
THE CHARACTERS

AMANDA WINGFIELD (the mother)
A little woman of great but confused vitality clinging fran-

tically to another time and place. Her characterization must
be carefully created, not copied from type. She is  oot para-
noiac, but her life is paranoia. There is much to admire in
Amanda, and as much to love and pity as there is to laugh at.
Certainly she has endurance and a kind of heroism, and
though her foolishness makes her unwittingly cruel at times,
there is tenderness in her slight person.

LAURA WINGFIELD (her daughter)
Amanda, having failed to establish contact with reality, con-

tinues to live vitally in her illusions, but Laura's situation is
even graver. A childhood illness has left her crippled, one leg
slightly shorter than the other, and held in a brace.  This de-
fect need not be more than suggested on the stage. Stemming
from this, Laura's separation increases  till she is like a piece
of her own glass  collection, too exquisitely fragile to move
from the shelf.

TOM WINGFIELD (her son)
And the narrator of the play. A  poet with a job in a ware-

house. His nature is not remorseless, but to escape from a trap
he has to act without pity.

JIM O'CONNOR (the gentleman caller)
A nice, ordinary, young man.
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THE GLASS MENAGERIE

portraits of female saints or madonnas. A certain correspond-
ence to light in religious paintings, such as El Greco's, where
the figures are radiant in atmosphere that is relatively dusky,
could be effectively used throughout the play. (It will also
permit a more effective use of die screen.) A free, imaginative
use of light can be of enormous value in giving a mobile,
plastic quality to plays of a more or less static nature.

Tennessee Williams
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THE CATASTROPHE OF SUCCESS

[This essay was first published in 'The New York
Times" later reprinted in "Story/' and is now in-
cluded, as an introduction, in The New Classics
edition of this play.}

This winter marked the third anniversary of the Chicago open-
ing of 'The Glass Menagerie," an event that terminated one
part of my life and began another about as different in all ex-
ternal circumstances as could well be imagined. I was snatched
out of virtual oblivion and thrust into sudden prominence, and
from the precarious tenancy of furnished rooms about the
country I was removed to a suite in a first-class Manhattan
hotel. My experience was not unique. Success has often come
that abruptly into the lives of Americans. The Cinderella story
is our favorite national myth, the cornerstone of the film
industry if not of the Democracy itself. I have seen it enacted
on the screen so often that I was now inclined to yawn at it,
not with disbelief but with an attitude of Who Cares! Anyone
with such beautiful teeth and hair as the screen protagonist of
such a story was bound to have a good time one way or an-
other, and you could bet your bottom dollar and all the tea in
China that that one would not be caught dead or alive at any
meeting involving a social conscience.

No, my experience was not exceptional, but neither was it
quite ordinary, and if you are willing to accept the somewhat
eclectic proposition that I had not been writing with such an
experience in mind—and many people are not willing to be-
lieve that a playwright is interested in anything but popular
success—there may be some point in comparing the two estates.

The son of life that I had had previous to this popular
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I mistook the chocolate sauce for gravy and poured it over
the sirloin steak.

Of course all this was the more trivial aspect of a spiritual
dislocation that began to manifest itself in far more disturbing
ways. I soon found myself becoming indifferent to people. A
well of cynicism rose in me. Conversations all sounded as if
they had been recorded years ago and were being played back
on a turntable. Sincerity and kindliness seemed to have gone
out of my friends' voices. I suspected them of hypocrisy. I
stopped calling them, stopped seeing them. I was impatient of
what I took to be inane flattery.

I got so sick of hearing people say, "I loved your play!"
that I could not say thank you any more. I choked on the
words and turned rudely away from the usually sincere person.
I no longer felt any pride in the play itself but began to dis-
like it, probably because I felt too lifeless inside ever to create
another. I was walking around dead in my shoes and I knew
it but there were no friends I knew or trusted sufficiently, at
that time, to take them aside and tell them what was the
matter.

This curious condition persisted about three months, till
late spring, when I decided to have another eye operation
mainly because of the excuse it gave me to withdraw from the
world behind a gauze mask. It was my fourth eye operation,
and perhaps I should explain that I had been afflicted for
about five years with a cataract on my left eye which required
a series of needling operations and finally an operation on the
muscle of the eye. (The eye is still in my head. So much for
that.)

