FOR WHOM THE
SOUTHERN BELLE TOLLS

Scene: A warm, fussy living room setting. A couch, a chair, homey and
warm. Maybe a fringed throw over the couch. Maybe a vase of jonquils.
Enter Amanda, the Southern belle mother. Dressed nicely, for company.
Feminine clothing, though perhaps an earlier feeling to what she’s wearing,

AMANDA: Rise and shine! Rise and shine! (Calls off) Lawrence, honey,

come on out here and let me have a look at you!
(Enter Lawrence, who limps across the room. In his 20s [or maybe a
young-looking 30], he is very sensitive, and is wearing what are clearly
his dress clothes. Amanda fiddles with bis bow tie and stands back 10 ad-
mire him.)

AMANDA: Lawrence, honey, you look lovely.

LAWRENCE: No, I don', mama. I have a pimple on the back of my neck.

AMANDA: Don't say the word “pimple,” honey, it’s common. (With hope-
ful energy.) Now your brother Tom is bringing home a girl from the
warehouse for you to meet, and I want you to make a good impres-
sion, honey.

LAWRENCE: It upsets my stomach to meet people, mama.

AMANDA: Oh, Lawrence honey, you're so sensitive it makes me want to
hit you.

LAWRENCE: I don't need to meet people, mama. I'm happy just by my-
self, playing with my collection of glass cockrail stirrers. (Lawrence
smiles wanly and limps over to a table on top of which sits a glass jar
Sfilled with glass swizzle sticks.)

12 CHRISTOPHER DURANG

AMANDA: Lawrence, you are a caution. Only retarded people and alco-
holics are interested in glass cockrail stirrers.

LAWRENCE: (With proud wonderment.) Each one of them has a special
name, mama. (Picks up one to show her) This one is called
Suringbean because its long and thin. (Picks up another one.) And
this one is called Stringbean because it’s long and thin. (Picks up a
blue one.) And this one is called Blue because it’s blue.

AMANDA: All my children have such imagination, why was I so blessed?
Oh, Lawrence honey, how are you going to get on in the world if
you just stay home all day, year after year, playing with your collec-
tion of glass cocketail stirrers?

1 AWRENCE: I don’t like the world, mama. I like it here in this room.

AMANDA: | know you do, Lawrence honey, thats part of your charm.
Some days. But, honey, what about making a living?

LAWRENCE: I cant work, mama. I'm crippled. (He limps over to the couch
and sits.)

AMANDA: (Firmly) There is nothing wrong with your leg, Lawrence
honey, all the doctors have told you that. This limping thing is an
affectation.

LAWRENCE: (Perhaps a little steely.) 1 only know how I feel, mama.

AMANDA: Oh if only I had connections in the Mafia, I'd have someone
come and break bozh your legs.

LAWRENCE: (Slightly amused.) Don’t try to make me laugh, mama. You
know I have asthma.

AMANDA: Your asthma, your leg, your eczema. Youre just a mess,
Lawrence!

LAWRENCE: I have scabs from the itching, mama.

AMANDA: That's lovely, Lawrence. You must tell us more over dinner.

LAWRENCE: Alright.

AMANDA: That was a joke, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE: Don't try to make me laugh, mama. My asthma.

AMANDA: Now, Lawrence, I don’t want you talking about your ailments
to the feminine caller your brother Tom is bringing home from the
warehouse, honey. No nice-bred young lady likes to hear a young
man discussing his eczema, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE: What else can I talk about, mama?

AMANDA: Talk about the weather. Or Red China.

LAWRENCE: Or my collection of glass cockrail stirrers?

AMANDA: [ suppose so, honey, if the conversation’s comes to some go-
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dawful standstill. Otherwise, I'd shut up about it. (Becomes coquet-
tish, happy memories.) Conversation is an art, Lawrence. Back at
Blue Mountain, when I had seventeen gentlemen callers, I was able
to converse with charm and vivacity for six hours without stop and
never once mention eczema or bone cancer or vivisection. Try to
emulate me, Lawrence, honey. Charm and vivacity. And charm.
And vivacity. And charm,

LAWRENCE: Well, I'll try, but I doubt it.

AMANDA: Me too, honey. But we'll go through the motions anyway,
won't we?

