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FADE TN

RATLROAD STATION SPACE BETWEEN TWO TRAINS
(To be shot in New Orlesns)

The space between two trains is filled with blowing steam and
smoke, Passengers go down the lane between the trains, and a
party in Carnival costumes are seeing someone off. Passengers
from the arriving train come toward the CAMERA, Blanche's fig.
ure advances exhaustedly through the nightmarish tumnel of the
station. Zverything is in misty focus., The effect Is sugges-
tive of Ewrydice advencing up the black, windy avenmue of Hell
behind some invisible Orpheus. The flickering light from the
train windows falls with shuttle-like effect on her face and her
figure in its mothlike garments., The soft focus clears to a
thin mist, iike the vapor of z steam engine. The opposing crowd
through which she strugzles to move must be created non-reslis-
tically. The figures are not even quite identifisble as human -<
perhaps more like rocks in a torrent against which she is fight-
ing her way to some source of light and liberation. The clatter
of the baggage trucks and the noises of the train are also fil-
tered Into z sondc abstraction. The exhausted traveler leans
for a moment against a pillar, then realizing 1t is sooty, she
draws away from it. Standing nearby ls a very, very young salle
or, walting for scmeone -- the sort that locks like one of the
seraphic population in his snowy white uniform. The exhausted
woman's face is suddenly touched by light, the ghost of a tender
smile appearing on it, She sets down her hatbox and, Lifting a
hand to the artificlal viclets on her lapel, speaks to him,

* N R

SATIOR:
Could I help you, Miss?

BLANCEE:
They teld me to take a straete
car named Desire, transfer to
ene named Cemetery and get off
at Elysian Field.

[BLANCHE
{laughs breathlessly)
Ok, I would rather not take that!

SAILOR

(grinning)
The other is the streetcar named
Desirel
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- 3.

SAITOR:
That's your streetcar »ight
there, Miss,

Blanche turnms and picks up her suitcase.

SATTOR:
Let me help you with that.
BLANCHE:
(xindly)
Why, how very nice of you --
2. MOVING SHOT
She moves behind him, stumbling 2 little in the confusing crowd.
The night is windy, and the moon thres-quarters full and the
clouds are low and filmy like the *orm garments of wltches,
Blanche looks up at this besutiful and aminous sky as she
crosses the street.
SHOT OF STREETCAR NAMED DESIRE
advancing toc the cormer, Blanche and the Sailor come into the
scene as he hustles b._er forward and assists her onto the car
L (Contd) ' BLANCHE

That is the one I prafer!

SAILOR
(beginning to regard
her a bit curiously)
Yeah. Yeah, take that one, And
get off at a strest called Elysian
Fields,

BLANCHE
Elysian Fields. Thank you.
Thank you so much,

SATLOR
{lifting her hathox)
Le'me help you with that.

BLANCHE
- Why, how very kind of youl Now [ feel
as if I'd been met at the train.
You lead the way and I'1] follow ]
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platform with her hatbox. Then he stands looking, s+ill curd-
ously, up at her. CAMERA MOVES UP TO CLOSE SHOT of her ex-

hausted face, at a lighted window of the car, As her eyes fall
shut:

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. NEW ORLEANS STREET

The street car is stopped. Blanche descends from it with her
batbox and it pulls away revealing in the b.g. a corner of the
cemetery. A litile old Mexican s*reet vendor comes up to her
suddenly, She is nearly blind., In her dark shawl she is barely
visible in the dark street. She is carrying bunches of those
gaudy tin flowers that lower class Mexicans display at fumerals.,

MEXTCAN WCMAN:
Flowers. . . . Flowers. . . . Tlowers for
the dead. . ., . Flowers?

Blanche hurries by her, The mmsic of the Varscuvians is heard,
an eerie, far-away polka., She stops, puts her hands to her
head, pressing her head as if trying to drive the tune ocut. 4
shot is heerd -- unreal, as if from the distant reaches of her
own mind. The music stops instantly. She mories onm, crossing
the street away from the cemetery,

A STREET VENDOR:
Red hot! Red hot!