Well, the gauze mask served a purpose. While I was rest-
ing in the hospital the friends whom I had neglected or af-
fronted in one way or another began to call on me and now
that I was in pain and darkness, their voices seemed to have
changed, or rather that unpleasant mutation which I had
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suspected earlier in the season had now disappeared and they
sounded now as they had used to sound in die lamented days
of my obscurity. Once more they were sincere and kindly
voices with die ring of truth in them and that quality of
understanding for which I had originally sought them out.

As far as my physical vision was concerned, this last opera-
tion was only relatively successful (although it left me with
an apparently clear black pupil in the right position, or nearly
so) but in another, figurative way, it had served a much
deeper purpose.

When the gauze mask was removed I found myself in a
readjusted world. I checked out of the handsome suite at the
first-class hotel, packed my papers and a few incidental be-
longings and left for Mexico, an elemental country where
you can quickly forget the false dignities and conceits imposed
by success, a country where vagrants innocent as children curl
up to sleep on the pavements and human voices, especially
when their language is not familiar to the ear, are soft as
birds'. My public self, that artifice of mirrors, did not exist
here and so my natural being was resumed.

Then, as a final act of restoration, I settled for a while at
Chapala to work on a play called "The Poker Night," which
later became "A Streetcar Named Desire." It is only in his
work that an artist can find reality and satisfaction, for the
actual world is less intense than the world of his invention
and consequendy his life, without recourse to violent disorder,
does not seem very substantial. The right condition for him is
that in which his work is not only convenient but unavoidable.

For me a convenient place to work is a remote place among
strangers where there is good swimming. But life should re-
quire a certain minimal effort. You should not have too many
people waiting on you, you should have to do-most things
for yourself. Hotel service is embarrassing. Maids, waiters,
bellhops, porters and so forth are the most embarrassing
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easily from the seduction of an effete way of life. You cannot
arbitrarily say to yourself, I will now continue my life as it
was before this thing, Success, happened to me. But once you
fully apprehend the vacuity of a life without struggle you are
equipped with the basic means of salvation. Once you know
this is true, that the heart of man, his body and his brain, are
forged in a white-hot furnace for the purpose of conflict (the
struggle of creation) and that with the conflict removed, the
man is a sword cutting daisies, that not privation but luxury
is the wolf at the door and that the fangs of this wolf are all
the little vanities and conceits and laxities that Success is heir
to—why, then with this knowledge you are at least in a
position of knowing where danger lies.

You know, then, that the public Somebody you are when
you "have a name" is a fiction created with mirrors and that
the only somebody worth being is the solitary and unseen you
that existed from your first breath and which is the sum of
your actions and so is constantly in a state of becoming under
your own violation—and knowing these things, you can even
survive the catastrophe of Success!

It is never altogether too late, unless you embrace the Bitch
Goddess, as William James called her, with both arms and
find in her smothering caresses exactly what the homesick
little boy in you always wanted, absolute protection and utter
effortlessness. Security is a kind of death, I think, and it can
come to you in a storm of royalty checks beside a kidney-
shaped pool in Beverly Hills or anywhere at all that is re-
moved from the conditions that made you an artist, if that's
what you are or were or intended to be. Ask anyone who has
experienced the kind of success I am talking about— What
good is it? Perhaps to get an honest answer you will have to
give him a shot of truth serum but the word he will finally
groan is unprintable in genteel publications.

Then what is good? The obsessive interest in human affairs,
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plus a certain amount of compassion and moral conviction,
that first made the experience of living something that must
be translated into pigment or music or bodily movement or
poetry or prose or anything that's dynamic and expressive—
that's what's good for you if you're at all serious in your aims.
William Saroyan wrote a great play on this theme, that 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.
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SCENE ONE

The Wmgfield apartment is in the rear of the building, one
of those vast hive-like conglomerations of cellular living-units
that flower as warty growths in overcrowded urban centers
of lower middle-class population and are symptomatic of the
impulse of this largest and fundamentally enslaved section
of American society to avoid fluidity and differentiation and
to exist and function as one interfused mass of automatism.

The apartment faces an alley and is entered by a fire escape,
a structure whose name is a touch of accidental poetic truth,
for all of these huge buildings are always burning with the
slow and implacable fires of human desperation. The fire
escape is part of what we see—that is, the landing of it and
steps descending from it.

