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(WILLIAMS ENTEKS, LIGHTS CIAGARtTTt) ',,• \\ J., '•~~ 1• "- ";)Ovl"'~ IA &o -.. ,.. -... -1-- - -- -
CARSON McCULLEKS CONCLUDES ONE OF HER LYRIC POEMS WlTH THE LINE: 

"7 !Mt, THE ENDLt.SS IDIOT, RUNS SCKEAMING "RUUNlJ THE WORLD" , " !T IS THlS 

CONTINUAL RUSH uF TlME, SO VIOLBNT THAT IT APPEARS TO BE SCKEAMING, 

THAT DEPkIVtS OUR ACTUAL LlVES OF SO MUCH lJIGNITY AND MEANING, AND IT IS 

PERHAPS MORE THAN ANYTHING ELSE, THE ARREST OF fIME WH1CH HAS TAKEN 

PLACE IN A COMPLETED WOKK OF ART THAT GIVES TO CERTAIN PLAYS THEIR 

FEELING UF DEPTH AND SIGNIFICANCE, 

IN A PLAY, TIME IS ARRESTED IN THE StNSE OF BEING CONFINElJ. BY A SURT 

.:_,; 9,JCLEGERDEMAIN, EVENTS AKE MADE TO ~t~~N~ ,v~T~ ATHER T~A~ E~N~ 

REDUCED SO QUICKLY TO MERE OR~URKEN-cES, THE AuDitNCE CAN SIT BACK IN A 

COMFORTING DUSK TO t, 1/l ff '-: .~ 11no Lr; ' 'HICH IS FLOODED WITH LIGHT AND IN 

WHICH EMOTION AND ACTlON HAVE A DIMENSION AND DIGNITY THAT THt Y WUULU 

LIKEWlSE HAVE IN KEAL EXlSTtNCt, IF ONLY THE SHATTERING INTkUST©N Or TIME .---___ _ 

CUULO BE LOCKED OUT. 
IL 

l 1,1 3 60 
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OUT CRY 

FELICE: Whe 0 did it begin , where, when ? (HE RUNS HIS HANDS 

THROUGH HIS HAIR) This feeling of confusion began when- ~ I 

can't think where. My God I've tried to conceal it , this 

confusion, but it's prett y obvious, now that I've shown some 

evidence of it 

(HE HAS TAKEN SOME CUSHIONS OUT OF AN OLD WICKER BOX IN WHICH 
"PROPS" ARE CARRIED. HIS SPEECH IS BREATHLESS: SOMETIMES 
IRONIC, SOMETIMES SAVAGE) 

FELICE: (EXHIBITING THE ARTICLES MENTIONED - HE DRAWS A DEEP 

BREATH TO COMPOSE HIMSELF) Act One, Scene One. § rise of 

0 curtain I am discovered on stage alone, yes, necessarily alone 

since she never enters on cue and never in a condition that 

I can predict anymore. 

CLARE: (IN A STRANGULATED CRY, AT A DISTANCE) Felice? 

FELICE: I know what that cry means : she's rising reluctantly to 

the surface of consciousness, I--understand her -- reluctance, 

but sometimes patience--gets impatient, you know ... Cockroach! 

(HE SUCKS IN HIS BREATH WITH DISGUST) -- A humanizing touch! I 

think I read somewhere that cockroaches are immune to radiation 

and so are destined to be among the last organic survivors of -

the great "Amen" ·. . . 

CLARE: (SAME DISTANCE, A LITTLE CLEARER) Felice? 

0 FELICE: (SHOUTING) ~ -ces ! --Fear . . . (HE HAS GLANCED UPSTAGE 

AND AT THE "CHAINED~ STER") Fear! -- The fierce little man with 

the drum inside the rib-cage. -- Compared to fear grown to panic 

that has no limit short of consciousness blowing out and not 

reviving again -- no other emotion a living , feeling creature is 

able to have, not even love or ha te, is comparable in--what? -

Force? -- Ma gnitude ? -- Too rhet o ric a l, that , work over later . 
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OUT CRY 2 

--Of course you realize that I'm trying to catch you and hold 

you with an opening monologue that has to be extended through 

several--rather arbitrary--transitions, only related in a 

general way to--(HE GESTURES TOWARD THE STATUE WITH EYES SHUT 

TIGHT) 

CLARE: (SLIGHTLY CLOSER) Where! 

FELICE: (FLIPS A PAGE OF THE PAD WITHOUT OTHERWISE RELATING TO IT) 

-- There is the love and the--substitutions, the surrogate attach

ments, doomed to brief duration, no matter how--necessary. 
t) 

You can't, you must never catch hold of and cry out to a person , 

loved or needed as deeply as if loved -- "Take care of me , I'm 

frightened, don't know the next step!" The one so loved and 

needed would hold you in contempt of human law and resisting 

arrest. In the heart of this person -- him - her - - is a little 

automatic sound apparatus, and it whispers to this person: 

l '/ "' 

"Demand! Blackmail! Despicable! Reject it!" -- And so the 

next morning you have to make your own coffee, your own phone 

calls , and go alone to the doctor to say: "I'm afraid I'm dying." 

CLARE : (IN THE WINGS) Felice! 

FELICE: Clare! (HE TOSSES AWAY THE SCRATCH PAD AND PENCIL) 

. 0 CLARE : (APPEARING , LIGHTED DIMLY) Nobody called me. 

FELICE : I yelled my head off. 

CLARE : (Oh. -- Decapitated ? Sorry! -- How much time have we got? 

