?
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Afternoons, long, long rides! Picnics—lovely! So lovely, that
country in May—all lacy with dogwood, literally flooded with

jonquils! That was the spring I had the craze for jonquils.

Jonquils became an absolute obsession. Mother said, “"Honey,
there’s no more room for jonquils.” And still I kept on bring-
ing 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 jon-
quils. Finally there were no more vases to hold them, every
available space was filled with jonquils. No vases to hold
them? All right, I'll hold them myself! And then I—[She
stops in front of the picture. Music plays.] met your father!
Malaria fever and jonquils and then—this—boy. . . . [She
switches on the rose-colored lamp.] 1 hope they get here be-
fore it starts to rain. [Ske crosses the room and places the
jonquils in a bowl on the table.] 1 gave your brother a little

extra change so he and Mr. O'Connor could take the service
car home,

LAURA [with an altered look]: What did you say his name
was?

AMANDA: O’Connor.

LAURA: What is his first name?

AMANDA: I don’t remember. Oh, yes, I do, It was— Jim!
(Laura sways slightly and catches hold of a chair.|

[Legend on screen: “Not Jim!”]
LAURA [faintly]: Not—Jim!

AMANDA: Yes, that was it, it was Jim! I've never known
a Jim that wasn’t njce!

[The music becomes ominous. |
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LAURA: Are you sure his name is Jim O’Connor?

AMANDA: Yes. Why?

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 hig%)
school—[then, with effort] If that is the one that :I‘om is
bringing to dinner—you’ll have to excuse me, I won’t come

to the table.
AMANDA: What sort of nonsense is this?

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

AMANDA: You mean the boy you showed me in the year-
book?

LAURA: Yes, that boy.
. . 5
AMANDA: Laura, Laura, were you in love with that boy?

LAURA: I don’t know, Mother. All I know is I couldn’t sit
at the table if it was him!

AMANDA: It won’t be him! It isn’t the least bit likely. But
whether it is or not, you will come to the table. You will not

be excused.
LAURA: I'll have to be, Mother.

t i illi Laura.

AMANDA: I don’t intend to humor your silliness, .
I've had too much from you and your brother, both! So just
sit down and compose yourself till they come. Tom has f.or-
gotten his key so you'll have to let them in, when they arrive.

55



THE GLASS MENAGERIE

LAURA [panicky]: Oh, Mothet—yox answer the door!
AMANDA [lightly]: I'll be in the kitchen—busy!

LAURA: Oh, Mother, please answer the door, don’t make
me do it!

AMANDA [crossing into the kitchenette]: I've got to fix
the dressing for the salmon. Fuss, fuss—silliness!—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 fingers together.]

[Legend on screen: “The Opening of a Door! ]

[(Tom and Jim appear on the fire escape steps and climb
to the landing, Hearing their approach, Laura rises with a
panicky gesture. She retreats to the portieres. The doorbell
rings. Laura catches her breath and touches her throat. Low
drums sound.]

AMANDA [calling]: Laura, sweetheart! The door!
[Lanra stares at it without moving.
JiM: T 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?

[Lanra crosses toward the kitchenette door.]

LAURA [breathlessly]: Mother—you go to the door!
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Amanda steps out of the kitchenetse and stares furiously
at Laura. She points imperiously at the door.]

LAURA: Please, please!

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

LAURA [desperately]: Please, you answer it, please!

AMANDA: I 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 go!

AMANDA: You'll have to go to the door because I can’t!
LAURA [despasringly]: 1 can’t either!

AMANDA: Why?

LAURA: I'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 . .. [She returns through the portieres,
darts to the Victrola, winds it frantically and turns it on.)

AMANDA: Laura Wingfield, you march right to that door!
LAURA: Yes—yes, Mother!

[A faraway, scratchy rendition of “Dardanella” Joften_; the
air and gives her strength to move through it. She slips to
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