APPENDIX I

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Thomas Lanier Williams was born in Columbus, Missis-

sippi, March 26, 1914.37 Tennessee Williams grew up 1in
Columbus., Mississippi as the son of a shoe salesman
(Dietrich,1969:218%. He was called "Tennessee” because he

was descended pioneering Tennessee stock.

His mother, a descendant of  Southern aristocracy,
aiong 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
Willisms observed those genteel Southern women whose
angnish over the encroachments of a cruder way of 1life
was to inspire a number of his dramas (Dietrich, 1868
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Biographical details most relevant to The Glass

Menagerie are to be found in Williams  teen-age sojourn
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preting Literature, Holt, Rinehart and Winston. IISA,1360,
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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 1life
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 wbrld 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 Jjobs until he reached New York, determined to
make a career of the theater.

A series of one-fact plays attracted attention to
Williams, and 1in 1940 the Theater Guild sponsored his
professional full-length production of Battle of Andels

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



next effort, The Glass Menagerie. after a long tryout in
Chicago, came to New York in 1845 and was a popular and
critical success, winning the Drama Critics Circle Award.
Two vyears laters he triumphed again with A__Street Car
Named Desire.38 It won the Pulitzer Prize-Winner (1847)
which was seen in London in 1849 with Vivin Leigh as
Blanche du Bois.38

Hatlen states +the other dramas of Williams which
include DSupmer and Smoke (1848), The Rose Tatto (1850),
Cat on A Hot Tin Roof (1955) which was awarded the Py-
litzer Prize, Orpheus Descending (1857), DSuddenly Last
Summer (19858), Sweet Bird of Youth (1958), and The Night
of the Iguana (1861) (1987:457). And yet,Hartnoll adds
some lists of Williams  works, they are The Milk Train
Doesn’t OStop Here (18962), Slapstick Tragedy made up of

two short plays, The Gnédiges Fraulein and The Multilated

(1966), The Seven Descents of Myrtle (1698), In The Bar
of a8 Tokvo Hotel (1888), and other his one act plays,
Twentv-Seven Wagons Full of Cotton (18966), was first seen

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

(1872:803).

38Theodore W.Hatlen, Drams:Prinviples and Plays,
Meredith Publishing Company, 1867, p.457.

39Phyllis Hartnoll, The Concise Oxford Companion to
The Theatre, 8xford University Press,1372,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 1it.

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,1878:1282-3).

The Characters

Amanda Wingfield 1is 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 1ife 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 1living,
for she refuse the fact that Laura is crippled and that
Tom 1is quite different from what she expectsfor him. 1In
addition she is unable to live forever in the world of
illusion because the pressure of everyday 1living force
her to face many unpleasant facts.

While Laura Wingfield 1is 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 1in
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 ecreative character
caught in a conventional and materialistic world. He has
his own independent world that he considered important,
that 1is his poetry, his dreams, his freedonm, his

advanture and his illusion.

The Synopsis

The Wingfield family lives in the place where there
is a Guernica in Spain and a dissolving economy in
America. They live in about 1830s. It is a lower middle
family which consists of +the mother, Amanda, the

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



deserted the family a long time ago. His presence 1is
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 wvictrola. 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 plaved 1in 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 s 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 0 Connor.
He 1is 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 1like 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 acgquainted
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

90



the door. And when Amands orders her to accompany the
family and the guest, she almost faints with fright . At
last her mother lets her rest on a sofa.

Jim 1s an ordinary man. He seems very helpful,
because he wants to help Tom s mother to clean the table
and the dishes, but Amands will not let him. She asks him

t.o cheer Laura up. Indeed Jim apparently has a

@

conversation with Laurs. but he is unsuccessful to make
her talk about herself, instead of her glass menagerie.
Laura wants to avoid her failunre 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 1t 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 sti1ll cannot beliwsve it. Tom receives his mother’ s

complains again. As Tom cannot stand her anger, Tom



leaves the house. In his last speech Tom feels sorry for
Laura. Tom also has guit from his work at the warehouse

and he will join the marine.
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APPENDIX III
(Taken from Drama through
Performance by Auburn/

Burkman,1977)

The Glass Menagerie

Production 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 play a 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
not, 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
audience 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 not' 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 SCREEN DEVICE

There is only one important difference between the original and the act-
mg version of the plav and that is the omission in the latter of the device
that I tentatively included in my original script. This device was the use ol
a screen on which were projected magic-lantern slides bearing images or
titles. I do not regret the omission of this device from the original Broad-
way production. The extraordinary power of Miss Taylor’s performance '
made it suitable to have the utmost simplicity in the physical production.
But I think it may be interesting to some readers to see how this device
was conceived. So Tam putting it into the-published manuscript.? These
mages and legends, projected from behind, were cast on a section of wall
between the front-room and dining-room areas, which should be indistin-
auishable from the rest when not in use.

The purpose of this will probably be apparent. It is to give accent to
certaimn values in cach scene. Fach scene contains a particular point (or
several) which is soractuwrally the most important. In an episodic play. such
as thisc the basic structure or morative ine may be obscured from the -
chence: the effect may seem fragmentary rather than aichitectural, This
i not be the faule of the plin so muach as a lack of airention i the an
dicnee, The Jegend or miage upon the sareen will soenathen the cifed o

Clanetic oo Vi ol the Brocdvw iy version. 1o

T hese Teaends are nor e haded o che actime sersion ol the |;I.x\. winc b s 1hie

vorston esed o his haok s



FHE GLASS MENAGERIE

what is merely allusion in the writing and allow the primary point to be
made more simply and lighdy than il the entire responsibility were on the
spoken lines. Aside from this structural value, T think the screen will have
a definite emotional appeal, less definable but just as important. An imagi-

- native producer or director may invent many other uses for this device
than those indicated in the present script. In 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
empbhasis 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 eastly it can be bro-
ken. Both of those ideas should be woven into the recurring tune, which
dips in and out of the play as 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 clearly 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 from Literature: An
Introduction to Fiction.
Poetryv., and Drama by

X.J. Kennedy,1879)

Tennessee Williams (b..1914)
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Tur Grass MENAGERIE

auci soall ands
E E. Cumnmungs

Nebodu, not cven the vain, i

Characters

Amanda Wingfield, the mother. A Little woman of great but confused \'itélit\’
clinging franticallv to another time and place. Her characterization must ‘;w-c
carefully created, not copied from tyvpe. She is pot paranoiac, but her life is
paranoia. There is much to admire in Amanda, and as much to love and pity as
there is to laugh at. Certainly sive has endurance and a kind of hereism, and
though her foolishness makes her unwittingly cruel at times, there is tender-
ness in her slight person.

Laura Wingficld, her daughter. Amanda, having failed to estabtlish contact with
reality, centinues to live vitally in her illusions, but Laura’s situation is even
graver. A childhood illness has left her crippled, one leg slightly shorter th

the other. and held in a brace. This defect need not be more than \ugge.stm on
the stage. Stemming from this, Laura’s separation increases till she is like a
piece of her own glass collecnon, too exquisitely fragile to wove from the sheif

Tom Wingtield, her son. And the narrator of the play. A poet with ajobin a ware-

heuse. Flis nature is not remorseless, but to escape from a trap he has to act
without pity.

Fm@& Cotinor: the gentleman caller. A nice, ordinary, voung man.

Scene. An alley in St. Lawis.

Part . 1”1'(’/3.’“";2‘;'071 fora Gentleman Caller.
PartI1. The Gentleman Cails.

Time. Now and the Past.

SCENE |
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of the articles it touches, for mem arv is seated predomivantly in the heart. The in-
criovis therefore rather dim and ;,mnu .

At the rise of the curtain, the audicnce is faced with the dark, grinm rear wail of
: }_\7?’.1‘(’1'11' tenement. This L'.’(![ f"'i’ which riors paralici to e "‘70111'»"1:& s ﬂ(l)lk”t{
sides by dark, narrow alicys .4/1(1" run inio murky canvens of tangled

1

ores, garbage cans aud Hie sinister lafticework of TSN /A!"(),l/l:;' fire-cscapes. It

is 1ep ond dowen these side ailcus tat exterier evtrances wid exits are made, during the
/

play. At e ond of Tew's opening commeitary, ihe dark {m:m:c':t wall slowly re-
veals (by means of @ transparency) the interior of fie grownd fleor Wingfield apart-
et

Dewenstage is the living voom, wehich also serves as a deeping room for Laura,
the sofa wnfeldmg to make lier bed. Upstage, conter, and diviaded by a wide arch or
second ;zl'mfw s il transparvent faded poriicres Lar second curtam), 1s the dining
roon. Dtan old-fashioned whai-not b1 the _,';;-mg room are scen scores of fransparent
dnals. A blown-up pl'ofaomuh of the father
¢ tie ar
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The audience fears and sces A/ Copeiing disiing room througl beth

paient fourth w ey ’r’(‘)‘?ic’l'lls of the

wall slewly as-

io-reom arch, }
cends, out of sight.
1of the plav, during
The narrator is an

ragani until the

} fial speecit

Corve el

wised convention

¢
{icense with dramatic convention as is convenient to lus purposces.
e left, and strolls across
the tront of the stage to tire fire-escape. Theve e stops and /zg!ns a cigarefte. He
addresses the audience. :

Tem cnters dressed as a nierchant sailor from ailey. st

Tom: Yes, | have tricks in.my pocket, ] have things up myv sleeve. But I am the
opposite of a stage magician. He gives vou illusion that has the appearance
of truth. I give )ou truth in the pleasant disguise of illusion. To begin with,
I turn back time. | reverse it to that quaint period, the thirties, when the
hu e middle class of America was matziculating in a school for the blind.
Their eves had failed them, or they had failed their eves, and so they were

naving their r’inger\' pressed forcibiy down on the fierv Braille alphabet of a

dissolving economy. In Spain there was revolution. Here there was only

shouting and comusion In Spain there was Guernica. Here there were dis-

turbances of labor. sometimes pretty vinlent. in othenwise peaceful cities
such as Chicago. Cleveland, Saint Louis This is the cocial background

oi the playv.
{Music.

The plav is memory. Being 2 memory play, it is dimiv lighted it is senti-

1appen to music,

P

rental it is not xeah\tu In memory evervthing seems ol
of the plav. and also
a character in it The other characters ¢ve my mother Amanda. mv sister,
i

That explaine the fiddle in the wings 1 am the narvator o

Laura, and a gentleman caller who app(:ars in the final scenes. He is the

Tennessee Williams: Scene 1

He takes whatever



most realistic character in the play, being an emissary from a world of
reality that we were somehow s:t apart from. But since | have a peet's
weakness for symbols, I am usin. this character also as a symbol; he is the
long delayed but always expected something that we live for. There is a
fifth character in the plav who doesn’t appear except in this larger-than-iife
rhotograph over the mantel. This is our father who left us a long time ayo.
He was a telephone man who fell in love with long distances: he gave up
his job with the telephone company and skipped the light fantastic out of
town . . . The last we heard of him was a picture post-card from Mazatian,
on the Pacific coast of Mexico, containing a message of two words -- “Hello
— Good-bye!” and an address. | think the rest of the play will explain it-
self.. ..

aida’s voice becomes audible througl the porticres.
{Legend on Screen: “Qu Sont Les Neiges.”)