EXT. NEW ORLEANS STREET NIGHT

The street is in a poor section of the city and has = raffish
charm, not gemerally found in such sections in other American
cities, The houses are mostly white frame » weathered grazy, with
rickety cutside stairs and galleries and quaintly crmamented
gables. The street is alive with rassersby -- negro and white -
¥ho move casually along not so much to be going anywhers as to
be enjoying the life of the street. In this setting, Blanche is
an incongrucus figure, and people “turn o lock at her curicusly.
She hurries by them apprehensively and ill-at-ease, A% +he
doorway of a bar, The Four Deuces, hot beating music and a burs:
of loud laughter pour out at her and the light falls on her face
with sudden garishness. She turns away, quickly consulting her
1little slip of paper, searching for the number of the adjoining

- kgt Coperaa—m————-—
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nouse. It is separated Zrom The Four Deuces by a narrow alley,
g0 that iis side-windows face the side-windows of the bar,

Along the street side it shows only two long French windows, and
to find the house mumber she has %o look up the far side, where
steps from a small court lead up to a veranda and the front
door. Irom the veranda a long flight of stairs leads %o anp up-
stairs gallery, and the sntrance to the second-floor flat.

. MED. SHOT CORNER OF HOUSE AND COURTYARD

as Blanche stops before it. On the steps, IUNICE, about thirty,
fullblown but not blowsy, is sandpapering ner legs and taking
the air. A Negro Women has stovped to chat with her and is
fanning her baby who sleeps in his cart. The +wo women are une
aware of her for = moment.

EUNICE ;
« «» » and he was so drunk, he ran
halfway down the strset before
he kmew he was naked. * * % And so when

he_got home she was weiting for him ==

el B T Y R e i iy

pow I'm telling you. . ._._You never heard

i Rndile T IR e har g e g

mothing lixe it.

The two women laugh. Then their attention iIs atsracted to
Blanche. There is a silence for a moment as the two women and
Blanche regard each other.

EUNICE:
(finally)

You lost, honey?

BLANCHE :
I'm looking for Zlysian Fields . . .

EUNICE:
This here ig Elysian Fields.

Slanche looks abeout incredulously.

EUNICE:
What number are you looking for?

BLANCHE :
(refers to slip of paper)
Six {Shirty-two.
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EUNICE:
You don't have to look no further.

BLARCHE:
(uncomprekendingly)
I'm looking for my sister, Stella
DuBeis., I meen -- Mrs, Stanley
Kowalski. ’

EUNICE:
That's the party.

BLANCHE:
(completely bewildered)
T™is, « « » Can this be -« her home?

EUNICE:
She's got the downstairs here,
and I got the up. She's not in
right now, though.

BLARCHE: .
Oh, she's out ==

ZUNICE:
#* % % Did you notice that bowling 2iley
up the street?

ELANCHE :
I'm not sure I did,

W e e AR v e e s eew

As Blanche loocks up the street CAMERA MOVES RAPIDLY up the

337

street to a huge marquee with the word "Bowling” printed across

it in flashing neon.

BUNICE:
She's watchin' her husband bowl.
You want to leave your sulicase
here and go find her?

BLANCHE:
(uncertainiy

Well, Tu o« o «

{You see]

-y i, o ——————
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EUNICE:
Or you could just zo in and make
yourself at home until they get

i

back, =
BLANCHE : -
How could I do that? =
Zunice goes to the deoor of Stella's flat, smacks it with the bl
palm of her hand, and i% swings open. She precedes Blanche into o
the flat. As they z0 ==
NEGRO WOMAN: =
(gently) _ @
G'right, now. -
She wheels the baby off. - - ki
7.  INT. KITCHEN STEILA'S FLAT FULL SHOT NIGHT i
as they entar. This is a kitchen-dining room, so common in low -
rent flats. It also containg a folding bed to be used by g
Blanche. People who live here happily, or who do not look upen =
the place as a retregt from better circumstances will not notice )
that the furniture is 111 assorted and offers barely enough T
comfort. They will not evem have considered the matter of style. B
This is not to say that no style exists. Some of the raffish
charm of the street is in the oouse. 3ut Blanche is locking et
about with distaste, drawing in upon herself as though the place i
would contaminate her. —
(defensively -- noticing &
Blanche's lcok) .
It's kinda messed up right aow, =
but when it's clean it's real sweet, =
BLANCHE : —
Is it? %
EUNICE: "
Uhebuh, I think so. =
(she sits comfortably) .=

So you're Stella's sister.
BLANCHE:

[+

Tes,

f
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
(wanting to get rid
of her)
Thanks for letting me in,

EUNICE:
Por nada, as the Mexicans say.
Por nada. And you're Ifrom
Mississippi, huh?