The scene is memory and is therefore nonrealistic. Memory
takes a lot of poetic license. It omits some details; others are
exaggerated, according to the emotional value of the articles
it touches, for memory is seated predominantly in the heart.
The interior is therefore rather dim and poetic.

At the rise of the curtain, the audience is faced with the
dark, grim rear wall of the Wing field tenement. This building
is flanked on both sides by dark, narrow alleys which run into
murky canyons of tangled clotheslines, garbage cans, and the
sinister latticework of neighboring fire escapes. It is up and
down these side alleys that exterior entrances and exits are
made during the play. At the end of Tom's opening commen-
tary, the dark tenement wall slowly becomes transparent and
reveals the interior of the ground-floor Wingfield apartment.

Nearest the audience is the living room, which also serves
as a sleeping room for Laura, the sofa unfolding to make her
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SCENE TWO

LAURA: Has something happened, Mother?

[Amanda draws a long breath, takes out the handkerchief
again, goes through the dabbing process.}

Mother, has—something happened?

AMANDA: 111 be all right in a minute, I'm just bewildered
—[She hesitates.}—by life

LAURA: Mother, I wish that you would tell me what's
happened!

AMANDA: As you know, I was supposed to be inducted into
my office at the D.A.R. this afternoon.

[Screen image: A swarm of typewriters.]

But I stopped off at Rubicam's Business College to speak to
your teachers about your having a cold and ask them what
progress they thought you were making down there.

LAURA: Oh....

AMANDA: I went to the typing instructor and introduced
myself as your mother. She didn't know who you were.
"Wingfield," she said, "We don't have any such student en-
rolled at the school!"
I assured her she did, that you had been going to classes since
early in January.
"I wonder," she said, "If you could be talking about that ter-
ribly shy little girl who dropped out of school after only a
few days' attendance?"
"No," I said, "Laura, my daughter, has been going to school
every day for the past six weeks!"
"Excuse me," she said. She took the attendance book out and
there was your name, unmistakably printed, and all the dates
you were absent until they decided that you had dropped out
of school.
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SCENE TWO

LAURA: The operetta the senior class put on. He had a
wonderful voice and we sat across the aisle from each other
Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays in the Aud. Here he is
with the silver cup for debating! See his grin?

AMANDA [absently]: He must have had a jolly disposition.

LAURA: He used to call me—Blue Roses.

[Screen image: Blue roses.]

AMANDA: Why did he call you such a name as that?

LAURA: When I had that attack of pleurosis—he asked me
what was the matter when I came back. I said pleurosis—he
thought that I said Blue Roses! So that's what he always
called me after that. Whenever he saw me, he'd holler, "Hello,
Blue Roses!" I didn't care for the girl that he went out with.
Emily Meisenbach. Emily was the best-dressed girl at Soldan.
She never struck me, though, as being sincere . . . It says in
the Personal Section—they're engaged. That's—six years ago!
They must be married by now.

AMANDA: Girls that aren't cut out for business careers
usually wind up married to some nice man. [She gets up with
a spark of revival.} Sister, that's what you'll do!

[Laura utters a startled, doubtful laugh: She reaches quickly
for a piece of glass.}

LAURA: But, Mother—

AMANDA: Yes? [She goes over to the photograph.}

LAURA [in a tone of frightened apology}: I'm—crippled!

AMANDA: Nonsense! Laura, I've told you never, never to
use that word. Why, you're not crippled, you just have a little
defect—hardly noticeable, even! When people have some
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SCENE FOVR

wardly for her coat. The coat is one of Amanda's, inac-
curately made-overt the sleeves too short for Laura.]

Butter and what else?

AMANDA [entering from the kitchenette}: Just butter. Tell
them to charge it.

LAURA: Mother, they make such faces when I do that.

AMANDA: Sticks and stones can break our bones, but the
expression on Mr. Garfinkel's face won't harm us! Tell your
brother his coffee is getting cold.

LAURA [at the door}: Do what I asked you, will you, will
you, Tom?

[He looks sullenly away.]

AMANDA: Laura, go now or just don't go at all!

LAURA [rushing out]: Going—going!

[A second later she cries out. Tom springs up and crosses
to the door. Tom opens the door.]