LAWRENCE: I don’t know if I want to meet some girl who works in a
warehouse, mama.

AMANDA: Your brother Tom says she’s a lovely girl with a nice personal-
ity. And where else does he meet girls except the few who work at
the warehouse? (Thinking its odd, but not sure why.) He only seems
to meet men at the movies. Your brother goes to the movies entirely
too much. I must speak to him about it.

LAWRENCE: It’s unfeminine for a girl to work at a warehouse.

AMANDA: (Firm, frustrated.) Now Lawrence—if you cant go out the
door without getting an upset stomach or an arrack of vertigo, then
we have gor to find some nice girl who's willing to support you.
Otherwise, how am I ever going to get you out of this house and off
my hands?

LAWRENCE: (Sensitive, unknowing.) Why do you want to be rid of me,
mama?

AMANDA: I suppose it’s unmotherly of me, dear, but you really get on my
nerves. Limping around the apartment, pretending to have asthma.
If only some nice girl would marry you and I knew you were taken
care of, then I'd feel free to start to live again. I'd join Parents
Without Partners, I'd go to dinner dances, I'd have a life again.
Rather than just watch you mope about this stupid apartment. I'm
not bitter, dear, it’s just that I hate my life.

LAWRENCE: I understand, mama.

AMANDA: Do you, dear? Oh, you're cute. Oh, listen, I think I hear them.

TOM: (From offstage.) Mother, I forgot my key.

LAWRENCE: I'll be in the other room. (Starts to limp away.)

AMANDA: I want you to let them in, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE: Oh, I couldn’t, mama. She'd see I limp.

AMANDA: Then don’t limp, damn i.
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TOM: (From off.) Mother, are you there?

AMANDA: Just a minute, Tom, honey. Now, Lawrence, you march over
to that door or I'm going to break all your swizzle sticks.

LAWRENCE: Mama, I can’!

AMANDA: Lawrence, you are a grown boy. Now you answer that door like
any normal person.

LAWRENCE: [ can’.

TOM: (From off.) Mother, I'm going to break the door down in a minute.

AMANDA: Just be patient, Tom. Now you're causing a scene, Lawrence. |
want you to answer that door.

LAWRENCE: My eczema itches.

AMANDA: (Impatient.) I'll itch it for you in a second, Lawrence.

TOM: (From off) Alright, I'm breaking it down.

(Sound of door breaking down. Enter Tom and Ginny Bennett, a viva-
cious, friendly girl dressed in either factory clothes, or else a simple, not-
too-frilly blouse and slacks.)

AMANDA: Oh, Tom, you got in.

TOM: (Very angry) Why must we go through this every night??? You
know the stupid fuck won’t open the door, so why don’t you let him
alone about it? (70 Ginny.) My kid brother has a thing about an-
swering doors. He thinks people will notice his limp and his asthma
and his eczema.

LAWRENCE: Excuse me. I think I hear someone calling me in the other
room. (Limps off, calls to imaginary person:) Coming! (Exits.)

AMANDA: (Angry, focused on Tom.) Now see what you've done. He’s prob-
ably going to refuse to come to the table due to your insensitivity.
Oh, was any woman as cursed as I? With one son who’s too sensi-
tive and another one who's this big lox. (Suddenly re-notices Ginny;
switches to Southern charm and graciousness.) 'm sorry, how rude of
me. I'm Amanda Wingvalley. You must be Virginia Bennett from
the warehouse. Tom has spoken so much about you I feel you're al-
most one of the family, preferably a daughter-in-law. Welcome,
Virginia.

GINNY: (Very friendly, and very loud.) CALL ME GINNY OR GIN!
BUT JUST DON'T CALL ME “LATE FOR DINNER”!! (Roars
with laughter.)

AMANDA: Oh, how amusing. (Whispers to Tom.) Why is she shouting? Is
she deaf?

GINNY: (Still talking loudly.) You're asking why I am speaking loudly. It’s

v
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so that I can be heard! I am taking a course in public speaking, and
so far we've covered organizing your thoughts and speaking good
and loud so the people in the back of the room can hear you

AMANDA: Public speaking. How impressive. You must be m:mn:nm.ﬁmm in
mmproving yourself,

GINNY: (Truly nor having heard,) What?

