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amvanpa: 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. Dun-
can J. Fitzhugh, mind you! But—I picked your fatherl

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 arriving. [She flounces girlishly
toward the kitchenette.] How many do you suppose we're going to en-
tertain this afternoon?

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

LaurA [alone in the dining room]: 1 don’t believe we're going to re-
ceive any, Mother.

AMANDA [reappearing, airily]: What? No one—not one? You must
be joking!

[Laura nervously echoes her laugh. She slips in a fugitive manner
through the half-open portieres and draws them gently behind her. A
shaft of very clear light is thrown on her face against the faded tapesiry
of the curtains. Faintly the music of “The Glass Menagerie” is heard as
she continues, lightly: |

Not one gentleman caller? It can’t be truel There must be a flood,
there must have been a tornadol

raura: It isn't a flood, it’s not a tornado, Mother. I'm just not popu-
lar like you were in Blue Mountain. . . .

[Tom utters another groan. Laura glances at him with a faint, apolo-
getic 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.]
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. On the dark stage the screen is lighted with the image of blue roses.

. Gradually Laura’s figure becomes apparent and the screen goes -out.
The music subsides.

. Laura is seated in the delicate ivory chair at the small claw-foot table.
* She wears a dress of soft violet material for a kimono—her hair 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 orna-
| ments away, and seats herself stiffly before the diagram of the type-
. writer keyboard as though it held her spellbound. Something has hap-
. pened to Amanda. It is written in her face as she climbs to the landing:
. alook that is grim and hopeless and a little absurd. She has on one of
. those cheap or imitation velvety-looking cloth coats with imitation fur
. collar. Her hat is five or six years old, one of those dreadful cloche hats
- that were worn in the late Twenties, and she is clutching an enormous
- black patent-leather pocketbook with nickel clasps and initials. This is
- her full-dress outfit, the one she usually wears to the D.A.R. Before en-
| teting she looks through the ‘door. She purses her lips, opens her eyes
. very wide, rolls them upward and shakes her head. Then she slowly

- her lips with a nervous gesture.
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~ “zaura: Hello, Mother, T was— [She makes a nervous gesture toward
- the chart on the wall. Amanda leans against the shut door and stares at
I_aum with a martyred look.] : _ ‘

. AMANDA:: Deception? Deception? [She slowly removes her hat and
g}o'ues, 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.A.R. meeting?

'”[Amnda slowly opens her purse and removes a dainty white hand-
\ kerchief which she shakes out delicately and delicately touches to her
* lips and nostrils.] e : :

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

5 ‘KR‘IANI?A‘ [faintly, almost inaudibly]: —No.—No. [then more forci-
bly:] 1 did not have the strength—to go to the D.A.R. In fact, I did not
have the courage! I wanted to find a hole in the ground and hide my-

€lf in it forever! [She crosses slowly to the wall and removes the dia-
gram of the typewriter keyboard. She holds it in front of her for a sec-
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. lets herself in the door. Seeing her mother’s expression Laura touches
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ond, staring at it sweetly and sorrowfully—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—

-

Amanoa: Why? Why? How old are you, Laura?
vaura: Mother, you know my ége;. '

amanDA: I thought that you were an adult; it seems that I was mis-
taken. [She crosses slowly to the sofa and sinks down and stares at
Laura.] Vo '

LAURA: Please don’t stare at me, Mother.

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

amvianpa: 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?

amanoa: Tll be all right in a minute, I'm just bewildered—[She
hesitates.]—by life. . . . :

rAaurA: 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.A.R. 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.
{ LAura: Oh. . . .

amanpa: I went to the typing instructor and introduced myself as
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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 all the dates you were absent
until they decided that you had dropped out of school.

I still said, “No, there must have been some mistakel There must have
been some mix-up in the records!”

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 completely—was sick at the stomach and almost had ta
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, I suppose, demonstrating those—

[She indicates a brassiere with her hands.]

Oh! T felt so weak I could barely keep on my feet! I had to sit down
while they got me a glass of water! Fifty dollars’ tuition, all of our plans
—my hopes and ambitions for you—just gone up the spout, just gone up
the spout like that.

[Laura draws a long breath and gets awkwardly to her feet. She
crosses to the Victrola and winds it up. )

What are you doing? _
LauRrA: 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: I've just been going out walking.

AMANDA: 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?

* rAuRa: All sorts of places—;mostly in the park.
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