TOM: Laura?

LAURA: I'm all right. I slipped, but I'm all right.

AMANDA [peering anxiously after her]: If anyone breaks
a leg on those fire-escape steps, the landlord ought to be sued
for every cent he possesses! [She shuts the door. Now she re-
members she isn't speaking to Tom and returns to the other
room.]

[As Tom comes listlessly for his coffeef she turns her back
to him and stands rigidly facing the window on the gloomy
gray vault of the areaway. Its light on her face with its aged
but childish features is cruelly sharpf satirical as a Daumier
print.]
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SCENE FIVE

Thirty times fifteen is how much, Tom? Figure it out and you
will be astounded at what you could save. Enough to give you
a night-school course in accounting at Washington U.! Just
think what a wonderful thing that would be for you, son!

[Tom is unmoved by the thought.}

TOM: I'd rather smoke. [He steps out on the landing, let-
ting the screen door slam.]

AMANDA [sharply] : I know! That's the tragedy of it. ...
[Alone, she turns to look at her husband's picture.]

[Dance music: "The World Is Waiting for the Sunrise!"]

TOM [to the audience] : Across the alley from us was the
Paradise Dance Hall. On evenings in spring the windows and
doors were open and the music came outdoors. Sometimes the
lights were turned out except for a large glass sphere that
hung from the ceiling. It would turn slowly about and filter
the dusk with delicate rainbow colors. Then the orchestra
played a waltz or a tango, something that had a slow and
sensuous rhythm. Couples would come outside, to the relative
privacy of the alley. You could see them kissing behind ash
pits and telephone poles. This was the compensation for lives
that passed like mine, without any change or adventure. Ad-
venture and change were imminent in this year. They were
waiting around the corner for all these kids. Suspended in the
mist over Berchtesgaden, caught in die folds of Chamberlain's
umbrella. In Spain there was Guernica! But here there was
only hot swing music and liquor, dance halls, bars, and movies,
and sex that hung in the gloom like a chandelier and flooded
the world with brief, deceptive rainbows. . . . All the world
was waiting for bombardments!

[Amanda turns from the picture and comes outside.]
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SCENE FIVE

TOM: I would judge it to be approximately eighty-five
dollars a month.

AMANDA: Well—not princely, but—

TOM: Twenty more than I make.

AMANDA: Yes, how well I know! But for a family man,
eighty-five dollars a month is not much more than you can
just get by on. ...

TOM: Yes, but Mr. O'Connor is not a family man.

AMANDA: He might be, mightn't he? Some time in the
future?

TOM: I see. Plans and provisions.

AMANDA: You are the only young man that I know of who
ignores the fact that the future becomes the present, the pres-
ent the past, and the past turns into everlasting regret if you
don't plan for it!

TOM: I will think that over and see what I can make of it.

AMANDA: Don't be supercilious with your mother! Tell
me some more about this—what do you call him?

TOM: James D. O'Connor. The D. is for Delaney.

AMANDA: Irish on both sides! Gracious! And doesn't
drink?

TOM: Shall I call him up and ask him right this minute?

AMANDA: The only way to find out about those things is
to make discreet inquiries at the proper moment. When I was
a girl in Blue Mountain and it was suspected that a young
man drank, the girl whose attentions he had been receiving,
if any girl was, would sometimes speak to the minister of his
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SCENE SIX

people smile at an oddly fashioned dog who trots across their
path at some distance.

I knew that Jim and Laura had known each other at Soldan,
and I had heard Laura speak admiringly of his voice. I didn't
know if Jim remembered her or not. In high school Laura
had been as unobtrusive as Jim had been astonishing. If he
did remember Laura, it was not as my sister, for when I
asked him to dinner, he grinned and said, "You know, Shake-
speare, I never thought of you as having folks!"

He was about to discover that I did. . . .

[Legend on screen: "The accent of a coming foot."]

[The light dims out on Tom and comes up in the Wing-
field living room—a delicate lemony light. It is about five
on a Friday evening of late spring which comes ^scattering
poems in the sky."]

[Amanda has worked like a Turk in preparation for the
gentleman caller. The results are astonishing. The new
floor lamp with its rose silk shade is in place, a colored
paper lantern conceals the broken light fixture in the ceil-
ing, new billowing white curtains are at the windows, chintz
covers are on the chairs and sofa, a pair of new sofa pillows
make their initial appearance. Open boxes and tissue paper
are scattered on the floor.]