FELICE (TO THE AUDIENCE, RISING) Imagine the curtain is down. 

(HE COMES DOWNSTAGE AND PEEKS THROUGH THE IMAGINARY CURTAIN) 

They're corning in. It's nearly curtain time. 

CLARE : Where is everybody ? 

Q FELICE : Everybody is somewhere, Clare. 0 
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RESEMBLANCE BETWEEN A VIOLIN CASE & A COFFIN 

What I saw in my sister was a grown stranger whose 

beauty sharpened my sense of being alone. I saw 

that it was all over, put away in a box like a 

doll no longer cared for, the magical intimacy 

of our childhood together , the soap - bubble 

afternoons and the games with paper dolls cut out 
c.1,, .. ,-,1 

of dress catalogues and the breathless races here • 
&:ii L)(\1- S"' lsO 

and there on our whe~ls _- For the first time, yes, 'o,f'ft 
~- -----------'------

I saw her beauty. I consciously avowed it to 

myself, although it seems to me that I turned away 

from it, averted my look from the pride with which 

she strolled into the parlour and stood by the 

mantel mirror to be admired. And it was then, 

about that time, that I began to find life 

unsatisfactory as an explanation of itself and was 

forced to adopt the method of the artist of not 

explaining but putting the blocks together in 

some other way that seems more significant to him. Q 

Q Which is a rather fancy way of saying I started 

writing. 

-------------

l 
~ "' C. \<:, 
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MRS . WILLIAMS : 

Murder , cannibalism, castration, . madness, 

incest, rape, adultery, nymphomania, 

homosexuality. There exists no savage act 

about which my son has not written . Yet , 

his plays are filled with beauty. And they 

offer truth, truth that many of us do not 

like to face . C> &o 
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RECUERDO 

1. THE BLOODLESS VIOLETS 

And he remembered the death of his grandmother 
whose hands were accustomed to draw white curtains about 
him 
before he moved to Electric Avenue ... 

In childhood's spectrum of violence, she remained pale, 
a drift of linen among tall , sunny chambers. 

It was not ordained by God, nor any minister of Him, 
that time should be caught in the withered crook of her elbow 
or that she who would not 

give injury to birds, 
had nevertheless been called upon to carry 
a cage full of swallows to an evil guest chamber 

\..~-i.- ~\ 
<\) 
\~ 

because her hands, Sou tJ O ~ l > 3. 
the knuckles of which were arthritic, 
finger tips numbed by winter, 

could not disengage 
the long-ago hairpin twisted about the cage door 

But Spring's first almost bloodless violets were removed 
from the washing machine in the basement, 

making it plain 
why such a contagion of languor, 

brought indoors with the latmdry, 
made visitors yawn . 
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THE BLOODLESS VIOLETS 2 

Possibly also explaining why slumber's mischievous 
matchmaking 

had put him into bed with young witches, 
indistinct beings anonymous of gender, 
some of them only a hollowness fastened upon his 

groin 
and drawing, drawing, 

the jelly out of his bones and leaving him only, 
finally , 

tenderly, 

coldly-
the damp initial of Eros. 

r 
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RECUERDO - 2. EPISODE 

Q And then the long, long peltering schools of rain! 

Ozzie , the black nurse, I i 
tussles with the awnings, 

in which she i~rsce:. p=~~~i~~ • . ::~~:
1

• ___ ____ ... _I~:~-.. & O I 
--Lightning, , 

her starched white skirt, 

is yanked across heaven! 
Aw, God, Mizz Williams! 

- --horse liniment sttmg her, 
And in the morning, 

0 

a telephone pole in our attic, 
slippery, blanched --

A Mississippi tornado! 0 
---.J 
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RECUERDO 
3. THE PAPER LANTERN 

My sister was quicker at everything than I . 

At five she could say the multiplication tables 
with barely a pause for breath, 
while I was employed 

with frames of colored beads in Kindy Garden. 

At eight she could play 
Idillio and The Scarf Dance 

while I was chopping at scales and exercises . 

At fifteen my sister 
no longer waited for me, 

impatiently at the White Star Pharmacy corner. 
but plunged headlong 
into the discovery, Love! Q 

Then vanished comp letely --

for love's explosi 
consumingly shone 
and burned it out, 

on, defined as early madness, 

torn f 
tumble 

flickering three t 
Q My sister was quic 

in her transparent heart for a 
a tissue-paper lantern! 

rom a st~g! 
d across a pavilion! 

imes, almost seeming to cry . 
ker at everything than I. 0 

L')(.._ \\) 

\ d-- l .., I {.\\,~ 'l 

season 

t_){* \\ (,O 

. . 
I....')( .._ l "'2.. bD 

.., /.C..t!>\\,..,,.:, 

, 

r 

l 



~: . . I 

~--1 1 
I ' 
i ' 
I 

I : 

I 

I I 

I 
! I 

. -~!. ·. ,;: ; . 

~·. 