AMANDA: (Loudly) YOU MUST BE |
Yo thoua m\ NTERESTED IN IMPROVING

GINNY: (Loudly and happily.) YES 1 AM!

Tom: When’s dinner? I wane to get this over with fast if everyone’s goin
to shout all evening. s

GINNY: Whar?

AMANDA: (70 Ginny.) Dinner is almost ready.

GINNY: Who's Freddy?

AMANDA: Oh, Lord, No. dear. DINNER IS READY.

GINNY: Oh good. I'm as hungry as a bear! (Growls enthusiastically,)

AMANDA: You must be very popular at the warehouse, Ginny.

GINNY: No popsicle for me, ma'am, although I will take you up on some

m:u.
AMANDA: (Confused.) Whae?

GINNY: (Loudly.) 1 WOULD LIKE SOME GIN.

AMANDA: Well, fine. I think I'd like to get drunk roo. Tom, why don’t
you go and make two Southern ladies some nice summer gin and
tonics? And see if sister would like a lemonade.

TOM: Sister?

AMANDA: I'm sorry, did I say sister? I meant brother.

TOM: (Calling as he exits.) Hey, four eyes, you wanna lemonade?

AMANDA: Tom’s so amusing. He calls Lawrence “four eyes” even though
he doesn’t wear glasses. ;

GINNY: And does Lawrence wear glasses?

AMANDA: (Confused.) Whar?

GINNY: You said Tom called Lawrence “four eyes” even though he does-
n't wear glasses, and 1 wondered if Zawrence wore glasses. Because
that would, you see, explain it.

AMANDA: (Looks at her with despair.) Ah. 1 don’t know. I'll have to ask
Lawrence someday. (Switches 1o energy, and Southern charm again.)
mwnmw_.:m of Lawrence, let me go check on the supper and see if | can
convince him to come out here and make conversation with you.
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GINNY: No, thank you, ma'am, I'll just have the gin.

AMANDA: What?

GINNY: Whar?

AMANDA: Never mind. I'll be back. Or with luck I won'.
(Amanda exits. Ginny looks around uncomfortably, and sees the table
with the collection of glass cocktail stirrers.)

GINNY: (Looking at stirrers.) They must drink a lot here.
(Enter Tom with a glass for Ginny.)

TOM: Here’s some gin for Ginny. (Offers drink.)

GINNY: Whar?

TOM: Here’s your poison.

GINNY: No, thanks, I'll just wait here.

(Ginny now notices the offered drink, and takes it.)

TOM: Have you ever thought that your hearing is being affected by all
that loud machinery at the warehouse?

GINNY: Scenery? You mean, like trees? Yeah, I like trees.

TOM: I like trees too.

(Tom sort of gives up on conversation, and leafs through his newspaper.)
AMANDA: (From offstage.) Now you get out of that bed this minute,

Lawrence Wingvalley, or I'm going to give that overbearing girl your

entire collection of glass gobbledygook—is that clear?

(Amanda pushes in Lawrence, who is wearing a blue night shirt.)
AMANDA: I believe Lawrence would like to visit with you, Ginny.
GINNY: (Shows her drink.) Tom brought me my drink already, thank you,

Mrs. Wingvalley.

AMANDA: You know, dear, a hearing aid isn't really all that expensive, you
might look into that.

GINNY: No, if I have the gin, I don't really want any gator ade. Never
liked the stuff anyway. But you feel free.

AMANDA: Thank you, dear. I will. (Takes Tom by the arm, to lead him
away; back to charm.) Come, Tom, come to the kitchen and help me
prepare the supper. And we'll let the two young people converse.
Remember, Lawrence. Charm and vivacity.

TOM: (Putting down his newspaper.) 1 hope this dinner won't take long,
mother. I don’t want to get to the movies too late. A

AMANDA: (Irritated.) Oh shut up about the movies. (Smiles charmingly at
Ginny and Lawrence.)

(Amanda and Tom exit. Lawrence stands still, uncomfortably. Ginny

looks at him pleasantly. Brief pause.)
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GINNY: (Loudly.) HI.

LAWRENCE: (Startled.) Hi. ...I'd gone to bed.

GINNY: I never eat bread. It’s too fattening. I have to watch my figure if
I want to get ahead in the world. (Suddenly wondering.) Why are
you wearing that nightshirt?