[Laura stands in the middle of the room with lifted arms
while Amanda crouches before her, adjusting the hem of a
new dress, devout and ritualistic. The dress is colored and
designed by memory. The arrangement of Lauras hair is
changed; it is softer and more becoming. A fragile, un-
earthly prettiness has come out in Laura: she is like a piece
of translucent glass touched by light, given a momentary
radiance, not actual, not lasting.]

AMANDA [impatiently]: Why are you trembling?
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THE GLASS MENAGERIE

LAURA: Put him on the table. They all like a change of
scenery once in a while!

JIM: Well, well, well, well—[He places the glass piece on
the table, then raises his arms and stretches.} Look how big
my shadow is when I stretch!

LAURA: Oh, oh, yes—it stretches across the ceiling!

JIM [crossing to the door}: I think it's stopped raining.
[He opens the fire-escape door and the background music
changes to a dance tune.} Where does the music come from?

LAURA: From the Paradise Dance Hall across the alley.

JIM: How about cutting the rug a little, Miss Wingfield?

LAURA: Oh, I—

JIM: Or is your program filled up? Let me have a look at
it. [He grasps an imaginary card.} Why, every dance is taken!
Til just have to scratch some out.

[Waltz music: "La Golondrina."}

Ahhh, a waltz! [He executes some sweeping turns by him-
self, then holds his arms toward Laura.}

LAURA [breathlessly}: I—can't dance!

JIM: There you go, that inferiority stuff!

LAURA: I've never danced in my life!

JIM: Come on, try!

LAURA: Oh, but I'd step on you!

JIM: I'm not made out of glass.

LAURA: How—how—how do we start?

JIM: Just leave it to me. You hold your arms out a little.
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LAURA: Like this?

JIM [taking her in his arms]: A little bit higher. Right.
Now don't tighten up, that's the main thing about it—relax.

LAURA [laughing breathlessly]: It's hard not to.

JIM: Okay.

LAURA: I'm afraid you can't budge me.

JIM: What do you bet I can't? [He swings her into motion.]

LAURA: Goodness, yes, you can!

JIM: Let yourself go, now, Laura, just let yourself go.

LAURA: I'm—

JIM: Come on!

LAURA:—trying!

JIM: Not so stiff—easy does it!

LAURA: I know but I'm—

JIM: Loosen th' backbone! There now, that's a lot better.

LAURA: Am I?

JIM: Lots, lots better! [He moves her about the room in
a clumsy waltz.]

LAURA: Oh, my!

JIM: Ha-ha!

LAURA: Oh, my goodness!

JIM: Ha-ha-ha!

[They suddenly bump into the table, and the glass piece
on it falls to the floor. Jim stops the dance.]
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SCENE SEVEN

AMANDA: You mean you're a young workingman and have
to keep workingmen's hours. We'll let you off early tonight.
But only on the condition that next time you stay later.
What's the best night for you? Isn't Saturday night the best
night for you workingmen?

JIM: I have a couple of time-clocks to punch, Mrs. Wing-
field. One at morning, another one at night!

AMANDA: My, but you are ambitious! You work at night,
too?

JIM: No, Ma'am, not work but—Betty!

[He crosses deliberately to pick up his hat* The band at the
Paradise Dance Hall goes into a tender waltz.]

AMANDA: Betty? Betty? Who's—Betty!

[There is an ominous cracking sound in the sky.]

JIM: Oh, just a girl. The girl I go steady with!

[He smiles charmingly. The sky falls.}

[Legend: "The Sky Falls."]

AMANDA [a long-drawn exhalation}: Ohhhh . . . Is it a
serious romance, Mr. O'Connor?

JIM: We're going to be married the second Sunday in June.

AMANDA: Ohhhh—how nice! Tom didn't mention that you
were engaged to be married.

JIM: The cat's not out of the bag at the warehouse yet You
know how they are. They call you Romeo and stuff like that.
[He stops at the oval mirror to put on his hat. He carefully
shapes the brim and the crown to give a discreetly dashing
effect.} It's been a wonderful evening, Mrs. Wingfield. I guess
this is what they mean by Southern hospitality.
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AMANDA: It  really  wasn't  anything  at  all.

