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THE GLASS MENAGERIE

AMANDA [from the kitcheneste] : Tom?
TOM: Yes, Mother?

AMANDA: Is that you and Mr. O’Connor?
TOM: Yes, Mother.

AMANDA: Well,

there. you just make yourselves comfortable in

TOM: Yes, Mother.

AMANDA: A ’ : ]
hands. sk Mr. O’Connor if he would like to wash his
IM:
ﬁ”( Wm%:z:m—'ﬂlaﬂk you—I took care of that at the
TOM: Yes?

JIM: Mr. Mendoza was speaking to me about you.
TOM: Favorably?

JiM: What do you think?

TOM: Well—

JiM: You're going to be out of a job if you don’t wake up.
TOM: I am waking up—

JM: You show no signs.

ToM: The signs are interior.

[Image on screem: The saili i
: in
Roges ago ] g vessel with the Jolly
TOM: I'm planning to chan
. : ge. [He leans over the fire-es-
cape rail, Jpeaé_mg with quiet exhilaration. The z’nmndﬁejc:;t
marquees and signs of the first-run movie bouses light bis face
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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.
JiM: 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 2 dark room and watches them have them!
Yes, until there’s a war. That's when adventure becomes avail-
able to the masses! Everyome’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 exotic, far-off! 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!

JIM [incredulously): Move?
TOM: Yes.

JiMm: When?

TOM: Soon!

JiM: Where? Where?

[The music seems to answer the question, while Tom
thinks it over. He searches in bis pockets.]
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TOM: I'm starting to boil inside. I know I seem dreamy
but inside—well, I'm boiling! Whenever I pick up a shoe f
sht.xdder a little thinking how short life is and what I z;m
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 bas been searching for in bi 2
paper to Jim.] Look— g for in bis pockets and holds out 4

JIM: What?

TOM: I'm a member.

JIM [reading]: The Union of Merchant Seamen.

TOM: I paid my dues this month, instead of the light bill.

JIM: You will regret it when they turn the lights off.
TOM: I won’t be here.

JiM: 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. H
feel about it? y p- How does your mother

ToM: Shhh! Here comes Mother! Mo

ther i .
with ey piao et is not acquainted

u;&MANDA [coming through the portieres]: Where are you
atls

TOM: On the terrace, Mother.

- [They start inside. She advances 1o them, Tom is distinctly
.fboc%ed at her appearance. Even Jim blinks 4 listle. He is
fnaén-zg bis first contact with girlish Soushern vivacity and
m spite of the night-school course in public speaking is
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somewhat thrown off the beam by the unexpected outlay of
social charm. Certain responses are attempted by Jim bur
are swept aside by Amandda’s gay laughter and chatter. Tom
is embarrassed but after the first shock Jim reacts very
warmly. He grins and chuckles, is altogether won over.]

[Image on screen: Amanda as a girl. ]

AMANDA [coyly smiling, shaking ber girlish ringlets]:
Well, well, well, so this is Mr. O’Connor. Introductions en-
tirely 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 warehouse!—instead of just hearing 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 2 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 suppet. 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 ou’selves!—when the season changes . . .
It's come so quick this year. I wasn’t prepared. All of a 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?
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