LAWRENCE: I'd gone to bed. I wasn’t feeling well. My leg hurts, and I
have a headache, and 1 have palpitations of the heart.

GINNY: I don’t know. Hum a few bars, and I'll see.

LAWRENCE: (Hears her odd statement, can’t figure it out; says shyly:) Weve
met before, you know.

GINNY: Uh huh.

LAWRENCE: (7élling a precious memory.) We were in high school together.
You were voted Girl Most Likely to Succeed. We sat next to one an-
other in glee club.

GINNY: I'm sorry, I really can’t hear you. You're talking too softly.

LAWRENCE: (Louder.) You used to call me BLUE ROSES.

GINNY: Blue Roses? Oh yes, I remember, sort of. Why did I do that?

LAWRENCE: I had been absent from school for several months, and when
I came back, you asked me where I'd been, and I said I'd been sick
with viral pneumonia, but you thought I said “blue roses.”

GINNY: I didn’t get much of that, but I remember you now. You used to
make a spectacle of yourself every day in glee class, clumping up the
aisle with this great big noisy leg brace on your leg. God, you made
a racket!

LAWRENCE: (Sensitive, embarrassed.) 1 was always so afraid people were
looking at me, and pointing. (A bit resentful.) But then eventually
mama wouldn’t let me wear the leg brace anymore. She gave it to
the salvation army.

GINNY: I've never been in the army. How long were you in for?

LAWRENCE: I've never been in the army. I have asthma.

GINNY: You do? May I see it?

LAWRENCE: (Confused.) See it?

GINNY: Well, sure, unless you don’t want to.

LAWRENCE: Maybe you want to see my collection of glass cockail stirrers.
(Lawrence limps to the table with his precious collection. Ginny follows
behind him.)

LAWRENCE: (Holds up a swizzle stick.) 1 call this one Stringbean, because
it's long and thin.
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GINNY: Thank you. (Cheerfully puts it in her glass and stirs it.)

LAWRENCE: (Fairly appalled.) They're not for use. (Takes it back from her.)
They’re a collection.

GINNY: (Not having heard, but willing.) Well 1 guess I stirred it enough.

LAWRENCE: They're my favorite thing in the world. (Holds up another
one.)1 call this one Q-tip, because I realized it looks like a Q-tip, ex-
cept it's made out of glass and doesn’t have little cotton swabs at the
end of it.

(Ginny looks blank.)

LAWRENCE: Q-TIP.

GINNY: Really? (Takes it and puis it in her ear.)

LAWRENCE: No!!! Don’t put it in your ear. (Takes it back.) Now it’s dis-
gusting,

GINNY: Well, I didn’t think it was a Q-tip, but that’s what you said it was.

LAWRENCE: [ callit that. I think I'm going to throw it out now. (Puts Q-
tip aside somewhere; holds up another one.) 1 call this one Pinocchio
because if you hold it perpendicular to your nose it makes your nose
look long. (Holds it up to his nose.)

GINNY: Uh huh.

LAWRENCE: (Holds up another one.) And I call this one Henry Kissinger,
because he wears glasses and it's made of glass.

GINNY: Uh huh. (Takes it and stirs her drink again.)

LAWRENCE: No! They’re just for looking, not for stirring. (Calls.) Mama,
she’s making a mess with my collection.

AMANDA: (From off) Oh shut up about your collection, honey, you're
probably driving the poor girl bananas.

GINNY: (Calls off to her.) No bananas, thank you! My nutritionist says I
should avoid potassium. (7o Lawrence.) You know what I take your
trouble to be, Lawrence?

LAWRENCE: Mama says I'm retarded.

GINNY: | know you're tired, I figured that’s why you put on the night-
shirt, but this won't take long. I judge you to be lacking in self-con-
fidence. Am [ righe?

LAWRENCE: Well, I am afraid of people and things, and I have a lot of
ailments.

GINNY: But that makes you special, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE: What does?

GINNY: [ don’t know. Whatever you said. And that’s why you should pre-
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sent yourself with more confidence. Throw back your shoulders,
and say, “HI! HOW YA DOIN’?” Now you try it.

LAWRENCE: (Unenthusiastically, softly.) Hello. How are you?

