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8. Describe Colonel Norwood. What characteristics of a southern plantation owner
does he exhibit? What is shown about him by his having sent Robert and Sallie
away to school? What does Cora say about him before and after he is dead?

4. Describe the character of Robert. What are his dominant traits? How politic is
he in dealing with his circumstances? To what extent does he bring about his
own destruction?

5. Describe Cora. What has her life been like? To what degree has she sacrificed
her individuality to stay with Colonel Norwood? How does she try to protect
her children? In her two major lengthy speeches, what seems to be happening
o her?

6. In light of the historical time when the play was written and produced, could
there have been any other outcome?

TENNESSEE WILLIAMS, THE GLASS MENAGERIE

Tennessee Williams (1911-1983) grew up in
Mississippi and Missouri, and many of his plays
reflect the attitudes and customs that he encoun-
tered in his early years. Until he was eight, his family
lived in genteel poverty, mostly in Columbus,
Mississippi. In 1919 the family moved to a lower-
class neighborhood in St. Louis. Williams, who was
sickly and bookish, tried to escape from poverty and
family conflicts by writing and going to the movies.
One of his few companions during those years was
his shy and withdrawn sister, Rose.

He entered the University of Missouri in 1931,
but the Depression and family poverty forced him to drop out and go to work
in a shoe warehouse. After two years of this work, he suffered a nervous col-
lapse, but he finally finished college at the University of lowa. He then began
wandering the country, doing odd jobs and also writing. IHis first full-length
play, Battle of Angels, was produced in 1940 but was unsuccessful. He continued
to write, however, and was able to get The Glass Menagerie staged in 1945. The
critical and popular success of this play marked the beginning of many good
years in the theater. Along with Arthur Miller, during the 1940s and 1950s
Williams dominated the American stage, going on to write many one-act plays
and more than fifteen full-length dramas (many of which became successful
films), including A Streetcar Named Desire (1947, Pulitzer Prize), The Rose Taitoo
(1951), Cat on a Hot Tin Roof (1955, Pulitzer Prize), Suddenly Last Swmmer
(1958), and The Night of the Iguana (1961).

The Glass Menagerie, written in 1944 and produced with favorable reviews
in Chicago and New York in 1945, is a highly autobiographical play that
explores the family dynamics, delusions, and personalities of the Wingfields.
Williams originally developed his ideas for the play in a short story called
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“Portrait of a Girl in Glass” and then in a screenplay for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
titled “The Gentleman Caller.” In these treatments as well as in The Glass
Menagerie, Laura Wingfield is modeled after his sister, Rose Williams. The least
competent member of the family, she is crippled by her own insecurity and her
mother’s expectations. At every opportunity, Laura withdraws into a world of
glass figurines and old phonograph records left by her father when he aban-
doned the family. Amanda Wingfield is patterned after Williams’s mother, She
valiantly tries to hold the family together and provide for Laura’s future, but
her perspectives are skewed by her romanticized memories of a gracious south-
ern past of plantations, formal dances, and “gentleman callers.” Tom, a figure
based on the playwright himself, is desperate to escape the trap of his impover-
ished family. He seeks to emulate the long-missing father and move out of the
drab Wingfield apartment into adventure and experience,

The play offers a fascinating mixture of realistic and nonrealistic dramatic
techniques. The realistic elements are the characters (excluding Tom when he
narrates) and the language. This is especially true of Amanda’s language, in
which Williams skillfully recreates the diction and cadences characteristic of
the deep south. As he points out in his production notes and stage directions,
the play’s structure and staging are nonrealistic. Williams employs various
devices nonrealistically, including the narrator, musie, lighting, and screen pro-
Jections, to underscore the emotions of his characters and to explore ideas
about family and personality.

One of Williams’s most effective nonrealistic techniques in The Glass
Menagerieis its structure as “a memory play,” and therefore its illustration of how
a first-person narrator can be used in a drama. The characters and the action
. are not real and they do not exist in the present. Rather, they represent Tom's
. memories and feelings about events that occurred approximately five years ear-
- lier, when America was in the grip of the Great Depression, when the Spanish

Civil War had resulted in the imposition of a fascist dictatorship in Spain, and
- when World War Il was beginning in Europe. As the narrator, Tom exists at the
- time of the action (1944), but the events he introduces are occurring in about

1939. When Tom becomes a character in the Wingfield household, he is the
~ Tom of this earlier period, quite distinet from his identity as the present narrator.
~ Thus, the action in the apartment is not strictly a realistic recreation of life.
Instead, even though the actions and characters seem realistic; they are exag-
gerated and reshaped as Tom remembers them and regrets them.

TENNESSEE WILLIAMS (1911-1983)
The Glass Menagerie 1945

THE CHARACTERS

Amanda Wingfield (the mother)
A little woman of great but confused vitality clinging frantically to another time
and place. Her characterization must be carefully created, not copied from type. She is
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not 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 she has endurance and a kind of
heroism, and though her foolishness makes her unwittingly cruel at times, there is ten-
derness in her slight person.

Laura Wingfield {her daughter)

Amanda, having failed to establish contact with reality, continues to live vitally in
her illusions, but Laura's situation is even graver. A childhood iliness has left her crip-
pled, one leg slightly shorter than the other, and held in a brace. This defect need not
be more than suggested on the stage. Stemming from this, Laura’s separation increases
till she is like a piece of her own glass collection, too exquisitely fragile to move from
the shelf.

Tom Wingfield (her son}
And the narrator of the play. A poet with a job in a warehouse. His nature is not
remaorseless, but o escape from a trap he has to act without pity.

Jim O*Connor (the gentleman caller)
A nice, ordinary, young mans

PRODUCTION NOTES

Being a “memory play,” The Glass Menagerie can be presented with unusual freedom of
convention. Because of its considerably delicate or tenuous material, atmospheric
touches and subtleties of direction play a particularly important part. Expressionism and
all other unconventional techniques in drama have only one valid aim, and thatis a
closer approach 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 inter-
preting experience, but is actually or should be attempting to find a closer approach, a
more penetrating and vivid expression 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 pho-
tographic in art: that truth, life, or reality is an organic thing which the poetic imagina-
tion can represent or suggest, in essence, only through transformation, through chang-
ing 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 ScrerN DEVICE: There is only one important difference between the original and the acting
version of the play and that is the omission in the latter of the device that I tentatively
included in my original script. This device was the use of a screen on which were pro-
jected magic-lantern slides bearing images or titles. I do not regret the omission of this
device from the original Broadway production. The extraordinary power of Miss
Taylor's® performance made it suitable to have the utmost simplicity in the physical pro-
duction. Bur 1 think it may be interesting to some readers to see how this device was
conceived. So I am putting it into the published manuscript. These images and legends,

Miss Taylor’s: The role of Amanda was first played by the American actress Laurette Taylor
(1884-1946).
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projected from behind, were cast on a section of wall between the front-room and
dining-room areas, which should be indistinguishable from the rest when not in use.

The purpose of this will probably be apparent. It is to give accent to certain values
in each scene. Each scene contains a particutar point (or several) which is suructurally
the most important. In an episodic play, such as this, the basic structure or narrative line
may be obscured from the audience; the effect may seem fragmentary rather than archi-
tectural. This may not be the fault of the play so much as a lack of attention in the audi-
ence. The legend or image upon the screen will strengthen the effect of what is merely
allusion in the writing and allow the primary point to be made more simply and lightly
than if the entire responsibility were on the spoken lines. Aside from this structural
value, I think the screen will have a definite emotional appeal, less definable but just as
important. An imaginative 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 emphasis to
suitable passages. This tune is like circus music, not when you are on the grounds or in
the immediate vicinity of the parade, but when you are at some distance and very likely
thinking of something else. It seems under those circumstances to continue almost inter-
minably and it weaves in and out of your preoccupied consciousness; then it is the light-
est, most delicate music in the world and perhaps the saddest. It expresses the surface
vivacity of life with the underlying strain of immutable and inexpressible sorrow. When
you look at a piece of delicately spun glass you think of two things: how beautiful it is and
how easily it can be broken. 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
peint 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 primar-
ily Laura’s music and therefore comes out most clearly when the play focuses upon her
and the lovely fragility 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, some-
times in contradistinction to what is the apparent center. For instance, in the quarrel
scene betwween 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 remain the visual center. The light upon Laura should be distinct from
the others, having a peculiar pristine clarity such as light used in early religious portraits
of female saints or madonnas, A certain correspondence to light in religious paintings,
such as El Greco’s,” where the figures are radiant 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 giving a mobile,
plastic quality to plays of a more or less static nature.

Tennessee Williams

“The Glass Menagerie™: Original music, including this recurrent theme, was composed for the play
by Paul Bowles, El Greco: Greek painter (ca. 1548-1614} who lived in Spain; typical paintings
have elongated and distorted figures and extremely vivid foreground lighting set against a murky
background.
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In Spain there was revolution, Here there was only shouting and confusion. In
Spain there was Guernica.® Here there were disturbances of labor, sometimes pretty vio-
lent, in otherwise peaceful cities such as Chicago, Cleveland, Saint Louis . . . This is the

social background of the play.

[ Music begins to play.]

The play is memory. Being a memory play, it is dimly lighted, it is sentimental, it is
not realistic. In memory everything seems to happen to music. That explains the fiddle
in the wings.

I am the narrator of the play, and also a character in it. The other characters are
my mother, Amanda, my sister, Laura, and a gentleman caller who appears in the final
scenes. He is the most realistic character in the play, being an emissary from a world of
reality that we were somehow set apart from. But since [ have a poet’s weakness for sym-
bols, I am using 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 play who doesn’t appear except in this larger-than-
life-size photograph over the mantel. This is our father who left us a long time ago. He
was 2 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 postcard from Mazatlan, on the Pacific
coast of Mexico, containing a message of two words: “Hello—Goodbye!” and no address,

I think the rest of the play will explain itself. . . .

[AMANDA's voice becomes audible through the portieres.]

[Legend on screen: “Ou sont les neiges.™ ]

Tont divides the portieres and enters the dining room. AMANDA and LAURA ave seated at a drop-leaf
table. Eating is indicated by gestures without food or utensils. AMANDA faces the audience, ToM
and LAURA are seated profile. The interior has lit up sofily and through the scrim we see AMANDA

and LAURA seated ai the table.] ’

AMANDA,  [calling] Tom?

ToM. Yes, Mother.

AMANDA.  We can’t say grace until you come to the table!

ToMm. Coming, Mother. [He bows slightly and withdraws, reappearing a few moments
later in his place at the table.] .

AMANDA. [0 her son] Honey, don’t push with your fingers. If you have to push with
something, the thing to push with is a crust of bread. And chew—chew!| Animals have
secretions in their stomachs which enable them to digest food without mastication, but
human beings are supposed to chew their food before they swallow it down. Eat food
leisurely, son, and really enjoy it. A well-cooked meal has lots of delicate flavors that have
to be held in the mouth for appreciation. So chew your food and give your salivary

glands a chance to function!

[ToM deliberately lays his imaginary fork down and pushes his chair back from the tabie.]

Guernica: a Basque town that was destroyed in 1937 by German planes fighting on General
Franco’s side during the Spanish Civil War. The huge mural Guernica, painted by Pablo Picasso,

depicts the horror of that bombardment (see p. 405). 18.D.: “Ou sont les neiges”: “Where are

the snows (of yesteryear),” refrain from “The Ballade of Dead Ladies” by the French poet Frangois
Villon (ca, 1431-1463).
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ToM. I haven’t enjoyed one bite of this dinner because of your constant direc-
tions on how to eat it. It's you that make me rush through meals with your hawklike
attention to every bite I take. Sickening—spoils my appetite—all this discussion of—ani-
mals’ secretion—salivary glands—mastication!

AMANDA.  [lightly] Temperament like a Mewopolitan star.
[ ToM rises and walks toward the living room.]

You're not excused from the table.
Tom. I'm getting a cigarette.
AmANDA.  You smoke too much.

[LAURA rises.]

Lavura,  T'll bring in the blanc mange.®
[ Tom remains standing with his cigaretie by the portieres.]

AMANDA.
darky.

Lavra,  I'm alreadyup.

AMANDA.  Resume your seat, little sister—I want you to stay fresh and pretty—for
gentlemen callers!

Laura.  [sitting down} I'm not expecting any gentlemen callers.

AMANDA. [ crossing out lo the kitchenette, aivily] Sometimes they come when they are
least expected! Why, I remember one Sunday afternoon in Blue Mountain®—

[#ising] No, sister, no, sister*—you be the lady this time and I'll be the

[ She enters the kitchenette.]

ToMm. 1know what’s coming!
Laura,  Yes. But let her tell it.
ToM.  Again?

Lavura.  She loves to tell it.

[AMANDA returns with a bowl of dessert.

AMANDA.  One Sunday afternoon in Blue Mountain—your mother received—se-
enteen!—gentlemen callers! Why, sometimes there weren’t chairs enough to accommo-
date them all. We had to send the nigger over to bring in folding chairs from the parish
house. ’

ToM. [remaining at the portieres] How did you entertain those gentlemen callers?

AMANDA. T understood the art of conversation!

ToMm. Ibetyou could talk.

AMANDA.  Girls in those days knew how to talk, [ can tell you.

Tom. Yes?

