Is

W Tom and Amanda
THE GLASS MENAGERIE '
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. amanpa [calling from the kitchenette]: Laura, are you going to do

what I'asked you to.do, or do I--h_av_e" to get dressed-and: go out:myself?

LAURAGOIng, going-—-s@qﬁ@é'li{get :Q;!L.m.y:(':oaftlf _7 ‘, ! o L

- [She pulls on & shapeless fels hat with a nervous; jerky movement,

+ pleadingly glancing at Tom. She.rushes awkwardly for her'coat. The
coat is one of Amanda’s, inaccurately made-over, the sleeves oo short
for Laura.] ' i

Butter and what else?

AMANDA [entering from the kztchenette] ]ulst butter Tell them to
charge it. o B

" LgimA:*-Méthgr,'t}iey_ ‘make Suph faces 'w}ieg Ido fhg_t._ -

AMAEJSAQ : Stlcks and stones canbreak ,qi;I 'bones; but the _expression
on Mr. Garfinkel’s face won't harm, us! Tell. your brother his coffee is
getting cold.

LAURA [at the door] Do what asked y‘oi:i, w111 you, will you, Tom?
[He looks sullenly away.] | -
- aMANDA: Liaitra, godiow or just don’t goat'alll e

' LauRA [rushing out]: Going—goingl- .

. L, e
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[A second later she cries out. Tom springs wp-and, crosses o the door. &

Tom opens the door.]
Tom: Laura? :
zauRa: I'm all right. I slipped, but Pmvall right.

'AMANDA [peering anxiously after her]: IF anyone bréaks a leg on
those fire-escape steps, the landlord-ought to be sued for every cent he W
possesses! [She shuts the doof. Now she remembers she isn't speaking 4

to Tom and returns to the other room.] .. - S e

[As Tom comes listlessly-for his coffee, she turns her back. to- him
and stands rigidly facing the window on the gloomy gray vauls.of the
areaway. lis light on her face with its aged but childish features is

cruelly shary, satirical as a Dawiier print.]. -
[The music of “Ave Maria,” isheard sofily.] - L
[Tom glances sheepishly, but, sullenly at her averted. figure .a

slumps 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

38 |

"SCENE FOUR

Jl"lIIll!l!]lIIIIllllll|l|||I[iil]‘lllIIIllllllIIIII[IIII]II|Illl|llllII[lllll]IIIIlllllilII|!IllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIl[!llﬂ||IllllllIIlillllIIIIlllllIIIllll]]lIIllllllIII[I!]]lIIIlllllIIIII[IHI]IIIIIHIII

“and half turns. Then she catches herself and tirns back to the win-

* dow. " Tom: Blows on his coﬁee,—-:glancing ‘sidewise- at his mother. She
clears her throat. Tom clears his. He starts-io rise, ‘sinks ‘hack
down again, scraiches his head, clears his throat again. Amanda
coughs. Tom raises his cup in both hands to blow on it, his eyes star-
ing over the rim of it at his mother for several moments. Then he
slowly sets the cup down and awkwardly and hesitantly rises from
the chair.] : . S Stait :

. oM. [?;Qarsely‘]-iz Mother, I-I a_pol-bgiée,'Mother.L '

- [Amanda draws - quick, shuddering breath. Her face worb'-. gro-
“tesquely. She breaks into childlike tears.] -+ - - :

N ,: i AL L . s - o0 s ) . . o .
] I'm sorry for what I said, for everything that I said, I didn’t mean it. . -

make myself hateful to my children!
~ toM: No, you don't.

Avanpa: [sobbingly]: My devotion has made me 2 witch and so I

aMANDA: I worry so much, don't sleep, it makes e nervous!
rom [gently]: [ understand that, o L

AMANDA: Ive had to put up a solitary battle all theée yearsBut
you're my right-hand bower! Don't fall down, don’t faill -

"rom [gemthy]: 1 try, Mother., ._
amMaNDA [with great enthusiasm]: Try and you will succeed!!"[The-

notion makes her breathless.] Why, you—you're just full of natural en-

dowments! Both of my children—theyre unnsual ¢hildren! Don't your

think I know it} I’m‘so—proud! Happy and—feel T've—so much to be
3 | thankful for but— promise me one thing, sonl a a

TOM: What, Mother?

AMANDA: Promi_se, son, you'll-never be a drunkard!

ToM [turns to her gn‘nning]:.l will never be a dIu'nkaJ;d; Mother, -~

b?ml;ﬁ?;?t’s What it‘rightened;zrz:lr_e so:, that ygq’é.’:tnbe dﬁﬁkipgl Eata
:.’:*‘rc.)M:A]us.t.Ac.(‘)PEee, Mother PR |
. Avapa: Shredded wheat biscuit? |
- zon:No. No, Mother, just coffee;

2y
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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.

ToMm: No, thank you.
AMANDA: To cool it.
om: Nol No, thank you, I want it black.

amanpa: 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 }we in, all that
we have to cling to is—each other. . . . That's why it's so important
to— Tom, I— I sent out your sister so I could discuss something vm:ch
you. If you hadn’t spoken I would have spoken to you. [She sits

down.]
om [gently]: What is it, Mother, that you want to discuss?
AMANDA: Laural
[Tom puts his cup down slowly.] 7
[Legend.-(m sereen: “Laura.” Music: “The Glass Menagerie."]
tom: —Oh.—Laura. . . .

amanDaA [touching his sleeve]: You know how Laura is. So quiet
but—still water runs deep! She notices things and I think she—broods

about them.
[Tom looks up.]
A few days ago I came in and she was crying.
rom: What about? |
AMANDA: You.
ToM: Me? ,
AMANDA: She has an idea that you're not iuappsr.here.
rom: What gave her that idea?

AmaNDA: What gives her any idea? However, you do act strangely.
]—T'm not criticizing, 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 I cannot
describe to you! I've never told you but I—loved your father. . . .
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tom [gently]: I know that, Mother. -

amanpa: And you—when I see you taking after his ways! Staying out
late—and—well, you had been drinking the night you were in that—ter-
rifying condition! Laura says that you hate the apartment and that you
g0 out nights to get away from it! Is that true, Tom?

tom: No. You say there’s so much in your heart that you can’t
describe to me. That's true of me, too. There’s so much in my heart
that I can’t describe to you! So let’s respect each other’s—

AMaNDA: But, why—why, Tom—are you alwaj(s so restless? Where
do you go to, nights?

ToM: [—go to the movies. .
Amanpa: Why do you go to the movies so much, Tom?

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

AMANDA: But, Tom, you go to the movies entirely too miuch!
ToM: I like a lot of adventure,

[Amanda looks baffled, then hurt. As the familiar inquisition re-
sumes, Tom becomes hard and impatient again. Amanda slips back
into her querulous attitude toward him. ]

[Image on screen: A sailing vessel with Jolly Roger.]
AMANDA: Most young men find adventure in their careers.
Tom: Then most young men are not employed in-a warehouse.

Amanpa: The world is full of foung meén efnployed in warehouses
and offices and factories. ‘

Tom: 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

5: something that people have got away from! It belongs to animals!

Christian adults don’t want it! =— Stop
ToM: What do Christian adults want, then, Mother?
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