GINNY: (Looking at watch, in response to his supposed question.) 1 don't
know, it’s about 8:30, but this won't take long and then you can go
to bed. Alright now try it. (Booming.) “HI' HOW YA DOIN"?"

LAWRENCE: Hi. How ya doin’?

GINNY: Now swagger a bit. (Kinda butch. JHI. HOW YA DOIN>?

LAWRENCE: (Imitates her fairly successfully ) HI. HOW YA DOIN’?

GINNY: Good, Lawrence. That’s much better. Again.

(Lawrence starts to enjoy this game with Ginny. Amanda and Tom
enter from behind them and watch this, )
GINNY: HI! HOW YA DOIN?
LAWRENCE: HI! HOW YA DOIN’?
GINNY: THE BRAVES PLAYED A HELLUVA GAME, DON’TCHA
THINK?
LAWRENCE: THE BRAVES PLAYED A HELLUVA GAME, DON'TCHA
THINK?
AMANDA: Oh God I feel sorry for their children. Is this the only girl who
works at the warehouse, Tom?
GINNY: HI, MRS. WINGVALLEY. YOUR SON LAWRENCE AND [
ARE GETTING ON JUST FINE, AREN’T WE, LAWRENCE?
AMANDA: Please, no need to shout, I'm not deaf, even if you are.
GINNY: What?
AMANDA: I'm glad you like Lawrence.
GINNY: What?
AMANDA: I'M GLAD YOU LIKE LAWRENCE.
GINNY: Whar?
AMANDA: WHY DON'T YOU MARRY LAWRENCE.
GINNY: (Looks shocked; has heard this.) Oh.
LAWRENCE: Oh, mama.
GINNY: Oh dear, I see. So that’s why Shakespeare asked me here.
AMANDA: (760 Tom.) Shakespeare?
TOM: The first day of work she asked me my name, and I said Tom
Wingvalley, and she thought I said Shakespeare.

GINNY: Oh dear. Mrs. Wingvalley, if I had a young brother as nice and
as special as Lawrence is, I'd invite girls from the warehouse home
to meet him too.
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AMANDA: (Retreating to vague manners.) 'm sure [ don’t know what you
mean.

GINNY: And you're probably hoping I'll say that I'll call again.

AMANDA: Really, we haven't even had supper yet. Tom, shouldn’t you be
checkin’ on the roast pigs feet?

TOM: I guess so. If anything interesting happens, call me. (Exizs.)

GINNY: But I'm afraid I won't be calling on Lawrence again.

LAWRENCE: This is so embarrassing. I told you I wanted to stay in my
room.

AMANDA: Hush up, Lawrence.

GINNY: But, Lawrence, I don’t want you to think that I won’t be calling
because I don't like you. I do like you.

(Lawrence and Amanda both look hopeful.)

LAWRENCE: You do?

GINNY: Sure. I like everybody. But I got two time clocks to punch, Ms.
Wingvalley. One at the warehouse, and one at night.

AMANDA: At night? You have a second job? That s ambitious.

GINNY: Not a second job, ma'am. Betty.

AMANDA: Pardon?

GINNY: Now who's deaf, eh what? Betty. I'm involved with a girl named
Betty. We've been going together for about a year. We're saving
money so that we can buy a farmhouse and a tractor together. So
you can see why I can't visit your son, though I wish I could. (7o
Lawrence.) No hard feelings, Lawrence. You're a good kid.
(Lawrence looks extremely crushed and sad. He limps over to his collec-
tion, and takes one of his precious swizzle sticks, and offers it to Ginny.)

LAWRENCE: I want you to keep this. It’s my very favorite one. I call it
Thermometer because it looks like a thermometer.

GINNY: You want me to have this?

LAWRENCE: Yes, as a souvenir.

GINNY: (Offended.) Well, there’s not need to call me a queer. Fuck you
and your stupid swizzle sticks. (Throws the offered gifs upstage.)

LAWRENCE: (Horrified.) You’ve broken it!

GINNY: What?

LAWRENCE: You've broken it. YOU'VE BROKEN IT.

GINNY: So I've broken it. Big fuckin’ deal. You have twenty more of them
here.

AMANDA: Well, I'm so sorry you have to be going.

GINNY: What?
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AMANDA: Hadn't you better be going?