He divides the portieres and enters the upstage aren.
4

i

Amanda and Lawira are seated at a drop-icaf talile. Eating is indicaied bu

gestures without food or wiensis. Amanda faces Hye wiedience. Teni and Lawes
arc seated moprefile.

The dutevier has lit wp seftly and through the scrim we see Amanda

1

i
Laura scated at thie table in the upstage area.

Amanda (calling): Tom?

Ton:: Yes, Mother.

Amanda: We can't sav grace until you come to the table!

Tom: Coming. Mother. (He bows slightly and withdraws, reappearing a few mo-
ments later inliis place at the table.)

Amanda (to hier sens: Honey, don't push with your fingers. If vou 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 are supposed to chew their
food before thev swallow it down. Eat food leisurely, son, and really enjov
it. A well-cooked meal has lots of delicate flavors that have to be held in the
mouth for appreciation. So chew vour food and give vour salivarv glands a
chance to function!

Tom deliberately lays fns imaginary fork dowen and pushes Jiis chalr Dack trom

the table.

Towi: 1 haven't enjoved one bite of this dinner because of vour constant direc-
tions on how to eat it. It's you that makes me rush through ineals with
vour hawk-like attention to every bite I take. Sickening — speils myv ap-
petite — all this discussion of animals’ secretion — salivary glands —
mastication:

4 1107 N
Amanda (i

. Temperament like a Metropolitan star! (He rises ind orosses
doiwnstage. s You re not excused from the table.

Tom:Tam getting a cigarette.

Amanda: You smoke too much

0 A shide bearing this ine by the French poet Frangeis Villon. "Where
are the snows (0! vesterveart?' is tabegprojected on a stage wall.

age




Laira rises,
Laura: Ull bring in the blanc mange.
He remains standing with his cigarette by the portieres during the following.

Amanda (rising): No, sister, no, sister — you be the lady this time and I'll be the
darkv.

Liira: 'maalreadv up.

Amanda: Resume vour seat, little sister — I want you to stay tresh and pretty —
for gentlemen callers!

Laura: T'mnot expecting any gentlemen callers.

Amanda (crossing out to kitchenette. Airily): Sometimes they come when they are
least expected! Why, I remember one Sunday afternoon in Blue Mountain
= (Enters i)

Tour: Fkonow what's coming

1

o
Lanra: Yes, But let her tell it

m Again?
Laura: She loves to tell it

Annorda rcduring with howl of dessert. .

#: One Sunday afternoon in Blue Mountain — your mother received —
scoenteen! — gentlemen  callers! Why, sometimes there weren’t chairs
enough to accommodate them all. We had to send the nigger over to bring
in folding chairs from the parish house.

Tom iremaining at porticres): How did you entertain those gentlemen callers?

Amanda:Tunderstood the art of conversation!

Tom:1bet vou could talk.

Amanda: Girls in those days knew how to talk, I can tell you.

Tom: Yes? :

(Image: Amanda As A Girl On A Porch Greeting Callers.}

Amanda: Thev knew how to entertain their gentlemen callers. It wasn't enough
for a girl to be possessed of a pretty face and a graceful figure — although [
wasn't slighted in either respect. She also needed to have a nimbie wit and
atongue to meet all occasions.

Jonr: What did vou talk about?

Anninda: Things of impertance going on in the world! Never anvthing coarse or
common or vulgar. (She addresses Tom as though he were seated in the vacant
clane

size tabie thougli he remains by portieres. He plays this scene as though
fre dieid tie book .t My callers were gentlemen — all! Among my callers were

some of the most prominent voung planters of the Mississippi Delta —
planters and sons of planters!

Ters motions {or music and a spot of light on Amanda. Her eyes Iift, her face

clowes, ey Colce becomes rich and elegiac.
{Screen Legend: “Ou Sont Les Neiges.”)
There was voung Champ Laughlin who later became vice-president of the

Delta Planters Bank. Hadlev Stevenson who was drowned in Moon Lake
and left his widow one hundred and fifty thousand in Government bonds.




There were the Cutrere brothers, Wesley and Bates. Bates was one of mv
bright particular beaux! He got in a quarrel with that wild Wainright bc-j\:»
They shot it out on the floor of Moon Lake Casino. Bates was shot through
the stomach. Died in the ambulance on his way to Memphis. His widc;w
was also well-provided for, came into eight or ten thousand acres. that's
all. She married him on the rebound — never loved her — carried myv pic-
ture on him the night he died! And there was that boy that every girl in the
Delta had set her cap for! That beautiful, brilliant young Fitzhugh bov from
Green County!

Tom: What did he leave his widow?

Awranda: He never married! Gracious, you tilk as though all of mv old admirers
had turned up their toes to the daisies!

Tom: Isn't this the first you mentioned that still survives?

Amanda: That Fitzhugh boy went North and made a fortune —— came to be
known as the Wolf of Wail Street! He had the Midas touch, whatever he
touched turned to gold! And [ could have been Mrs. Duncan |. Fitzhugh.
mind you! But — I picked your father!

Laura (rising): Mother, let me clear the table.

Amanda: No dear, vou go in {ront and study vour typewriter chart. Or practice
vour shorthand a little. Stay fresh and pretty!— It's almost time for our
gentlemen callers to start arriving. (She flownces girlishly toward the kitchen-
ctte.) How manv do vou suppose we're going to entertain this afternoon?

Tom throws down the paper and jumps up witir a groan.
I &

Laura (alone in the dining room): I don’t believe we're going to receive any,
Mother.

Amandn (reappearing. airily): What? No one — not one? You must be joking!
(Laura nervousiv echoes her laugh. She ships in a fugitive manner tirougii the
hali-open porticres and draws them gently behind her. A shaft of very clear
light is'thrown on her face against the faded tapestry of the curtains.) (Music:
“The Glass Menagerie”” Under Faintly.) (Lightly.) Not one gentleman caller?
It can’t be true! There must be a flood, there must have been a tornado!

Laura: It isn’t a flood. it’s not a tornado, Mother. I'm just not popular like you
were in Blue Mountain. . . . (Tom uttcrs another groan. Laura glances at him
with a famt, apclogetic smile. Her veice catching a little.) Mother's afraid I'm
going to be an old maid.

(The Scene Dims Qut With “Glass Menagerie'” Music.)
SCENE NI

“Laura, Haven't Yeu Ever Liked Some Boy?®

On the dark stage the screen is lighted with the image of blue roses.

Gradualiy Lawri's figure Pecomes apparent and tie screen goes ot

The nusic subsides.

Laurais seated v the delicate ivory chair at the small clawftoot tabic

She wears a Grese of sort violet material for a kimono — hey hair tiea back trom
frer forehead with a rivhon.
4

She is washing and polishing her collection of glass.

1286 Plavs for Further Study




Amanda appears on the firc-escape steps. At the sound of her ascent, Laura
catches her breath, thrusts the bowl of ornaments away and scats herself stiffty be-
fore the diagram of the typewriter keyboard as thougli it lield her spellbound. Sonie-
thing has happencd to Amanda. It is written in her face as she climbs to the landing:
@ look that is grim and hopeless and a little absurd.

She lias on one ot these cheap or imitation veivety-looking cloth coats with
imitation fur collar. Her hat is five or six vears oid, one of those dreadful cloche hats
that were worn in the late twenties, and she is clasping an enormous black patent-
leather pocketbook witl: nickel clasp and initials. This is her fulldress outfit, the one
she usually wears to the D.AR,

Before entering she looks througl the door.

She purses her lips, opens her eyes wide, vells them upward and shakes her head.

Their she slowly lets herself in the doer. Secing ier miother's expression Laura
fouches Tier lips with a nervous gesture.

Laura: Hello, Mother, 1 was - (She makes a nerveus gesture toward tie chart on
the wall. Amanda leans against the s door and staves at Lawra with a
martured look.)
tinuing the swift suffering stare: She lets tire it and gloves fall on the floor —-
a bit of acting.)

Lawra (shakily): How was the D.A.R. meeting? (Amanda slowly opcus ler purse
and removes a dainty white handkerchief whicl she shakes out delicately and
delicately touches to ler lips and nostrils.) Didn't vou go the D.A.R. meeting,
Mother?

Amanda (famtly, almost inaudibly): — No. — No. «Then mere fercibly.} 1 did not
have the strength — to go the D.AR. In fact, [ did not have the courage!
I wanted to find a hole in the ground and hide myself in it forever! (She
crosses slowly to tiie wall and removes the diagran of the typewriter keyboard.
She helds it in front of her for a second, staring ai it sweetly and sorrowfully —
then bites her lips and tears it in {wo pieces.)

Laura (faintly): Why did vou do that, Mother? (Amanda repeals the same pro-
cedure with the chart of the Gregg Alphabet.) Whyv are vou —

Amanda: Why? Whyv? How old are you, Laura?

Laira: Mother, you know my age.

Amanda: 1 thought that vou were an adult; it seems that [ was mistaken. (She
crosses stowly fo the sofa and sinks down and starcs at Laura.)

Laura: Please don't stare at me, Mother.

Amindn: Deception? Deception? (Siie slowly remeves lier hat and gloves, con-

Amanda closes her cues and lowers her head. Cownt ten.

Amanda: What are we geing to do, what is going to become of us. what is the
future?

Count fen.

Lawra: Has something happened, Mother? (Amanda dratwes a long breati and take

oui tie handkerchief agani. Dabbing process.: Mother, has —— something
happened?

Amanda: T'll be all right in a minute. I'm just bewildered — (coun: fvei — by
life. . ..

.
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Laura: Mother, I wish that you would tell me what's happened.

Amanda: As you know, | was supposed to be inducted into my office at the
D.AR. this afternoon. {Image: A Swarm of Typewriters.) But I stopped off
at Rubicam’s Business College to speak to your teachers about your having
a cold and ask them what progress they thought you were making down
there.

Lawra: Oh. . .

