,: 11'. rn,l .. ," .... IH,I,IIH\I"',ol \Hlro..;\'I\'l':-O Thc 
ciiOll, Ihe f11\'11dldl!lJll', ,oil ILl' \"i','n ... ," 1!lL' 111'\\' :I"()I 1.11111',111<' rug, the 
clothes for L.lllr.l' All tor wh.ll o T(I enlert,lin soml' other girl's fianc¢' Go 
to the Illllvie", );0' DOld think ab'llll u", a mother deserted, an unmarried 
sister who's crippled ,lid has no ,ob' Don't let anything interfere with your 
selfish ple,lsure'lust go, go, go ~'to the movies' 

Tom, All right, I will' The more you shout aboLlt my selfishness to me the 
quicker I'll go, and [ won't go to the movies' 

AlIlallda: Go, then ' Then go to the moon - you selfish dreamer' 

Tom sl/1ashes his glass on the floor. He pllll1ges alit on the fire-escape, slammil1g 
the door. Laura screallls - cut by door, 

Dance-hall music III', Tom goes to the railalld grips it desperately, lifting 
his face ill the chill white moonlig/lt penetrating the narrow aiJyss of the alley. 

(Legend On Screen: "And So Good-bye, , .") 

TOIl1', c/O';IIlX speech is limed With tlte micrtor pallloll1lme. The ;,:11'/'101' SCCllt' 
i, plalll'd as thollgh viewed through sou lid-proof glass. AlI1ll1lda appears to 
be making a comfortin:?, speech to Laura who is hllddled upon the sofa. Now that 
we cannot hear the mother's speech, her sillil1ess is gone and she has dignity and 
tragic beauty. Laura's dark hair hides her face lIntil at the end of the speech she 
lifts it to smile at her motiter. Amanda's gestures are slow and graceful. almost 
dancclike, as she comforts the dllllghter. At the end of her speech she glances a 
moment at the father's pictllre - thel1 withdraws throllgh the portieres. At 
close of Tom's speech, Laura blows alit the calldles, endillg the play. 

Tom: I didn't go to the moon, I went much further - for time is the longest dis
tance between two places - Not long after that [ was fired for writing a 
poem on the lid of a shoe-box. [ left Saint Louis. I descended the steps of 
this fire-escape for a last time and followed, from then on, in.my father's 
footsteps, attempting to find in motion what was lost in space - I traveled 
around a great deal. The cities swept about me like dead leaves, leaves that 
were brightly colored but torn away from the branches. I would have 
stopped, but I was pursued by something. It always came upon me un
awares, taking me altogether by surprise. Perhaps it was a familiar bit of 
music. Perhaps it was only a piece of transparent glass. Perhaps I am 
walking along a street at night, in some strange city, betore I have found 
companions. I pass the lighted window of a shop where perfume is sold, 
The window is filled with pieces of colored glass, tiny transparent bottles 
in delicate colors, like bits of a shattered rainbow. Then all at once my sister 
touches my shoulder. [ turn around and look into her eves ... Oh, Laura, 
Laura, I tried to leave you behind me, but I am more faithful than I intended 
to be' I reach for a cigarette, I cross the street, I run into the movies or a bar, 
[ buy a drink, I speak to the nearest stranger - anything that can blow your 



candles out' (l.allra /Ifllds ouer Ihe (/lilt/Irs.) .. - ior nowaddYs the world is lit 
by lightning' Blowout your (,lIldles, LllIra - and so goodbye ... 

She NOil'S the clIlidles 0111. 

(The Scene Dissolves.) 

I! 