·~ 

• ·. rD, 



AFTERWORD Once in a while someone will say to me that he would 

rather wait for a play to come out as a book than see a live 

·performance -of it, where he would be distracted from its true 
values, if it has any, by so much that is mere spectacle and 
sensation and consequently must be meretricious and vulgar. 
There are plays meant for reading. I have read them. I have 
read the works of 'thinking playwrights' as distinguished 
from us who are permitted only to feel, and probably read 
them earlier and appreciate,d them as much as those who invoke 

their names nowadays like the incantation of Aristophanes' 
frogs. But the incontinent blaze of a live theatre, a theatre 
meant for seeing and for feeling, has never been and never will 

be extinguished by a bucket brigade of critics, new or old, 
bearing vessels that range from cut-glass, punch bowl to 
Haviland teacup. And in my dissident opinion, a play in a book 

5-~. 

is only the shadow of a play and not even a clear shadow of it. L',( ~ \ 3, 
Those who did not like CAMINO REAL on the stage will not be 1~, 

likely to foi;m a higher opinion of it in print, for all of the 
works I have written, this one was meant most for the vulgarity 

of performance. 'Phe pt in~d scrir,t of 11--pra-y-i-s-hardl-y-more then 

an areai.teet 's ehiep~ift-ti ef a -ftettse not: yet- bttilc .o,r btti.lt and 
eestreyea. The color, the grace and levitation, the structural 
pattern in motion, the quick interplay of live beings, suspended 
like fitful lightning in a cloud, these things are the play, not 

words on paper, nor thoughts and ideas of an author, those 
shabby things snatched off basement counters at Gimbel's. 

My own creed as a playwright is fairly close to that expressed 
by the painter in Shaw's play THE DOCTOR'S DILEMNA: "I believe 

in Michelangelo, Velasquez and Rembrandt; in the might of design, 
the mystery of color, the redemption of all things by beauty 
everlasting and the message of art that has made these hands 

blesses.. Amen". 
How much art his hands were blessed with or now much mine 

are, I don't know, but that art is a blessing is certain and 
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that it contains its message is also certain, and I feel, as 
r-------

the painter did, that the message lies in those abstract 

beauties of form and color and line, to which I would a d LX ~ 13 f:sO 
Q light and motion. O 

Dynamic is a word in disrepute at the moment, and so, 1 ,------

suppose, is the word organic, but those terms still define j___)( -lL\'f 

~ &D 
the dramatic values that I value most and whic h I v alue more l\. :2 

SOu/\1 ..;:) 
as they ar e mor e Ei-e-i,-r e eat e,~-l.:i.e-eFl-8-8- s,e-.1-f - ,a.,p.p,@4.R-.t;,ed-t-o 

sa¥e wha, &ae-~~F--ko~ . 

Tennessee Williams 

qune 1, 1953 

O (MARGUERITE ENTERS AND RUNS omm STEPS AFTER AIRPLANE. 

SHE STARTS UP STEPS AGAIN) 

jlx11 14" 1 0 b BLOCK TEN - on the Camino Real. 17 l.S" 
________ ____,A _________ w.......,1:i.u;,.....,..,.___!'.:J.,_;r;: o~- ~-~--Q_.., .. _s ____ ~ ..__--,---- -

~ 
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BLOCK TEN 

THERE IS SOMETHING ABOUT THE DESOLATION OF THE PLAZA TH.\T 
SUGGESTS A CITY DEVASTATED BY BOMBARDMENT. REDDISH LIGHTS 
FLICKER HERE AND THERE AS IF RUINS WERE SMOLDERING AND WISPS 
OS SMOKE RISE FROM THEM. 

MARGUERITE: Lost! Lost! Lost! Lost! (SHE IS STILL CLINGING~ 
BROKENLY TO THE RAILING F THE STEPS. JACQUES 
DESCENDS TO HER AND HE P HER BACK UP THE STEPS. S,-,r.o~A l0 

JACQUES : Lean against me, Cara. Breathe quietly now. 

MARGUERITE: Lost! ~ 
___ L)(~lll B 'D JACQUES: Breathe quietly, quietly, and look up at the sk~. 1 u 

MARGUERITE : Lost ... 
JACQUES: These tropical nights are so clear . There's the 

Southern Cross. Do you see the Southern Cross, Marguerite? 
(HE POINTS THROUGH THE PROSCENIUM. THEY ARE NOW ON THE BENCH 
BEFORE THE FOUNTAIN, SHE IS RESTING IN HIS ARMS) And there, 

over there, is Orion, like a fat, golden fish swimming North 
in the deep clea water, and we are together, breathing 

quietly together, lea~ ing tog~h~ -, quietly,~ ietly toget er, 
completely, sweetly together, not frightened, now, not alone , 

0 but completely quietly together ... (LA MADRECITA, LED INTO 
THE CENTER OF THE PLAZA BY HER SON, HAS BEGUN TO SING VERY 
SOFTLY, THE REDDISH FLARES DIM OUT .AND THE SMOKE .DISAPEEARS) 

All of us have a desperate bird in our hearts, a memory of-

some distant mother with -- wings . . . 

MARGUERITE: I would have--left--without you .. . 
JACQUES: I know, I know! 
MARGUERITE: Then how can you--still--? 
JACQUES : Hold you? (MARGUERITE NODS SLIGHTLY) Because you've 

taught me that part of love which is tender. I never knew it 
before. Oh, I had--mistresses that circled me like moons! I 
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BLOCK TEN 2 

. 
scrambled from one bed-chamber to another bed-chamber with 

shirttails always aflame, from girl to girl, like buckets of 

coal-oil poured on a conflagration! But never loved until 

now with the part of love that's tender . 

MARGUERITE: --We're used to each other. That's what you think 

is love . . You'd better leave me now, you'd better go and 

0 let me go because there's a cold wind blowing out of the mountains 

and over the desert and into my heart, and if you stay with me 

now, I'll say cruel things, I'll wound your vanity, I'll taunt 

0 

you with the decline of your male vigor! 

JACQUES: 

other? 

Why does disappointment make people unkind to each 

MARGUERITE: Each of us is very much alone. 

JACQUES: Only if we distrust each other. 

MARGUERITE: We have to distrust each other. It is our only defense 

against betrayal. 

