Plays 1957-1980



TENNESSEE WILLIAMS

PLAYS 1957-1980

»*
* *

THE LIBRARY OF AMERICA



Volume compilation, notes, and chronology copyright © 2000 by
Literary Classics of the United States, Inc., New York, N.Y.
All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced commercially
by offser-lithographic or equivalent copying devices without
the permission of the publisher.

Published by arrangement with New Directions Publishing
Corporation, New York, Publisher of the plays of Tennessce
Williams, and The University of the South, copyright proprietor of
the works of Tennessee Williams. For copyrights, see page 990.

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that the
plays of Tennessee Williams, being fully protected under the
copyright laws of the United States of America, the British
Commonwealth including the Dominion of Canada, and all other
countries of the Copyright Union, are subject to royalty. All rights,
including professional, amateur, motion picture, recitation, lecturing,
public reading, radio and television broadcasting, and the rights of
translation into foreign languages, are strictly reserved. Particular
emphasis is laid on the question of readings, permission for which
must be secured from the agent for The University of the South,
Casarotto Ramsay & Associates Limited, Natdonal House,
60-66 Wardour Street, London W1V 4ND, England.

The paper used in this publication meets the
minimum requirements of the American National Standard for
Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed
Library Materials, ANSI Z39.48—1984..

Distributed to the trade in the United States
by Penguin Putnam Inc.
and in Canada by Penguin Books Canada Ltd.

Library of Congress Catalog Number: oo-o30190
For cataloging information, see end of Notes.
ISBN 1-883011-87-6

First Printing
The Library of America—120

Manufacrured in the United States of America



TENNESSEE WILLIAMS



MEL Gussow AND KEnNNETH HOLDICH

SELECTED THE CONTENTS AND WROTE THE NOTES
FOR THIS VOLUME



Contents

Orpheus Descending . . . . . ... ... .. ... ... [
Suddenly Last Summer . .. ... ... ... ..... 99
Sweet Bird of Youth . . . ... ... ... ... .. .. 149
Period of Adjustment . . . ... ... ... L., 237
The Night of the Iguana . . . . . ... ... ...... 327
The Eccentricities of a Nightingale . . . ... ... .. 429
The Milk Train Doesn’t Stop Here Anymore . . . . . 489
The Mutilated . . . . . . . . ... .. ... ... 583
Kingdom of Earth (The Seven Descents of Myrtle) 623
Small Craft Warnings . . . . . .. .. ... ....... 707
OutCry . . . . . . . 771
Vieux Carré . . . . . . . 825
A Lovely Sunday for Creve Coeur . . . .. ... ... 903
Chromology . . . . . . . . . 963
Noteow the Texts . . . . ... ... ... ........ 98

Notes . . . 0 o e e e 991



ORPHEUS DESCENDING



For Marion Black Vaccaro



THE PAST, THE PRESENT
AND THE PERHAPS

Onz icy bright winter morning in the last week of 1940, my
brave representative, Audrey Wood, and I were crossing the
Common in Boston, from an undistinguished hotel on one
side to the grandeur of the Ritz-Carlton on the other. We had
just read the morning notices of Battle of Angels, which had
opened at the Wilbur the evening before. As we crossed the
Common there was a series of loud reports like gunfire from
the street that we were approaching, and one of us said, “My
God, they’re shooting at us!”

We were still laughing, a bit hysterically, as we entered the
Ritz-Carlton suite in which the big brass of the Theatre Guild
and director Margaret Webster were waiting for us with that
special air of gentle gravity that hangs over the demise of a
play so much like the atmosphere that hangs over a home
from which a living soul has been snatched by the Reaper.

Not present was little Miriam Hopkins, who was under-
standably shattered and cloistered after the events of the
evening before, in which a simulated on-stage fire had
erupted clouds of smoke so realistically over both stage and
auditorium that a lot of Theatre Guld first-nighters had fled
choking from the Wilbur before the choking star took her
bows, which were about the quickest and most distracted that
I have seen in a theatre.

It was not that morning that I was informed that the show
must close. That morning I was only told that the play must
be cut to the bone. I came with a rewrite of the final scene
and I remember saying, heroically, “I will craw! on my belly
through brimstone if you will substitute this!” The response
was gently evasive. It was a few mornings later that I received
the coup de grace, the announcement that the play would
close at the completion of its run in Boston. On that occasion
I made an equally dramatic statement, on a note of anguish.
“You don’t seem to see that I put my heart into this play!”