Amanda: [ went to the typing instructor and introduced myself as vour mother.
-She didn't know who vou were. Wingfield, she said. We don’t have anv
such student enrolled at the school! I assured her she did, that vou had
been going to classes since early in Jaruary. I wonder,” she said. i vou
could be talking about that terribly shy little girl who dropped out of
school after onlya few days’ attendance?” "No,” I said, “Laura, mvdaughter,
has been going to school every day for the past six weeks!” “Excuse me.”
she said. She took the attendance book out and there was vour name,
unmistakably printed, and all the dates vou were absent until they de-
cided that vou had dropped out of school. I still said, “No, there must
have been some mistake! There must have been some mix-up in the
records!”” And she said, “No — I remember her perfectly now. Her hand
shook so that she couldn’t hit the right keys! The first time we gave a speed-
test, she broke down completely — was sick at the stomach and almost
had to be carried into the wash-room! After that morning she never showed
up any more. We phoned the house but never got any answer”” — while |
was working at Famous and Barr, I suppose, demonstrating those — Oh!
I felt so weak I could barely keep on mv feet. I had to sit down while théy
got me a glass of water! Fifty dollars’ tuition, all of our plans — my hopes
and ambitions for you — just gone up the spout, just gone up the spout
like' that. (Laura draws a long breath and gets awkiwaraiv to her feet. She
crosses to the victrola and winds it up.) What are you doing?

Laura: Oh' (Slie- releases the handie and returns to her seat.)

Amanda: Laura, where have you been going when you've gone out pretending
that you were going to business college?

Laura: I've just been going out walking.

Amanda: That's not true.

Laura: It is. I just went walking.

Amanda: Walking? Walking? In winter? Deliberatelv courting pneumonia in
that light coat? Where did vou walk to, Laura?

Laura: It was the lesser of two evils, Mother. (Image: Winter Scene In Park.)
I couldn’t go back up. [ — threw up — on the floor!

Amanda: From half past seven till after five everv day vou mean to tell me you
walked around in the park, because vou wanted to make me think that vou
were still going to Rubicam’s Business College?

Laura: It wasn't as bad as it sounds. | went inside places to get warmed up.

Amanda: Inside where? '

Laura: 1 went in the art museum and the bird-houses at the Zoo. I visited the
penguins every day! Sometimes 1 did without lunch and went to the
movies. Lately I've been spending most of my afternoons in the Jewel-box.
that big glass house where thev raise the tropical flowers.

Amanda: You did all this to deceive me. just for the deception? (Laura loaks
dowen.i Why?



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

Amanda: Hush!

Laura: T couldn’t face it.

Pause. A whisper of strings.
(Legend: “The Crust of Humility.”)

Amanda thopelessly fingering the huge pocketbook): So what are we going to do the
rest of our lives? Stay home and watch the parades go bv? Amuse ourselves
with the glass menagerie, darling? Eternally play those worn-out phono-
graph records your father left as a painful reminder of him? We won't have
a business career — we've given that up because it gave us nervous in-
digestion! (Laughs wearily.) What is there left but dependency all our lives?
[ know so well what becomes of unmarried women who aren’t prepared
to occupy a position. I've seen such pitiful cases in the South — bareiy
tolerated spinsters living upon the grudging patronage of sister’s husband
or brother's wife! — stuck awav in some little mouse-trap of a room — en-
couraged by one in-law to visit another — little birdlike women without
any nest -— eating the crust of humility all their life! Is that the future that
we've mapped out for ourselves? I swear it's the onlyv alternative I can think
oft It isn't a véry pleasant alternative, is it? Of course — some girls do
marry. (Laura twists lier hands nervously.) Haven't vou ever liked some boy?

Laura: Yes I liked one once. (Rises.) I came across his picture a while ago.

Amanda (with sonteinterest): He gave you his picture?

Lanra: No, it's in the year-book.

Amanda (disappointed): Oh — a high-school boy.

(Screen Image: Jim As A High-School Hero Bearing A Silver Cup.)

Laura: Yes. His name was Jim. (Lawra lifts the licavy annual from tire clawfool
table.) Here he is in The Pirates of Penzance. i

Amanda (absently): The what?

Laura: 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 debating! See his grin®

Amanda (absently): He must have had a jollv disposition

Laura: He used to call me — Blue Roses.

(Image: Blue Roses.)

Amanda: Why did he call vou such a name as that?

Lawra: When [ had that attack of pleurosis — he asked me what was the matter
when | came back. | said pleurosis — he thought that I said Blue Roses!
So that's what he alwavs called me after that. Whenever he saw me, he'd
hoiler, “Hello, Blue Roses!” I didn't care for the girl that he went out with.
Emily Meisenbach. Emily was the best-dressed girl at Soldan. She never
struck me. though, as being sincere . . . It savs in the Personal Section —
thevre engaged. That's — six vears ago' Thev must be married by now.



Amanda: Girls that aren’t cut out for business careers usually wind up married
to some nice man. (Gets up with a spark of revival.) Sister, that's what
vou'll do!.

Lawra wtters a startled, doubtul laugh. She reaches quickly for a piece of glass,
Laura: But, Mother —
Amanda: Yes? (Crossing to photograph.)
Lawra tin a tone of fri¢htened apologu): I'm -— crippled!

(Image: Screen.)

Amenda: Nonsense! Laura. I've teld yoL never, never to use that word
Why, vou're not crippled, vou just have a littie defect — hardly noticeabie.
even! When people have some slight disadvantage like that, thev cultivate
other things to make up for it ~ develop charm -— and vivacity — and —
cliarni! That's all you have to do! (Sie turns agani fo the photegrapii One
thing vour father had plenfy of — was clharni!

Tom motions te the fiddle in the wings.

(The Scene Fades Qut With Music)

SCENE HI

{Legend On The Screen: “After The Fiasco — ")
Toni speaks from the fire-escape landing.

Tom: Atter the fiasco at Rubicam’s Business College, the idea of getting a gentle-
man_ caller for Laura began to play a more important part in Mother's
calculations. It became an obsession. Like some archetype of the universai
unconscious, the image of the gentleman caller haunted our small apart-

ment. .. . (lmage: Young Man At Door With Flowers.) An evening at home
rarelv passed without some allusion to this image, this spectre, this
hope. ... Even when he wasn’t mentioned, his presence hung in Mother's

preoccupied look and in my sister’s frightened, apologetic manner — hung
like 2 sentence passed upon the Wingfields! Mother was a woman of action
as well as words. She began to take logical steps in the planned direction
Late that winterand in the'early spring — realizing that extra money wouid
be needed to properly feather the nest and plume the bird — she con-
ducted a vigorous campaign on the telephone, roping in subscribers to
one of those magazines for matrons cailed The FHome-maker's Compuanion.
the tvpe of jeurnal that features the serialized sublimations pf ladies of
letters who think in terms of delicate cup-like breasts. shim. tapering
waists. rich, creamv thighs, eves like wood-smoke in autumn, fingers
that soothe and caress like strains of music, bodies as powerful as Etruscan
sculdture.

(Screen Image: Glamor Magazine Cover.)



Amanda enters with phene on long extension cord. She is spotted in the dim

boeo
¢
singe.

Annda: 1da Scott? This is Amanda Wingfield! We missed you at the D.AR. last
Monday! 1 said to myself: She's probably suffering with that sinus condi-
tion! How is that sinus condition? Horrors! Heaven have mercy! — You're
a Christian martyr, yes, that's what you are. a Christian martyr! Well, |
just now happened to notice that vour subscription to the Companion’s
about to expire! Yes, it expires with the next issue, honey! — just when
that wonderful new serial by Bessie Mae Hopper is getting off to such an
exciting start. Oh, honey. it's something that vou can’t miss! You remember
how Gene With the Wind took evervbedy by storm? You simply couldn't
go out if you hadn’t read it. All everybody falked was Scarlett O'Hara.
Well, this is a book that critics alreadv compare to Gene With the Wind.
It's the Gene With the Wind of the post-World War generation! — What?
Burning? — Oh, honey, don't let them burn, go take alook in the oven and
I'll hold the wire! Heavens — 1 think she’s hung up!

{Dim Qut.)

tLegend On Screen: “You Think I'm In Love With Continental
Shoemakers?”)

Before the stage is lighted, the violeni veices of Tom and Amanda are lreard.
They are quarreling behind the portieres. In front of them stands Laura with
clencired hands and panicky expression.

A clear poolof light on her figure throughout this scene.

om: What in Christ’s name am | —
Amanda (shrilly): Don’t you use that —
Tom: Supposed to do!
Amanda: Expression! Not in my —
Tom: Ohhh!
Amanda: Presence' Have vou gone out of vour senses?
Tom: ] have, that's true, driven out!

Amainda: What 1s the matter with vou, vou — big — big — 1vio7!

Tom: Look — I've got no thng, no single thing —

Amanda: Lower vour voice!

Tom:Inmy lire here that] can cali my own! Evervihing is —

Amanda: Stop that shouting!

Tom: Yesterday vou confiscated my books' You had the nerve to —

Amanda: 1 took that horrible novel back to the librarv — ves! That hideous
book by that insane Mr. Lawrence. Tom langhs wildly.i T cannot control
the output of diseased minds or people who cater to them - (Tom laughs
st miore wildhe ) BUT 1 WON'T ALLOW SUCH Fil TH BROUGHT INTO MY HOUSE!
No, no. nec. no, no'

. House. house! Who pavs rent on it. who makes a stave of himself to —
Ananda i gk Don't vou DARE to
Torm: No, no. / mustn’t say things! I've got to just —

VORCTeC]




Amanda: Let me tell vou —
Tom: T don't want to hear anv more! (He fears the portieres open. The wipstace
areq is lit with a twrgid smoky red glow.)

Amanda’s hair is in metal curlers and siie wears a cery old bathirobe, much
too large for iier slight figure, a relic of the fatthiless Mr. vam[d

An “p,,u typewriter and a wild disarray of manuscripts are on the drop-
leat table. The quarrel weas probably precipitated by Amanda’s interrigption of
Lis creative /u!mr. A chair lying evertlhvown on the floor.

Their gesticulating shadotws are cast on the ceiling by the fierv ¢low.

Amanda: You will hear more, vou —

Tom: No, I won't hear more, I'm going oui!

Amanda: You come right bacx in —

Ton:: Out, out out! Because I'm —

Amanda: Come back here, Tom Wingtield! I'm not through talking to vou!

Tonm: Oh, go —

Lanra (desperately): Tom!

Aninda: You're going to listen, and no more insolence fromyou! I'm at the end
of mv patience! (Hc comes back toward her.)

Torm: What do vou think I'm at? Aren’t I supposed to have any patience io reach
the end of, Mother? | know, | know. It seems unimportant to vou. what I'm
aving ~— what I wait to do == having a little difference between them! You
don’t think that —

Amanda: 1 think vou've been doing things that vou're ashamed of. That's whv
vou act like this. [ don’t believe that yvou go every night to the movies.
Nobody goes to the movies night after night. Nobody in their right minds
goes to the movies as often as you pretend to. People don't go to the
movies at nearly midnight, and movies don't let out at tivo a.ar. 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, dopmg, because you're in no condition.

Tom (wildly): No, I'min no condition!