ZLANCHE :
Yes.
FURICE:

She showed me a pleture of your
home-place, the plantation.

BLANCHE:
Belle Reva?
EUNICE:
A great big place with white colums.
ELANCHE:
Yes.
EUNICE:

Sure must be a Job to keep up, a
place like that,

ELANCHE:
If you will excuse me, I'm Just
about to drop.

EUNICE:
Sure, honey. Why dem't you sit down?
BLANCHE :
What I meant was, I'd like to be
left aione,
EUNICE:

(offended -- rises to go)
Well, I don't need a wall of bricks
to fall on me.

BLANCHE:
I didn't mean to be rude == I. . . .

339
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10.

ZUNICE:
That's all right, honey. Next
time I'1ll just walt fo be asked
before I sit down.

Iunice exiis. Blanche stands there, her hands tightly clutch-
ing her purse. After a while she begins to look around slowly.
Suddenly she notices something in a nali-opened closet., She
pours a half tumbler of whiskey and tosses it down. She starts
toward bedroom, which is separated by drapes on 2 drawstring
from the kitchen,

INT. ZEDROCM  FULL SHOT

Blanche enters. Her surprise and distaste grow as she looks
around. She sees a narvow door at end of room and arossing,
cpens it and locks in. Through the door we see an old-fashioned
porcelain bathtub on spindly legs. From a drying rack over the
tub hang several men's T shirts, women's stockings, some white
handkerchiefs. Now from o.s. there is an instant sudden shout
of anger. She looks at the window on the alley.

BLANCHE :
I've got to get hold of myself.

A burst of laughter and the blue Piano crash in from the alley,

She flinches, then hearing a women's- voica outside, she hurries
to the front door amd opems it, CAMERA MOVIG WITH HER.

W N as o e W MR G e wwm AW o WAy

Stella -- Stella?

EXT. CORNER OF STELLA'S HOUSE

She hurries down the steps and up the street toward the bowling
allsy.

ZXT, ENTRANCE TO BOWLING AILLEY FULL SHOT

2lanche appz;éaches and goes in,

o ——— it o Tenle M L P e s e b
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INT. BOWLING ALLEY  Furl SHQT NIGHT

as Blanche enters. The lanes are in full piay, and the dull
clatber of the halls scattering the pins reverberates through
the place. Al some distance back of the starting lines, a
glass partition separates 2 bar from the bowling alley vroper,
Blanche looks about, wying to find her sister among the groups
that cluster back of each lane., Her dress is in sharp contrast
to the pedal-pushers and jeans and cottons that the women are

wearing, OSuddenly:

STEILA'S VOICE:
(0vs. == joyfully)
Blanche! Blanche!

Blanche Ilpoks toward ihe volce and sees her sister.

BRLANCEHZ:
(2 wild cry)
Stellal

WIDER ANGLE
as they move swiftly toward each other,

ZLANCHE:
Ch, 3tellza, Stella for Star!
Ch, my baby sister. Now then
let me look =zt you. But don't you

loock at me, Stella, no, mo, no. I
won't be locked at in this merciless glarze., . . .

She clutches her sister, sobbing with relief,

STELIA:
Did you find our place?

BLANCHE:

(throws up her gloved

hands in horror)
Stella, what are you doing in a place
like +that? Wy didn't you write me, honey?
Why didn't you let me know? Never, never,
never in my worst dreams couléd I picturs --
Cnly Pog -- Cnly Mr. Edgar Allan Pos could
do justice to it: What am I saying® I didn't
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13.

BLANCHE: {(Comt.)
mean to say that. I meant %o be nice
- about it and say -- oh, what a convenient
location and such - ! Precious lamb,
you haven't said a word to ms.

STELTA:
You haven't given me a chance o,
honey., . . o Come say hello to Stanley.

BLANCHE :
Hot now,

STETTA
Just say nello -

CAMERA PANS wi+h them as they cross alley.

BLANCHE :
Which 1s he? Which ome 1s he?

FULL SHCT ELANCHE'S VIEWPOINT

Stanley 1s in f.g., surrounded by other players, including
Steve, Mitch., Stanley's back 13 scmewnat to ug; his Teghixrt is
darle with sweat and adheres to his skin, giving him the look of
a darik, sinewy seal.