GINNY: Whar?

AMANDA: GO AWAY!

GINNY: (Hearing the last phrase.) Well, 1 guess I can tell when I'm not
wanted. I guess I'll go now.

AMANDA: You and Betty must come over some evening. Preferably when
we're out.

GINNY: Uh huh. (Calls off) So long, Shakespeare. See you at the ware-
r.ocmn. (16 Lawrence.) So long, Lawrence. 1 hope your rash gets better,

LAWRENCE: (Saddened, holding the broken swizzle stick, ) You broke ther-
mometer.

GINNY: What?

LAWRENCE: YOU BROKE THERMOMETER!

GINNY: Well, what was a thermometer doing in with the swizzle sticks
anyway?

LAWRENCE: Its name was Thermometer, you nitwit!

AMANDA: Let it go, Lawrence. There'll be other swizzle sticks, Good bye
Virginia. .

GINNY: I sure am hungry. Any chance | might be able to take a sandwich
with me? .

AMANDA: Certainly you can shake hands with me, if thar will make you

happy.
GINNY: | said I'm hungry.

AMANDA: Really, dear? What part of Hungary are you from?

GINNY: Oh never mind. I guess I'll go.

AMANDA: That's right. You have two time clocks. It must be getting near
to when you punch in Betty.

GINNY: (Cheerful, ber basic nature. ) Well, so long, everybody! I had a nice
tme. (Ex:ts.)
(Quiet. Amanda walks toward the kitchen and calls off to Tom in a con-
tained voice.)

AMANDA: Tom, come in here please. Lawrence, I don't believe I would
play the victrola right now.

LAWRENCE: What victrola?

AMANDA: Any victrola.
(Enter Tom.)

TOM: Yes, mother? Where’s Ginny?

AMANDA: The feminine caller made a hasty departure.

TOM: Old four eyes bored her to death, huh?

22 CHRISTOPHER DURANG

LAWRENCE: Oh, drop dead.

TOM: We should have you institutionalized.

AMANDA: That’s the first helpful thing you've said all evening, but first
things first. You played a little joke on us, Tom.

TOM: What are you talking abour?

AMANDA: You didnt mention that your friend is already spoken for.

TOM: Really? I didn’t even think she liked men.

AMANDA: Yes, well. It seems odd that you know so little about a person
you see everyday at the warehouse.

TOM: The warehouse is where I work, not where I know things about
people.

AMANDA: The disgrace. The expense of the pigs feetr, a new tie for
Lawrence. And you—bringing a lesbian into this house. Why, we
haven’t had a lesbian in this house since your grandmother died.
And now you have the audacity to bring in that...that...

LAWRENCE: Dyke.

AMANDA: Thank you, Lawrence. That overbearing, booming-voiced bull
dyke. Into a Christian home.

TOM: Oh look, who cares? No one in their right mind would marry four
eyes here.

AMANDA: You have no Christian charity, or filial devotion, or fraternal
affection.

TOM: I don’t want to listen to this. 'm going to the movies.

AMANDA: You go to the movies to excess, Tom. It isn’t healthy.

LAWRENCE: While you're out, could you stop at the liquor store and get
me some more cockrtail stirrers? She broke Thermometer and she
put Q-tip in her ear.

AMANDA: Listen to your brother, Tom. He’s pathetic. How are we going
to support ourselves once you go? And I know you want to leave.
I've seen the brochure for the merchant marines in your underwear
drawer. And the application to the air force. And your letter of in-
quiry to the Ballet Trockadero. So I'm not unaware of what you're

thinking. But don’t leave us until you fulfill your duties here, Tom.
Help brother find a wife, or a job, or a doctor. Or consider eu-
thanasia. But don’t leave me here all alone, saddled with him.

LAWRENCE: Mama, don'’t you like me?

AMANDA: Of course, dear. I'm just making jokes.

LAWRENCE: Be careful of my asthma.
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AMANDA: T'll try, dear. Now why don't you hold your breath in case you
get a case of terminal hiccups?

LAWRENCE: (Willing; a new possible ailment.) Alright. (Holds bis breath.)

TOM: (Fed up with everything.) 'm leaving.

AMANDA: Where are you going?

TOM: I'm going to the movies.