Amanda: What right have vou got to jeopardize your job? Jeopardize the
security of us all? How do vou think we'd manage if vou were —

Tom: Listen! You think I'm crazy about the warehouse? (He bends ficrcely foward
Jier slight figure) You think I'm in love with the Continental Shoemakers?
You thml\ [ want to spend fifty-five vears down there in that — coieiex
inferior! with = fliorescent — fubes Look! 1'd rather somebody picked up
a crowbar and battered out my brains — than go back mornings! | vo!
Every time vou come in velling that God damn “Rise and Shine’ "Risc and
Shine!” 1 say to myself “How lucky dead people are!” But [ get up 1 go!
For sixty-five dollars a month I give up all that ] dream of doing and being
reer! And vou sav self — sclf’s all T ever think of Why, listen, if self is what
I thought of, Mother, I'd be where he is — GoxE! (Peinting io father's

ar

picture.} As far as the svstem of transportation reaches! (He siaris past frer
She grabs Iuz arm Don't grab at me. Mother!

Amanda: Where are vou going?

Toni: I'm going to the movies!

Amanda: 1 don't believe that lie!




Tom (crouching taward her, cvertowering her tiny figure. She backs away, gasping):
I'm going to optum dens! Yes, opium dens, dens of vice and criminals’
hang-outs, Mother. I've joined the Hogan gang. I'm a hired assassin, |
carry a tommy-gun in a violin 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 warchouse worker by day, by night a dynamic czar of the
underworld, Mother. I go to gambling casinos, 1 spin away fortunes on the
roulette table! I wear a patch over one eve and a false mustache, sometimes
I put on green whiskers. On those occasions they call me — E! Diablo!
Oh, I could tell you things to make vou sleepless! My enemies plan to dyna-
mite this place. They're going to blow us all sky-high some night! I'll be
glad, very happy, and so will vou! You'll go up, up on a broomstick, over
Blue Mountain with seventeen gentlemen callers! You ugly -— babbling
old —witch. . . . (He goes Hirough a serics of violent, clumsy movements,
seizing his overcoat, lunging fe the doay, pulling it ficreely open. The women
watch him, aghast. His arm catches in the slecee of the coat as e shruggles to
pudl it on. For a moment he is pinioned by the bulky g'm'nmlf. Witin an out-
raged groan lie tears the ceat off again, splitting the shoulders of it, and huyls it
across the room. It strikes against the shelf of Lawra’s glass collection, there is
a tinkle of shattering glass. Laura cries out as if wounded.) ;

(Music Legend: “"The Glass Menagerie.”)

Lawra {(shrilly): My ¢lass! — menagerie. . . . (She covers her face and turns away.)

But Amanda is still stunned and stupefied by the “ugly witch” so that she
barely notices this occurrence. Now she recovers her speech.

Amanda (in an awful voice): 1 won't speak to you — until you apologize! (She
crosses through portieres and draws them together behind her. Tom is left with
Laura. Laura clings weakly to the mantel with her face averted. Tom stares at
her stupidly for a_moment. Then he crosses to shelf. Drops awkwardlv to his
knees to collect the fallen glass, glancing at Laura as if he would speak but
couldn’t.)

“The Glass Menagerie’ steals in as

(The Scene Dims Out.}

SCENE IV

The interior is dark. Famt in tle alicu. .

A deep-voiced bell in a church is tolling tire howr of five as fie scene com-
mences.

Tom appears at ilie top of ihe allev. After each seiemn boom of tae bell in thie

tower, he shakes a litile nowse-maker or rattle as if to cxpress te Hiny spasm of man

e

in contrast to tihe sustained power and dignitv of the Almighty. This and the unsteaad:-
ness of his advance make it evident that Jic ias been drinking.




As he climbs the few steps to the fire-escape landing hight steals up inside,
Laura appears in night-dress, observing Tom's empty bed in the front room.

Tom fishes in his pockets for the door-key, removing a motley assortment of
articles in the search, including a perfect shower of movie-ticket stubs and an cmp:_{_,
bottle. At last e finds the key. but just as he is about to insert it, it siips from his fin-
gers. He strikes a match and crouches below the door.

Tom (bitterly): One crack — and it falls through!
Laura opens the door.

Laura: Tom! Tom, what are you doing?
Tom: Looking for a door-key.
Lawra: Where have you been all this time?

Tom: 1 have been to the movies.

Laura: All this time at the movies?

Tom: There was a very long program. There was a Garbo picture and 2 Mickev
Mouse and a travelogue and a newsreel and a preview of ccming at-
tractions. And there was an organ solo and a collection for the milk-fund
— simultaneously — which ended up in a terrible fight between a fat
ladv and an usher!

Laura tnnocenily): Did you have to stay through evervthing?

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
ricks; 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. 1 know it was whiskey it finally turned into because he
needed somebody to come up out of the audience to help him, and [ came
up — both shows! It was Kentucky Straight Bourbon. A very generous
fellow, he gave souvenirs. (He pulls from his back pocket a shimmering rain-
botw-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 bow] of gold-fish. You
wave it over the gold-fish bowl and they fly 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 lias come inside.)
There is a trick that would come in handv for me — get me out of this 2 by 4
situation! (Flops cinto bed and starts removing shoes.)

Laura: Tom — Shhh! L

Tem: What you shushing me for?

Laura: You'll wake up Mother.

Tom: Goody, goody! Pav ‘er back for all those “Rise an’ Shines.”” {Lies doicn,
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?

-,

Asifin answer, the father’s grinning photograpl lights up.
(Scene Dims Out.)

Immediately following: The church bell is ireard striking six. At the sixth stroke
the alarm clock goes off in Amanda’s room, and after a few moments we hear



her calling: *'Rise and Shine! Rise and Shine! Laura, go tell your brother to rise
and shine!”

Tom (sitting up slowly): T'll rise — but I won't shine. |
The light increases.

Amanda: Laura, tell vour brother his coffee is ready.
Laura slips into front room.

Lawra: Tom! it's nearly seven. Don't make Mother nervous. (He stares at her
stupidly. Beseechingly.) Tom, speak to Mother this morning. Make up with
her, apologize, speak to her!

Tom: She won't to me. It's her that started not speaking.

Laura: If you just say you're sorry she’ll start speaking.

Ton:: Her not speaking — is that such a tragedy?

Laura: Please -— please!

Amianda (caliing from kitchenette): Laura, are you going to do what I asked you to
do, or do I have to get dressed and go out myself?

Laura: Going, going — soon as I get on my coat! (She pulls on a shapeless fclt
hat with nervous, jerky movement, pleadingly glancing at Tom. Rushes awk-
wardly for coat. The coat is one of Amanda’s inaccurately niade-over, the
slecves too short for Laura.) Butter and what else?

Amanda (entering upstage): Just butter. Tell them to charge it.

Laura: Mother, they make such faces when 1 do that.

Amanda: 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.

Laura (at door): Do what [ asked you, will you, will you, Tom?

He looks sullenly away.

Amanda: Laura, go now or just don't go at all!

Laura (rushing out): Going — going! (A second later she cries out. Tom ‘springs
up and crosses to the door. Amanda rushes anxiously in. Tom opens the door.)

Tom: Laura?

Laura: I'm all right. 1 slipped, but I'm all right.

Amanda (peering anxiously after ler): If anyone breaks a leg on those fire-escape

© steps, the landlord ought to be sued for every cent he possesses! (Sfie shuis
door. Remembers she isn't speaking and returns to other room.)

As Tom enters listlessly for his coffee, she turns her back to him and stands
rigidly facing the window on the gloomy gray vault of the areaway. Its light
on her face with its aged but clildish features is cruelly sharp, sativical as a
Dauniier pront.

(Music Under: “Ave Maria.”")

2

Tom glances shee

i sullenly at her averied figure and slumps at the
table. The coffec is scaldig hot he sips it and gasps and spits it back i the cup.
At ric gasp. Amanda catches her breath and half tiorns. Then catches herself and
turns back te windoiw,

Tom blows on his coffec. glancing sidewise at liis mother. She clears her

Log
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throat. Tom clears his. He starts to rise. Sinks back down agam, scratches his

head, clears his throat again. Amanda coughs. Tom raises his cup in both rands
to blow o it, his cves staring ower the rim of it at his mother for several
moments. Then he slowly sets the cup down and awkwardly and hesitantly
rises from the cliair. )

Tom (hoarsely): Mother. | —1 apologize. Mother. (Amanda draws a quick, shud-
dering breath. Her face works grotesquely. She breaks into cluldlike tears) I'm
sorry for what [ said, for everything that I said. I didn’t mean it.

Amanda (sobbingly): My devotion has made me a witch and so | make mvself
hateful to my children! ’

Tom: No, you don’t.

Amanda: I worry so much, don't sleep, it makes me nervous!

Tom (gently): 1 understand that.

Amanda: I've had to put up a solitary battle all these vears. But you're my right-
hand bower! Don't fall down. don't fail!

Tom (gently): 1 try, Mother.

Amanda (with great entiiusiasm): Trv and you will succeepn! (The notion makes
her breathless.) Why, vou — vou're just full of natural endowments' Both of
my children — thev're unusual children! Don’t you think I know it? I'm
so — prond! Happy and — feel I've — so much to be thankful for but —
Promise me one thing, son!

Tom: What, Mother?

Amanda: Promise, son, you'll — never be a drunkard!

Tom (turns to her grinning): I will never be a drunkard, Mother.

Amanda: That's what frightened me so, that you'd be drinking! Eat a bowlwof
Purina!

Tom: Just coffee, Mother.

Amanda: Shredded wheat biscuit?

Tom: No. No, Mother, just coffee.

Amanda: You can’t put in a day’s work on an emptv stomach. You've got ten
minutes —don't gulp! Drinking too-hot liquids makes cancer of the
stomach. . . . Put cream in.

Tom: No, thank vou.

Amanda: To coal it.

Tom: No! No, thank you, I want it black.

Amanda: I know, but it's not good for you. We have ta do all that we can to
build ourselves up. In these trying times we ljive in, all that we have to
cling to is — each other. . . . That's why it's so important to — Tom. 1 —1
sent out your sister so I could discuss something with vou. If vou hadn’t
spoken I would have spoken to vou. (Sits down.)

Tom (gently): What is it, Mother, that you want to discuss?

Amanda: Laura'

Tom puts s cup down siowly.
{Legend On Screen: “Laura.”’)

(Music: “The Glass Menagerie.”)




Tom: — Oh. — Laura . . .

Amanda (touching his sleeve): You know how Laura is. So quiet but — still
water runs deep! She notices things and I think she — broods about them

(Tom looks up.) A few days ago I came in and she was crying.
Tom: What about?

Amanda: You.

Tom: Me?

Amanda: She has an idea that vou're not happy here.

Tom: What gave her that idea?