STANLEY:
(bellowing at captain
of another team)
-~ and don't tell me this is your
alley. We startad our game here
and we're going to finish it here!

He grabs Jacket a member of other team has draped over the
bench, and throws it at him viciously.

STEVE:
Take it emsy, Stan . . .

STANLEY:
Yeah? TI'm takin' it emsy, I'm
taidn' It easy right here,

The members of the other team, cowed, drift off. 3lanche and
Stella come into scene,
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BLANCHE ;
He's the one that's == 7

STELLA:
The one that's makin' the rhubarbl
Isn't he wonderful looking?

HLANCHE :
Stellal I can't meet him now.
Not wmtll I've bhathed and v
rested,

STELLA:
Would you like a cold drink, honey?

BLANCHE :
Bless you for that lovely inspirationi

COCKTATL LOUNGE  ROOTH

They laugh and cross to an arched door under a2 neon cockbail

sign. Stella starts for a bright booth.

a dark one.

WAITER:
Would you like a lemonade?

ELANCHE:
Honey: A lemonade! Not with my nerves
tonight! Scotch * * * for me,

STELLA:
* % % I'1] have some SYrEDe. . .
Ta pause)

BLANCEE: :
You haven't asked me how I happened
to get away from school -~ before
the spring term ended. . . .

STELLA:
Well I theught you'd voluntesr
that information, if you wanted to
tell me.

Blanche pulls her to

343
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[if you please.]
[Just a lemonade for me. . . ]
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BLANCHE :
You thought I'd been fired.

STELLA:
No, I thought you might nave
resigned. . . .

BLANCHE:
I was so exhausted by all that I['d
been through -- my nerves just broke,
S¢ Mr. Grzves -- Mr, Crawves iz the
f#igh School superintendent -- he
suggested I take a lsave of absence.
I couldn’t put all these details in
my wire.

The waiter enters with the drinks.

BLANCHE :
¢h, this buzzes right through
me and. Feels so good! . . . You haven't
sald a word about my agpearancel”

STELLA:
You lock just fine.

ELANCHE:
God love you fer a liar!
Daylight never exposed so total
a ruin! But you, you've put on
some weight, Yes, you're just
as plump as a 1lttle partridge!
And it's so becoming to you!l

STELTA:
Yow, Blanche -=-

BLANCEE:
YTes it isl I%t is or I wouldn't
say it., Tou just have to
watch around the hips a little.
I want you to lock at my £1 e,
You ¥now I haven't put on one
ounce in ten years, Stellal T
welgh what I weighed the summer
you left Zelle Reve -- the summer
Dad died and you left us., . . .
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STELLA:
Tt's just ineredible, Blanche,
how well you're looking.

Blanche glances at Stella, Stella locks away emberrassed by
3lanche's naked shaken state,

~ STELILA:
Would you like another?

BLANCHE :
No, one's my limit!

STELLA:
Sure?

BELANCHE :
Well, maybe I'1l just take ofie
tiny little nip more , . . just to put the
stopper on, so to speak. Now don't get
worried -« your sister hasn't turned into
a drumkard, She's just wall shaken up and
hot and dirty and tired. . . .

She laughs, Stella tries to laugh. She's frightemed. . . .
Blanche calls the waiter,

DISSOLVE T0:
15,  INT. STELLA'S FLAT
A bath is being rum, . . .

STELLA:
You want it hot?

(0e8.)
Scalding.

(suddenly)
Stellal!l

Stella comes out of the bathroom, . . . We vick up Blanche,

STELTA:
What is it, honey?

) BLANCHE:
Theére are only two rooms --

B e v = o —— J— [rp— [ — s “ Tt e e s e MM | G vm rsm————— mr— ———" ot iy
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
I don't know where you're
going to put me.

STELLA:
{indicating the bed)
We're going to put you right
here. . . .

BLANCHE :
What kind of a bed is this . . .
one of those collapsible things, . . .

STELLA:
Does it feel alright?

BLANCHE, :
Wonderful, honey. I don't like
a bed that gives much., But . , .
there's no door vetween the +wo
rooms, and Stanley ., , . will it be decent?

STELLA:
Oh, Stanley's Polish, you know. . . .

BLANCHE :
Ch, yes, that's scmething like
Irish isn't it?

