THE GLASS MENAGERIE

TOoM: No ’ i
» 10, I mustn’t say things! I've got to just—

AMANDA: Let me tell you—
ToM: I don’t want to hear any more!
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AMANDA: You will hear more, you—

TOM: No, I won't hear more, I'm going out!
AMANDA: You come tight back jn—

TOM: Qut, out, out! Because Im—

AMANDA: Come back
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TOM: Oh, go—

LAURA [desperately]: —Tom!
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SCENE THREE
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do—having a little difference between them! You don’t think
that—

AMANDA: I 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
AM. 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 security of us all? How do you think we'd
manage if you were—

ToM: Listen! You think I'm crazy about the warebouse?
[He bends fiercely toward her slight 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 interior!
with—fluorescent—tubes! Look! I'd rather somebody picked
up a crowbar and battered out my brains—than go back
mornings! 1 go/ Every time you come in yelling that God-
damn “Rise and Shine!” “Rise and Shine!” 1 say to myself,
“How lucky dead people are!” 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 I 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 picture.] As far as the system of
transportation reaches! [ He starts past her. She grabs bis arm.)
Don’t grab at me, Mother!

AMANDA: Where are you going?

23