Amanda: What gives her any idea? However, you do act strangely. I — I'm not
criticizing, understand that! I know your ambitions do not lie in the ware-
house, that like everybody in the whole wide world — vou’ve had to —
make sacrifices, but — Tom — Tom —- life’s not easy, it calls for — Spartan
endurance! There’s so many things in my heart that I cannot describe to
veu! I've never told you but I— leved vour father.

Tem (gently): I know that. Mother.

Amanda: And you — when | see you taking after his ways! Staying out late —
and — well, you /1ad been drinking the night you were in that — terrifying
condition! Laura says that vou hate the apartment and that you go out
nights to get away from it! Is that true, Tom?

Tom: No. 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
vou! Solet’s respect each other’s —

Amanda: But, why — why, Tom — are you always so restless? Where do you go
to, nights? \

Tom:1— go to the movies.

Amanda: 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’thave much of at work, so I go to the movies.

Amanda: But, Tom, you go to the movies entirely too much!

Tom:1like a lot of adventure.

Amanda looks baffled, then hurt. As the familiay inquisition resumes he becomes
hard and impatient again. Amanda slips back into ler querulous attitude toward
him.

(Image On Screen: Sailing Vessel With Jolly Roger.)

Amanda: Most young men find adventure in their careers.

Tom: Then most young men are not employved in a warehouse.

Amanda: The world is full of voung men emploved in warehouses and offices
and factories.

I'om: Do all of them find adventure in their careers?

Amanda: They do or thev do without it! Not evervbody has a craze for ad-
venture.

Tom: Man is by instinct a lover. a hunter, a fighter, and none of those instincts
are given much playv at the warehouse! )

Amanda: Man is by instinct! Don’t quote instinct to me! Instinct is something



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

Tom:What do Christian adults want, then, Mother?

Amanda: 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:1reckon they're not. )

Amanda: You're joking. However, that isn't what [ wanted to discuss.

Toni (rising): T haven’t much time.

Amanda (pushing his shoulders): Sit down.

Tom: You want me to punch in red at the wsrehouse, Mother?

Amanda: You have five minutes [ want to talk about Laura.

(Legend: “Plans And Provisiens.”)

Tom: All right! What about Laura?

Amanda: We have to be making plans and provisions for her. She’s older than
you, two years, and nothing has happened. She just drifts along doing
nothing. It frightens me terribly how she just drifts along.

Tom: I guess she's the type that people call home girls.

Amanda: 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?

Amanda: 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 ycur
father! He was out all hours without explanation — Then left! Goodbye!
And me with the bag to hold. I 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 somebodyv to take
your place.

Tom: What de you mean?

Amanda: 1 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 because
I'm old and don’t matter! I sav 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 her over to the Young People’s
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 play those
worn-out records. What kind of a life is that for a girl to lead!

Tom: What can 1 do about it?

Amanda: Overcome selfishness! Self, self, self is all that vou ever think of! (Tom
springs up and crosses o get s coat. 1 is ughy and bulky. He pulls ena car
with carmuffs.) Where is vour muffler? Put your wool muifler on! (H¢
snatches it angrily from the closet and tosses it around his neck and puils boti
cnds tight.) Tom! T haven't said what I had in mind to ask you.

Tom: I'm too late to —



Amanda (catching his arms — very importunately. Then shyly): Down at the ware-
house, aren’t there some — nice young men?

Tom: No!

Amanda: 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?

Amanda: For sister! To meet! Get acquainted!

Tom (stamping to door): Oh, my go-osh!

Amanda: Will you? (He opens door. Imploringly.) Will you? (He starts down.) Will
you? Will you, dear? -

Tom (calling back): yes!

Amanda closes the door hesitantly and with a troubled but faintly hopeful ex-
pression. _1

(Screen Image: Glamor Magazine Cover.)

Spot Amanda at phone.

Amanda: Ella Cartwright? This is Amanda Wingfield! How are you, honey?
How is that kidney condition? (Count five.) Horrars! (Count five.) You're a
Christian martyr, ves, 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
Companion 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 Honeymoon for Three. Wasn't that a
strange and interesting story? Well, this one is even lovelier, I believe. It
has a sophisticated society background. [t’s all about the horsey set on
Long Island!

(Fade Out.)

SCENE V
(Legend On Screen: “Annunciation.”’) Fade with nusic.

It is early dusk of a spring cvening. Supper has just been finished in the Wingfield
apartment. Amanda and Laura in light colored dresses are removing dishes from the
table, in the upstage arca, which is shadowy, Hieir movements fermalized almost as a
dance or ritual, their moving forms as pale and silent as moths. .

Tom, in white shirt and trousers, rises from the table and crosses toward the
fire-escape.

Amanda(as he passes her): Son, will you do me a favor?
Tom: What? :



Amanda: Comb vour hair! You look so pretty when your hair is combed! ( Tom
slouches on sofa with evening paper. Enormous caption “Franco Triumpls.;
There is only one respect in which I would like you to emulate your father.

Tom: What respect is that? »

Amanda: The care he always took of his appearance. He never allowed himself
to look untidy. (He throws down the paper and crosses to fire-escape.) Where
are you going?

Tom:I'm going out to smoke.

Anianda: 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 vou a night-school course in accéunting at Washington U! Just think
what a wonderful thing that would be for you, son!

Tom is unmouvcd by tire thought.

Tom:1'd rather smoke. (He steps out on landing, leiting the screen door slam.)
Amanda (sharply): 1 know! That's the tragedy of it. . . . (Alone, she turns to look at
her husband's picture.)

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

Tem (to the audience): 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 oz a
tango, something that had a slow and sensuous rhythm. Couples would
come outside, to the relative privacy of the alley. 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
corner 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 brief, deceptive rainbows. . . . All the world was
waiting for bombardments! :

Amanda turns from the picture and cames outside.

Amanda (sighingj: A fire-escape landing’s a poor excuse for a porch. (She spreads
G newspaper on a step and sits down, gracefully and demurely as if she were
settling into a swing on a Mississippi veranda.) What are you looking at?

Tem: The moon.

Aranda:Is there a moon this evening?

Tom:1t's rising over Garfinkel’s Delicatessen.

Amanda: So it is! A little silver slipper of a moon. Have you made a wish on it
vet?

Tom: Um-hum.

Amanda: What did vou wish for?



Tom: That's a secret.

Amanda: A secret, huh? Well, [ won’t tell mine either. I will be just as mysterious
as you.

Tom: 1 bet]can guess what yours is.

Amanda: Is my head so transparent?

Tom: You're not a sphinx.

Amanda: No, 1 don't have secrets. I'll tell you what I wished for on the moon.
Success and happiness for my precious children! I wish for that whenever
there’s a moon, and when there isn’t a moon, | wish for it, too.

Tom: I thought perhaps you wished for a gentleman caller.

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

Tom: Yes, vou have made it repeatedly.

Amanda: Well?

Tom: We are going to have one.

Amanda: What?

Tom: A gentleman caller!

{The Annunciation Is Celebrated With Music.)
Amanda rises.
(Image on Screen: Caller With Bouquet.)

Amnianda: You mean you have asked some nice young man to come over?
Tom: Yep. I've asked him to dinner.

Amanda: You really did?

Tom:1did!

Amanda: You did, and did he — accept?

Tom: He did!

Amanda: Well, well — well, well! That’s — lovely!

Tom: I thought that you would be pleased.

Amanda: It's definite, then?

Tom: Verv definite.

Anianda: Soon?

Tom: Very soon.

Amanda: For heaven's sake. stop putting on and tell me some things, will you?
Tam: What things do you want me to tell you?

Amanda: Naturailv I would like to know when he's coming!
Tonm:He’s coming tomorrosw.

Amanda: Tomorrow?

Tom: Yep. Tomorrow.

Amanda: But, Tom!

Ton: Yes, Mother?

Amanda: Tomorrow gives me no time!

Ton: Time for what?



Amanda: Preparations! Why didn’t you phone me at once, as soon as vou asked
him, the minute that he accepted? Then, don't you see, 1 could have been
getting ready!

Tom: You don’t have to makeé any fuss.

Amanda: Oh, Tom, Tom, Tom, of course | have to make a fuss! | want things
nice, not sloppy! Not thrown together. I'll certainly have to do some fast
thinking, won’t1?

Tom: 1 don’t see why you have to think at all.

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? y

Amanda: I want to ask you some things.

Tom: If you're going to make such a fuss, I'll call it off, I'll tell him not to come.

Amanda: You certainly won’t do anything of the kind. Nothing offends people
worse than broken engagements. It simply means I'll have to work like a
Turk! We won't be brilliant, but we’ll pass inspection. Come on inside.
(Tom follows, groaning.) Sit down.

Tom: Any particular place you would like me to sit?

Amanda: Thank heavens I've got that new sofa! I'm also making payments ona
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. . : . Whatis
the young man’s name? S

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 hxs
character? Nothing! Old maids are better off than wives of drunka{ds' .

Tom: Oh, my God! :

Amanda: Be still! oo

Tom (leaning forward to whisper): Lots of fellows meet girls whom they dox}’t
marry!

-



Amanda: Oh, talk sensibly, Tom —and don’t be sarcastic! (She lias ¢otien a
hairbrush.)

Tom: What are you doing?

Amanda: 'm brushing that cow-lick down! What i« this young man’s position
at the warehouse?

Tom (submitting grimly to the brush and the interrogation): 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:{ would judge it to be approximately eighty-five dollars a month.

Amanda: Well — not princely, but —

Tom: Twenty more than [ make. )

Amanda: Yes, how well [ 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.

Amanda: He might be, mightn’t he? Some time in the future?

Tom: 1 see. Plans and provisions.

Amanda: You are the only young man that [ know of who ignores the fact that
the future becomes the present, the present the past, and the past turns into
everlasting regret il 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 D. O’Connor. The D. is for Delaney.

Amanda: Irish on both sides! Gracious! And doesn’t drink?

Tom: Shall [ 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 tao
much of a nose. ' ’

Amanda: 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: Atleast I hope he’s the type that’s up and coming.

Lié



Tom: 1 think he reaily goes in for self-improvement.

Amandu: What reason have yoir to think so?

Tom: He goes to night school.

Amanda (beaming): Splendid! What does he do. I mean study?

Tom: Radio engincering and public speaking!

Amanda: Then he has visions of being advanced 1n 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 conversation.

Amanda: | 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 expect 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 her. We don’t even notice she’s crippled any mare.

Amanda: Don’t say crippled! You know that [ never allow th:at word to be.ysed!

Tom: But face facts, Mother. She is and — that’s not all —

Amanda: What do you mean “notall”’?

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 and 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.)

Laura: Yes, Mother.

Amanda: Let those dishes go and come in front! (Laura appears with dish towel.
Gaily.) Laura, come here and make a wish on the moon!



Laura tentering): Moon ~— moon?