[Image on screen. AMANDA as a girl on a poreh, greeting callers.)

8 Metropolitan star: the Metropolitan Opera in New York City; opera stars are traditionally consid-
ered to be highly temperamental. 11 blanc mange: a bland molded pudding or custard. 12
sister: In the south of Amanda’s youth, the oldest davghter in a family was frequently called "sister”
by her parents and siblings. 16 Blue Mountain: an imaginary town in northwest Mississippi
modeled after Clarksville, where Williams spent much of his youth, Blue Mountain {Clarksville) is
at the northern edge of the Mississippi Delta, a large fertile plain that supports numerous planta-
tions. This is the recollected world of Amanda’s youth—plantaticns, wealth, black servants, and
gendemen callers who were the sons of cotton planters.
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AMANDA.  They 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 I wasn’t
slighted in either respect. She also needed to have a nimble wit and a tongue to meet all
occasions.

ToM. What did you talk about?

AMaNpa. Things of importance going on in the world! Never anything coarse or
common or vulgar.

[ She addvesses ToM as though he weve seated in the vacant chair at the iable though he remains
by the portieres. He plays this scene as though reading from a script.”]

My callers were gentleman—alll Among my callers were some of the most prominent
young planters of the Mississippi Delta—planters and sons of planters!

[ Tom motions for music and a spot of light on AMANDA. Her eyes Lift, her face glows, her voice
becomes rich and elegiac.

[Sereen legend. “On sont les neiges d’antan?’“’]l

There was young Champ Laughlin who later became vice-president of the Delta
Planters Bank., Hadley Stevenson who was drowned in Moon Lake and left his widow
one hundred and fifty thousand in Government bonds. There were the Cutrere broth-
ers, Wesley and Bates. Bates was one of my bright particular beaux! He got in a quarrel
with that wild Wainwright boy. 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
widow 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 my picture on him the night he
died! And there was that boy that every girl in the Delta had set her cap for! That beau-
tiful, brilliant young Fitzhugh boy from Greene County!

ToM. What did he leave his widow? o

Amanpa.  He never married! Gracious, you talk as though all of my old admirers
had turned up their toes to the daisies!

ToM. Isn’t this the first you’ve mentioned that still survives?

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

Laura.  [rising] Mother, let me clear the table.

AMANDA,  No, dear, you go in front and study your typewriter chart. Or practice
your shorthand a little. Stay fresh and prettyl—It’s almost time for our gentlemen callers
to start arviving, [ She flounces girlishly toward the kitchenette.] How many do you suppose
we're going to entertain this afternoon?

[ Tom throws down the paper and jumps wp with a groan.]

LAURA. [alone in the dining voom] I don’t believe we're going to receive any,
Mother. '
AMANDA.  (reappearing airily]) What? No oneP—not one? You must be joking!

29:1 seript: Here Tom becomes both a character in the play and the stage manager. 29.2 “Ou
sont les neiges d'antan?” Where are the snows of yesteryear? See p. 1583, 33 Midas touch: In
Greek mythology, King Midas was given the power to turn everything he touched into gold.
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[LAURA nervously echoes her laugh. She slips in a fugitive manner through the halfopen portieres
and draws them gently behind her A shaft of very clear light is thrown on her face against the
Jaded tapestry of the curtains. Faintly the music of “The Glass Menagerie” is heard as she con-

tinues ghtly:]

Not one gentleman caller? It can’t be true! There must be a flood, there must
have been a tornado!

Laura. Itisn't a flood, it's not a tornado, Mother. I'm just not popular like you
were in Blue Mountain. . . .

[ To witers another groan. LAURA glances at him with a faint, apologetic smile. Her voice
catches a little:)

Mother’s afraid I'm going to be an old maid.

[ The scene dims out with the “Glass Menagerie” music.]

Scene 2

On the dark stage the screen is lz:ghted with the image of blue roses. Graduaily LAURA’s figure
becomes apparent and the screen goes oul. The music subsides.

LAURA is seated in the delicate ivory chair at the small clawfoot table. She wears a dress of soft
violet material for a kimono—her haiy is tied back from her forehead with a ribbon. She is washing
and polishing her collection of glass. AMANDA appears on the fire escape steps. At the sound of her
ascent, LAURA catches her breath, thrusts the bowl of ornaments away, and seats herself stiffly before
the diagram of the typewriter keybowrd as though it held her spellbound. Something has happened to
AMANDA, It is written in her face as she climbs to the landing: a look that is grim and hopeless and
a little absurd, She has on one of those cheap or imitation velvety-looking cloth coats with imita-
tion fur collar: Her hat is five or six years old, one of those dreadfiul cloche hats that were worn in the
late Twenties, and she is chutching an enormous black patent-leather pncketbook with wickel clasps
and initials. This is her full-dress outfit, the one she usually wears to the D.A.R.* Before entering she
looks through the door. She prurses her lips, opens her eyes very wide, rolls them upward and shakes
her head. Then she slowly lets herself in the door: Seeing her mother’s expression, LAURA touches her
&ips with a nervous gesture.

Lavra. Hello, Mother, | was—[She makes a nervous gesture toward the chart on the
wall. AMANDA leans against the shut door and staves at LAURA with a martyred look, |

AMaNDA,  Deception? Deception? [She slowly removes her hat and gloves, continuing
the sweet suffering stare. She lets the hat and gloves fall on the floor—a bit of acting.)

LAURA.  [shakily] How was the D.AR. meeting?

[AManDA slowly opens her purse and removes a dainty white handkerchief which she shakes out
delicately and delicately touches fo her lips and nostrils,]

Didn’t you go to the D.A.R. meeting, Mother?

AMANDA.  {faintly, almost inaudibly] —No.—No. [ then more forcibly:] 1 did not have
the strength—to go to the D.AR. In fact, I did not have the courage! I wanted to find a
hole in the ground and hide myself in it forever! [She crosses slowly to the wall and removes

0.2 D.A.R.: Daughters of the American Revolution, a patriotic women’s organization (founded in
1890) open only to women whose ancestors aided the American Revolution.
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the diagram of the typenniter keyboard. She holds it in front of her for a second, staving at it sweetly
and sorvowfully—then bites her lips and tears it in two pieces.]

LaURA,  [faintly] Why did you do that, Mother?
[AMANDA repeats the same procedure with the chart of the Gregg Alphabet.]

Why are you—

AMANDA,  Why? Why? How old are you, Laura?

Laura.  Mother, you know my age.

AManDA. I thought you were an adulg; it seems that I was mistaken. [ Ske crosses
slowly to the sofa and sinks down and staves at LAURA.)

LAaurRA. Please don't stare at me, Mother.

[AMANDA closes her eyes and lowers her head. There is a ten-second pause.]

AMANDA.

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

[ There is another pause.)

Laura.  Has something happened, Mother?

[AMANDA draws a long breath, takes out the handkerchief again, goes through the dabbing
process.]

Mother, has—something happened? :

AMANDA,  T'll be all right in a minute, I'm just bewildered—/[ She hesitates. ] —by
life, . ..

LAura.  Mother, I wish that you would tell me what's happened!

AMANDA.  As you know, I was supposed to be inducted into my office at the D.AR.
this afternoon.

[ Screen 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.

LAaura. Oh, ... .

AMaNDA. [ went to the typing instructor and introduced myself as your mother.
She didn’t know who you were.

“Wingfield,” she said, “We don’t have any such student enrolled at the school!”

I assured her she did, that you had been going to classes since early in January.

“I'wonder,” she said, “if you could be talking about that terribly shy little girl who
dropped out of school after only a few days’ attendance?”

“No,” I said, “Laura, my daughter, 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 your
name, unmistakably printed, and alt the dates you were absent until they decided that
you 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!”
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And she said, “No—I remember her perfectly now. Her hands shook so that she
couldn’t hit the right keys! The first time we gave a speed test, she broke down com.-
pletely—uwas 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 I was working at Famous-Barr,” [ suppose, demonstrating those—

[ She indicates a brassiere with her hands.]

Oh! I felt so weak I could barely keep on my feet! I had to sit down while they gotme 3
glass of water! Fifty dollars’ tuition, all of our plans—my hopes and ambitions for you—
Jjust gone up the spout, just gone up the spout like that.

[LAURA draws a long breath and gets awkwardly to her feet. She crosses to the Vichrola and winds
i up.®]
What are you doing?

Laura.  Oh! [ She releases the handle 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.  Dve just been going out walking.

AManpa,  That’s not true.

LAURA. Itis. I just went walking. :

AMANDA.  Walking? Walking? In winter? Deliberately courting pneumonia in that
light coat? Where did you walk to, Laura?

Laura.  All sorts of places—mostly in the park,

AMANDA.  Even after you'd started catching that cold?

Laura.  Itwas the lesser of two evils, Mother,

[ Screen image: Winter scene in a park.]

I couldn’t go back there. I—threw up—on the floor!

AMANDA.  From half past seven tll after five every day you mean to tell me you
walked around the park, because you wanted to make me think that you were still going
to Rubicam's Business College?

LAURA. It wasn't as bad as it sounds. I went inside places to get warmed up.

AMANDA.  Inside where?

Laura. I went in the art museum and the bird houses at the Zoo. 1 visited the
penguins every day! Sometimes I 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 they
raise the tropical flowers.

AMAaNDA.  You did all this to deceive me, Jjust for deception? [LAurA looks down.]
Why?

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

Amanpa.  Hush!

LAURA. T couldn’t face it,

[There is & pause. A whisper of strings is heard. Legend on screen: “The Crust of Humility.”)

16.8 Famous-Barr: a department store in 5t. Louis, 16.11 winds it up: Laura is using a spring-
powered {rather than electric) phonograph that has to be rewound frequently.
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AMANDA. [ hopelessly fingering the huge pocketbook] So what are we going to do the
rest of our lives? Stay home and watch the parades go by? Amuse ourselves with the
glass menagerie, darling? Eternally play those worn-out phonograph 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 indigestion! [ She laughs wearily.] What is there left
but dependency all our lives? I 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—barely
tolerated spinsters living upon the grudging patronage of sister’s husband or brother’s
wifel—stuck away in some little mousetrap of a room—encouraged 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 only alter-
native I can think of! [She pauses.] It isn’t a very pleasant alternative, is it? [Ske pawuses
again.] Of course—some girls do marry.

[LAURA twists her hands nervously.]

Haven't you ever liked some boy?
Laura.  Yes. Iliked one once. [ She rises.] 1 came across his picture a while ago.
AMANDA.  [with some interesf] He gave you his picture?
Laura.  No, it's in the yearbook.
AMANDA.  [disappointed] Oh—a high school boy.

[ Screen image: Jint as the high scheol here bearing a silver cup.]

Laura,  Yes. His name was Jim. [She Lfts the heavy annual from the claw-fool table.]
Here he is in The Pirates of Penzance.®

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 jolly disposition.

Laura. He used to call me-—Blue Roses.

[ Screen image: Blue roses.]

AManpa.  Why did he call you such a name as that?

LAURA. When I had that attack of pleurosis—he asked me what was the matter
when I came back. 1 said pleurosis—he thought that I said Blue Roses! So that’s what he
always called me after that. Whenever he saw me, he’'d holler, “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 says in
the Personal Section—they’re engaged. That’s—six years ago! They must be married
by now.

AManDA,  Girls that aren’t cut out for business careers usually wind up married to
some nice man. [ Ske gets up with a spark of revival.] Sister, that’s what you’ll do!

[LAURA utters a startled, doubtful laugh. She reaches quickly for a piece of glass.]

89 The Pirates of Penzance: a comic light opera (1879) by W. 8. Gilbert and Arthur Sullivan.
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Laura,  But, Mother—

AMANDA.  Yes? [ She goes over to the photograph.]

LAURA.  [én a tone of frightened apology} I'm—crippled!

AMANDA,  Nonsense! Laura, I've told you never, never to use that word.

Why, you're not crippled, you just have a little defect—hardly noticeable, even!
When people have some slight disadvantage like that, they cultivate other things to make
up for it—develop charm—and vivacity—and—charm! That’s all you have to do! [She
turns again fo the photograph.] One thing your father had plenty of—was charml

[ The scene fades out with music.]

Scene 3

[Legend on screen: “After the fiasco—"
ToM speaks from the fire escape landing. ]

ToM. After the fiasco at Rubicam’s Business College, the idea of getting a gen-
tleman caller for Laura began to play a more and more important part in Mother's cal-
culations. It became an obsession. Like some archetype of the universal unconscious,
the image of the gentleman caller haunted our small apartment. . .,

{ Screen image: A young man at the door of a house with flowers.]

An evening at home rarely passed without some allusion to this image, this specter, 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 a 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 winter and in the early spring——realizing that extra
money would 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 called The Homemaker's Companion, the type of journal that fea-
tures the serialized sublimations of ladies of letters who think in terms of delicate cup-
like breasts, slim, tapering waists, rich, creamy thighs, eyes like wood smoke in autumn,
fingers that soothe and caress like strains of music, bodies as powerful as Etruscan
sculpture,

[ Screen image: The cover of a glamor magazine.
AMANDA enters with the telephone on a long extension cord. She is spotlighted in the dim siage.]

AMANDA.  Ida Scott? This is Amanda Wingfield! We missed you at the D.AR. last
Monday! I said to myself: She’s probably suffering with that sinus condition! How is that
sinus condition?

