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MITCH [heavily]: That’s — good.

[She enters the bedroom with the drinks and the candle.]

BLANCHE: Sit down ! Why don’t you take off your coat and
loosen your collar?

miTcH: I better leave it on.

BLANCHE: No. I want you to be comfortable.

MmiTcH: I am ashamed of the way I perspire. My shirt is
sticking to me,

BLANCHE: Perspiration is healthy. If people didn’t perspire
they would die in five minutes. [She takes his coat from him.]
This is a nice coat. What kind of material is it?

miTcH: They call that stuff alpaca.

BLANCHE: Oh. Alpaca.

MiTCH: It’s very light-weight alpaca.

BLANCHE: Oh. Light-weight alpaca.

mitcu: I don’t like to wear a wash-coat even in summer
because I sweat through it.

BLANCHE: Oh,

MmITcH: And it don’t look neat on me. A man with a heavy
build has got to be careful of what he puts on him so he
don’t look too clumsy.

BLANCHE: You are not too heavy.

MIiTcH: You don’t think I am?

BLANCHE: You are not the delicate type. You have a mas-
sive bone-structure and a very imposing physique.

mitcH: Thank you. Last Christmas I was given a member-
ship to the New Orleans Athletic Club.

BLANCHE: Oh, good.

miTcH: It was the finest present I ever was given. I work
out there with the weights and I swim and I keep myself

fit. When I started there, I was getting soft in the belly
but now my belly is hard. It is so hard that now a man
can punch me in the belly and it don’t hurt me. Punch
me! Go on! See? [She pokes lightly at him.]

BLANCHE: Gracious. [Her hand touches her chest.]
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M1TCH: Guess how much I weigh, Blanche?

BLANGHE: Oh, I'd say in the vicinity of - one hundred and

eighty ?

miTcH: Guess again.

BLANCHE: Not that much?

miTcH: No. More.

BLANCHE: Well, you’re a tall man and you can carry a

good deal of weight without looking awkward.

miTcH: I weigh two hundred and seven pounds and I'm

six feet one and a halfinches tall in my bare feet — without

shoes on. And that is what I weigh stripped.

BLANCHE: Oh, my goodness, me! It’s awe-inspiring.

MITCH [embarrassed}: My weight is not a very interesting

subject to talk about. [He hesitates for a moment.] What’s

yours?

BLANCHE: My weight?

MITCH: Yes.

BLANCHE: Guess!

MITGH: 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?

B rMmitcH: You are light as a feather.

% BLANCHE: Ha-ha! [He lowers her but keeps his hands on her

waist. BLAN CHE speaks with an affectation of demureness.] You

may release me now.

& MiTcH: Huh?

B BLANCHE [gaily]: I said unhand me, sir. [He fumblingly em-

braces 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.

§ MiTcH: 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

school-teacherish or anything like that. It’s just — well -
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mitcH: 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 be-
tween them. BLANCHE sighs and MITGH coughs self-con-
sciously.]

MITCH [ finally]: Where’s Stanley and Stella tonight?

BLANGHE: They have gone out. With Mr and Mrs Hubbel
upstairs,

mitcH: Where did they go?

BLANCHE: I think they were planning to go to a midnight
preview at Loew’s State.

miTcH: We should all go out together some night.

BLANCHE: No. That wouldn’t be a good plan.

mIiTcH: Why not?

BLANCHE: You are an old friend of Stanley’s?

miTcH: We was together in the Two-forty-first.

BLANCHE: I guess he talks to you frankly?

MITCH: Sure,

BLANCHE: Has he talked to you about me?

mrrcu: Oh — not very much.

BLANCHE: The way you say that, I suspect that he has.

miTCcH: No, he hasn’t said much.

BLANCHE: But what he kas said. What would you say his
attitude toward me was?

miTcH: Why do you want to ask that?

BLANCHE: Well -

mitcH: Don’t you get along with him?

BLANCHE: What do you think?

miTcH: I don’t think he understands you.

BLANCHE: That is putting it mildly. If it weren’t for Stella
about to have a baby, I wouldn’t be able to endure

things here,

mrrcu: He isn’t — nice to you?

BLANCHE: He is insufferably rude. Goes out of his way to
offend me. :
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- MiTcH: In what way, Blanche?

BLANCHE: Why, in every conceivable way.

MITCH: I'm surprised to hear that.

BLANCHE: Are you?

miTcH: Well, I - don’t see how anybody could be rude to
you.

BLANCHE: It’s really a pretty frightful situation. You see,
there’s no privacy here. There’s just these portiéres be-
tween the two rooms at night. He stalks through the
rooms in his underwear at night. And I have to ask him to
close the bathroom door. That sort of commonness isn’t
necessary. You probably wonder why I don’t move out.
Well, I’ll tell you frankly. A teacher’s salary is barely suffi-
cient for her living-expenses. I didn’t save a penny last
year and so I had to come here for the summer. That’s
why I have to put up with my sister’s husband. And he
has to put up with me, apparently so much against his
wishes. ... Surely he must have told you how much he
hates me !

mMITGH: I don’t think he hates you,

BLANCHE: He hates me. Or why would he insult me? Of

course there is such a thing as the hostility of — perhaps in

some perverse kind of way he — No ! To think of it makes
me ... [She makes a gesture of revulsion. Then she finishes her
drink. A pause follows.]

MiTcH: How old are you?
[Ske makes a nervous gesture.]

LANCHE: Why do you want to know?

miTcH: I talked to my mother about you and she said,
‘How old is Blanche?’ And I wasn’t able to tell her.
[ There is another pause.]