JACQUES: I think our defense is love. 

MARGUERITE: Oh, Jacques, we're used to each other, we're a 

pair of captive hawks caught in the same cage, and so we've grown 

used to each other. That's what passes for love at this dim, 

shadowy end of the Camino Real ... What are we sure of? Not 

----even of our existence, dear comforting friend! And/ whom can we 

ask the questions that torment us? "What is this place?" "Where 

are we?"-- a fat old man who gives sly hints that only bewilder 

us more, a fake of a Gypsy squinting at cards and tea-leaves. 

What else are we offered? The never-broken procession of little 

events that assure us that we and strangers about us are still 

going on! Where? Why? and the perch that we hold is unstable! 
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BLOCK TEN 3 

We're threatened with eviction, for this is a port of entry 

and departure, there are no permanent guests! And where 
else have we to go when we leave here~"',.ltl:t:z- ~,f\ll-"'T 

0 II O \\ , O')af.t\(, Men Only? Or under that ominous arch into Terra Incognita? 

We're lonely . We're frightened . We hear the Streetcleaners' ~ :) 

piping not far away. So now and then, although we've wounded 

each other time and again -- we stretch out hands to each other 

Q in the dark that we can't escape from -- we huddle togetherQ 
for some d im ___ c_o_mm--un- a-=1- c_o_m_f.,_..o- r_t ___ a_n.....,..._t~ a- t~ -s ~-:::-ai::t --==p:--.:;a;-;:s:;--;s:;--;e::-:s..--c-o"'"""-- E ~} 0 i 

\-\o.a (Y\O~\ ( (,\ 
love on this terminal stretch of the road that used to be ! 
royal. What is it, this feeling between us? When you feel S-~. 
my exhausted weight against your shoulder--when I clasp your 

anxious old hawk's head to my breast, what is it we feel in 

whatever is left of our hearts? Something , yes, something--

delicate, unreal, bloodless! The sort of violets that could 

grow on the moon, or in the crevices of those far away mountains, 

fertilized by the droppings of carrion birds . Those birds are 

familiar to us. Their shadows inhabit the plaza . I've heard 

0 them flapping their wings like old charwomen beating worn-out 0 
carpets with gray brooms . But tenderness, the violets in 

0 the mountains--can 't break the rocks! 0 ,__ ____ ___,_ 
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QUOTE : 

You know, that if you hang out on a corner 

of the coast of California long enough, 

sooner or later a sea gull is going to fly 

over and shit a pot of gold on you. 
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- - CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF 

13 IG DADDY: 
Q You all know th' story about th' young married couple --

BIG DADDY: Hello, Brick --

BRICK: Hello, Big Daddy. 

(THE GROUP IS ARRANGED IN A SEMICIRCLE ABOVE BIG DADDY, MARGARET 
AT THE EXTREME RIGHT, THEN MAE AND GOOPER, THEN BIG MAMA, WITH 
BRICK AT THE LEFT) 

Q BIG DADDY: Young married couple took Junior out to th' zoo one 

Sunday, inspected all of God's creatures in their cages, with 

sati s faction. This afternoon was a warm afternoon in spring an' 
that ole elephant had somethin' else on his mind. which was bigger'n 
peanuts. You know this story, Brick? 
(GOOPER NODS) 

- BRICK: No, sir, I don't know it. 
BIG DADDY: Y'see, in th' cage adjoinin' they was a young female 
elephant in heat! What's the matter, preacher's gone ain't he? 
All right. That female elephant in the next cage was permeatin' 
the atmosphere about her with a powerful and excitin' odor of 

Q female fertility! Hugh! Ain't that a nice way to put it , Brick? 
BRICK: Yes, sir, nothin' wrong with it. 
BIG DADDY: Brick says th's nothin' wrong with it! So this ole bull 
elephant still had a couple of fornications left in him. He reared 
back his trunk an' got a whiff of that elephant lady next door! -
began to paw at the dirt in his cage an' butt his head against the 
separatin' partition and, first thing y'know, there was a conspicuous 
change in his profile -- very conspicuous! Ain't I tellin' this 
story in decent language, Brick? 

BRICK: Yes, sir, too fuckin' decent! 

BIG DADDY: So, the little boy pointed at it and said, "What's that?" 
t} His mama said, "Oh, that's -- nothin'"!-- His papa said, "She's 

spoiled."! 

IY, ,, 
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- CAT ON A HOT TI~ ROOF 2 
'S - 6. 

; (BIG DADDY CROSSES TO BRICK AT LEFT) 
Q You didn't laugh at that story, Brick. 

(BIG MAMA CROSSES TO DOWN STAGE RIGHT CRYING. 
' MAE AND GOOPER HOLD UP STAGE RIGHT CENTER) 

BRICK: No, sir, I didn't laugh at that story. 

L.. Y ~ \ b l 

\ '"t, 

MARGARET GOES TO HER. 

BIG DADDY: What is the smell in this room? Don't you notice it, 
Brick? Don't you notice a powerful and obnoxious odor of 
mendacity in this room? What's v,rong w, th that little biddy tvoman 
loaded down with Diamonds. What's your name? What's wrong with you? 

Maggie:She had a slight dizzy spell, big Daddy. 

BIG DADDY: 

over Te 

-0 
You'd better watch that, Big Momma. A stroke's a 

bad way to go. O 

-
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aM it is the frightening responsibility 

of an artist to make what is directly or 

allusively close to his own being cormnunicable 

and understandable, however disturbingly, 

to the hearts and minds of all whom he addresses . 