Horrors! Heaven have mercyl—You're a Christian martys, yes, that's what you are,
a Christian martyr!

Well, T just now happened to notice that your subscription to the Companion’s
about to expire! Yes, it expires with the next issue, honeyl—just when that wonderful
new serial by Bessie Mae Hopper is getting off to such an exciting start. Oh, honey, it's
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something that you can’t miss! You remember how Gone with the Wind® took everybody
by storm? You simply couldn’t go out if you hadn’t read it. All everybody falked was
Scarlewt O'Hara. Well, this is a book that critics already compare to Gone with the Wind,
It’s the Gone with the Wind of the post-World-War generation!—What?—Burning?——Oh,
honey, don't let them burn, go take a look in the oven and I'll hold the wire! Heavens—
I think she’s hung up!

[ The scene dims out.]
[Legend on screen: “You think I'm in love with Continental Shoemakers?”]

[ Before the lights come up ;zgain, the violent voices of ToM and AMANDA are heard. They are
quarreling behind the portieres, In front of them stands LAURA with clenched hands and panichy
exprression. A clear pool of light is on her figure throughou! this scene.)

ToM. Whatin Christ’s name am I—

AMANDA.  [shrilly] Don’t you use that—

ToM. —supposed to dol ‘

AMANDA.  —expression! Not in my-—

Tom. Ohhh! _

Amanpa. —presencel Have you gone out of your senses?

Tom. I have, that’s true, driven out!

AMANDA. What is the matter with you, you—big—big—inioT!

ToM. Lookl—I've got no thing, no single thing—

AMaNDA.  Lower your voice!

ToM. —in my life here that I can call my own! Everything is—

AMANDA,  Stop that shouting!

Tou. Yesterday you confiscated my books! You had the nerve to—

AMaNDA. | took that horrible novel back to the library—yes! That hideous book
by that insane Mr. Lawrence.”

[ToMm laughs wildly.]
I cannot control the output of diseased minds or people who cater to them—
[ToM laughs still more wildly.]

But I WON'T ALLOW SUCH FILTH BROUGHT INTQ MY HOUSE! No, no, no, no,no!
Tom. House, house! Who pays rent on it, who makes a slave of himself to—
AMANDA. [ fairly screeching] Don’t you DARE to—

ToM. No, no, Imustn'’t say things! I've got to just—
AMANDA.,  Let me tell you— : '
Toum. I don’twant to hear any more!

[ He tears the portieres open. The dining-voom arvea is lit with turgid smoky red glow. Now we see
AMANDA; her hair is in metal curlers and she is wearing a very old bathrobe, wmuch too large for her
stight figure, a relic of the faithless Mr. Wingfield. The upright typewriter now staids on the drop-
leaf table, along with a wild disarray of manuscripts. The quarrel was probably precipitated by

2.3 Gone with the Wind: popular novel {1936) by Margaret Mitchell (1900-1949), set in the south
before, during, and after the Civil War. Scarlett O'Hara was the heroine. 16 Lawrence: D. H.
Lawrence (1885-1930), English poet and fiction writer, popularly known as an advocate of pas-
sion and sexuality. See “The Horse Dealer’s Daughter,” p. 434.
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AMANDA's tnterruption of Tom’s creative labox. A chair lies overthrown on the floox. Their gestic-
ulating shadows ave cast on the ceiling by the fiery glow.]

AManpa, You will hear more, you—

ToM., No, Iwon't hear more, 'm going out!

AManDA.  You come right back in—

TomM. Out, out, out! Because 'm—

AMANDA.  Come back here, Tom Wingfield! I'm not through talking to you!

ToM. Oh, go—

LauRA,  [desperately]—Tom!

AMANDA.  You're going to listen, and no more insolence from you! I'm at the end
of my patience!

[ He comes back toward her.]

Tom, What do you think I'm ar? Aren’t I supposed to have any patience to reach
the end of, Mother? I know, I know. It seems unimportant to you, what I'm doing—what
I want to do—having a little difference between them! You don't think thai—

AMANDA, 1 think you've been doing things that you're ashamed of. That’s why
you act like this. I don’t believe that you 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 two A.M. 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, doping, because you're in no condition.

ToM. [wildly] No, I'm in no condition!

AMANDA,  What right have you got to jeopardize your job? Jeopardize the secu-
rity of us all? How do you think we’d manage if you were—

ToM. Listen! You think I'm crazy about the wareshouse? [He bends fiercely toward
her stight figure] You think I'm in love with the Continental Shoemakers? You think I
want to spend fifty-five years down there in that—celotex inferior! with—fluoresceni—tubes!
Look! I'd rather somebody picked up a crowbar and battered out my brains—than go
back mornings! I go! Every time you come in velling that God damn “Rise and Shine!”
“Rise and Shine!” 1 say to myself, “How lucky dead people are!l” But I get up. I go! For sixty-
five dollars a month I give up all that I dream of doing and being ever! And you say self—
self’s all [ ever think of. Why, listen, if self is what I thought of, Mother, I'd be where he
is—GONE! [He points to his father's piciure.] As far as the system of transportation reaches!
[ He staris past her: She grabs his arm.] Don't grab at me, Mother!

AmanDa,  Where are you going?

ToM. I'm going to the movies!

AMANDA. T don’t believe that lie!

[ Tom crouches toward her; overtowering her tiny figure. She backs away, gasping.]

Tom. I'm going to opium dens! Yes, opium dens, dens of vice and criminals’
hangouts, 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 warehouse worker by day, by night

38 Hogan Gang: one of the major criminal organizations in St. Louis in the 1930s,
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a dynamic czar of the underworld, Mother. I go to gambling casinos, I spin away fortunes
on the roulette table! I wear a patch over one eye and a false mustache, sometimes I put
on green whiskers. On those occasions they call me—EI Diablo!® Oh, I could tell you
many things to make you sleepless! My enemies plan to dynamite this place. They're
going to blow us all sky-high some night! I'll be glad, very happy, and so will you! You'll
go up, up on a broomstick, over Blue Mountain with seventeen gentlemen callers! You
ugly—babbling old—uwiteh. . . .

[ He goes through a series of violens, clumsy movements, seizing his overcoat, lunging to the dooy,
pulling it fiercely open. The women walch him, aghast. His arm catches in the sleeve of the coal
as he struggles to pull it on. For a moment he is pinioned by the bulky garment. With an outraged
groan he tears the coat off again, splitting the shoulder of it, and husls it acvoss the room. It
strikes against the shelf of LAURA's glass collection, and there is a tinkle of shattering glass. LAURA
cries out as if wounded.

Music.

Screen legend: “The Glass Menagerie.”]

LAURA,  [shrilly] My glass'—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
aceurrence. Now she vecovers her speech. )

AMANDA.

[ She crosses through the portieres and draws them together behind her ToM is left with Laura.
LAURA dlings weakly to the mantel with her face averted. ToM stares at her stupidly for a moment.
Then he crosses to the shelf. He drops awhkwardly on his knees o collect the fallen glass, glancing
at LAURA as if he would speak but couldn’t.

[in an awful voice] I won't speak to you—until you apologize!

“The Glass Menagerie” music steals in as the scene dims out.]

Scene 4

The interior of the apartment is dark. There is a faint light in the alley. A deep-voiced bell in
a church is tolling the hour of five.

ToM appears at the top of the alley. After each solemn boom of the bell in the towes; he shakes
a little notsemaker or rattle as if to exprress the tiny spasm of man in contrast to the sustained power
and dignity of the Almighty. This and the unsteadiness of his advance make it evident that he has
been drinking. As he climbs the few steps to the fire escape landing light steols up inside. Laura
appears in the front room in a nightdress. She notices that Tom’s bed is empty. ToM fishes in his
pockets for his door key, removing a motley assortment of articles in the search, including a shower
of movie licke! stubs and an emply boitle. At last he finds the key, but just as he is about lo insert i,
it slips from his fingers. He strikes a match and crouches below the door.

ToM. [bitterly] One crack—and it falls through!

[LAura opens the door.]

El Diablo: the devil.
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Laura. Tom| Tom, what are you doing?

TomM. Looking for a door key.

Laura, Where have you been all this time?

ToM. Ihave been to the movies.

Laura,  All this time at the movies?

ToM. There was a very long program. There was a Garbo® picture and a Mickey
Mouse and a travelogue and a newsreel and a preview of coming attractions. And there
was an organ solo and a collection for the Milk Fund—simultaneously—which ended
up in a terrible fight between a fat lady and an usher!

LAURA.  {énnocently] Did you have to stay through everything?

Towm. Of course! And, oh I forgot! There was a big stage show! The headliner
on this stage show was Malvolio® the Magician. He performed wonderful tricks, many of
them, such as pouring water back and forth between pitchers. First it turned to wine
and then it turned to beer and then it turned to whisky. I know it was whisky it finally
turned into because he needed somebody to come up out of the audience to help him,
and I came up—both shows! It was Kentucky Straight Bourbon. A very generous fellow,
he gave souvenirs. [ He pulls from his back pocket a shimmering rainbow-coloved scarf] He gave
me this. This is his magic scarf.-You can have it, Laura. You wave it over a canary cage
and you get a bowl of goldfish. You wave it over the goldfish 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 has come inside.] There
is a trick that would come in handy for me—get me out of this two-by-four situation|
[He flops onto the bed and staris removing his shoes.]

Lavra. Tom—shhh!

ToM. What're you shushing me for?

Lavra.  You'll wake up Mother.

ToM, Goody, goody! Pay "er back for all those “Rise an’ Shines.” [ He lies down,
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?

[As if in answer, the father’s grinning photograph lights up. The scene dims out.]

[Immediately following, the church bell is heard striking six. Al 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 Skine! Lawra, go tell your brother to rise and shine!”]

Tom. [sitting wp slowly] I'll rise—but I won’t shine.
{ The light increases.]

AMANDA.  Laura, tell your brother his coffee is ready.
[LAURA slips into the front room.)

Laura, Tom!—It's nearly seven. Don’t make Mother nervous,

[He stares at her stupidly.]

7 Garbo: Greta Garbo (1905-1990), Swedish star of American silent and early sound films.
% Malvolio: the name, borrowed from a puritanical character in Shakespeare’s Trelfth Night, means
“malevolence” or “illawill,”
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[ 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. 20
Tom.  Her not speaking—is that such a tragedy?
LaurRA.  Please—please!
AMANDA. [ calling from the kitchenette] Laura, are you going to do what I asked you
to do, or do I have 1o get dressed and go out myself?
Laura,  Going, going—soon as I get on my coat!

[ She pulls on a shapeless felt hat with a nervous, jerky movement, Pleadingly glancing at Tom.
She vushes awkwardly for her coat. The coat is one of AMANDA'S, inaccurately made-over, the
sleeves too shovt for LAURA,]

Butter and what else?

AMANDA.  [eniering from the kitchenette] Just butter. Tell them to charge it,

Laura.  Mother, they make such faces when I do that.

AmManDa.  Sticks and stones can break our bones, but the expression on Mr, 25
Garfinkel’s face won't harm us! Tell your brother his coffee is getting cold.

LAURA.  [at the door] Do what I asked you, will you, will you, Tom?

[He looks sullenly awey.]

AMANDA.  Laura, go now or just don’t go at alll
LAURA,  [rushing out] Going—going!

LA second later she cries out. Tom strings wp and crosses to the door. Tom opens the door.]

ToM. Laura?
LAURA.  T'm all right. I slipped, but I'm all right. 30
AMANDA.  [peering anxiously after her] If anyone breaks a leg on those fire-escape

steps, the landlord ought to be sued for every cent he possesses! [ She shuts the door Now

she vemembers she isn’t speaking to Tom and returns to the other room.]

[As ToM comes 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 childish
Jeatures is cruelly shavp, satirical as a Daumier print.®

The music of “Ave Maria™ is heard softly.

Ton glances sheepishly but sullenly at her averted figure and stumps at the table. The coffee is
scalding hot; he sips it and gasps and spits it back in the cup. At his gasp, AMANDA catches her
breath and half twrns. Then she catches herself and turns back to the window. Tom blows on
his coffee, glancing sidewise al his mother. She clears her throat. TOM clears his. He staris to rise,
sinks back down again, scraiches his head, clears his throat again. AMANDA coughs. TOM raises
his cup in both hands to blow on it, his eyes staring over the rim of it at his mother Jor several
moments. Then he siowly sets the sup down and awhwardly and hesitantly rises Jrom the chair.]

31.2 Dawmier print: Honoré Daumier (1808-1879), French painter and engraver whose prints fre-
quently satirized his society. 31.3 “Ave Maria”: a Roman Catholic prayer to the Virgin Mary;
the musical setting called for here s by Franz Schubert (1797-1828).
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ToM.  [hoarsely] Mother. I—I apologize, Mother.

[AMANDA draws a quick, shuddering breath. Her face works grotesquely. She breaks into childlike
tears, )

I'm sorry for what I said, for everything that I said, I didn’t mean it.

AMANDA. [ sobbingly] My devotion has made me a witch and so I make myself hate-
ful to my children!

ToMm. No,you don’t,

AMANDA. I worry so much, don’t sleep, it makes me nervous!

ToM. [gently] I understand that,

AMANDA.  I've had to put up a solitary battle all these years. But you're my right-
hand bowerl® Don’t fall down, don’t fail!