Amandu: A little sifver slipper of a moun. Look over your left shoulder, Laura,
and make a wish! (Laura looks fainthv puzzled as if called out of sleep. Amanda
seizes her shoulders and turns her at o angle by the door.) Now! Now. darling,

wish!

Laura: What shall | wish for, Mother?

Amanda (her voice trembling and her eyes cuddenly filling with tears): Happiness!
Good Fortune!

The violin rises and the stage dims out.

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 velocity through his adolescence that you would logically expect him
to arrive at nothing short of the White House by the time he was thirty. But
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. | was valuable to him as someone who could rementber his former
glory, who had seen 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 called me
Shakespeare. 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 [ 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 [ did. . ..

s



(Light Up Stage.)
(Legend On Screen: ““The Accent Of A Coming Foot.”)

Friday cvening. It about five o'clock of a lale springe coenmg which comes
“scattering poems in the sky.”

Adelicate lemony light is in the Wingfield apartment.

Amanda has worked like a Turk in preparation for the gentleman caller.
The results are astonishing. The new floor lamp with its rose-silk shade is in
place, a colored paper tantern conceals the broken light fixture in the ceiling,
new billowing white curtains are at the windows, chintz covers are on chairs
and sofa, a pair of new sofa pillows make their initial appearance.

Open 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, unearthly prettiness has come out in
Laura: she is like a piece of [franslucent glass touched by light, given a momentary
radiance, not actual, not Iastmg

Amanda (impatiently): Why are you trembling?

Laura: Mother, you've made me so nervous!

Amanda: How have I made you nervous?

Laura: By all this fuss! You make it seem so important!

Amanda: 1 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 amoment — I have an idea!

Laura: What s it now?

Amanda produceé two powder puffs which she wraps in handkerchiefs and stuffs
in Laura’s bosom.

Laura: Mother, what are you doing?

Amanda: They call them “Gay Deceivers”!

Laura:1 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 long 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 turns slowly before the mirror
with a troubled look.)



{Legend On Screen: “This Is My Sister: Celebrate Her With Strings!”
Music.)

Amanda (laughing, off): I'm going to show you something. I'm going to make a

spectacular appearance!

Lawra: What is it, Mother?
Amanda: 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! (She wears a
girlish frock of yellowed voile with a blue silk sash. She carries a bunch of
jonquils — the legend of her youth is nearly revived. Feverishly.) This is the
dress in which I led the cotillion. Won the cakewalk twice at Sunset Hill,
wore one spring to the Governor’s ball in Jackson! See how I sashayed
around the ballroom, Laura? (She raises her ‘skirt and does a mincing step
around the room.) I 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 climate 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 [
just wouldn’t. —1T took quinine but kept on going, going! — Evenings,
dances! — Afternoons, lonz, 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 1 kept bringing in more jonquils. Whenever,
wherever [ saw them, I'd say, ““Stop! Stop! I see jonquils!’” [ 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 I— (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:1 don’t remember. Oh, yes, I do. [t was — Jim!

Laura sways slightly and catches hold of a chair.
(Legend On Screen: “Not 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?



Amanda: Yes. Why?

Laura:1s he the one that Tom used to know in high school?

Amanda: He didn’t say so. | think he just got to know him at the warehouse.,

Laura: There was a Jim O’Connor we both knew in high school — (Then. with
cffort.) If that is the one that Tom is bringing, 1o dinner — you'll have to
excuse me, | won’'t come to the table.

Amanda: What sort of nonsense is this?

Laura: You asked me once if I'd ever liked a boy. Don’t you remember [ showed
you this boy’s picture?

Amanda: 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: 1 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 brother, 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
they arrive.

Laura (panicky): Oh, Mother —you answer the door!

- Amanda (lightly): 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 drums.

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!



Antanda steps out of hitchenette and staves furtousiv at icwra. Sic points -
periously at the dovr. :

Laura: Please, please!

Amanda (in a fierce whisper): What is the matter with you, vou silly thing?

Lawra tdesperately): Please, vou answer it, please!

Amanda: 1 told you | wasn’t going to humor you, Laura. Why have you chosen
this moment to lose your mind?

Laura: Please, please, please, you go!

Amanda: You'll have to go to the door because I can't!

Laura (despairingly): 1 can’t either!

Amanda: Why?

Laura: 'm sick!

Amanda: 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 ring.)
Preposterous goings on! Can you give me one reason — (Calls out lyrically.)
COMING! jusT ONE SECOND! — why should you be afraid to open a door?
Now you answer it, Laura!

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

Amanda: Laura Wingfield, you march right to that door!

Laura: Yes — yes, Mother!

A faraway, scratchy rendition of “Dardanella’ softens the air and gives her
strength to move through it. She slips to the door and draws it cautiously open.
Tom enters with the caller, Jim O’Connor.

Tom: Laura, this is Jim. Jim, this is my sister, Laura.

Jim (stepping inside): 1 didn’t know that Shakespeare had a sister!

Laura (retreating stiff and trembling from the door): How — how do you do?
Jim (heartily extending his hand): Okay!

Laura touches it hesitantly with hers.

Jim: Your hand’s cold, Laura!

Laura: Yes, well — I've been playing the victrola. . . .

Jini: Must have been playing classical music on it! You ought to play a little hot
swing music to warm you up! ’

Laura: Excuse me — [ haven't finished playing the victrola. . ..

She turns 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
frightened deer.

Jint (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?




[ Sports! (Glances at it.) Ole 1izzv Dean is on his bad behavior.

Tome Glisiteresth: Yeah ) o wohits cogarette and crosses bach fo fire-escape door.)

Jim: Where are you going?

Tom: I'm going out on the terrace.

[t 1goes atter droo You know, Shakespeare - Pmogoing to sell vou a bill of
goods!

Tom: What goods?

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?

Jin: 1t 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? i

Jim: In every! Ask yourself what is the difference between you an’ me and men
in the office down front? Brains? — No' — Ability? — No! Then what?
Just one little thing —

Tom: What is that one little thing?

Jim: Primarily it amounts to — social poise! Being able to square up to people
and hold your own on any social level!

Amanda (offstage): Tom?

Tom: Yes, Mother?

Amanda:1s that you and Mr. O"Connor?

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 outof a job if you don’t wake up.

Tom:1am waking up —

Jim: You show no signs.

Tom: The signs are interior.

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

Tom: I'm planning to change. (He leans over the rail speaking with quiet exhilara-
tion. The incandescent marquees and signs of the first-run movie houses light
his face from across the 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.



Jim: What are vou ygassing about?

Fom: I'm tired of the movies.

fim: Movies!

Tom: Yes, movies! Look at them (A wave toward the maroels of Grand Avenue.)
All of those glamorou- people  — having adventures - hogging it all,
gobbling the whole thing up! You know what happens? People go to the
movics instead of moving! Hollywood characters are supposed to have all
the adventures for everybody 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 becomes available to the masses! Everyone’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
[ am about to move!

Jim (incredulously): Move?

Tom: Yes.

Jim: When?

Tom: Soon!

Jim: Where? Where?

Theme Hiree music seems to answer the question, wiiie Tom thunks it over. 1i
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: 'm a member.

Jim (reading): The Union of Merchant Seamen.

Tom: 1 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 the night-school course in public speaking is
somewhat thrown off the beam by the unexpected outlay of social charm.

Certain responses are attempted by [im but are swept aside by Amanda’s
gay laughter and chatter. Tom is embarrassed but after the first shock Jim reacts
very warmly. Grins and chuckles, is altogether won over.




(Image: Amanda As A Girl)

Arianda (coyly smuiling, shakig her qurlish rinedetsr: Well, well, well, so this is
Mr. O’Connor. Introductions entirelv unneceseary. I've heard so much
about you from my bov ttinally sand to bimy, fome good gracious!
why don’t you brinyg this paragon to supper? I'd like to meet this nice
young man at the warchouse! — Instead of just hearing him sing your
praises so much! 1 don’t know why my son is so stand-offish — that’s not
Southern bechavior! Let's sit down and — 1 think we could stand a little
more air in here! Tom, leave the door open. | 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’selves! —
when the season changes . . . It's come so quick this year. I wasn’t pre-
pared. All of a sudden — heavens! Already summer! —I ran to the trunk
an’ pulled out this light dress — Terribly old! Historical almost! But feels
so good — so good an’ co-ol, y’know. . ..

Tom: Mother —

Amanda: Yes, honey’

Tom: How about — supper?

Amanda: Honey, you go ask Sister if supper is ready! You know that Sister is in
full charge of supper! Tell her you hungry boys are waiting for it. (To Jin.)
Have you met Laura?

Jim: She —

Amanda: 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!
[ wasn’t prepared for what the future brought me. All of my gentlemen call-
ers were sons of planters and so of course [ assumed that | 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 proposal! — To vary
that old, old saying a little bit — I married no planter! I married a man who
worked for the telephone company! — that gailantly smiling gentleman
over there! (Points to the picture.) A telephone man who — fell in love with
long-distance! — Now he travels and 1 don't even know where! — But
what am [ going on for about my — tribulations? Tell me yours — | hope
you don’t have any! Tom?

Tom (returning): Yes, Mother?

Amanda: s 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.



Amanda: What? - Nonsense! — Laura? Oh, Laura!

Latina cafistay lanitly: Yes, Mother.

Awmanda: You reallv must come to the table. We won't be seated until you come
to the table! Come in, Mr. O’Connor. You sit over there and Fll — Laura?
Lavra Wingticld! You're keeping us waiting, honey! We can't sav grace
until you come to the table!

Thie back door is pushed weakly open and Laura comes in. She is obviously
quite faint, hier lips trembling, her cyes wide and staring. She moves unsteadily
toward the table.

{Legend: “Terror!")

Outside a summer storm is coming abruptly. The white curtains billow inward
at the windows and there is a sorrowful murmur and deep blue dusk.
Laura 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 tie gentle-
man caller.) Stancing over the hot stove made her ill! — 1 told her that it was
just too warm this evening, but — (Tom comes back in. Laura is on the sofa.)
Is Laura all right now?

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 .. . (Tom
looks at her stupidly.) Tom, honey — you say grace!

Tom: Oh ... “For these and all thy mercies — ' (They bow their heads, Amanda
stealing a nervous glance at Jim. In the living room Laura, stretched on the
sofa, clenches her and to her lips, to hold back a shuddering sob.) God’s Holy
Name be praised —

(The Scene Dims Out.)

SCENE VII
(A Souvenir.)

Half an hour 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 upon the sofa, her feet drawn under
her, her head resting on a pale blue pillow, her eyes wide and mysteriously watchful.
The new 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-
tention. There is a steady murmur of rain, but it is slackening and stops soon after
the scene begins; the air outside becomes pale and luminous as the moon breaks out.

A moment after the curtain rises, the lights in both rooms flicker and go ouf.



fi: Hey, there, Mr. Light Bulb!