JIM: I hope  it  don't seem like  I'm  rushing off.  But I  pro-
mised Betty I'd  pick her up at the  Wabash depot, an*  by the
time  I  get my  jalopy down there  her  train'll  be in.  Some
women are  pretty upset if you  keep  'em  waiting.

AMANDA:  Yes, I know—the tyranny of  women! [She ex-
tends her hand.]  Goodbye,  Mr.  O'Connor.  I  wish  you  luck—
and happiness—and  success!  All  three  of  them,  and so  does
Laura!  Don't  you, Laura?

LAURA: Yes!

JIM [taking Lauras hand]:  Goodbye, Laura. I'm  certainly
going to treasure that souvenir.  And  don't  you  forget  the  good
advice I  gave you. [He raises his voice to a cheery shout.]
So long, Shakespeare!  Thanks  again,  ladies. Good  night!

[He grins and ducks jauntily  out. Still bravely grimacing,
Amanda closes the door on the  gentleman caller.  Then she
turns back to the  room with a puzzled expression. She and
Laura don't dare to face each other. Laura crouches beside
the Victrola to wind it.]

AMANDA [faintly]:  Things have a way of  turning out so
badly.  I  don't believe that  I  would play  the  Victrola.  Well,
well—well!  Our  gentleman caller  was  engaged  to be  married!
[She raises her voice.]  Tom!

TOM [from the kitchenette]:  Yes, Mother?

AMANDA:  Come  in  here  a  minute.  I  want  to  tell  you  some-
thing awfully funny.

TOM [entering  with a macaroon and a glass of the  lemon-
ade] : Has the  gentleman caller gotten away  already?
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AMANDA: The gentleman caller has made an early de-
parture. What a wonderful joke you played on us!

TOM: How do you mean?

AMANDA: You didn't mention that he was engaged to be
married.

TOM: Jim? Engaged?

AMANDA: That's what he just informed us.

TOM: I'll be jiggered! I didn't know about that.

AMANDA: That seems very peculiar.

TOM: What's peculiar about it?

AMANDA: Didn't you call him your best friend down at the
warehouse?

TOM: He is, but how did I know?

AMANDA: It seems extremely peculiar that you wouldn't
know your best friend was going to be married!

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

AMANDA: You don't know things anywhere! You live in
a dream; you manufacture illusions!

[He crosses to the door.}

Where are you going?

TOM: I'm going to the movies.

AMANDA: That's right, now that you've had us make such
fools of ourselves. The effort, the preparations, all the ex-
pense! The new floor lamp, the rug, the clothes for Laura! All
for what? To entertain some other girl's fiance! Go to the
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movies, go! Don't think about us, a mother deserted, an un-
married sister who's crippled and has no job! Don't let any-
thing interfere with your selfish pleasure! Just go, go, go—to
the movies!

TOM: All right, I will! The more you shout about my
selfishness to me the quicker I'll go, and I won't go to the
movies!

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

[Tom smashes his glass on the floor. He plunges out on the
fire escape, slamming the door. Laura screams in fright.
The dance-hall music becomes louder. Tom stands on the
fire escape, gripping the rail. The moon breaks through
the storm clouds, illuminating his face.]

[Legend on screen: "And so goodbye . . ."]

[Tom's closing speech is timed with what is happening
inside the house. We see, as though through soundproof
glass, that Amanda appears to be making a comforting
speech to Laura, who is huddled upon the sofa. Now that
we cannot hear the mothers speech, her silliness is gone
and she has dignity and tragic beauty. Laurtts hair hides
her face until, at the end of the speech, she lifts her head
to smile at her mother. Amandds gestures are slow and
graceful, almost dancelike, as she comforts her daughter.
At the end of her speech she glances a moment at the
father's picture—then withdraws through the portieres. At
the close of Tom's speech, Laura blows out the candles,
ending the play.]

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
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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  torn
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  transparent glass.
Perhaps I am walking along  a  street  at  night,  in  some strange
city, before  I  have found  companions.  I  pass  the  lighted win-
dow 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  once  my
sister touches  my  shoulder.  I  turn 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!  Blow  out  your
candles, Laura—and  so  goodbye.  . . .

[She blows the candles out.}
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