AMANDA: 1 don’t believe you go to the movies. What did you see last
night?

TOM: (Somewhat defiant.) Hyapatia Lee in Beaver City.

AMANDA: And the night before thae?

TOM: [ don’t remember. Humpy Bus Boys or something.

AMANDA: Humpy what?

TOM: Nothing! Leave me alone!

AMANDA: These are not mainstream movies, Tom. Why can’t you see a
normal movie like The Philadelphia Story. Or The Bister Tea of
General Yen?

TOM: Those movies were made in the 1930s.

AMANDA: They're still good today.

TOM: I dont want to have this conversation. I'm going to the movies.

AMANDA: That’s right, go to the movies! Don't think about us, a mother
alone, an unmarried brother who think he’s crippled and has no job.
(See Lawrence, pokes him.) Oh, stop holding your breath, Lawrence,
mama was kidding. (Back to Tom.) Don't let anything interfere with
your selfish pleasure. Go see your pornographic trash that's worse
than anything Mr. D.H. Lawrence ever envisioned. Just go, go,
go—to the movies!

TOM: Alright, I will! And the more you shout about my selfishness and
my taste in movies the quicker I'll go, and I won’t just go to the
movies!

AMANDA: Go then! Go to the moon—you selfish dreamer!

(Tom exits.)

AMANDA: Oh, Lawrence, honey, what’s to become of us?

LAWRENCE: (Sees Tom’s newspaper on the table.) Tom forgot his newspa-
per, mama.

AMANDA: He forgot a lot more than that, Lawrence honey. (Sits on couch
next to Lawrence.) He forgot his mama and brother.

(Lights dim on Amanda and Lawrence on the couch, perbaps with
Lawrences head on Amanda’s shoulder. Lights lower to a dim glow on
the two of them, as if they are memory. They are still. Tom enters from
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the side of the stage into a bright spotlight, and addresses the audience
directly. His tone is mournful and elegiac.)

TOM: I didn't go to the moon, I went to the movies. In Amsterdam. A
long, lonely trip working my way on a freighter. They had good
movies in Amsterdam. They werent in English, but I didn’t really
care. And as for my mother and brother—well they were impossible
to live with, so I didn’t miss them.

Or so I thought. For something pursued me. It always came
upon me unawares, it always caught me by surprise. Sometimes it
would be a swizzle stick in someone’s vodka glass, or sometimes it
would just be a jar of pigs feet. But then all of a sudden my brother
touches my shoulder, and my mother puts her hands around my
neck, and everywhere I look I am reminded of them. And in all the
bars I go to there are those damn swizzle sticks everywhere.

I find myself thinking of my brother Lawrence. And of his col-
lection of glass. And of my mother. I begin to think that their story
would maybe make a good novel, or even a play. A mother’s hopes,
a brother’s dreams. Pathos, humor, even tragedy. But then I lose in-
terest, I really haven't the energy.

So I'll leave them both, dimly lit, in my memory. For nowadays
the world is lit by lightning; and when we get those colored lights
going, it feels like 'm on LSD. Or some other drug. Or maybe it’s
the trick of memory, or the memory of some trick.

Play with your cocktail stirrers, Lawrence. And so, good-bye.

AMANDA: (Calling over in Tom’s direction.) Tom, | hear you out on the
porch talking. Who are you talking to?

(Lights come back up on Amanda and Lawrence.)

TOM: No one, mother. I'm just on my way to the movies.

AMANDA: Well, try not to be too late, you have to work early at the ware-
house tomorrow. And please don’t bring home any visitors from the
movies, I'm not up to it after that awful girl. Besides, if some sailor
misses his boat, that’s no reason you have to put him up in your
room. You're too big-hearted, son.

TOM: Yes, mother. See you later. (Exits.)

LAWRENCE: (Holding up a swizzle stick.) Look at the light through the
glass, mama. Isn't it amazin™?

AMANDA: Yes, I guess it is, Lawrence. Oh, but both my children are
weird. What have I done, O Lord, to deserve them?

LAWRENCE: Just lucky, mama.
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AMANDA: Don’t make jokes, Lawrence. Your asthma. Your eczema. My
life.

LAWRENCE: Don’t be sad, mama. We have each other for company and
amusement.

