









































































































































SOCENE SIX SCENE SIX

Murca: BLANCHBE:
Why did you try if you didn’t feel like it, Blanche? Why should you be so doubtful?
Pl So MrrCH:
ulqu sesjat obeying the Taw of A That night when we parked by the lake and I kissed you,
Mrrca: B e
. . LANCHE:
BLVA?wh.laW is that? Honey, it wasn’t the kiss I objected to. I Tiked the kiss

very much. It was the other little—familiarity—that I—
felt obliged to—discourage. . . . I didn’t resent it! Not a
bit in the world! In fact, I was somewhat flattered that
you—desired me! But, honey, you know as well as I do
that a single girl, a girl alone in the world, has got to keep
a firm hold on her emotions or she’ll be lost!

The one that says the lady must entertain the gentleman
—or no dice! See if you can locate my door-key in this
purse. When I’'m so tired my fingers are all thumbs!

MrrcH [rooting in her purse]:
This it?

BLANCHE: MircH [solemnly]:
No, honey, that’s the key to my trank which I must soon Lost?
be packing. BLANCHR:
Mrrcr: I guess you are used to girls that like to be lost. The kind
You mean you are leaving here soon? that get lost immediately, on the first date!
BLANCHE: Mrrcn:
I've outstayed my welcome. I like you to be exactly the way that you are, because in
MITCH: all my—experience—I have never known anyone like you.
This it? [Blanche looks at him gravely; then she bursts into laughter
[The music fades away.} and then claps a hand to her mouth.]
BLANCHE: Mirca: -
Bureka! Honey, you open the door while I take a last look Are you laughing at me?
at the sky. [She leans on the porch rail. He opens the door BLANCHE:

and stands awkwardly behind her.] Tm looking for the
Pleiades, the Seven Sisters, but these girls are not out
tonight. Oh, yes they are, there they are! God bless them!
All in a bunch going home from their little bridge party.

No, honey. The lord and lady of the house have not yet
returned, so come in. We'll have a night-cap. Let's leave
the lights off. Shall we?

MrrcH:

« « » Y'get the door open? Good boy! I guess you—
want to gonow ...

[He shuffles and coughs a little.]

You just—do what you want to.

[Blanche precedes him into the Kkitchen. The outer wall
of the building disappears and the interiors of the two

MrTch: rooms can be dimly seen.]
Can I—uh—Xkiss you—goodnight? BLANCHE [remaining in the first room]:
BLANCHE: The other room’s more comfortable—go on in. This crash-
Why do you always ask me if you may? ing around in the dark is my search for some liquor.
MrrchH: MrTcH:
I don’t know whether you want me to or not. You want a drink?
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MrTCcH:

Guess how much I weigh, Blanche?
BLANCHE:

Oh, Id say in the vicinity of—one hundred and eighty?
MrrcH:

Guess again.
BLANCHE:

Not that much?
MrrCH:

No. More.
BLANCHE:

Well, you're a tall man and you can carry a good deal of
weight without looking awkward.

MrrcH:
.I weigh two hundred and seven pounds and I'm six feet
one and one-half inches tall in my bare feet—without
shoes on. And that is what I weigh stripped.
BLANCHE:
Oh, my goodness, me! It's awe-inspiring.
MirrcH [embarrassed]:
My weight is not a very interesting subject to talk about.
[He hesitates for a moment] What’s yours?
BLANCHE:
My weight?
MrrcH:
Yes.
BLANCHE:
Guess!
MrrcH:
Let me lift you.
BLANCHE:

Samson! Go on, lift me. [He comes behind her and puts

his hands on her waist and raises her lightly off the ground)
Well?

MrrcH:

You are light as a feather.
BLANCHE:

Ha-hal [He lowers her but keeps his hands on her waist.
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SCENE SIX

Blanche speaks with an affectation of demureness] You
may release me now.

MrTCH:
Huh?
BLANCHR [gaily]:
I said unhand me, sir. [He fumblingly embraces her. Her
voice sounds gently reproving] Now, Mitch. Just because
Stanley and Stella aren't at home is no reason why you
shouldn’t behave like a gentleman.
MrrCcH:
Just give me a slap whenever I step out of bounds.
BLANCHE:
That won’t be necessary. You’re a natural gentleman, one
of the very few that are left in the world. I don’t want you
to think that I am severe and old maid schoolteacherish
or anything like that. It’s just—well—
MrTCH:
Huh?
BLANCHE!
I guess it is just that I have—old-fashioned ideals! [She
rolls her eyes, knowing he cannot see her face. Mitch
goes to the front door. There is a considerable silence
between them. Blanche sighs and Mitch coughs selfcon-
sciously.]
MircR [finally]:
Where’s Stanley and Stella tonight?
BLANCHE:
They have gone out. With Mr, and Mrs. Hubbell upstairs.
Mrrch:
Where did they go?
BLANCHE:
I think they were planning to go to a midnight prevue at
Loew’s State.
Mrrch:
We should all go out together some night.
BLANCHE:
No. That wouldn't be a good plan.
Mrrch:
Why not?
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BLANCHE: BLANCHE: -
You are an old friend of Stanley’s? Why, in every conceivable way.
MrrcH: MirTcH:
We was together in the Two-forty-first. I'm surprised to hear that.
BLANCHE: BLANCHE:
I guess he talks to you frankly? , Are you?
Mirca: MrTch:
Sure. Well, I—don't see how anybody could be rude to you.
BLANCHE: BLANCHE:
Has he talked to you about me? It’s really a pretty frightful situation. You see, there’s no
Mrrch: privacy here. There’s just these portieres between the two
Oh—not very much. rooms at night. He stalks through the rooms in his under-
BLANCHE: wear at night. And I have to ask him to. close the bath- °
The way you say that, I suspect that he has. room door. That sort of commonness isn’t necessary. You
MIrTCRH: probably wonder why I don’t move out. Well, T’ll tell you
No, he hasn’t said much. frankly. A teacher’s salary is barely sufficient for her living-
BrARCEE: expenses. I didn’t save a penny last year and so.I had to
But what he has said. What would you say his attitude come here. for, the summer. That's why 1 have to EREUP
ey with my sister’s husband.' And he has to put up with me,
Vi apparently so much against his wishes. . . . Surely he
Why do you want to ask that? Mﬁ-‘::: have told you how much he hates me!
BLVA\;:(I:IFE: | 1don’t think he hates you.
MIrrCH: - BLANCHE: d .
Don't you get along with him? He pates me. Or. why would he insult me? The ﬁrst time
\ I laid eyes on him I thought to myself, that man is my
BLelefalﬁi.o you think? M:rx:;?ﬁonerl That man will destroy me, unless—
Mrrcn: Blan.che—
I don’t think he understands you. B r
BEANCHE; L\Afz:Hlfc;ney?
That is putting it mildly. If it weren’t for Stella about to K
have a baby, I wouldn’t be able to endure things here. Mrrch: ;
MrrcH: Can I ask you a question?
He isn’t—nice to you? BLANCHE:
BLANCHE: Yes. What?
He is insufferably rude. Goes out of his way to offend me. MrTcH:
MITCH: How old are you?
In what way, Blanche? [She makes a nervous gesture.]
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