STELLA:
Well. L] - L]

They both laugh a little.

BLANCHE :
I brought some nice clothes
to meet all your lovely friends.

STELTA:
I'm afraid you won't think they 're
lovely.

BLANCHE :

Well, anyhow -- I brought some nice
clothes and I'll wear them. T guess
you're hoping I'1l say I'11 wut up at
a hotel, but I'm not going to put up
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
2t a hotel. I want to be pear you,
Stella; I've got to be with people, I
can't be alone! Because as you mus+t
have noticed == I'm not very well. . . .

STELIA:
Tou do seem a Dibttie ., . o

BLANCHE :
(cutting in)
Will Stanley like me, or will
I just ve. . ..

STELIA:
(looks towerd a
vhotograph of Stanley)
Tou'll get along fine together
If you Just. . .

ELANCHE:
(she has picked up
the photograph)
Oh, he was an officer!

STELIA:
He was a master sergeant in
the Engineers Corps. He was
decorated four times.

BLARCHE:
He had those on when you met him,

STELLA:
I assure you I wasn't just blinded
by all the brass.

BLANCHE :
That's net what I. ., . .

STELLA:
But of course there were things
to adjust myself to later on. . . .

BLARCHE:
Such as his civilian background. . . .
How did he take it when yvou said I

was coming. . . .

347
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STELLA:
Oh-he's on the road 2 good deal . ., .
ang --

BLANCHE:

Oh. He travels? Good! T mean
isn't it, . . .

STELLA:
I can hardly stand it when he's
away for a night.

BLANCHE":
Why Stella,

STEITA:
When he's away for a week, T
nearly go wild.

BLANCHE :
Graclous,

STELLA:
And when he comes back, I ery on
his lap like a baby.

BLANCHE:

I guess that is what is meant by
being in love.

(she walks, turns)
Stella . . . I haven't asked you the
things you probably thought I was
going to ask you, and so I expect
you to be understanding about what
I hate to tell you, . . .

STELLA:
What Blanche?

BLANCHE :
Well, Stella -- you're going %o
reproach me <« I know you'rs bound
to reproach me, but before you do ==
take into consideration -- you left!
I stayed and struggled! You came
to New Orleans and looked after
yourself, I stayed at Belle Reve
and tried to heold it together! I'm
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BLANCHE: (Conmt.)
not meaning this in anmy reproachful
way, but all the burden descended on
my shoulders, . . .

STELLA:
The best I couwld do was make
my own living.

BLANCHE:
I know, I know, but you're the
one that abandoned 3elle Reve, not
I. I stayed and fought for it,
bled for it, aimost died for it. . . .

STELLA:
Stop this hysterical ocutburst and
tell me what happened?

BLANCHE :
I kpew it, I lmew you would take
this attitude.

STELLA:
About what . . . please?

BLANCHE :
The loss « . . the loss,

STELLA:
Belle Reve? Lost is iw?

TRALN S0UID . . . APPROACEING.

STELLA:
But how did it go? What happened. . . .

BLANCHE :
You're a fine onme to zsk me how i
wenbte « o

STELLA:
Blanche!

BLANCHE :
You're & fine one o stand *here
accusing me of it. . . .,
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STELIA:
Blanche,

BLANCHE :
I won't stay here! I won't! I'd
rather sleep in the street

THE TRAIN IS NOW JUST BEHIND THE HOUSE . . . SHE RUNS OUT
CLUTCHING HER HAT BOX ., . , STELLA FOLLOWS,

16, ZAT, CCURTYARD AND CORNER OF STREET 37 STELTA S FLAT
Stella catches up to Blanche.

ELANCHE :

I took the blows on my
face and my bedy. All those deaths . . .
the long parade to the graveyard -
Father, Mother, Margaret - that dread-
ful way., You just came Home in +ime
for the funerals, Stella == and
campared to deaths funerals are Tretty . . .
unless you were there at the

- bed you would never suspect there was
this struggle for breath and bleeding,
You didn't dream, but I saw . . . saw . . .
and you stand there telling me with your
eyes . . . I let the place go. . . . How do
you think all that sickness and
dying was peid for? Death ig expen=
8ive = Miss Stella — and I with oy
pitiful salary at the school. Yes.
Accuse me, stand there and stare at
me thinkding I let the place go . . .
I let the place go! Where were
you? In there with your Polack! --

STELLA:
Blanche! You be still: That's enough!