AMANDA: That’s right. It’s always darkest before the dawn. Or right be-
fore a typhoon sweeps up and kills everybody. ,

LAWRENCE: Oh poor mama, let me try to cheer you up with my collec-
tion. Is that a good idea?

AMANDA: It’s just great, Lawrence. Thank you.

LAWRENCE: (Holds up yellow swizzle stick.) 1 call this one Daffodil, be-
cause it’s yellow, and daffodils are yellow.

AMANDA: Uh huh.

LAWRENCE: (Holds up a clear one.) And I call this one Curtain Rod be-
cause it reminds me of a curtain rod.

AMANDA: Uh huh.

LAWRENCE: (Holds up a blue one.) And I call this one Ocean, because it’s
blue, and [the ocean is...]

AMANDA: | THOUGHT YOU CALLED THE BLUE ONE BLUE,
YOU IDIOT CHILD! DO I HAVE TO LISTEN TO THIS PA-
THETIC PRATTLING THE REST OF MY LIFE?? CAN'T
YOU AT LEAST BE CONSISTENT??2?

LAWRENCE: (Shocked; hurt.) No, 1 guess, I can't.

AMANDA: (Still angry) Well, try, can’t you?

(Silence.)

AMANDA: I'm sorry, Lawrence. 'm a little short-tempered today.

LAWRENCE: (Still hurt.) That's alright.

(Silence. Amanda looks at Lawrence, and feels bad for yelling at her pa-
thetic child. She decides to try to make up.)

AMANDA: Do you have any other swizzle sticks with names, Lawrence?

LAWRENCE: Yes, I do. (Holds one up.) 1 call this one “Mama.” (Throws it
onto the floor with a sudden sharp motion.)

(Pause. Amanda has to take this in.)

AMANDA: Well, that’s lovely, Lawrence, thank you.

LAWRENCE: | guess [ can be a little short-tempered too.

AMANDA: Yes, well, whatever. (Deciding to defuse this argument.) 1 think
we won't kill each other this evening, alright.

LAWRENCE: Alright.

AMANDA: I'll just distract myself from my rage and despair, and read
about other people’s rage and despair in the newspaper, shall I?
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(Picks up Toms newspaper.) Your brother has the worst reading and
viewing taste of any living creature. This is just a piece of filth.
(Reads.) Man Has Sex with Chicken, Then Makes Casserole. (Closes
the paper.) Disgusting. Oh, Lawrence honey, look—it’s the Evening
Star. (Holds the paper up above their heads; we see its banner reads
Evening Star.) Let’s make a wish on it, honey, shall we?

LAWRENCE: Alright, mama.
(Amanda holds up the newspaper, and she and Lawrence close their eyes
and make a wish.)

AMANDA: What did you wish for, darlin?

LAWRENCE: More swizzle sticks.

AMANDA: You're so predictable, Lawrence. It's part of your charm, I
guess.

LAWRENCE: (Sweetly.) What did you wish for, mama?

AMANDA: The same thing, honey. (Wistful ) Maybe just a little happi-
ness, t0o...but mostly just some more swizzle sticks.
(Sad music. Amanda and Lawrence look up at the Evening Star. Fade
to black. End.)

TO THE ACTOR

I've seen Amanda played a number of ways, all of which seemed to work.

It was a pleasure to watch Lizbeth Mackay’s work on the role at MTC.
Lizbeth was a fellow student at Yale School of Drama. As a dramatic actress,
she’s fluid and effortless and very moving. She brought all this same commit-
ment to the comic exaggeration of my Amanda and it deepened the play.
Although the play remained very much a comedy, with Lizbeth doing the part
we actually felt for this woman whose life seemed to be over. And because
Lizbeth is still young and attractive, she was very believable as someone who
would have other possibilities available if only she could unload her impossible
son Lawrence.

Lizbeth was wonderfully convincing on the Southern charm. When she'd
lecture Lawrence on it, she seemed to have real knowledge to impart.

When the “feminine caller” arrived, her graciousness was an extremely
funny starting place for her ongoing realizations of how limited and odd Ginny
turned out to be.

The director Walter Bobbie felt that playing the negative was a danger—if
Amanda believed that there was 7o chance that this evening would work out for
Lawrence, then the actress had nowhere to go and nothing to play. So, in a way,
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