It was Miss Webster who answered with a remark T have
never forgotten and yet never heeded. She said, “You must
not wear your heart on your sleeve for daws to peck at!”
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4 ORPHEUS DESCENDING

Someone else said, “At least you are not out of pocket.” I
don’t think I had any answer for that one, any more than I
had anything in my pocket to be out of.

Well, in the end, when the Boston run was finished, I was
given a check for $200 and told to get off somewhere and
rewrite the play. I squandered half of this subsidy on the first
of four operations performed on a cataracted left eye, and the
other half took me to Key West for the rewrite. It was a long
rewrite. In fact, it is still going on, though the two hundred
bucks are long gone.

Why have I stuck so stubbornly to this play? For seventeen
years, in fact? Well, nothing is more precious to anybody than
the emotional record of his youth, and you will find the trail
of my sleeve-worn heart in this completed play that I now call
Orpheus Descending. On its surface it was and still is the tale
of a wild-spirited boy who wanders into a conventional com-
munity of the South and creates the commotion of a fox in a
chicken coop.

But beneath that now familiar surface it is a play about
unanswered questions that haunt the hearts of people and the
difference between continuing to ask them, a difference rep-
resented by the four major protagonists of the play, and the
acceptance of prescribed answers that are not answers at all,
but expedient adaptations or surrender to a state of quandary.

Battle was actually my fifth long play, but the first to be
given a professional production. Two of the others, Candles
to the Sun and Fugitive Kind, were produced by a brilliant,
but semiprofessional group called The Mummers of St. Louis.
A third one, called Spring Storm, was written for the late Prof.
E. C. Mabie’s seminar in playwriting at the University of
Iowa, and I read it aloud, appropriately in the spring.

When I had finished reading, the good professor’s eyes had
a glassy look as though he had drifted into a state of trance.
There was a long and all but unendurable silence. Everyone
seemed more or less embarrassed. At last the professor pushed
back his chair, thus dismissing the seminar, and remarked ca-
sually and kindly, “Well, we all have to paint our nudes!” And
this is the only reference that I can remember anyone making
to the play. That 1s, in the playwriting class, but I do remem-
ber that the late Lemuel Ayers, who was a graduate student at
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Towa that year, read it and gave me sufficient praise for its di-
alogue and atmosphere to reverse my decision to give up the
theatre in favor of my other occupation of waiting on tables,
or more precisely, handing out trays in the cafeteria of the
State Hospital.

Then there was Chicago for a while and a desperate effort
to get on the W.P.A. Writers” Project, which didn’t succeed,
for my work lacked “social content” or “protest” and I
couldn’t prove that my family was destitute and I still had,
in those days, a touch of refinement in my social behavior
which made me seem frivolous and decadent to the conscien-
tiously rough-hewn pillars of the Chicago Project.

And so I drifted back to St. Louis, again, and wrote my
fourth long play which was the best of the lot. It was called
Not About Nightingales and it concerned prison life, and I
have never written anything since then that could compete
with it in violence and horror, for it was based on something
that actually occurred along about that time, the literal
roasting-alive of a group of intransigent convicts sent for
correction to a hot room called “The Klondike.”

I submitted it to The Mummers of St. Louis and they were
eager to perform it but they had come to the end of their
economic tether and had to disband at this point.

Then there was New Orleans and another effort, while
waiting on tables in a restaurant where meals cost only two-
bits, to get on a Writers’ Project or the Theatre Project, again
unsuccessful.

And then there was a wild and wonderful trip to California
with a young clarinet player. We ran out of gas in El Paso, also
out of cash, and it seemed for days that we would never go
farther, but my grandmother was an “easy touch” and I got a
letter with a $10 bill stitched neatly to one of the pages, and
we continued westward.

In the Los Angeles area, in the summer of 1939, I worked
for a while at Clark’s Bootery in Culver City, within sight of
the M-G-M studio and I lived on a pigeon ranch, and I rode
between the two, a distance of ten miles, on a secondhand bi-
cycle that I bought for $5.