Amanda laughs nercously.
(Legend: “Suspension Of A Public Scervice.™)

Amanda: Where was Moses when the lights went out? Ha-ha. Do you know the
answer to that one, Mr. O’'Connor?

Jim: No, Ma’am, what’s the answer?

Amanda: In the dark! (Jim laughs appreciatively.) Everybody sit still. I'll light the
candles. Isn’t it lucky we have them on the table? Where's a match? Which
of you gentlemen can provide a match?

Jim: Here.

Amanda: Thank you, sir.

Jim: Not at all, Ma’am!

Amanda: | 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 sgmething. We don’t want our gentleman caller to
break his neck. Now wouldn’t that be a fine howdy-do?

Jim: Ha-ha! Where is the fuse-box?

Amenda: Right here next to the stove. Can you see anything?

Jim: 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.

Amanda: 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: “Ha!")

Amanda: You didn't neglect to pay it by any chance?

Tom: Why, I —

Amanda: Didn’t! I might have known it!

Jim: Shakespeare probably wrote a poem on that light bill, Mrs. Wingfield.

Amanda: ] 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?

Jim: Ha-ha!



Amanda: Tom, as a penalty for your carelessness van can help me with the
dishes.

ftm: Let me give you a hand.

Amanda: Indeed vou will not!

fine T ought to be good for ~omething,

Amanda: Good for something? (Her tone is rhapsodic.) You? Why, Mr. O’Connor,
nobody, noboedy’s given me this much entertainment in years -— as you
have!

Jim: Aw, now, Mrs. Wingfield!

Amanda: 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 Heaventy 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.

Jim: 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?

Jim: Sure. I'm Superman!

Amanda: Now, Thomas, get into this apron!

The door of kitchenette swings closed on Antanda’s gay laughter; the flickering
light approaches the portieres.

Laura sits up nervously as he enters. Her speech af first is low and breath-
less from the almost intolerable 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 Jim’s warmth overcomes her paralyzing
shyness, Laura’s voice is thin and breathless ds though she has run 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. ’

Jim: Hello, there, Laura.

Laura (faintly): Hello. (She clears her throat.)

Jim: 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 gallantry.)

Laura: Thank you.

Jim: Drink it — but don’t get drunk! (He laughs heartily. Laura takes the glass
uncertainly; laughs shyly.) Where shall I set the candles?

Laura: Oh — oh, anywhere . ..

Jim: How about here on the floor? Any objections?

Laura: No.

Jim: I'll spread a newspaper under to catch the drippings. I like to sit on the
floor. Mind if I do?




fauri: Oh, no.

for Cove me a pidiow”

Laura: What?

fim: A pillow!

Lo Oh ot Hands s one qurckly )

Jini: How about you? Don't you like to sit on the floor?

Laura: Oh — yes. ’

fim: Why don’t you, then?

Laura: 1 — will.

Jim: Take a pillow! (Laura daes. Sits on the other side of the candelabrun. Jim crosses
his legs and smiles engagingly at her.) 1 can’t hardly see you sitting way over
there.

Laura: | can — see you.

Jim: 1 know, but that’s not fair, I'm in the limelight. (Laura moves her pillow
closer.) Good! Now I can see you! Comfortable?

Laura: Yes.

Jim: So am I. Comfortable as a cow. Will you have some gum?

Laura: No, thank you. .

Jim: 1 think that I will indulge, with your permission. (Musingly unwraps it and
holds it up.) Think of the fortune made by the guy that invented the first
piece of chewing gum. Amaring, huh? The Wriglev Building is one of the
sights of Chicago. —1 saw it summer before last when | went up to the
Century of Progress. Did you take in the Century of Progress?

Laura: No, | didn’t.

Jim: 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! (Pause. Smiling at her.)
Your brother tells me you’re shy. Is that right, Laura?

Laura: I —don’t know.

Jim: 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 (hastily, out of embarrassment): I believe I will take a piece of gum, if you —
don’t mind. (Clearing her throat.) Mr. O’Connor, have you — kept up with
your singing?

Jim: Singing? Me?

Laura: Yes. | remember what a beautiful voice you had.

Jim: When did you hear me sing?

(Voice Offstage In The Pause.)

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

Jim: You say you've heard me sing?
Laura: Oh, yes! Yes, very often . . . | — don’t suppose you remember me — at
all?




frme Gsanling doubtfullv). You know | have an idea I've seen you before. | had
that idea ~oon as vou opened the door B seemed almost like T was about
to remember your name. But the name that [ started to call vou — wasn't
a name' And so i stopped mvselt betore | said it

Lawra: Wan Blue Roses?

[im (springs wp, grinnig): Blue Roses! My gosh, yes — Blue Roses! That's what |
had on my tongue when you opencd the door! Isn't it funny what tricks
your memory plays? [ 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 Shakespeare’s sister! Gosh, I'm sorry.

Laura: 1 didn't expect you to. You — barely knew me!

Jim: But we did have a speaking acquaintance, huh?

Laura: Yes, we — spoke to each other.

Jim: When did you recognize me?

Laura: Oh, right away!

Jim: Soon as [ came in the door?

Laura: When | 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.

Jim: Why didn’t you say something, then?

Laura (breathlessly): T didn’t know what to sav, [ was — too <urprised!

Jint: For goodness’ sakes! You know, this sure is funny!

Laura: Yes! Yes, isn't it, though . . .

Jim: Didn’t we have a class in something together?

Laura: Yes, we did.

Jim: What class was that?

Laura: [t was — singing — Chorus!

Jim: Aw!

Laura: 1 sat across the aisle from you in the Aud.

Jim: Aw.

Laura: Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.

Jim: 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!

Jim: I never heard any clumping.

Laura (wincing at the recollection): To me it sounded like — thunder!

Jim: Well, well, well. I never even noticed. v

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!

Jim: 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 [ 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. [ said I had pleurosis — you thought I
said Blue Roses. That's what you always called me after that!

Jint: I hope you didn’t mind.

Laura: Oh, no —1 liked it. You see, I wasn't acquainted with many —
people. . . .



[ As T remember vou ~ort of stuck by voursell

Latra: i I~ never had much Juck at making friends.

Jimi: Edon't see why vou wouldnt

Laura: Well, | Garted out badly

fim: You mean beinyg

Laura: Yes, it sort of - - stood between me —

Jim: You shouldn't have let it!

Laura: 1 know, but it did, and —

Jim: You were shy with people!

Laura: I tricd not to be but never could -

Jim: Overcome 1t?

Laura: No, | — 1 never could!

Jim: I guess being shy is something you have to work out of kind of gradually.

Laura (sorrowfully): Yes — 1 guess it —

Jim: Takes time!

Laura: Yes —

Jim: People are not so dreadful when you know them. That’s what you have to
remember! And everybody has 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 look around
ver and you will sce lots of people as disappointed as you are. For instance,
I hoped when | was going to high school that I would be further along at
this time, six years later, than | am now — You remember that wonderful
write-up I 'had in The Torch?

Laura: Yes! (She rises and crosses to table.)

Jim: It said [ was bound to succeed in anything I went into! (Laura returns with
the annual) Holy Jeez! The Torch! (He accepts it reverently. They smile across
it with mutual wonder. Laura crouches beside him and they begin to turn
through it. Laura’s shyness is dissolving in his warmth.)

Laura: Here you are in Pirates of Penzance!

Jim (wistfully): I sang the baritone lead in that operetta.

Laura (rapidly): So — beautifully!

Jim (protesting): Aw —

Laura: Yes, yes — beautifully — beautifully!

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 [ never
had a chance to.

Jim: You should have just —

Laura: Well, I — thought you might think I was —

Jim: Thought I might think you was — what?

Laura: Oh —



frn Geith reflective relish): 1 was beleaguered by females in those days

Lauri: You were terribly popular!

fim: Yeah — 5

Lawra: You had such a — friendlv wav —

[ was spoiled in high school

Laura: Everybody — liked you!

fim: Including you?

Laura: I —yes, | — 1 did, too — (She gently closes the book in her lap.)

Jim: Well, well, well! — Give me that program, Laura. (She hands it to luim. He
signs it with a flourish.) There you are — better late than never!

Laura: Oh, | — what a — surprise!

Jim: My signature isn’t worth very much right now. But some day — mavybe —
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. How old are you?

Laura: I'll be twenty-four in June.

Jim: That’s not old age!

Laura: No, but —

Jim: You finished high school?

Laura (with difficulty): I didn’t go back.

Jirr Yor mean you dropped out?

Laura: | made bad grades in my final examinations. (She rises and repiaces the
book and the program. Her wvoice strained.) 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 and leans indolently back on his elbows smiling at Laura
with a warmth and charm which light her inwardly with altar candles. She
remains by the table and turns in her hands a piece of glass to cover her tumult.

Jim (after several reflective puffs on 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.

Jum: Well, then, such as what?

Laura: 1 took a business course at business college —



fine: How did that work out?
fLaea: Well, not very well Hhad to drop out, it pave me indigestion —-

Jine laugles eently

Jom: What are vou domg now?

Laura: 1 don’t do anything — much. Oh, please don’t think | sit around doing
nothinyg! My plass collection takes up a good deal of my time. Glass is
something vou have to take yood care of.

Jim: What did you say —about glass?

Lanra: Collection I said —1 have one — (She clears her throat and turns away
again, acutely shy).

Jint (abruptly): You know what | judge to be the trouble with you? Inferiority
complex! Know what that is? That’'s what they call it when someone low-
rates himself! | understand it because I had it, too. Although my case was
not so aggravated as yours seems to be. l-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! Now 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. 1 don't claim that to be necessarily true, but I can sure
guess a persan’s psychology, Laura! (Takes out his qunt ) Excuse me, Laura.
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 |
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 of a
clump, which as far as | 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 in 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 fairy re-
sponsible job at the warehouse. I'm taking that course and studying public
speaking.

Laura: Ohhhh.

Jim: Because | believe in the future of television! (Turning back 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 —



tHis eyes are sturry) Knoweledse  Zerzapt Moiey — Zzezzep! - Power!
That's the cycle democracy is built onf e attitade s conmemcngly dynamn
Lawra stares at hun. even her shyness eclipsed i her absolute wonder. He sud-
denly grins.) | guess you think 1 think a lot of my~elf!

Luwra: Noo - o-0-0, |

{im: Now how aboui you? Isn’t there something you take more interest in than
anything else?

Laura: Well, I do — as | said — have my — glass collection —

A peal of girlish laughter from the kitchen.

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

Laura: 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 of-the oldest. It's nearly thirteen. (He stretches out his
hand.) (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 in his palm.) There now — you're
holding him gently' Held him aver the light. he loves the light! You see
how the light shines through him?

Jim: It sure does shine!

Laura: 1 shouldn’t be partial, but he is my favorite one.

Jim: What kind of a thing is this one supposed to be?

Laura: Haven't you noticed the single horn on his forehead?