I t- j 

&o 

l 



l 

·• -~o 

-

i , I 
; I 



r.· 
I 

0 

SMALL CRAFT WARN-iNGS Quentin: I've lost the capacity for being suprised , , so 
completely lost it, that if I woke up in my bedroom late some niqht and saw that 
fantastic fish svJimmiYl.jl over my head, I wouldn't be really suprised. 
LEONA . ... Lo~e . 

(QUENTIN UrUGHS). 

BOBBY : Interest? F 
LEONA: You mean you'd think you were dreaming? Q l'x~l -=I (:;O 
QUENTIN: Oh, no. Wide awake. But not really surprised (THE 
SPECIAL SPOT CONCENTRATES ON HIM. THE BAR DIMS , furl' A~ EERIE 
GLOW SHOULD REMAIN ON THE SAILFISH OVER THE BAR) There's a 
coarseness, a deadening coarseness, in the experience of most 
homosexuals. The experiences are quick, and hard, and brutal, 
and the pattern of them is practically unchanging. Their act 
of love is like the jabbing of a hypodermic needle to which 
why're addicted but which is more and more empty of real interest 
and surprise . This lack of variation and surprise in their .. 
. "love life" .. . (HE SMILES HARSHLY) . .. spreads into other 
areas of . . "sensibility?" (HE SMILES AGAIN) . . . 'he, 
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SMALL CRAFT WARNINGS 2 

I 

wonder f:-€--s.tte 

no t ta € e-e ±: ••fr&e<e~hmen - g@- 0 ·!."M", -@-tl 

t:: we er thr•ee• hundr ed yea~ ? . This boy I picked up 

tonight, the kid from the tall corn country, still has the 

capacity for being surprised by what he sees, hears and feels 

iri this kingdom of earth. All the way up the canyon to my place, 

he kept saying, I can't believe it , I'm here, I've come to the 

Pacific, the world's greatest ocean! . as if nobody, Magellan 

or Balboa or even the Indians had ever seen it before him ; yes , 

he'd discovered this ocean, the largest on earth, and so now , 

because he'd found it himself, it existed, now, for the first 

time, never before And this excitement of his reminded 

me of my having lost the ability to say : "My God!" instead of 

just : "Oh well. " I've asked all the questions, shouted them at 

deaf heaven, till I was hoarse in the voice box and blue in the 

face, and gotten no answer, not the whisper of one, nothing at 

all you see, but the sun coming up each morning and going down 

that night, and the galaxies of the night sky trooping on .stage 

like chorines, robot chorines : one, two, three, kick, one two, 

three , kick . repeat any question too often and what do you 

get , what's given? . A big carved rock by the desert, a 

monumental symbol of worn-out passion and bewilderment in you, 

a stupid stone paralyzed sphinx that k~ows no answer that you 

don't but 2omes on like the oracle of all time, waiting on her 

belly to give out some outcries of universal wisdom, and if she 

woke up some midnight at the edg P. of the desert and saw that 

fantastic fish swimming over her head . . y 'know what she'd 

say, too? She'd s:ly: "Oh, well" . . and go back to sleep for 

another five thousand years. ~ ~ ! URNS 

RELIGHTED . HE RETURJ.~S TO TrtE TABLE). 

BACK, AND THE BAR IS 
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TOO fERSONAL? 
This was meant to be submitted to The New York Times as a preopening 
piece, but they chose to interview me insteacf:'" Tennessee Williams. 

You may justifiably wonder why a man of my years in his profession, 
recogniBing this hazard, has yet been willing to expose himself (with 
a frequency which seems almost symptomatic of clinical exhibitionism) 
to all of these interviews and the fewer, but equally personal, exposures 
on platform and 'the tube'. 

I can offer you at least two reasons for this phenomenon. One is 
probably something with which you will immediately empathize. When 
one has passed through an extensive period of that excess of privacy 
which is imposed upon a person drifting almost willfully out of contact 
with the world, anticipating that final seclusion of the nonbeing, 
there comes upon him, when that period wears itself out and he is 
still alive, an almost insatiable hunger for recognition of the 
fact that he is, indeed, still alive, both as man and artist. That's 
reason number one. The other is rather comical, I'm afraid. You 
get a devastatingly bad write-up, and you feel that you are washed 
up for good . Then some magazine editor gets through to you on 
that phone in the studio of your tropical retreat, the phone that 
you never pick up till it's rung so persistently that you assume 
that your secretary and house guests have been immobilized by -
nerve gas or something of that nature, and this editor speaks to 
you as sympathetically as the family doctor to a child stricken 
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TOO PERSONAL 2 

-
with a perforated appendix and tells you that he is as shocked as 

you were by the tasteless expos/-type of interview which appeared 

about you in a recent issue of some other mag. And then, of course, 

you forget about work, and you rage yourself into a slather over 

the iniquities and duplicities of the 'interviewer' referred to. 

You say, "Why, that creature was so drunk he didn't know what 

street I lived on, and the guy that set me up for him laced my 

martini with sodium penathol, and all I remember about this 

occasion is that my head came off my shoulders and hit the ceiling 

and I heard myself babbling away like an hysteric and I hadn't 

the slightest notion that he had a concealed tape recorder with 

him, and later he offered to play bridge with me that night, and 

he came over again with the tape recorder in some orifice of his S 6 
body, I presume, and you know I do not see well and you know I like L~ 'C\ 
to hold forth to apparently amiable listeners, and I just assume 

that when they say "I am interested only in your work," that 

that's what they mean." 

Now the editor has you on the hook. 