ToMm.  [gently] I ry, Mother.

AMANDA.  [with great enthusiasm] Try and you will succeed! [ The notion makes her
breathless.] Why, you—you’re just full of natural endowments! Both of my children—
they're unusual children! Don’t you think I know it? I'm so—proud! Happy and—feel
've—so much to be thankfu! for but—promise me one thing, son!

ToM. What, Mother? .

AMANDA.  Promise, son, you'll—never be a drunkard!

ToM.  [iurns to her grinning] 1 will never be a drunkard, Mother.

AMANDA.  That’s what frightened me so, that you'd be drinking! Eat a bowl of
Purinal

Towm. Just coffee, Mother.

AMANDA,  Shredded wheat biscuit?

ToMm. No, No, Mother, just coffee,

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

ToM. No, thank you.

Amanpa.  To cool it,

ToM, No! No, thank you, I want it biack.

AMmaNDA, 1 know, but it’s not good for you. We have to do all that we can to
build ourselves up. In these trying times we live in, all that we have to cling to is—each
other. ... That’s why it’s so important to—Tom, I—I sent out vour sister so I could dis-
cuss something with you. If you hadn’t spoken I would have spoken to you. [She siis
down.)

ToM. [gently] What is it, Mother, that you want to discuss?

AMANDA.  Laura!

[ ToM puts his cup down slowly.]
( Legend on screen “Laura.” Music: “The Glass Menagerie. ]

ToM. —Oh.—Laura...
AMANDA,  [fouching his sleeve] You know how Laura is. So quiet but—still water
runs deep! She notices things and I think she—broods about them.

[ Tou looks up.

37 vight-hand bower: or righthower: the Jack of trump in the card game 500, the second-highest
card (below the joker).

35
i
w [
i
H
o
50
55

Williarns ~ The Glass Menagerie, Scene 4 1597
A few days ago I came in and she was crying.

ToM. What about?

AMANDA.  You.

TouM. Me?

AManpa.  She has an idea that you're not happy here.

TouM. What gave her that idea?

AMaNDA.  What gives her any idea? However, you do act strangely. I—I'm not crit-
icizing, understand that! I know your ambitions do not lie in the warehouse, that like
everybody in the whole wide world—you'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 1
cannot describe to you! I've never told you but I—loved your father. . . .

ToM, [gently] I know that, Mother.

AMANDA.  And you-—when [ see you taking after his ways! Staying out late—and—
well, you had been drinking the night you were in that—terrifying condition! Laura says
that you hate the apartment and that you go out nights to get away 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 irue of me, too. There’s so nuch in my heart that I can’t describe to you! So let’s
respect each other’s—

AMANDA.  But, why—awhy, Tom—are you always so restless? Where do you go to,
nights?
ToM. I—go to the movies.

AMANDA.  Why do you go to the movies so much, Tom?

ToM, Igo to the movies because—I like adventure. Adventure is something I
don’t have much of at work, so I go to the movies.

AManDa.  But, Tom, you go to the movies enfirely too much!

Tom. Ilike a lot of adventure.

[AMaNDA looks baffled, then hurt. As the familiar inquisition vesumes, ToM becomes hard and
impatient again. AMANDA sltips back info her quernlous attitude toward him.

Image on screen: A sailing vessel with Jolly Roger"]

AMANDA.  Most young men find adventure in their careers.

TouM. Then most young men are not employed in a warehouse.

AMaNDA,  The world is full of young men employed in warehouses and offices
and factories.

Tosm. Do all of them find adventure in their careers?

AMANDA. They do or they do without it! Not everybody has a craze for adventure.

Tom. Man is by instinct a lover, a hunter, a fighter, and none of those instincts
are given much play 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 sotnewhat higher than theirs! Than monkeys—
pigs—

ToM. Ireckon they're not.

AMaNDA,  You're joking. However, that isn’t what I wanted to discuss.

70.2 Jolly Roger: the traditional flag of a pirate ship—a skull and crossbones on a field of black,

60

65

70

75

80



1598 29w Visions of Dramatic Reality and Nonreality: Varying the Idec of Drama as Imitation

Tom. [rising] I haven’t much time.

AMANDA. [ pushing his shoulders] Sit down.

ToM. Youwantme to punch in red® at the warchouse, Mother?

Amanpa.  You have five minutes, I want to talk about Laura. 85

[ Screen legend: “Plans and Provisions. "]

Tom.  All right! What about Laura?

AMANDA. We have to be making some 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. Iguess she's the type that people call home girls.

AMaNpa.  There’s no such type, and if there is, it’s a pity! That is unless the home
is hers, with a husband!

ToMm. What? %0
AMANDA, Oh, [ 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 your father! He was
out all hours without explanation! —Then kfif Goodbye! And me with the bag to hold. 1
saw that letter you got from the Merchant Marine. I know what you’re dreaming of. I'm
not standing here blindfolded. [She pauses.] Very well, then. Then de it! But not till
there’s somebody to take your place.

ToM. What do you mean?
AManDa. I mean that as soon as Laura has got somebody to take care of her, mar-

ried, 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 you! Burt 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 say for
your sister because she’s young dand dependent,

I put her in business college—a dismal failure! Frightened her so it made her
sick at the 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 I do about it?

AMANDA.  Overcome selfishness! Self, self, self is all that you ever think of] %

[ ToM springs wp and crosses to get his coat. It is ugly and bulky. He pulls on a cap with earmuffs.]
Where is your muffler? Put your wool muffler on!
[ He snatches it angrily from the closet, tosses it around his neck and prulls both ends tight.]

Tom! I haven’t said what I had in mind to ask you.

Tom. I'm too late to—

AMANDA.  [eatching his arm—uery importunalely, then shyly] Down at the warehouse,
aren’t there some—nice young men?

Tom. Nol

Amanpa, There maust be—some. . .

84 punch in red: arrive late for work; the time clock stamps late arrival times in red on the time
card.

Williams ~ The Glass Menagerie, Scene 5 1599

ToM, Mother— [He gestuves.]

" 'AMANDA. Find out one that’s clean-living—doesn’t drink and ask him out for
sister!

Tou. What?

AMANDA.  For sister! To meet! Get acquainted!

ToM.  [stamping to the door] Oh, my goosh!

AMANDA.  Will you? [ He opens the door: She says, imploringly:] Will you?
[ He starts down the Jire escape.]

Will you? Wil you, dear?
ToMm.  [calling back] Yes!

[Amanpa closes the door hesitantly and with a troubled but Jaintly ﬁoj)e,ful exfression.
Screen image: The cover of a glamor magazine.

The spotlight picks wp AMANDA on the phone.]

AMANDA,  Ella Cartwright? This s Amanda Wi 1 i
(hat Kicney conditiens ingfield! How are you haney? How is

[There is a five-second pause.]
Horrors!
[ There is another pause]

You're a Christian martyr, yes, honey, that’s what you are, a Christian martyr! Well, I just
now happened to notice in my little red book that your subscription to the‘ Comj;a;z]z'on
.has Just run out! I knew that you wouldn’t want to miss out on the wonderful serial start-
ing 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

lovehel I bEIIGVe It has a S()phlsl 1Cated S()Clety backgloull - It s all al)Out tlle ]IOI Se? set
il . ] d

[ The light fades out.]

Scene 5
[Legend on the screen: “Annunciation.”

Music is heard as the light siowly comes on.

1t is early dusk of a s_pré?.zg cvening. Supper has just been finished in the Wingfield apart-
?'rwm. AM]\DA and LAURA, in light-coloved diesses, are removing dishes from the table in the dining
Toom, which is shadowy, their movements Sormalized almost as a dance or ritual, their moving

Jorms as pale and silent as moths. Tou, in white shirt and trousers, vises from the table and crosses
toward the five escape.] :

AMANDA, [as he passes her] Son, will you do me a favor?
TosM, What?

AMANDA.  Comb your hair! You look so preity when your hair is combed!
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[Tom slowches on the sofa with the gvening paper. Its enormous headline reads: “Franco
Triumphs. ™)

There is only one respect in which I 'would like you to emulate your {ather,

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 (o the fire escape.]

Where are you going?

ToM. I'm going out to smoke.

AManpa,  You smoke too much. A pack a day at fifteen cents a pack, How much
would that amount to in a month? Thirty times fifteen is how much, Tom? Figure it out
and you will be astounded at what you could save. Enough to give you a night-school
course in accounting at Washington U.°! Just think what a wonderful thing that would
be for you, son! )

[ Tom is unmoved by the thought.]

ToM. I'd rather smoke. [He steps out on the landing, letting the screen door stam.]
AMANDA.  [sharply] I know! That's the tragedy of it. . . . [Alone, she furns to look at
her husband’s pristure.]

{Dance music: “The World Is Waiting for the Sunwise! ™)

ToM. [io the audience] Across the alley from us was the Paradise DPance 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 or 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 kissing 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 comes outside.]

3.1 “France Triwmphs™ Francisco Franco (1892~1975), dictator of Spain from 1939 until his death,
was the general of the victorious Falangist armies in the Spanish Civil War (1936-1939).
7 Washington U: Washington University, a highly competitive liberal arts school in St. Louis.
9.1 “The World . . . Sunrise”: popular song written in 1919 by Eugene Lockhart and Ernest Seitz.
10 Berchtesgaden . . . Guernica: The three names mentioned are all foreshadowings of World War 1L
Berchtesgaden, a resort in the Bavarian Alps, was Adolf Hitler's favorite residence. Neville
Chamberlain was the British prime minister who signed the Munich Pact with Hitler in 1938,
allowing Nazi Germany to occupy parts of Czechoslovakia. Chamberlain, who always carried an
umbrella, declared that he had ensured “peace in our time.” The bombardment of Guernica
during the Spanish Civil War made the name of the town synonymous with the horrors of war,
and especially the killing of civilian women and children. (See pp. 405, 1583.)
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AMANDA.  [sighing] A fire escape landing’s a poor excuse for a porch, [She spreads
a nez.uspaper om & step and sils down, gracefully and demurely as if she were seftling into a swing on
@ Mississippi veranda.] What are you looking at?

ToM. The moon,.

AMANDA. Is there a moon this evening?

Tom.  It’s rising over Garfinkel’s Delicatessen.

X AMANDA. 8o it is! A little silver slipper of a moon. Have you made a wish on it
yet!

ToM. Um-hum.

AmanNDA.  What did you wish for?

Tom. That’s a secret.

AMANDA, A secret, huh? Well, I won’t tell mine either, I will be Jjust as mysterious
as you.

Tom. Ibet] can guess what yours is,

AMANDA,  Is my head so transparent?

Tom.  You're not a sphinx.® :

AMANDA.  No, I 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, I wish for it, too.

Tom. T thought perhaps you wished for a gentleman caller.
AMANDA.  Why do you say that?

ToM.  Don’t you remember asking me to fetch one?
AManDA. I remember suggesting that it would be nice for your sister if you

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

Tom,  Yes, you 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 vises.
Image on screen: A caller with a bouguet.]

AmanDA,  You mean you have asked some nice young man to come overr
Tom. - Yep. I've asked him to dinner.
AMaNDA.  You really did?

Tom.  TIdid!
AMaNDA.  You did, and did he—acceps?
ToMm. He did!

AManpa.  Well, well—well, well! That’s—lovely!
ToM. I thought that you would be pleased.
AMANDA.  It’s definite then?

ToM. Very definite.

AMANDA.  Soon?

22 sphinx: i i i
ridé;lrelg‘:'zgeea I;‘flgt&(?loglcal monster with the head of a woman and body of a lion, famous for her
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Tom. Verysoon,

AManpa.  For heaven’s sake, stop putting on and tell me some things, will you?

ToM. What things do you want me to tell you?

AMANDA.  Naturally I would like to know when he’s coming!

ToM. He’s coming tomorrow.

AMANDA.  Tomorrow?

ToM. Yep. Tomorrow.

AMaNDA.  But, Tom!

Tom. Yes, Mother?

AMaNDA.  Tomorrow gives me no time!

ToM.  Time for what?

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

ToM. Youden't have to make any fuss,

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

ToM. I don’tsee why you have to think at all.

AManDA,  You just don’t know. We can’t have a gentleman catler in a pigstyl All
my wedding silver has to be polished, the monogrammed table linen ought to be laun-
dered! 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, disgraceful that poor little sister has never received a single gentleman
caller! Tom, come inside! [ She opens the screen door.)

ToM. What for?

AManDa.  Iwant to ask you some things.

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

AMAaNDA.  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 will pass inspection. Come on inside.

[ Tom follows her inside, groaning.]

Sit down.

ToM. Any particular place you would like me to sit?

Amanpa.  Thank heavens I've got that new sofa! I'm also making payments on a
floor lamp I'll have sent out! And put the chintz covers on, they'll brighten things up! Of
course I'd hoped to have these walls re-papered. . . . What is the young man’s name?

Tom. His name is O'Connor.

Amanna, 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 warchouse?

Tom. Of coursel How else would I—

AMaNDA.  Tom, he—doesn’t drink?

ToMm. Why do you ask me that?

Amanpa.  Your father did/

ToM. Don’t get started on thatl

69 fish: Amanda assumes that O'Connor is Cathelic. Untit the 1960s, Roman Catholics were
required by the church to abstain from meat on Fridays.
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AMANDA.  He does drink, then?