Jim: A unicom, huh?

Laura: Mmm-hmmm!

Jim: Unicorns, aren’t they extinct in the modern world?

Laura: I know!

Jim: 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 [
stretch! :

Laura: Oh, oh, yes — it stretches across the ceiling!

Jim (crossing to door): 1 think it's stopped raining. (Opens fire-escape door.)

- Where does the music come from?

Laura: From the Paradise Dance Hall across the alley.

Jim: How about cutting the rug a little, Miss Wingfield?

Laura: Oh, I —

Jim: 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




Music: “La Golondrina.”) Ahhh, a waltz' (He executes some sweeping turns
By himself . thew hoids his arms toward Laura)

Laura (lrrcnlhlcssl_l/)' | — can't dance!

Jim: There you go, that inferiority stuff!

Lawra: V've never danced in my life!

Jim: Come on, try!

Laura: Oh, but I'd step on vou!

Jim: 'm not made out of glass.

Laura: How — how — how do we start?

Jim: just leave it to me. You hold your arms out a little.

Laura: Like this?

Jim: A little bit higher. Right. Now don’t tighten up, that’s the main thing about
it — relax.

Laura (laughing breathlessly): It's hard not to.

Jim: Okay.

Laura: I'm afraid you can’t budge me.

Jim: What do you bet I can’t? (He swings her into motion.)

Laura: Goodness, yes, you can!

Jim: Let yourself go, now, Lauta, just let yourself go.

Laura: I'm —

Jim: Come on!

Laura: Trying!

Jim: Not so stiff — Easy does it!

Laura: 1 know but I'm -—

Jim: Loosen th’ backbone! There now, that’s a lot better.

Laura: Am 1?

Jim: Lots, lots better! (He moves her about the room in a clumsy waltz.)

Laura: Oh, my!

Jim: Ha-ha!

Laura: Goodness, yes you can!

Jim: Ha-ha-ha! (They suddenly bump into the table. [im stops.) What did we hiton?

Laura: Table.

Jim: Did something fall off it? I think —

Laura: Yes.

Jim: 1 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.

Jim: It's lost its —

Laura: Horn! It doesn’t matter. Maybe it's a blessing in disguise.

Jim: You'll never forgive me. [ bet that that was your favorite piece of glass.

Laura: 1 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 [ was the cause.

Laura (smiling): T'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



a sense of humor. You know -— you're —— well — very different! Surpris-
ingly different from anyone else | know! (}is voice becomes soft and hesitant
with a genuine fecling.) Do you mind me telling you that? (Laura is abashed
heyond speech.) You make me feel sort of — 1 don’t know how to put it!
I'm usually pretty good at expressing things, but -~ This is something that
I don’t know how to say! (Laura touches her throat and clears it — turns the
broken unicorn in her hands.) (Even softer.) Has anyone ever told you that
you were pretty? (Pause: Music.) (Laura looks up slowly, with wonder, and
shakes her head.) Well, you are! In a very different way from anyone else.
And all the nicer because of the difference, too. (His voice becomes low and
husky. Laura turns away, nearly faint with the novelly of her emotions.) |
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'ré — Blue Roses!

(Image On Screen: Blue Roses.)
(Music Changes.)

Laura: But blue is wrong for — roses . . .
Jim: It's right for you — You're — pretty!
Laura: In what respect am I pretty?

Jim: 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 [ 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 bright, 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 laughter 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 question.
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 1 go . . . (He pops a mint in his mouth. Then gulps and decides



to make a clean breast of i, He speaks sloiiy aud vinverlu ) Laara, you know.
if 1 had a sister like you, I'd do the same thing as fome I'd bring out fel-
fows — introduce her to them. The right type of boys ot atypeto -~ appre-
ctate her. Only  well - he made a mistake about me. Maybe 1've got no
cail to be saving this. That may not have been the idea m having me over
But what if it was? There's nothing wrong about that. The only trouble is
that in my case — I'm not in a situation to — do the right thing. | can't
take down your number and say I'll phone.’I can't call up next week and —
ask for a date. | thought I had better explain the situation in case you mis-
understood it and — hurt your feelings. . . . (Pause. Slowly, very slowly,
Laura’s look changes, her eyes returning slowly from his to the ornament in
her palm.)

Amanda utters another gay laugh in the kitchen.

Laura (faintly): You — won't — call again?

Jim: No, Laura, [ can’t. (He rises from the sofa.) As | 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’s 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 Majestic. Well — right
away from the start it was -~ love! (Legend: Love!) (Lauiu sicays slightly
forward and grips the arm of the sofa. He fails to notice, now enrapt in his own
comfortable being.) Being in love has made a new man of me! (Leaning stiffly
forward, clutching the arm of the sofa, Laura struggles visibly with her storm.
But [im 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 —T'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. [im 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 the victrola to wind it up.
(Legend On Screen: “Things Have A Way Of Turning Out So Badly.”)
(Or Image: “Gentleman Caler Waving Good-bye! — Gaily.”)
At this moment Amanda rushes brightly back in the front room. She bears a

pitcher of fruit punch in an old-fashioned cut-glass pitcher and a plate of maca-
roons. The plate has a gold border and popypies painted on it.



Amanda: Well, well, well! isn't the air delightful after the shower? I've made
vou children a little liquid refreshment. (Turus ¢ariv o the ecentleman calles )
lim, do you know that song about lemonade?

“Lemonade, lemonade
Made in the shade and stirred with a spade
Good enough for any old maid!”

Jim (uneasily): Ha-ha! No — I never heard it.

Amanda: Why, Laura! You look so serious!

fim: We were having a serious conversation.

Amanda: Good! Now you're better acquainted!

Jim (uncertainly): Ha-ha! Yes.

Amanda: You modem young people are much more serious-minded than my
generation. | was so gay as a girl!

jim: 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.) Qooo! I'm
baptizing myself!

Jim: Here — let me —

Amanda (setting the pitcher down): There now. I discovered we had some
muaraschino cherries. I dumped them in, juice and all'

/im: You shouldn’t have gone to that trouble, Mrs. Wingfield.

Amanda: 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 —1 know where my place is when young folks are having
a — serious conversation!

Jim: 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!

Jim: 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 moming,
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 Dance Hall goes into a tender waltz.)

Amanda: Betty? Betty? Who's — Betty! (There is an ominous cracking sound in
the sky.)

Jim: Oh, just a girl. The girl I go steady with! (He smiles charmingly. The sky falls.)



tLegend: “The Sky Fatis.”)

Amanda i long-dvion exhalation). Ohhhh Is 1t a senouas romance, Mr
O'Connor?

fan WeTre going 1t married the second Sunday an fune

Amanda. Ohhhh tow nice! Tom didnt mention that vou were engaged 1o be
married.

Jim: The cat’s not out of the bag at the warchouse vet. You know how they are.
They call you Romeo and stuff like that. (He stops at the oval niirror to put
on his hat. He carefully shapes the brim and the crown to give a discreetly
dashing effect.) It's been a wonderful evening. Mrs. Wingfield. | guess this is
what they mean by Southern hospitality.

Amanda: It really wasn’t anything at all.

Jim: | hope it don't seem like I'm rushing off. But [ promised Betty I'd pick her
up at the Wabash depot, an’ by the time | get my jalopy down there her
train’ll be in. Some women are pretty upset if you keep ‘'em waiting.

Amanda: Yes, I know — The tyranny of women! (Extends her hand.) Goodbye,
Mr. O'Connor: I wish you luck — and happiness — and success!' All three
of them, and so does Laura!4— Don't you, Laura?

Laura: Yes!

Jim (taking her hand): Goodbye. Laura. I'm certainly going to treasure that
souvenir. And don't you forget the good advice [ gave you. iRaises iis voice
to a cheery shout) So long, Shakespeare! Thanks again, ladies — Good
night!

He grins and ducks jauntily out.

Still bravely grimacing, Amanda closes the door on the gentleman caller.
Then she turns back to the room with a puzzled expression. She and Laura
don’t dare to face each other. Laura crouches beside the wvictrola to wind it.

Amanda (faintly): 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! Tom!

Tom (from back): Yes, Mother?

Amanda: Come in here a minute. [ want to tell you something awfully funny.

Tom (enters with macaroon and a glass of the lemonade): Has the gentleman caller
gotten away already?

Amanda: The gentleman caller has made an early departure. What a wonderful
joke you played on us!

Tom: How do you mean?

Amanda: You didn't mention that he was engaged to be married.

Tom: Jim? Engaged?

Amanda: 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?

Amanda: Didn’t you call him your best friend down at the warehouse?

Tom: He is, but how did [ know?

Amanda: It seems extremely peculiar that you wouldn’t know your best friend
was going to be married!



Fom The warehonse towhere bwors not where | enow thimys abouot people!

Amaindic You don 't oo shiaes apyvesbere! You hive g dreams vou manu-
tacture tHustons - fi coosaes fo docer - Whete are vou soing

Foni ey poing, to the novies.

Amarda Phot's right ow shat vouve foed i mare such tools ot ourselves The

ctiort. the preparations, ail the exponse! The new toor lamp. the rug, the
clothes for Laura! All for what? To entertain some other girl’s fiancé! Go
to the movies, go' Don't think about us, a mother deserted, an unmarried
sister who's crippled and has no job! Don't let anything interfere with your
sclfish pleasure! Just go, go, go — to the movies!

Tom: All right. | will'! The more you shout about my selfishness to me the
quicker I'll go, and [ won’t go to the movies! '

Amanda: Go, then! Then go to the moon — you selfish dreamer!

Tom smashes his glass on the floor. He plunges out on the fire-escape, slamming
the door. Laura screams ~— cut by door.

Dance-hall music up. Tom goes to the rail and grips it desperately, lifting
his face in the chill white moonlight penetrating the narrow abyss of the alley.

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

Tom's closing speech is timed with the inlerior pantomime. The ivterior scene
is played as though viewed through sound-proof glass. Amanda appears to
be making a comforting speech to Laura who is huddled upon the soja. Now that
we cannot hear the mother's speech, her silliness is gone and she has dignity and
tragic beauty. Laura’s dark hair hides her face until at the end of the speech she
lifts it to smile at her mother. Amanda’s gestures are slow and graceful, almost
dancelike, as she comforts the daughter. At the end of her speech she glances a
moment at the father's picture — then withdraws through the portieres. At
close of Tom’s speech, Laura blows out the candles, ending 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 I 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 [ 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 | am
walking along a street at night, in some strange city, before I have found
companions. | 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. I turn around and look into her eyes . . . Oh, Laura,
Laura, I tried to leave you behind me, but I am more taithful thanIintended
to be! I reach for a cigarette, | 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! (Laura bends over the candles.) ~- for nowadays the world is lit
by lightning! Blow out your candles, Laura — and so goodbye . ..

She bloiws the candles out.

{The Scene Dissolves.)