"That's exactly my reaction to that revolting piece and how about 

letting us do a piece to correct it?" 

You grasp at this offer like a drowning rat climbs on to anything 

that will float it. So you get another write-up. Then after this 

write-up, which is usually more colorful and better written than 

the one before, but equally nonserious, if not downright clownish, 

you feel that it is a life-or-death matter , professionally , with 

a new play opening somewhere, to correct the hilarious misquotes 

and exaggerations, which embellished the second write-up, and so 

you go on to others and others. Now at last you have poured out, 

complusively and perhaps fatally, all the recent content of your 

experience which should have been held in reserve for its proper 

place, which is in the work you' re doing every morning (which, l '1. ~ \<\ (:,O 
in my case, is the writing I do every morning) . Q 
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LIFE STORY 
l l 

I 

'I . ) O After you've been to bed together for the first time, 

.; - without the advantage or disadvantage of any prior 

• 

acquaintance, 
the other party very often says to you, 

Tell me about yourself, I want to know all about you, 
what's your story? And you think maybe they really and 

truly do 

sincerely want to know your life story, and so you light up 

a cigarette and begin to tell it to them, the two of you 
lying together in completely relaxed positions 

like a pair of rag dolls a bored child dropped on a bed. 

You tell them your story, or as much of your story 

as time or a fair degree of prudence allows, and they say, 
Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, 

each time a little more faintly, until the oh 

is just an audible breath, and then of course 

e there's some interruption. Slow room service comes up 

). 

0 

with a bowl of melting ice cubes, or one of your rises to pee 

and gaze at himself with mild astonishment in the bathroom 
mirror, 

And then, the first thing you know, before you've had time 

to pick up where you left off with your enthralling life story 
they're telling you their life story, exactly as they'd intended 

to all along, 

and you're saying, Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, 

each time a little more faintly, the vowel at last becoming 

no more than an audible sigh 
as the elevator, halfway down the corridor and a turn to 

the left, 

draws one last, long, deep breath of exhaustion 
and stops breathing forever. Then? 

Well, one of you falls asleep 
and the other one does likewise with a lighted cigarette 

in his mouth, D 
hotel rooms w q\<"' and that's how people burn to death in . ~, 

l:sD 
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LETTERS 

1. Saw Louis Jouvet last night in Paris. He talked to the audience 
and the scenery, never once to a supporting player and rolled his 
eyes and kept his head back at an almost horizontal angle to keep 
up his sagging chin, I suppose. Once he forgot his lines. At least 

five 'different prompters started screaming at him from the wings, 

f :::d:•h~:u~~~~~yf!!":r::wt!::~t::~dr~:::~:: ::~~ ~:!1::~~o off to 
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4. I have not ¥et heard from Gore Vidal about Cairo. He is such 

a lunatic that anything he says is partly discountable. I liked 

him only through the effort it took to overlook his conceit. He 

has studied ballet and is constantly doing pirrouettes and flexing 

his legs and the rest of the time comparing himself and Truman 

Capote (his professional rival and Nemisis) to such figures as 

Dostoevsky and Balzac. Q I wonder if the Egyptians will be interested! 

5. Mr. Henry Miller thinks that honesty requires us to behave just 

as bad as we are, to disown all tendencies because it is partial, to 

make no pretense of being other than pigs. I agree with him about 

being pigs but I do think we have to exercise our partial virtues, 

pretend to be somewhat nicer than we are. That isn't dishonesty 

but just good taste, or hygiene. It annoys me that a man like 

Miller should enjoy such prestige through sheer energy and uninhibited 

outpourings. s B. 
L.')( ~ 2\ 

6. My conversion to the theatre arrived as mysteriously as those s~-J SJ 

impulses that enter the flesh at puberty. b 

7. Yesterday met Greta Garbo. She goes under the name of Harriet 

Brown and sneaks around like the assasin of Bugsy Siegel. The 

meeting was arranged very carefully and privately like an audience 

with someone superior to the Pope. She is still very beautiful. 

She drank straight vodka and said she would like to make another 

picture if the part was not male or female. Regrets she was not 

able to play Dorian Gray. She was very cold to me. In appearance she 

is really hermaphroditic, almost as flat as a boy, very thin, the 

eyes and voice extraordinarily pure and beautiful, but she has the 

quality of a mermaid or something. She scares me to death. 

8. EPIGRAM: Probably the greatest difference in the world is 

the difference between being fucked and well fucked. This is my ~ ~ 'O 0 JDU~O S tr 
best ep~gram and I give it to you without charge. Q 

t.f_s _ _ _ ~ 

·~-~="'i:..- - -ky~ 6 bO 
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- DRAGON COUNTRY 

FLORA: Bessie, you've got no pride where men are concerned. 

BESSIE : (SLOWLY AND SENTENTIOUSLY) No, I've got no pride where 

men are concerned, and you haven't got any pride where men are 

concerned and nobody's got any pride where men are concerned. 

That's how it is, so let's face it! I'm not coldhearted and 

when I get out with a boy I am just as anxious as he is to have 

a good time. 

FLORE: More. 

BESSIE : Yes, that's right, often more. That is to say, I always 

go halfway with him. 

FLORA: More than halfway, honey. 

- BESSIE: Yes, I sometimes even go more than halfway and I see no 

reason why I should be critized for it. 

FLORA: Nobody's spoken a word of criticism. 

BESSIE : I do my part to create some happiness in the world, 

even if it's just for one night only. It isn't a crime to give 

a good time and a pleasant memory, even to a stranger . 

FLORA: Whoever said that it was? 