ToM., Not that I know ofl

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 bit premature? Mr. O'Connor has not yet

appeared on the scenel

AMANDA,  But will tomorrow. To meet your sister, and what do I know about his
character? Nothing! Old maids are better off than wives of drunkards!

Tom. Oh, my God!

AManDa.  Be stilil

ToMm.  [leaning forward to whisper] Lots of fellows meet girls whom they don’t
marry! :

AMaNDA.  Oh, talk sensibly, Tom—and don’t be sarcastic! [She has gotten g

hatrbrush.]

ToM. What are you doing?

AMANDA.  I'm brushing that cowlick down! [She attacks his hair with the brush.]
What is this young man’s position at the warehouse?

ToMm.  [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 Jjob you would be
in if you just had more gei-up. What is his salary? Have you any idea?

ToM. Iwould judge it to be approximately eighty-five dollars a month.
AManDA.  Well—not princely, but—
-ToM. Twenty more than I make,

AMANDA.  Yes, how well I know! But for a family man, eighty-five dollars 2 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. 1see, Plans and provisions, -

AMANDA,  You are the only young man that I know of who ignores the fact that
the future becomes the present, the present the past, and. the past turns into everlasting
regret if you don’t plan for it!

Tom. 1will think that over and see what I can make of it.

Amanpa. Don't be supercilious with your mother! Tell me some more about
this—what do you cail him?

Tom. James D. O’Connor. The D, is for Delaney.

AMANDA.  Irish on both sides! Gracious! And he doesn’t drink?

Tom. Shall I call him up and ask him right this minute?

AMAaNDA.  The only way to find out about those things is to make dlscreet
inquiries at the proper moment, When I was a girl in Blue Mountain and it was sus-
pected 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 t_raglc
mistake!

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 enchanied! No girl can do worse than put herself at the mercy of a hand-
some appearance! I hope that Mr. O’Connor is not too good-looking.
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Tom. No, he’s not too good-looking. He’s covered with freckles and hasn’t too
much of a nose.

AManDa.  He's not right-down homely, though?

ToM. Notright-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.

Amanpa.  You've never said anything of the kind and I suspect you would never
give it a thought.

ToMm. Don't be so suspicious of me.

AMANDA. At least [ hope he’s the type that's up and coming.

Tom. 1 think he really goes in for selfimprovement.

AMaNDA.  What reason have you to think so?

Tom. He goes to night school.

AMANDA. [ beaming] Splendid! What does he do, I mean study?

ToM. Radio engineering and public speaking!

AMANDA. Then he has visions of being advanced in the world! Any young man
who studies public speaking is aiming to have an executive job some day! And radio
engineering? A thing for the future! Both of these facts are very illuminating. Those are
the sort of things that a mother should know concerning 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 and have dinner with us? He
said okay and that was the whole conversation.

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

ToM. Mother, you mustn’t 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 more.

AManDA,  Don’t say crippled! You know that I never allow that word to be used!

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

AMANDA.  What do you mean “not all”?

Tom. Laurais very different from other girls.

Amanpa. 1 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 ¢ minor and semewhat ominous lone.]

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 ornaments,
Mother. . ..

[ He gets up. AMANDA vemains holding the 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 the door.]
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Williams  The Glass Menagerie, Scene 6 1605
AMANDA.  [sharplyl Where are you going?
ToM. I'm going to the movies. [ He goes out the screen door.]

AMANDA,  Not to the movies, every night to the movies! [She follows quickly to the
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 refurn
and she turns from the door; crossing to the portieres.]

Lavra! Laura!
{LAURA answers from the kitchenette.]

LAURA. Yes, Mother.
AMANDA.  Let those dishes go and come in front!

[Laurs appears with a dish lowel. AMANDA speaks to her gaily.]
Laura, come here and make a wish on the moon!
[Screen image: The Moon.]

LAURA.  [entering] Moon—moon?

AMANDA. A little silver slipper of a moon. Look over your left shoulder, Laura,
and make a wish!

[LAURA lpohs faintly puzzled as if called out of slesp. AMANDA seizes her shoulders and turns her
at an angle by the door.]

Now! Now, darling, wish/
Laura.  What shall [ wish for, Mother?

AMANDA.  Lher voice trembling and her eyes suddenly filling with tears) I—Iappi.ness! Good
fortune!

[ The sound of the violin rises and the stage dims out.]

Scene 6

[ The light comes up on the fire escape landing. Tom is leaning against the grill, smoking. Screen
image: The 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 schoel Jim was a hero, He had remendous 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 basketball, captain of the
debating club, president of the senjor 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 always at the point of defeating the Jaw 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.

[ Seregn émage: The Clerk.]
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He was the only one at the warehouse with whom I was on friendly terms. I was va-.luable
to him as someone who could remember his former glory, who had seen him win l?as-
ketball games and the silver cup in debating. He knew of my secret practice of retiring
to a cabinet of the washroom to work on poems when business was slack in the ware-
house. He called me Shakespeare. And while the other boys in the warchouse regardefl
me with suspicious hostility, Jim took a humorous attitude toward me, Grad‘ually his
attitude affected the others, their hostility wore off and they a%so began to smll.e 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 oth‘er at Soldan, and 1 had heard
Laura speak admiringly of his voice. 1 didn’t know if Jim remembere.d }‘wr or not. I.n
high school Laura had been as unobtrusive as Jim had be?n astorlushmg. If h.e did
remember Laura, it was not as my sister, for when I asked him to dlnne‘l,r, he grinned
and said, “You know, Shakespeare, I never thought of you as having folks!

He was about to discover that I did. . ..

[ Legend on screen: “The aceent of a coming foot.”]

[ The light dims out on Tom and comes up in the Wingfield living ro0m—a delz'ca{e lemony Iffght.
It is about five on a Friday evening of late spring which comes “scattering poems in the sky.

AMANDA has worked like a Turk in preparation for the gentleman caller The resulls are
astonishing. The new floor lamp with its rose sith shade is in pk.zce, a coloved pqper lanten:e conceals
the broken light fixture in the ceiling, new billowing white curtains a.re'a.t the windows, chindz covers
are on the 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 middie of the room with lifted arins while A.MAWA erowuches b?fme her,
adjusting the hem of a new dess, devout and Titualist.ic.. The doess is colored cmfi designed l;y
memory. The arrangement of LAURA'S hair is changed, it is softer and more becoming, A frcl;:gnhe,
unearthly prettiness has come out in LAURA: she is like a piece of translucent glass touched by light,
given a momentary radiance, not actual, not lasting.]

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! . o .

AmanDA. 1 don't understand you, Laura. You couldn’t be satisfied with Just sit-
ting home, and yet whenever I ury to arrange sc‘)meth.in'g for you, you seem to 1'cs.1(s;t 1t;
[ She gets up.] Now take a look at yourself. No, wait! Wait justa moment—] have an idea!

LaURA. What is it now?

[AMANDA prroduces two powder puffs which she wraps in handherehiefs and stuffs in LAURA's
bosont.)

LAURA. Mother, what are you doing?

AMANDA.  They call them “Gay Deceivers”!

Laura. Iwon'twear them!

AManpa. 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.

—_—
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[Legend on screen: “A pretty trap.”]

Now look at yourself, young lady. This is the prettiest you will ever bel [She stands
back to admire LaURA.] P've got to fix myself now! You're going to be surprised by your
mother's appearance!

[AMANDA crosses through the portieres, humming gaily. LAURA moves slowly to the long
miirror and staxes solemnly at herself. A wind blows the white curtains inward in a slow, graceful
motion and with a faint, sorrowful sighing}

AMANDA.  [from somewhere behind the portieres) It isn't dark enough yet.

{LAURA turns slowly before the mivror with a troubled look.
Legend on screen; “This is my sister: Celebrate her with strings!” Music plays.]

AMANDA.  [laughing, still not visible] I'm going to show you something, 'm going
to make a spectacular appearance!

Laura, - What is it, Mother?

AMANDA.  Possess your soul in patience—you will see! Someéthing I've resurrected
from that old trunk! Styles haven't changed so terribly much after all. . . . [She paris the
portieres.] Now just look at your mother! [She wears a girlish Srock of yellowed voile with a blue
silk sash. She carries @ bunch of jonquils—the legend of her youth is nearly revived. Now she speaks
Jeverishly:] This is the dress in which 1 led the cotillion. Won the cakewalk twice at Sunset
Hill, wore one Spring to the Governor's Ball in Jackson!® See how I sashayed around
the ballroom, Laura? [ She raises her skirt and does a mincing step around the voom.] 1 wore it
on Sundays for my gentlemen callers! I had it on the day I met your father. . . . I had
malaria fever all that Spring. The change of climate from East Tennessee to the Delta—
weakened resistance. I had a little temperature all the timé—not enough to be serious—
Just enough to make me restless and giddy! Invitations poured in—parties all over the
Deltal “Stay in bed,” said Mother, “you have a fever!"—but I just wouldn’t. I took qui-
nine® but kept on going, going! Evenings, dances! Afternoons, long, long rides!
Picnics—lovelyl 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 became an
absolute obsession. Mother said, “Honey, there’s no more room for jonquils.” And still I
kept on bringing in more jonquils. Whenever, wherever I saw them, I'd say, “Stop! Stop!
I see jonquils!” I made the young men help me gather the jonquils! It was a joke,
Amanda and her jonquils. Finally there were no more vases to hold them, every available
space was filled with jonquils. No vases to hold them? All right, I'll hold them myself]
And then 1—[8he stops in front of the picture. Music plays.] met your fathér! Malaria fever
and jonquils and then—this—boy. . . . [ She switches on the rose-coloved lamp.] T hope they get
here before it starts to rain. {She crosses the room and places the jondquils in a bowl on the table ]
I gave your brother a little extra change so he and Mr. O’Connor could take the service
car home.

Laura.  [with un aliered look] What did you say his name was?

AMANDA,  O’Connor.

Laura.  What is his first name?

AMANDA. I don’t remember. Oh, yes, I do. It was—Jim.

19 Jackson: capital of Mississippi. Amanda refers to the social events of her youth. A cotillion is a
formal ball, often given for debutantes. The cakewalk is a sirutting dance step. quinine: long
used as a standard drug to control malaria,
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[Laura sways slightly and catches hold of a chair
Legend on screen: “Not Jim!™]

LAURA. [ faintly] Not—Jiml
AMANDA, Yes, that was it, it was Jim! I've never known a Jim that wasn’t nice!

[ The music becomes ominous.]

LAurA.  Are you sure his name is Jim O’ Connor?

Amanpa,  Yes, Whyr

LaURA.  Is he the one that Tom used to know in high school?

AManDa.  He didn’t say so. I 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
effort.] If that is the one that Tom is bringing to dinner—you’ll have to excuse me, |
won’t come to the table.

AManpa.  What sort of ndnsense is this?

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

AmAnpA.  You mean the boy you showed me in the yearbook?

Laura.  Yes, that boy.

AManDA.  Laura, Laura, were you in love with that boy?

Lavra. Idon't know, Mother. All T know is T couldn’t sii at the table if it was him!

AMANDA. It won't be himl! Itisn’t the least bit likely. But whether it is or not, you
will come to the table. You will not be excused.

Laura. TI'll have to be, Mother.

Amanpa. I don’tintend 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—Dbusy!

Laura. Oh, Mother, please answer the door, don’t make me do it!

AMANDA.  [crossing into the kitchenette] I've got to fix the dressing for the salmon,
Fuss, fuss—sillinessl—over a gentleman caller!

[ The door swings shut, LAURA is left alone.
Legend on screen: “Terror!”

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

Legend on screen: “The Opening of a Door!”

ToM and Jirt appear on the fire escape steps and climb to the landing. Hearing their
approach, LAURA rises with a panicky gesture. She vetreals to the portieres. The doorbell rings. LAURA
catches her breath and touches her threat, Low drums sound.]

AMANDA.  [calling] Laura, sweetheart! The door!

[LAURA staves at it witheul moving.]
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JiM. 1 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?

{L.AURA crosses toward the kitehenette door.]
LaurA. [ breathlessly] Mother—you go to the door!

[AMANDA steps out of the kitchenetie and staves furiously at LauRA. She points imperiously at
the door.]

LAURA.  Pleas, please!

AMANDA.  [in a fierce whisper] What is the matter with you, you silly thing?

Laura.  [desperately) Please, you answer it, please!

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

LaurA.  Please, please, please, you gol

AMANDA.  You'll have to go to the door because I can’t.

LAURA.  [despairingly] I can’t either!

AMANDA,  Why? '

Lavra.  T'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—{ She calls out lyrically.] Coming!
Just one second!—why you should be afraid to open a door? Now you answer it, Laura

Laura, Oh, oh, oh ... [Ske returns through the portieres, darts to the Victrola, winds it
Jrantically and turns it on.]

AMANDA.  Laura Wingfield, you march right to that door!

LAURA.  Yes—yes, Mother!

[A faraway, scraichy vendition '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 s Jim. Jim, this is my sister, Laura.

. [stepping inside] 1 didn’t know that Shakespeare hadl a sister!

LAURA.  [retreating, stiff and trembling, from the door] How—how do you do?
Jt. [ heartily, extending his hand] Okay!

[LAURA touches it hesitantly with hers.]