She gces into the house. Blanche follows uncertainly,

7. INT. KITCHEN

as Blanche follows Stalla in.
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BLANCHE:
Oh, Stella, Stella, you're crying!

STELIA:
Does that surprise you?

She rums ocut of the kitchen into the bedroom and we heer the

bathroom door slam. Suddenly there is a loud shout from oute
side,.

STANLEY:
(offscene)
ey, Mitch! You bring the beer
tomorrow)

Blanche rmms frem the fromt roem to the bedroom, and stops out

of sight of the front room., 0.S. Stanley and Steve laugh.

EUNICE:
(offscene)
Break it up down there!

EUNICE AT HEAD OF STATRS  ZXT. NIGHT
3
Stanley and Steve below.

EUNICE:
I made the spaghetti dish amd I
ate it myself!

STEVE:
(climbing the stairs) g
I told you and phoned you that we
was playing Jax Beer. I told you
at breakfast, I phoned you at
Junch,

EUNICE:
¥ % * Well, never mind, Why don't you get

INT. BEDROOM  BLANCHE LISTENTNG
ZNTRANCE DOOR SEEN ZEHIND HER

351



352 A Streetcar Named Desire

STEVE:
(0.5, == yelling as he

pounds up the stairs)
Do you want it in the newspapers?

Stanley enters, goes to icebox. Music from Three Deuces,
Prums. Blanche finally makes up her mind to face him, goes
into the kitchen.

BLANCHE:
{at last speaking)
Jou must bte Stanlsy., I'm Blanche.

STANLEY:
Stella's sister?

BELANCHE :
Yes., « o« &

STANLEY:
HE'l0o. « o« » Whnere's the little woman?

BLANCHE:
In the bathroom.

STANLEY:
Welll TWhere you from, Blanche?

BLANCHE :
Why, I -~ live in Auriol.

STANLEY:
In Auricl, huh? Oh, yeah. Yeah, in
Auricl, that's right. Not in my
territory.

He crosses to the closet and removes the whiskey botitle. He
then holds the bottle to the light to observe its depletion.

STANLEY:
Liguor sure gzoes fast in hot
weather, Have a shot?

BLANCHE :
No, I == rarely touch it.

_ STANLEY:
Some people rarely touch it, but it
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STANLEY: (Cont.)
touches them cften.

ELANCEE :
(faintly)
Hawha.

STANLEY:
My shirt’'s stickin' to me., Do you
mind if T make myself camfortable?
(e starts to remove his shirt)

BLANCEE +
Please, please do.

STANLEY:
Be coemfortable, that's =y motic, up
witere I come from.

HLARCHE:
Tt's mine, too. . . . It's hard to stay
leoking fresh in hot weather. Why,
I haven't washed or even powdered -=
and here you are!

STANLEY:
(as he gets the
shirt over his head)
You know, you can catch cold sitting
around in demm things . . . especially
when you've been exercising hard like
bowling is. You're a teacher, aren't you?

HLANCHE:
Yes,

STANLEY:
What do you teach?

BLANCEE:
Znglish.

STANLEY:

I was never a very good EZpglish gtudent,
How long you here for, 3Blanche?

BLANCHE:
I == don't know yet.



354 A Streetcar Named Desire

20.

STANLEY:
Tou going to shack up here?

: . SLANCHE :
I thought I would if it's not incon-
venient to you 211, . . .

STANIZY :
Good.

ZLANCEE :
Travelling wears me out.

STANIEY:
Well, take it easy,

A cat screeches nesr the window. Blanche springs up.

BLANCHE :
What's thak?

STANLEY:
Cats.
(he growls in imitation of
a cat and laughs -- then walks
into the bedrcom)
Hey, Stella, what did you do, fall
asleep in there?
(he grins at Blanche. She
tries unsuccessfully to smils
back, He gets a2 clean T~
shirt fram a cabinet)
I'm afraid I'm going to strike vou as
the unrefined type.

Blanche dabs at her forshead with cologne, goes to the front
door, opens ik,

STANLEY:
Stella's spoke of you a good deal.
You were married once, waren't you?

Blanche puts her hands %o her head, She seems +o be listening
to something. She goes to the verandah,

EXT., VERANDAH  AS BLANCEE CCMES QUT
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BLANCHE:

(her back %o the house
behind her)

Yes, when I was quite young.