Then a most wonderful thing happened. While in New
Orleans [ had heard about a play contest being conducted by
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the Group Theatre of New York. I submitted all four of the
long plays I have mentioned that preceded Battle of Angels,
plus a group of one-acts called American Blues. One fine day
I received, when I returned to the ranch on my bike, a
telegram saying that I had won a special award of $100 for the
one-acts, and it was signed by Harold Clurman, Molly Day
Thacher, who is the present Mrs. Elia Kazan, and that fine
writer, Irwin Shaw, the judges of the contest.

I retired from Clark’s Bootery and from picking squabs at
the pigeon ranch. And the clarinet player and I hopped on
our bicycles and rode all the way down to Tiajuana and back
as far as Laguna Beach, where we obtained, rent free, a small
cabin on a small ranch in return for taking care of the poultry.

We lived all that summer on the $100 from the Group
Theatre and I think it was the happiest summer of my life. All
the days were pure gold, the nights were starry, and I looked
so young, or carefree, that they would sometimes refuse to
sell me a drink because I did not appear to have reached 21.
But toward the end of the summer, maybe only because it was
the end of the summer as well as the end of the $100, the
clarinet player became very moody and disappeared without
warning into the San Bernardino Mountains to commune
with his soul in solitude, and there was nothing left in the
cabin in the canyon but a bag of dried peas.

I lived on stolen eggs and avocados and dried peas for a
week, and also on a faint hope stirred by a letter from a lady
in New York whose name was Audrey Wood, who had taken
hold of all those plays that I had submitted to the Group
Theatre contest, and told me that it might be possible to get
me one of the Rockefeller Fellowships, or grants, of $1,000
which were being passed out to gifted young writers at that
time. And I began to write Battle of Angels, a lyrical play
about memories and the loneliness of them. Although my
beloved grandmother was living on the pension of a retired
minister (I believe it was only $85 a month in those days), and
her meager earnings as a piano instructor, she once again
stitched some bills to a page of a letter, and I took a bus to
St. Louis. Battle of Angels was finished late that fall and sent
to Miss Wood.

One day the phone rang and, in a terrified tone, my mother
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told me that it was long distance, for me. The voice was
Audrey Wood’s. Mother waited, shakily, in the doorway.
When I hung up I said, quietly, “Rockefeller has given me a
$1,000 grant and they want me to come to New York.” For
the first ime since I had known her, my mother burst into
tears. “I am so happy,” she said. It was all she could say.

And so you see it is a very old play that Orpheus Descending
has come out of| but a play is never an old one until you quit
working on it and I have never quit working on this one, not
even now. It never went into the trunk, it always stayed on
the work bench, and I am not presenting it now because I
have run out of ideas or material for completely new work. I
am offering it this season because I honestly believe that it is
finally finished. About 75 per cent of it is new writing, but
what is much more important, I believe that I have now fi-
nally managed to say in it what I wanted to say, and I feel that
it now has in it a sort of emotional bridge between those early
years described in this article and my present state of existence
as a playwright.

So much for the past and present. The future is called “per-
haps,” which is the only possible thing to call the future. And
the important thing is not to allow that to scare you.

Tennessee Williams






ACT ONE
PROLOGUE

SCENE: The set represents in nonvealistic fashion a geneval dry-
Joods stove and parvt of a connecting “confectionery” in a small
Southern town. The ceiling is bigh and the upper walls ave davk,
as if streaked with moisture and cobwebbed. A great dusty win-
dow upstage offers a view of disturbing emptiness that fades into
Iate dusk. The action of the play occurs during a vainy season,
late winter and early spring, and sometimes the window turns
opaque but glistening silver with sheets of rain. “TORRANCE
MERCANTILE STORE?” is lettered on the window in gilt of
old-fashioned design.

Merchandise is represented very sparsely and it is not vealistic.
Bolts of pepperel and percale stand upright on large spools, the
biack skeleton of a drvessmaker’s dummy stands meaninglessly
against & thin white column, and there is a motionless ceiling
fan with strips of flypaper hanging from it.

There are stairs that lead to a landing and disappear above
it, and on the landing theve is a sinister-looking artificial palm
tree 1n a greenish-brown jardiniere.

But the confectionery, which is seen partly through a wide
arched door, is shadowy and poetic as some inner dimension of
the play.

Another, much smaller, playing avea is a tiny bedroom alcove
which is usually masked by an Oriental dvapery which is worn
dim but bears the formal design of a gold tree with scarlet fruit
and fantastic bivds.