Jm. Your hand’s cold, Laural
LAURA.  Yes, well—I’ve been playing the Victrola, . . .

61.2 “Dardanella”: a popular song and dance tune written in 1919 by Fred Fisher, Felix Bernard,
and Johnny 8. Black.
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JiM.  Must have been playing classical music on it! You ought to play a little hot
swing music to warm you up!

Laura.  Excuse me—I haven't finished playing the Victrola. . .. [She furns awh-
wardly and hurries into the front reom. She pauses a second by the Victrola. Then she catches her
breath and darts through the poriieres like a frightened deer.]

Jm.  [grinning] What was the matter?

ToM. Oh—with Laura? Laura is—terribly shy.

Jm.  Shy, hub? 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 Dispaich.” You want a piece
of itp

Jm.  Uh-huh,

Tom. What piece? The comics?

J.  Sportst [He glances at it.] Cle Dizzy Dean® is on his bad behavior.

ToM. [uninterested] Yeah? | He lights a cigareite and goes over to the fire-escape door.]

JiM.  Where are you going?

ToM. I'm going outon the terrace.

JiM.  [going after him) You know, Shakespeare—I'm going to sell you a bill of
goods! :

ToM. What goods?

JiM. A course I'm taking.

ToM. Huh? :

Jm.  In public speaking! You and me, we're not the warchouse type.

Tom. Thanks—that's good news. But what has public speaking got to do with it?

Jm. It fits you for—executive positions!

ToM.  Awww,

Jm. Itell youit’s done a helluva lot for me.

[ fmage on screen: Executive al his desk.]

Tom. Inwhat respect?

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

Tom. What is that one little thing?

J™M.  Primarily it amounts to—social poise! Being able to square up to pecple and
hold your own on any social level!

AMANDA.  [from the kitchenette] Tom?

Tom. Yes, Mother?

AMANDA. Is 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.

Jm.  Aw, no—no—thank you—I took care of that at the warehouse. Tom—

ToM. Yes?

JmM.  Mr. Mendoza was speaking to me about you.

73 Post Dispatch: The St. Louis Post Dispatch, a newspaper. 76 Dizzy Dean: Jerome Herman (or
Jay Hanna) Dean (1911-1974), outstanding pitcher with the St. Louis Cardinals (1932-1938),
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ToM. Favorably?

JmM. What do you think?

ToM, Well—

JiM. You're going to be out of a job if you don’t wake up.
Tom. Iam waking up—

Jm. You show no signs.

ToM. The signs are interior.

[fmage on screen: The sailing vessel with the Jolly Roger again.]

ToM. I'm planning to change. [ He leans over the fire escape rail, speaking with quiet
exhilavation. 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 you gassing about?

Tom. I'm tired of the movies.

JmM. Movies!

Tom. Yes, movies! Look at them—/[a wave toward the marvels of Grand Avenue] All
of those glamorous people—having adventures—hogging it all, gobbling the whole
thing up! You know what happens? People go to the movies 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 themn have them! Yes, until there's
a war. That’s when adventure becomes available to the masses! Fveryone’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 exofic, far-offl But I'm not patient. I don’t want to wait till then.
I'm tired of the movies and I am about to move!

I [incredulously] MoveD

ToMm. Yes.
Ji,  When?
ToM. Soonl

Jiv. . Where? Where?
[ The music seems to answer the question, while ToM thinks it over He searches in his pockets.]

ToM. TI'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! [ He finds what he has been searching for in his pockets and holds oul
a paper to fim. ] Look— '

JiM. Whaty

ToM. I'm a member.

I, [reading] The Union of Merchant Seamen.

ToM. Ipaid my dues this month, instead of the light bill.

JiM. You will regret it when they turn off the lights.

114 Gable: Clark Gable (1901-1960), popular American screen actor and matinee idol from the
1930s to his death.
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ToM. Iwon'tbe here.
Jm. How about your mother?
Tom. I'm like my father. The bastard son of a bastard! Did you notice how he’s
grinning in his picture in there? 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. [ coming through the portieres] Where are you all?
Tom. On the terrace, Mother.

[ They start inside. She advances to them. Ton is distinctly shocked at her appearance. Even fim
blinks a little. He is making his first contact with the girviish 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 aliempied by Jis but are swept aside by AMANDA'S gay
laughter and chatter. ToM is embarrassed but after the first shock JIM veacts very warmly. He
grins and chuckles, is allogether won over

Image on screen: AMANDA as a girl.]

AMANDA. [ coply smiling, shaking her girlish ringlets] Well, well, well, so this is Mr.
O’Connor. Introductions entirely unnecessary. I've heard so much about you from my
boy. I finally said to him, Tom—good gracious!—why don't you bring this paragon to
supper? I'd like to meet this nice young man at the warehousel—instead of just hear-
ing him sing your praises so much! I don’t know why my son is so stand-offish—that's not
Southern behavior!

Let’s sit down and—I think we could stand a little more air in here! Tom, leave the
door open, I felt a nice fresh breeze a moment ago. Where has it gone to? Mmm, so
warm already! And not quite summer, even. We're going to burn up when summer really
gets started. However, 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 ourselvesl—when the season changes . . . It's come so quick
this year. [ wasn’t prepared. All of 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. [ 7o /im.] Have you met
Laura?

Jm,  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. [ never was a bit. | never could make a thing but angel-food
cake. Well, in the South we had so many servants. Gone, gone, gone. All vestige of gra-
cious living! Gone completely! I wasn’t prepared for what the future brought me. All of
my gentlemen callers were sons of planters and so of course I assumed that I would be
married to one and raise my family on a large piece of land with plenty of servants. But
man proposes—and woman accepts the proposal! to vary that old, old saying a little
but—I married no planter! I married a man who worked for the telephone company!
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That galla?tly smiling gentleman over there! [She points to the picture] A telephone man
who—fell in love with long-distance! Now he travels and I don’t even know where! But

what am I going on for about my—tribulations? Tell me yours—I hope you don’t have
any! Tom?

ToMm.  [returning] Yes, Mother?
AMANDA.  Is supper nearly ready?
ToM.  Itloocks to me like supper is on the table.

AMANDA.  Let me look—[ She rises preitily and looks through the 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, Laural

LAURA.  [from the kitchenette, faintly] Yes, Mother.

AMANDA.  You really must come to the table. We won’t be seated unitil you come
to the table! Come in, Mr. O’Connor. You sit over there and T'll. . .. Laurar Laura

Wli)lingﬁeld! You're keeping us waiting, honey! We can’t say grace until you come to the
table!

[.Tiw kitchcfnette door is pushed weakly open and LAURA comes in. She is obviously quite faint, her
lips trembling, her eyes wide and staring. She moves unsteadily toward the table.

Sereen legend: “Terror!”

Outside a Sumamer stornt is coming on abruptly. The white curtains billow inward at the windorws
and there is a sorrowful murmur from the deep blue dusk.

LAURA suddenly stumbles; she catches at a chair with a Sfaint moan.}

ToM.  Laural
AMANDA. Laural

[There is a clap of thunder
Sereen legend: “Ahl”)

[despairingly] Why, Laura, you are ill, darling! Tom, help your sister into the living
r(‘)om, dear! Sit in the living room, Laura—rest on the sofa. Well! [ To fint as Tom helps
his sister to the sofa in the living room.] Standing over the hot stove made her ill! T told her
that it was just too warm this evening, but—

[ Toat comes back to the table.]

Is Laura all right now?
ToMm. Yes.
AMANDA.  What is that? Rain? A nice cool rain has come up! [ She gives Jim o fright-

ened fook.] 1 think we may—have grace-—now . . . [ To looks at her stupidly.] Tom, honey—
you say grace!

Tou. Oh... “For these and all thy mercies—"

[They bow their heads, AMANDA stealing a nervous glance at Ji. In the living room LAURA,
stretched on the sofa, clenches her hand to her lips, to hold back a shuddering sob.]

God's Holy Name be praised—

[ The scene dims out.]
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Scene 7

[t is half an hour later Dinner is just being firnished in the dining voom, 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-coloved silk gives a soft,
becoming light to her face, bringing out the fragile, unearthly prettiness which wusually escapes atten-
tion. From outside there is a steady murmur of ain, bul it is slackening and soon stops; the air out-
side becomes pale and huminous as the moon breaks through the couds. A moment after the curtain
vises, the lights in both rooms flicker and go out.]

JiM.  Hey, there, Mr. Light Bulb!
[AMANDA laughs nervously.
Legend on screen: “Suspension of a public service.”)

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

JM.  No, Ma'am, what’s the answer?

AMANDA., In the dark!

Uim laughs appreciatively. ]

Everybedy 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.

JmM.  Notatall, Ma’am!

AMANDA.  [as she lights the candles] 1 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. [ They vise from the table and go into the kitchenette, from where theiv voices are heard.]
Oh, be careful you don't bump into something. We don’t want our gentleman caller to
break his neck. Now wouldn’t that be a fine howdy-do?

Jma.  Ha-ha! Where is the fuse-box?

AManpa.  Right here néxt to the stove. Can you see anything?

Jma. Justa 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?

Ji.  No, Ma’am. All these fuses look okay to me.

AMaNDA.  Tom!

Tom. Yes, Mother?

Amanpa.  That light bill I gave you several days ago. That one I told you we got
the notices about?

[ Legend on screen: “Hal!”]

ToM., Oh—yeah,

AMANDA.  You didn’t neglect to pay it by any chance?
Tom. Why, I—

AMANDA.  Didn't! T might have known it!

3
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Jo. Shakespeare probably wrote a poem on that light bill, Mrs. Wingfield.
AMANDA, I might have known better than to trust him with it! There’s such a

high price for negligence in this world!

JiM. Maybe the poem will win a ten-dollar prize.

AMANDA.  We'll just have to spend the remainder of the evening in the nine-
teenth century, before Mr, Edison made the Mazda lamp!®

Ji. 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?

J™,  Ha-hal

AMANDA.  Tom, as a penalty for your carelessness you can help me with the
dishes.

JiM.  Let me give you a hand.

AMANDA.  Indeed you will not!

JimM. Tought to be good for something.

AMANDA,  Good for something? [ Her fone is rhapsodic.] You? Why, Mr. O"Connor,
nobody, nebedy’s given me this much entertainment in years—as you have|

JM.  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 Heavenly Rest. It was melted a little out of
shape when the church burnt down. Lightning struck it one spring, Gypsy Jones was
holding a revival at the time and he intimated that the church was destroyed because
the Episcopalians gave card parties.

Jm. Ha-ha.

AMANDA.  And how about you coaxing Sister to drink a little wine? I think it
would be good for her! Can you carry both at once?

Ji. Sure, I'm Supermanl

AMANDA.  Now, Thomas, get into this apron!

[JiM comes into the dining room, carrying the candelabrum, its candles lighted, in one hand
and a glass of wine in the other The door of the kitchenette swings closed on AMANDA's gay laugh-
tex; the flichering light approaches the portieres. LAURA sils wp nervously as JIM enters. She can
hardly speak from the almost intolerable strain of being alone with a stranger:

Screen legend: “I don’t suppose you remember me at all!”

At first, before JiM’s warmth overcomes her paralyzing shyness, LAURA’s voice is thin and breath-
less, as though she had just vun up a steep flight of stairs. Jin’s attitude is gently humorous.
While the incident is apparently unimportant, it is lo LAURA the climax of her secret life.]

JiM.  Hello there, Laura.
Lavra.  [fuintly] Hello.

[ She clears her throat.]

Jm. How are you feeling now? Better?
LAURA.  Yes. Yes, thank you.

24 Mazda lamp: Thomas A. Edison (1847-1931) developed the first practical incandescent lamp in
1879.
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Jm.  This is for you. A little dandelion wine. [He extends the glass toward her with
extravagant gallantry. ]

Laura.  Thank you.

Jm. Drink it—but don’t get drunk!

[ He laughs heartily. LAURA takes the glass uncertainly; she laughs shyly.]

Where shall I set the candles?

Lavra. Oh—oh, anywhere . ..

JM.  How about here on the floor? Any objectons?

LAaurs,  No.

JiM. T'll spread a newspaper under to catch the drippings. I like to sit on the
floor. Mind if I do?

Lavura.  QOh, no.
Jm. Give me a pillow?
Laura,  What?

Jim. A pillow!

Laura.  Oh ... [ She hands him one quickly.]

Jm. How about you? Ddn’t you like to sit on the floor?
Lavra, Oh~—yes.

Jm. Why don’t you, then?

Lavura,  T—will.

Jm.  Take a pillow!

[Laura does. She sits on the floor on the other side of the candelabrum. JiM crosses his legs and
smiles engagingly at her.] 1 can’t hardly see you sitting way over there.

Laura,
Jm.

I can—see you.
I'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.

Jid.  So am L. Comfortable as a cow! Will you have some gum?

Laura,  No, thank you,

Joa. 1think that I will indulge, with your permission. [ He musingly unwraps a stick
of gum and holds it up.] Think of the fortune made by the guy that invented the first piece
of chewing gum. Amazing, huh? The Wrigley Building® is one of the sights of Chicago—
I saw it when I went up to the Century of Progress.” Did you take in the Gentury of
Progress?

LaurA.  No, I didn’t.