BESSIE: Some people seem to take that attitude. 

FLORA: I certainly never. 

BESSIE: You talked about pride as if I didn't have any. (SHE 

LEANS WAY BACK WITH CONSIDERABLE EFFORT IN ORDER TO STARE AT FLORA 
FROM UNDER THE BRIM OF THE CARTWHEEL.) 

FLORA: (QUICKLY) I said false pride, not pride . There's a 

difference, Bessie. 
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DRAGON COUNTRY - 2 ' L 

BESSIE: That's exactly what I was pointing out. 

FLORA : All I mean is a girl mustn't compromise with her self-respect. 

BESSIE: She don't need to--and I don't see why she should. 

FLORA : That's exactly the point I was making. 

BESSIE: Except you sometimes go to the other extreme . 

FLORA: I do . 

BESSIE : Uh-huh. 

FLORA: Extreme of what, may I ask? 

BESSIE: Self--respect. 

FLORA: You mean I'm not a good sport? 

BESSIE: That is just the opposite of my meaning . 

FLORA : Your meaning is private as far as I am concerned . 

BESSIE: The trouble with you is your mind wanders off a subject 

but you go right on chopping your gums together as if you weighed 

every single word that was spoken. (SHE IS POWD.ERING FURIOUSLY) 

That's what makes it so difficult to talk with you! 

FLORA: Oh--foot! (SHE LOOKS SLOWLY AND WEARILY AWAY FROM HER 

- GIRLFRIEND, BUT BESSIE'S LOOK REMAINS ON FLORA. FLORA'S HEAD 

BEGINS TO DROOP LIKE A HEAVY FLOWER ON A THIN STEM) 

BESSIE : (SUSPICIOUSLY) A penny for your thoughts, Miss Merriweather. 

FLORA: I had my character read this afternoon . 

BESSIE: Who by? A gypsy? 

FLORA : No, it was read by a parrot. 

BESSIE: Are you kidding? 

FLORA: No. I gave a man a dime and he opened the parrot's cage and 

the parrot hopped out and stuck his head in a box and picked up a 

piece of paper in his beak. I took the piece of paper, and guess 

what it said? 

BESSIE: How would I guess what it said on that piece of paper? 

FLORA: I'll tell you Bessie. You have a sensitive nature and are 

frequently misunderstood by your close companions. 

BESSIE: Huh! 

FLORA : Imagine it , Bessie. A perfect analysis given by a parrot! 

BESSIE: I don't have very much faith in that sort of thing . 

(FLORA TILTS HER HEAD WAY BACK TO GIVE HER GIRLFRIEND A LONG AND 
CRITICAL LOOK) 
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DRAGON COUNTRY - 3 J. 7 

\ - ) BESSIE: 
FLORA: 

(NERVOUSLY) Well? 
Wipe your chin off, Bessie. You've got foam on it . 

ii 
'&: -~, .. 

BESSIE: Thank you, Miss Merriweather. (THERE IS A PAUSE) May I 

ask you a question? 
FLORA: (SUSPICIOUSLY) What, Miss Higginbotham? 
BESSIE : Are you still keeping up those Youthful Beauty treatments? 
FLORA: I had a Youthful Beauty treatment this afternoon. 
BESSIE: How are you satisfied with what they're doing? 
FLORA: I have noticed one-hundred-percent improvement in my skin 
since I started taking those Youthful Beauty treatments, Bessie. S -6 · -BESSIE: I'm glad you've noticed it, honey. 
FLORA: Why, haven't you? 
BESSIE : (LIGHTING A CIGARETTE) Flora, your main beauty problem is S=~ u + 
not blackheads. It's large pores, honey . 
FLORA: (WITH FIERCE CONVICTION) I haven't a single blackhead left 
in my face, just a few little whiteheads, and this little do-hickey 

here which is just a spot where I squeezed out one with a hairpin! 
BESSIE: Well, Flora, problem is skin and you might as well face it . 
FLORA: Everyone's problem is skin, including yours, Bessie. But 
of course your primary problem is keeping down weight. 
BESSIE : I am a type that can carry a good deal of weight because 
I have large bone structure. However it's always been well-distributed 

on me . 
Q FLORA: As long as you won't face facts, it's no use talking . 

Complacency's one thing and--optimism's another! 
BESSIE: What does a man look at with greater int'rest, a straight
back chair or a rocker? 

O FLORA: Depends on the man an' the relative size of the rocker. 
(BESSIE TILTS HER HEAD WAY BACK TO STUDY FLORA'S FACE, BUT 
GRAVITY BRINGS IT BACK DOWN WITH A JOLTING MOTION) 

_) , 

0 

FLORA: (CONTINUING SWEETLY) You know what would do you an awful 
lot of good, Bessie? 
BESSIE: No . What? 
FLORA : Bending exercise! 
BESSIE: I thought you was going to say "Yogi" -- but who wants to bend? 
FLORA: Everyone does who wants to keep youthful contours! You've 
got ~ resign yourself to making some effort, unless you prefer to L'J ull. '30 
let things take their course. (THERE IS A REFLECTIVE PAUSE. THEN ~Jij ~ 
SHE CONTINUES SLOWLY, GRAVELY) Nature is not on the side of a 

0 girl over thirty .1) 
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NOW LET ME ATTEMPT to entertain you once more with an anecdote. 

Long ago, in the early forties, I attended a very posh party 
given by the Theatre Guild. I was comfortably and happily seated 
at a small table with my dear friend Miss Jo Healy, who was 
receptionist at the Guild in those days, when a lady with eyes 
that blazed with some nameless frenzy rushed up to me like a 
guided missile and seized me by the arm and shrieked to me, 
"You've got to meet Miss Ferber, she's dying to meet you." 12. 