At the vise of the curtain two youngish middle-aged women,
Dolly and Beulah, arve laying out a buffet supper on a pair of
pink-and-gray-veined wmavble-topped tables with gracefully
curved black-ivon legs, brought into the main area from the con-
Sfectionery. They ave wives of small planters and tastelessly over-
dvessed in a somewhat bizarve fashion.

A train whistles in the distance and dogs bark in response
from various points and distances. The women pause in their oc-
cupations at the tables and rush to the archway, crying out
havshly.
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DOLLY: Pee Wee!

BEULAH: Dawg!

DOLLY: Cannonball is comin’ into th” depot!

BEULAH: You all git down to th’ depot an’ meet that train!

(Their husbands slouch through, heavy, rved-faced men in
clothes that are too tight for them or too loose, and mud-
stained boots.)

PEE WEE: [ fed that one-armed bandit a hunnerd nickels an’
it coughed up five.

DOG: Must have hed indigestion.

PEE WEE: I’'m gonna speak to Jabe about them slots. ( They go
out and a motor starts and pauses.)

DOLLY: I guess Jabe Torrance has got more to worry about than
the slot machines and pinball games in that confectionery.
BEULAH: You’re not tellin’ a lie. I wint to see Dr. Johnny
about Dawg’s condition. Dawg’s got sugar in his urine
again, an’ as I was leavin’ I ast him what was the facks about

Jabe Torrance’s operation in Mimphis. Well—

DoLLY: What’d he tell you, Beulah?

BEULAH: He said the worse thing a doctor ever can say.

DOLLY: What’s that, Beulah?

BEULAH: Nothin’ a-tall, not a spoken word did he utter! He
just looked at me with those big dark eyes of his and shook
his haid like this!

DOLLY (with doleful satisfaction): 1 guess he signed Jabe
Torrance’s death warrant with just that single silent motion
of his haid.

BEULAH: That’s exactly what passed through my mind. I un-
derstand that they cut him open— (Pauses to taste some-
thing on the table.)

poLLY:—An’ sewed him right back up!—that’s what I
heard . . .

BEULAH: I didn’t know these olives had seeds in them!

DOLLY: You thought they was stuffed?

BEULAH: Uh-huh. Where’s the Temple sisters?

DpOLLY: Where d’you think?

BEULAH: Snoopin’ aroun’ upstairs. If Lady catches ’em at it
she’ll give those two old maids a touch of her tongue! She’s
not a Dago for nothin’!



ACT ONE II

DpoLLY: Ha, ha, no! You spoke a true word, honey . . . ( Looks
out door as cav passes) Well, I was surprised when I wint up
myself!

BEULAH: You wint up you’self?

porLy: I did and so did you because I seen you, Beulah.

BEULAH: I never said that I didn’t. Curiosity is a human in-
stinct.

poLLY: They got two separate bedrooms which are not even
connectin’. At opposite ends of the hall, and everything is so
dingy an’ dark up there. Y’know what it seemed like to me?
A county jail! T swear to goodness it didn’t seem to me like
a place for white people to live in!—that’s the truth . . .

BEULAH (darkly): Well, 1 wasn’t surprised. Jabe Torrance
bought that woman.

poLLY: Bought her?

BEULAH: Yais, he bought her, when she was a girl of eighteen!
He bought her and bought her cheap because she’d been
thrown over ana her heart was broken by that— ( Jerks head
toward a passing car, then continnes:) —that Cutrere boy. . . .
Oh, what a— Mmmm, what a—beautiful thing he was. .
And those two met like you struck two stones together and
made a fire!—yes—fire . . .

poLLy: What?

BEULAN: Fivel—Ha . . . (Strikes another match and lights one
of the candelabra. Mandolin begins to fade in. The following
monologue should be treated frankly as exposition, spoken to
andience, almost divectly, with a fovce that commands atten-
tion. Dolly does not vemain in the playing arvea, and after the
first few sentences, theve is no longer any pretense of a duo-
logue.)

—Well, that was a long time ago, before you and Dog
moved into Two River County. Although you must have
heard of it. Lady’s father was a Wop from the old country
and when he first come here with a mandolin and a mon-
key that wore a little green velvet suit, ha ha.

—He picked up dimes and quarters in the saloons—this
was before Prohibition. . .

—People just called him The Wop, nobody knew his
name, just called him ‘The Wop,” ha ha ha. . .

poLLY ( Off, vaguely): Anh-hannnh. . . .