Jma. 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 won-
derful than the present time is! [ There is a pause. JiM smiles at her.] Your brother tells me
you’re shy. Is that right—Laura?

Lavra. I—don’tknow.

65 Wrigley Building: Finished in 1924, this was one of the first skyscrapers in the United States.
Century of Progress: a world's fair held in Chicago (1933-1934) to celebrate the city’s centennial.
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Jm. 1 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] 1 believe [ will take a piece of gum, if you—
don’t mind, [dearing her throaf] Mr. O'Connor, have you—kept up with your singing?
JiM.  Singing? Me?
Lavura, Yes. I remember what 4 beautiful voice you had.
Jmd.  When did you hear me sing?

[LAURA does not answer, and in the long pause which follows a man's voice is heard singing
offstage.]

VoICE: '
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!

Jm.  You say you've heard me sing?

LAURA. Oh, Yes! Yes, very often . . . I—don’t suppose—you remember me—
at all?

M. [smiling doubtfidly] You know I have an idea I've seen you before. I had that
idea soon as vou opened the door. It seemed almost like I was about to remember your
name. But the name that I started to call you—wasn’t a name! And so I stopped myself
before I said it.

LAaURA. Wasn't it—Blue Roses?

JIM.  [springing up, grinning] Blue Roses! My gosh, yes—Blue Roses! That's what I
had on my tongué when you opened the door! Isn’t it funny what tricks your memory
plays? I didn't connect you with 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.

Lavra. I didn’t expect you to. You—barely knew me!
J.  But we did have a speaking acquaintance, huh?
LauRa.  Yes, we—spoke to each other.

Jm.  When did you recognize me?

LAUuRa.  Oh, right away!

JM.  Soon as I came in the door?

Laura.  When I heard your name I thought it was probably you. I knew that Tom
used to know you a little in high school. So when you came in the door—well, then I
was—sure,

JimM.  Why didn’t you say something, then?

LAURA. [fweathlessly} 1 didn’t know what to say, [ was—too surprised!

Jna. For goodness’ sakes! You know, this sure is funny!

Laura.  Yes! Yes, isn’tit, though . ..

JmM. Didn’t we have a class in something together?
Lavra.  Yes, we did.

Jm.  What class was that?

Laura. It was—singing—chorus!

Jim. Awl

LaURA. Isatacross the aisle from you in the Aud,
Jm, Aw!

LAURA. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.
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Jm. 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!

Ji. I never heard any clumping.

LACRA.  [wincing at the recollection] To me it sounded like—thunder!

I, Well, well, well, I never even noticed.

LAURA.  And everybody was seated before I came in. I had to walk in front of all
those people. My seat was in the back row. I had to go clumping all the way up the aisle
with everyone watching]

JiM.  You shouldn’t have been self-conscious.

Laura.  Tknow, but I was. [t was always such a relief when the singing started.

JIM. Aw, yes, I've placed you now! T used to call you Blue Roses. How was it that [
got started calling you thar?

Laura. I was out of school a little while with pleurosis. When I came back you
asked me what was the matter. I said I had pleurosis—you thought that I said Blue Roses.
That's what you always called me after that!

JM. I hope you didn’t mind.

LAURA,  Oh,no—TI liked it. You see, I wasn't acquainted with many—people. . . .

JiM.  As I remember you sort of stuck by yourself,

LAURA,  I—I—never have had much luck at—making friends.

JiM. I don’t see why you wouldn't,

LAURA.  Well, l—started out badly.

Jm.  You mean being—

LAURA.  Yes, it sort of—stood between me—

JM. You shouldn’t have let it!

Laura, I know, but it did, and—

Ji. You were shy with people!

Laura. I wried not to be but never could— .

JiM. Overcome it?

Laura. No, I—I never could!

Jo. T guess being shy is something you have to work out of kind of gradually.

LAURA.  [sorrowfully] Yes—I 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 you and you will see lots of people as dis-
appointed as you are. For instance, I hoped when I was going to high school that I would
be further along at this time, six years later, than I am now. You remember that wonder-
ful write-up I had in The Torch?

LAURA.  Yes! [ She rises and crosses to the table.]

Jid. It said I was bound to succeed in anything I went into!

[LAURA returns with the high school yearbook.]
Holy Jeez! The Torch!

[ He accepts it veverently. They smile across the book with mutual wonde: LAGRA crouches beside
him and they begin to turn the pages. LAURA's shyness is dissolving in his warmth.]
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Laura. Here you are in The Pivates of Penzance!

Jma.  [wistfully] I sang the baritone lead in that operetta,
LaurAa.  [raptly] So—beautifully!
Jim. [protesting] Aw—

LAURA,  Yes, yes—beautifully—beauiifully!
Jm.  You heard me?

LAvura.  All three times!

JM.  Nol

Laura.  Yes!

Ji. Al three performances?

LAura.  [looking down] Yes. -
Jim. Why?
LaURA.  I—wanted to ask you to~—autograph my program. [ She takes the program

Jrom the back of the yearbook and shows il io him.]

Jm. Why didn't you ask me to?

LAURA.  You were always surrounded by your own friends so much that I never
had a chance to.

JM.  You should have just—

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

Jim.  Thought I might think you was—what?

Lavura. Oh—

Jod. [with reflective velish] 1 was beleaguered by females in those days.

Laura.  You were terribly popular!

JM.  Yeah—

LAaurRa.  You had such a—friendly way—

JiM.  T'was spoiled in high school.

Laura. Everybody—liked you!

Jm.  Including you?
LauRA.  I—yes, I—did, too— [She gently closes the book in her lap.]
Jra. Well, well, welll Give me that program, Laura.

[ She hands it to him. He signs it with a flowrish.]

There you are—better Jate than never!

LAURA.  Oh, I—what a—surprisel

Jm. My signature isn’t worth very much right now. But some day—maybe—it
will increase in value! Being disappointed is one thing and being discouraged is some-
thing else. I am disappointed but I am net discouraged. I'm twenty-three years old. How
old are you?

Laura.  T'll be twenty-four in June.

- JM. That’s not old agel

Lauvra. No, but—

JiM.  You finished high school?

LAURA,  [with difficulty] I didn’t go back.

Jm.  You mean you dropped out?

LAURA. I made bad grades in my final examinations. [ She vises and replaces the book
and the program on the table. Her voice is strained.] How is—Emily Meisenbach getting
along?

Jm.  Oh, that kraut-head!

Laura. Why do you call her thar?
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Jm.  That's what she was.

Lavra.  You're not still—going with her?

Jmm.  Inever see her.

LAURA, It was in the “Personal” section that you were—engaged!

Jid. Thknow, but I'wasn’t impressed by that—propaganda!

Laura.  Itwasn't—the truth?

JiM.  Only in Emily’s optimistic opinion!

Laurs. Oh—

[Legend: “What have you done since high school?

JiM tights a cigarette and leans indolently back on his elbows smiling af LAURA with o warmth
and charm which lights her inwardly with altar candles. She remains by the table, picks up a
piece from the glass menagerie collection, and turns it in her hands to cover her tumult.]

JM.
school?

Lafter several reflective puffs on his cigareite]] What have you done since high

[ She seems not fo hear him.]
Huh?
[LAURA looks up.]

I said what have you done since high school, Laura?
Laura,  Nothing much.
Jm.  You must have been doing something these six long years.
LAURA. Yes.
J. Well, then, such as what?
Laura, Ttook a business course at business college—
Jimv.  How did that work out?
Lavra,  Well, not very—well—I had to drop out, it gave me—indigestion—

(fiv laughs gently.]

Jm. What are you doing now?

Laura. Tdon’t do anything—much, Oh, please don't think I sit around doing
nothing! My glass collection takes up a good deal of time. Glass is something you have to
take good care of.

Ji.  What did you say—about glass?

Laura. Collection I said—I have one—/[ She clears her throat and turns away again,
acuiely shy. |

Jm. [abruptly] You know what I judge to be the ouble with you? Inferiority com-
plex! Know what that is? That’s what they call it when someone low-rates himself! 1
understand it because I had it too. Although my case was not so aggravated as yours
seems to be. I had it until I took up public speaking, developed my voice, and learned
that I had an aptitude for science, Before that time I never thought of myself as being
outstanding in any way whatsoever! Now I've never made a regular study of it, but I have
a friend who says [ 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 person’s psychology. Laura!
[ He takes out his gum.] 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. [ He wraps
the gum in paper and puts it in his pocket.} Yep—that’s what I judge to be your principal

170

1%

180

185

Williams ~ The Glass Menagerie, Scene 7 1621
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 nonexistent! A little physical defect is what you have. Hardly notice-
able even! Magnified thousands of times by imagination! You know what my strong
advice to you is? Think of yoursell’ as superior in some way!

Laura.  In what way would I think?

Jin. 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! [ He 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 fairly responsible job at the ware-
house. I'm taking that course and studying public speaking.

Laura.  Ohhhh.

Jm,  Because I believe in the future of television! [turning his 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 T've already made the right connections and all that remains is for the
industry itself to get under way! Full steam—[ His eyes are starry.] Knowledge—Zzzz2p!
Mongy—Zzzzzp!l—Power! That's the cycle democracy is built on!

[His attitude is convincingly dynamic, LAURA staves at him, even her shyness eclipsed in her
absolute wonder. He suddenly grins.)

I guess you think I think a lot of myself]

Laura. No—o-0-0, I—

Ji. Now how about you? Isn’t there something you take more interest in than
anything else?

LAURA.  Well, I do—as I said—have my—glass collection—

[A peal of girlish laughter rings from the kitcheneite.]

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 linle ani-
mals 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,

[Music: “The Glass Menagerie.”
He stretches out his hand.]

Oh, be careful-—if you breathe, it breaks!

Jmdi. I'd better not take it. 'm pretty clumsy with things.

Laura.  Go, on, I trust you with him! [ She places the piece in his palm.] There now—
you're holding him gently! Held him over the light, he loves the light! You see how the
light shines through him?

Jm, Tt sure does shine!

LAURA. Ishouldn’t be partial, but he is my favorite one,
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JiM.  What kind of a thing is this one supposed to be?

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

Jm.  Aunicorn, huh?

Lavra. Mmmm-hmmm!

Jim.  Unicorns—aren’t they extinct in the modern world?

Laura. T 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.

Jm.  How do you know?

LAURA.  [fightly] I haven’t heard any arguments among them!

Jm.  [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 whilel

Jm. Well, well, well, well—[ He places the glass piece on the table, then raises his arms
and streiches.] Look how big my shadow is when 1 stretchl

LAURA, Oh, oh, yes—it strétches across the ceiling!

Jod.  [crossing to the door) 1 think it’s stopped raining. [He opens the fireescape door
and the background music changes to a dance fune.] Where does the music come from?

LAaura.  From the Paradise Dance Hall across the alley.

Jia.  How about cutting the rug a little, Miss Wingfield?

Laura, Oh, J—

M. Or is your program filled up? Let me have a look at it. [He grasps an imagi-
nary card.] Why, every dance is taken! T'll just have to scratch some out.

[ Waltz music: “La Golondrina™]

Ahh, a waltz! [He executes some sweeping twrns by himself, then holds his arms toward
Laura.] .

LAURA, [ breathlessly] [—can’t dance.

Ji.  There you go, that inferiority stuff!

Laura, I've never danced in my life!

JM. Come on, tryl

Lavra. Oh, but I'd step on you!

JiM.  I'm notmade out of glass.

Laura, How—how—how do we start?

Ji.  Just leave it to me. You hold your arms out a little.

Laura.  Like this?

Jm.  (eaking her in his arms] A little bit higher. Right. Now don’t tighten up, that's
the main thing about it—relax.

LAURA. [ laughing breathlessly] Tt's hard not to.
JmM.  Okay.
Laura. I'm afraid you can’t budge me.

JiM.  What do you bet I can't? [He swings her into mofion. ]
Laura. Goodness, yes, you can!

Jna.  Let yourself go, now, Laura, just let yourself go.
Lavra. I'm—

990.2 “La Golondrina”; a popular Mexican song (1883) written by Narciso Seradell (1843-1910).
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Jm. Come on!

LAURA, —trying!

JiM.  Not so stiff—easy does it!

Lavra. I'know but I'm—

JM.  Loosen th' backbone! There now, that's a lot better.

Lavra. Am1I?

T, _Lots, lots better! [ He moves her about the room in a chimsy waltz.]

LAura.  Oh, my!

Jm,  Ha-hal
Laura.  Oh, my goodness!
Jim.  Ha-ha-hal

[They suddenly bump info the table, and the glass piece o it falls to the floov. JiM stops the
dance.] ‘

What did we hit?

LAURA. Table.

Jm. Did something fall off it? I think—

LAURA.  Yes.

JiM. 1 hope that it wasn’t the little glass horse with the horn!

LAURA,  Yes. [ She stoops to pick it wp.]

JM.  Aw, aw, aw. Is it broken?

LAURA. Now it is just like all the other horses.

Jm, It’s lost its—

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

It You'll never forgive me. I 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 faIl off them.

Jmna Sdill I'm awfully sorry that I was the cause.

Laura.  [smiling] I'll just imagine he had an operation. The horn 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. ... ' ;

JM.  Ha-ha, that’s very funny! [ Suddenly he is serious.] I'm glad to see that you have
a sense of humor. You know—you’re—well—very different! Surprisingly different from
anyone else I know! [ His voice becomes soft and hesitant with a genuine feelmg] Do you mind
me telling you that?