~ -v 
Now in those days I was at least pliable, and so I permitted 

myself to be hauled over to a large table at which were seated a kX~ 13 ~ 
number of Diamond T trucks disguised as ladies. 1~ 

"Oh, Miss Ferber," shrieked my unknown pilot, "this is 
Tennessee Williams" . 

Miss Ferber gazed slowly up and delivered this annihilating 
one-liner: 

"The best I can manage is a mild 'yippee' : . 
"Madam," I said, "I can't even manage that . " 

Now everyone knows, who is cognizant of the world of letters , 
that Miss Edna Ferber was a creature of mammoth productivity and 
success. She was good at doing her thing; her novel and picture 

sales are fairly astronomical, I would guess . I bring her up 
because she represents for me the classes, the archtypal example 
of a writer whose work is impersonal, at least upon any recognizable 
level . I cannot see her in the oil fields of Texas with Rock Hudson 

and the late James Dean . Nor can I see her in any of her other 
impressive epics. I see her only as a lady who chose to put down 

a writer who was then yotmg and vulnerable with such a gratuitous ~ 
malicious one-liner. I mean without provocation, since I had ~ 

. LY l1A /,0 O 11.terall been dragged to the steps of her throne. So far I have 

sp-oken-ortl-y--i: - cl·e-fe·n·se- - r-he- I7e-I.'-Si:>n-a<: k-i:-ati-e-f--WF...i t: ing . Ne: ~ 

assur e ye· ".<1-1=- 1---1<- ,- ----i-- ~a-t'\--&e-e¥e-F-&0n,e. . It is the responsibility 
of the writer to put his experience as a being into work that refines 
it and elevates it and that makes of it an essence that a wide audience 
can somehow manage to feel in themselves: "This is true." 

TENNESSEE WILLIAMS 

MARCH 26, 1972 
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I CAN'T IMAGINE TOMORROW 

• .~'!! 

ONE : I'm going to tell you a story. (SHE DRINKS THE GLASS OF 
WATER AS SHE SPEAKS) --It's about a small man . Well? Aren't 

Q you going to sit down? 0 (HE TAKES A CHAIR AT THE TABLE) --A 
Small man came to the house of Death and the uniformed guard 
at the gate asked him what he wanted. He said that he wanted 
Death . The guard said that's a very large order for a small 
man like you . The small man said yes, he knew it was a large 
order, but it as what he wanted. The guard asked for his 

~ 0 documents . The only document he had was his birth certificate. 
The guard loo ed at the date on the birth certificate and said: 

Too early, you've come too early, go back down the mol.mtain ~ 5,,,, , c\.., 

3 o and 8 t come up here again for twenty years . The small man 
started to cry . He said : If you won't let me in for twenty 

~ o years , t2J wait twenty years at the gate, I can't go back down 
the mountain. I have no place down there. I have no one to visit 
in the evening , I have no one to talk 

{ 0 I have no one, no one . But the guard 

" 0 

on the small man and walked away, and the small man, who was afraid 
to talk , began to shout . For a small man he shouted loudly, and , 
Deat h heard him and came out himself to see what the disturbance 
was all about . The guard said the small man at the gates had come 

twenty years too early, and wouldn't go back down the mountain, 
and Death said: Yes, I understand, but under some circumstances, 
especially when they shoult their heads off at the gates, they 
can be let in early , so let him in, anything to stop the disturbance . 
Well? What do you think of the story? 0 
--------------A-,-.-----------
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THE GLASS MENAGERIE 

tQ TOM: I didn't go to the moon, I went much further--for time 
is the longest distance between two places. Not long after that 
I was fired for writing a poem on the lid of a shoe box . I left 
Saint Louis . I descended the steps of this fire escape for a 
last time and followed, from then on, in my father's footsteps, 
attempting to find in motion what was lost in space. I traveled 
around a great deal. The cities swept about me like dead leaves, 
leaves that were brightly colored -but tom away from the branches. 
I would have stopped, but I was pursued by something . It always 
came upon me unawares, taking me altogether by surprise . Perhaps 
it was a familiar bit of music . Perhaps it was only a piece of 

S -B, 

·e transparent glass. ~ aps I am walking along a street at night , 
in some strange city, before I have found companions. I pass the 
lighted window of a shop where perfume is sold. The window is 
filled with pieces of colored glass, tiny transparent bottles in 
delicate colors, like bits of a shattered rainbow. Then all at 

L. 

O ~ my sister touches my shoulder. I tum around and look into 
her eyes. Oh, Laura, Laura, I tried to leave you behind me, but 
I am more faithful than I intended to be! I reach for a cigarette, 
I cross the street, I run into the movies or a bar, I buy a drink, 
I speak to the nearest stranger- -anything that can blow your 
candles out! 

(LAURA BENDS OVER THE CANDLES) 

For nowadays the world is lit by lightning! 
0 Laur _Qand so goodbye . . 

(SHE BLOWS THE CANDLES OUT) 

Blow out· your candles,r--
ll)l~2b to 
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purity of heart is the one success worth having. "In the time of 

your life--live"! That time is short and it doesn't return again. 

It is slipping away while I write this and while you read it, and 

the monosyllable of the clock is loss, loss, loss, unless you 

devote your heart to its opposition. 

Hopefully, God willing, my grandfather used to say when setting out 

on a journey in his 90's, the cry is still Forward! () 
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