[Laura is abashed beyond speech.]
I mean it in a nice way—
[LAURA nods shyly, looking away.]

You make me feel sort of—I don’t know how to put it! I'm usually pretty good at express-
ing 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. His voice
becomes softer.] :
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Has anyone ever told you that you were pretty?

[ There is a pause, and the music rises slightly. 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.

LHis voice becomes low and husky. LAURA turns away, nearly faint with the novelly of her
emotions.]

I'wish that you were my sister. I'd teach you to have some confidence in yourself.
The different people are not like other pecple, but being different is nothing to be
ashamed of. Because other people are not such wonderful people. They're one hun-
dred 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—uwell, you're—Blue Roses!

[fmage on screen: Blue Roses.

The music changes.]

LAURA.  But blue is wrong for—roses. . . .

Ji. It's right for you! You're—pretwy!

Laura. In what respect am [ pretty? ‘

JiM. In all respects—helieve me! Your eyes—your hair—are pretty! Your hands
are prettyl [He catches hold of her hand.] You think I'm making this up because I'm invited
to dinner and have to be nice. Oh, I could do that! I could put on an act for you, Laura,
and say lots of things without being very sincere. But this time I am. I'm talking to you
sincerely. I happened to notice you had this inferiority complex that keeps you from
feeling comfortable with people. Somebody needs to build your confidence up and
make you proud instead of shy and turning away and—blushing. Somebody—ought
to—*kiss you, Laural

[His hand slips slowly up her arm to her shoulder as the music swells tumultuously. He sud-
denly turns about and kisses her on the lips. When he releases he, LAURA sinks on the sofa with
a bright, dazed look. JiM backs away and fishes in his pocket for a cigarette.

Legend on screen: “A souvenir |
Stumblejohn!

[ He lights the cigareite, avoiding her look. There is a peal of girlish laughter from AMANDA in the
kitcheneite. LAURA slowly raises and opens her hand. It still contains the little broken glass
animal, She looks at it with a tendey; bewildered expression.]

Stumblejohn! 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 rather gingerly. She looks at
im speechlessly—waiting. He coughs decorously and moves a little further aside as he considers
the situation and senses her feelings, dimly, with perturbation. He speaks gently.]

Would you—care for a mint?

[ Ske doesn’t seem to hear him but her look grows brighter even.]
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Peppermint? Life Saver? My pocket’s a regular drugstore—wherever I go. ... [He
pops a mint in his mouth. Then he gulps and decides to make a clean breast of it. He speaks slowly
and gingerly.] Laura, you know, if I had a sister like you, I'd do the same thing as Tom, I’d
bring out fellows and—introduce her to them. The right type of boys—of a type to—
appreciate her. Only—well—he made a mistake about me. Maybe I've got no call to be
saying this. That may not have been the idea in 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 sit-
uation to—do the right thing. I can’t take down your number and say I'll phone. I can’t
call up next week and—ask for a date. I thought I had better explain the situation in
case you—misunderstood it and—I hurt your feelings. . . .

[ There is a pause. Slowly, very slowly, Laura’s look changes, her gyes returning slowly from his to
the glass ﬁgﬁr’e in her palm. AMANDA utters another gay laugh in the kiichenette.]

Lavra.  [faintly] You—won't—eall again?

Jod. No, Laura, T can’t. [ He rises from the sofa.] As 1 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 tip up the river to Alton,® on
the Majestic. Well—right away from the start it was—love!

[Legend: Love!

LAURA sways slightly forward and grips the arm of the sofa. He Jails to notice, now envapt 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 wisibly with her storm.
But Jrs is oblivious; she is a fong way off]

The power of love is really pretty tremendous! Love is something that—changes
the whole world, Laural :

[ The storm abates a little and Laura leans bach. He notices her again.]

It happened 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 stofrs awkwardly.] Hoh—I'm a stumblejohn!

[ He flops back on the sofa. The holy candles on the aliar of LAURA'S face have been snuffed out.
There is & look of almost infinite desolation. JIM glances at her uneasily.]

I'wish that you would—say something.

[:She bites her lip which was trembling and then bravely smiles. She opens her hand again on
the broken glass figure. Then she gently takes his hand and raises it level with her own. She care-
Jully places the unicorn in the palm of his hand, then pushes his Singers closed wpon it.]

What are you—doing that for? You want me to have him? Laura?

[ Ske nods.)

269.1 Alton: a city in Illinois about twenty miles north of St. Louis on the Mississippi River.
269.8 Centralia: a city in Illinois about sixty miles east of St. Louis.
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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 caller
waving goodbye—gaily.”

At this moment AMANDA rushes brightly back into the living room. She bears a pitcher of fruit
punch in an old-fashioned cui-glass pitcher, and a plate of macarcons. The plate has a gold
border and poppies painted on it ]

Amanpa,  Well, well, welll Isn’t the air delightful after the shower? I've made you
children a little liquid refreshment. {She turns gaily to fint.] Jim, do you know that song
about lemonade?

“Lemonade, lemonade

Made in the shade and stirred with a spade—

Good enough for any old maid!”

JM,  [uneasily] Ha-ha! No—I never heard it.

AMANDA.  Why, Laural You look so serious!

Ji. We were having a serious conversation.

AMANDA.  Good! Now you're better acquainted!

Ji.  [uncertainly] Ha-ha! Yes.

AMaNDA.  You modern young people are much more serious- mmded than my
generation. I was so gay as a girl!

Jm.  You haven’t changed, Mrs. Wingfield.

AMANDA.  Tonight I'm rejuvenated! The gaiety of the occasion, Mr. O’Connort
[Ske tosses her head with a peal of laughter, spilling some lemonade] Ooool I'm baptizing
myselfl

JM. Here—let me—

AMANDA.  [setiing the pitcher down] There now. I discovered we had some
maraschino cherries. I dumped them in, juice and ail!

JiM.  You shouldn’t have gone to that trouble, Mrs. Wingfield.

AMaNDA,  Trouble, trouble? Why, it was loads of fun! Didd’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 coming! Mmm, just breathe that air! So fresh, and the moon's so
pretty! I'll skip back out—f know where my place is when young folks are having a—
serious conversation!

Jm.  Oh, don’t go out, Mrs. Wingfield. The fact of the matter is I've got 1o be
going,

AMANDA,
Mr. O’Connor!

JmM. 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

Going, now? You're joking! Why, it’s only the shank of the evening,”

285 shank of the evening: still early, the best part of the evening. .
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you stay fater. What's the best night for you? Isn’t Saturday night the best night for you
workingmen?

Jm. 1 have a couple of time-clocks to punch, Mrs. Wingfield. One at morning,
another one at night!

AMANDA. My, but you are ambitious! You work at night, too?

Jm.  No, Ma'am, not work but—Betty!

[He crosses deliberately to pick up his hat. The band al the Paradise Dance Hall goes into a
tender waltz.]

AMANDA,  Betty? Betty? Who's—DBetty!

[Thereis an ominous cracking sound in the shy.]

Jmm.  Oh, just a girl. The girl I go steady with!
[ He smiles charmingly. The sky falls,
Legend: “The Shy Falls.”]

AMANDA, Is it a serious romance, Mr.
O’Connor?

Jm.  We're going to be married the second Sunday in June.

AManpa, Ohhh—how nice! Tom didn’t mention that you were engaged to he
married.

Jmt.  The cat’s not out of the bag at the warehouse yet. You know how they are,
They call you Romeo and swuff like that. [He stops at the oval mirror to put on his hat. He
carefully shapes the brim and the crowm to give a discreetly dashing effect.] It's been a wonderful
evening, Mrs. Wingfield. I guess this is what they mean by Southern hospitality.

AManDA. It really wasn’t anything at all.

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

Amanpa.  Yes, I know—the tyranny of women! [She extends her hand.] Goodbye,
Mr. O'Gonnor. I wish you luck—and happiness—and success! All three of them, and so
does Laura! Don’t you, Laura?

Laura,  Yes!

Jma.  [taking Lavra’s hand] Goodbye, Laura. I'm certainly going to treasure that
souvenir, And don’t you forget the good advice I gave you. [He raises his voice lo a cheery
shout.] So long, Shakespearel Thanks again, ladies. Good night!

[a long-drawn exhalation] Ohhh . ..

[ He grins and ducks jauntily out. Still bravely grimacing, AMANDA closes the daor on the gentle-
man caller. Then she turns back to the voom with o puzzled expression. She and LAURA don’t
dare to face each other. LAURA crouches beside the Victrola to wind it.] :

AMANDA.  [fainfly] Things have a way of turning out so badly. I don’t believe that
I would play the Victrola. Well, well—welll OQur gentleman caller was, engaged to be mar-
ried? [She raises her voice.] Tom! :

ToM. [ from the kitchenetie] Yes, Mother?

AmanDa.  Come in here a minute. I want to tell you something awfully funny.

Tom. [entering with a macaroon and a glass of the lemonade] Has the gentleman
caller gotten away already?
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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.

ToMm. I’ll be jiggered! 1 didn’t know about that.

Amanpa.  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 I know?

AMaNDA. It seems extremely peculiar that you wouldn't know your best friend
was going to be married!

ToMm. The warehouse is where [ work, not where I know things about people!

AMANDA.  You don’t know things anywhere! You live in a dream; yon manufac-

ture illusions!
[ He crosses to the door.] .

Where are you going?

ToM. I'm going to the movies.

AmManpa.  That’s right, now that you've had us make such fools of curselves. The
effort, the preparations, all the expense! The new floor lamp, the rug, the clothes for
Laura! All for what? To entertain some other girl’s flancé! Go to the movies, go! Don't
think about us, a mother deserted, an unmarried sister wha's crippled and has no job!
Don’t let anything interfere with your slfish pleasure! Just go, go, go—to the movies!

Tou. All right, T willl The more you shout about my selfishness to me the
quicker I'll go, and I won't go to the movies!

AMaNpA.  Go, then! Go to the moon—you selfish dreamer!

[ Toum smashes his glass on the floor: He plunges out on the fire escape, slamming the doo: LAURA
screams in fright. The dance-hall music becomes louder Tom stands on the fire escape, gripping
the rail. The moon breaks through the storm clouds, tluminating his face.

Legend on sereen: “And so goodbye . . "

Tom’s closing speech is timed with what is happening inside the house. We see, as though through
soundproof glass, that AMANDA appears to be making a comforting speech to LAURA, who is hud-
dled upon the sofa. Now that we cannot hear the mother’s speech, her silliness is gone and she has
dignity and tragic beauty. LAURA’s hair hides her face until, at the end of the speech, she lifis
ker head to smile al her mother. AMANDA'S gestwres ave slow and graceful, almost dancelike, as she
comforts her daughter. Al the end of her speech she glances a moment at the father's picture—
then withdraws through the portieres. At the close of ToM's speech, LAURA blows out the candles,
ending the play.]

Towm. Ididn'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. I 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,
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but I'was pursued by something. It always came upon me unawares, taking me altogether
by surprise. Perhaps it was a familiar bit of music. Perhaps it was only a piece of trans-
parent glass. Perhaps I am walking along a street at night, in some strange city, before |
h'fwe found companions. I pass the lighted window of a shop where perfume is sold. The
window is filled with pieces of colored glass, tiny transparent bottles in delicate colors

like bits of a shattered rainbos. Then all at once my sister touches my shoulder. I turr;
around and look into her eyes. Oh, Laura, Laura, I tried to leave you behind me, but I
am more faithful than I intended to be! I reach for a cigarette, I cross the street,I run
into the movies or a bar, I buy a drink, I speak to the nearest stranger—anything th,at can
blow your candles out!

[LAURA bends over the candles.]

For nowadays the world is lit by lighining! Blow out your candles, Laura—and so
goodbye. . ..

[ She blows the candies out. |

QUESTIONS

1. What Floes the setting described in the opening stage direction tell you about
the Wingfields? Consider especially the adjectives and the symbolism of the alley
and the fire escape.

2. Whois the_ “fifth character” in the play, and how is his presence established? In
what ways is Tom a parallel to this character?

3. What does Amanda reveal about her past in scene 1? How does Williams reveal
that Amanda often dwells in the past?

4. What happened to Laura at Rubican’s Business College? How can you account
for her behavior? What plan of Amanda’s did she upset?

5. What. new plan for Laura's future does Amanda begin to develop in scene 2?
Why is the plan impracticable? Why is the image of Jim introduced here?

6. Summarize the argument between Tom and Amanda in scene 8, What does
Ama{lda assert about Tom? What does he claim about his life? Why is Laura
spotlighted throughout the argument?

7. What sort of agreement does Amanda try to reach with Tom about Laura in
scene 47

8. How c!o An?anda and Laura react to the news of a gentleman caller? Describe
Laura‘s feelings toward Jim during the conversation and the dancing in scene 7.
Describe how he changes after the kiss.

9. Explain the symbolism of the unicorn (both whole and broken). Why does
Laura give it to Jim as a souvenir?

[0.  ‘What is Tom’s situation at the end? To what degree has he achieved his dreams
‘ of escape and adventure?

11, Describe Amanda’s and Laura’s concluding situations, Why does Laura blow
out of the candles? What is the future for these women? ‘