The misic of the Varsouviana has crept up from nothing until it
is quite plain.

CUT TO: '
MED. SHOT STANLEY IN KITCHEN
STANLEY':
What happened?
And there is silence around him.
CUT TO:

BLANCHE ON TEE VERANDAH

Apd the polka is heard again, and a sort of acho: "What
happened? What happened?”

BLANCHE :
The boy == the boy died.

The polkz music rises to a frenetic piteh and tempo, Blanche
Fresses her hands over her ears as though she could shut it out.

Again the far-sway shot, and the mmsic stoeps. Blanche stands
swaying.

BLANCHE :
I'm afraid I'm golng to be sick,

STANIEY:
{cffscene)
Bow abowt it, Stella?
FADE OUT,
FADE IN
STREET 1IN FRONT COF STELLA'S HOUSE

A car drives up and stops. Stanley drivipng, Steve beside him on



— v -

356 A Streetcar Named Desire

2k,

the front seat. They suggest a chauffeur and a footman. Roped
into the luggage compartment of the car is 3lanche's wardrobe
trunk. The men get ocut and begin untying it., A NEGRO FEDDILER
gces oy, pushing 2 handeart and chanting loudly the variety of
Tish ne has for sale. 0.S. the bell of a church chimes pless-
antly. The men sweat.

STEVE:
Looks like she's Pixin to stay
a while,

Stanley grunts.

They get the trumk up the staps, have trouble negotiating the
door.

STEVE:
Hey, we playing tonight?

STANLEY s
(bridling)
Sure we're playing, -

STEVE:
(indicating the apartment)
I figure maybe . . .

INT. XITCHEN STELIA'S FLAT AS STEVE AND STANLEY ENTER

STANIEY:
Den't figure no maybes! We're playing,

They thump the trunk down. Stella runs in from bedroom, vartly
dressed, '

STELLA:
Ch, Stanley!
(sees Steve -~ pulls back)

STIEVE:
See you later,

He goes., Stells cecmes back, goes to Stanley, kisses nim,

STELLA:
Thanks, Stanley,
(kisses him)
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BLANCHE'S VOICE:
(0es4)
Stella! Wes that Stanley back
with my trunk?

STELLA:
(still with Stanley)
Yes, dear.

BLANCHE:
(0.8, == or cut to)
doney would you get my chiffon vrint
out for me, '

STELLA:
(she and Stanley look
at each other)
All right, Blanche,

BLANCHE:
(Q-S-)
It was so good of Stanley to call
for my trunk.

STELLA:

Stanley was glad to do it!

(she grins at Stanley —-

then iz 2 low voice, as

she gets the trumk key)
I'm taking Blanche to Calatoirs’'s
for supper and then to a picture show
because it's your poker night.

STANLEY:
How about my supper, huh? I'm pot
going to no Galatoire's for sugper.

STELLA:
I put a cold plate on ice. I'm
going to try to keep 3lanche ocut
until the perty breaks up, because
I don't know how she would take i%.

STANLEY:
(who has found the
"cold plate')
Isn't that just dandy!

~
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STELLA:
So you'd vetter give me some noney.
(she searches his pocket =-
extracts scme bills)

STANLEY:
What's she doing now? -

STELLA:
She's soaking in a hot tub to quiet ==
her nerves, She's terrihly upset. -

STANLEY: —
Over what? B
STELLA:
Stan, we've lost Belle Reve. -
STANLEY: =
* ¥ % What do you meen? The place in a
the counmtry? A
STELLA:.
Yes. B
STANLEY: -
How? b
- STELLIA: ST
Ok, it had to be sacrificed or scme- —
thing :.

(Blanche is heard singing i
from the bathroom)
When she cames out, be sure to mention
something about nher appearance. And == R
Oh! Don't mention the baby. I'a
walting until she zets in a quieter —

condition. ;,-:*;
STANLEY: o
(ominously) e

807 il
STELLA: sl

And try to understand her and be nilce ta
her, Stan. She wasn't expecting to find
us in such a small place. You see I'd
tried to gloss things over in my letters
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STANLEY:
So?

STELLA:
And admire her dress and tell her she's
locking wonderful, It's important with
Blanche, her little weaslkness.

STANLEY:
Yeah, I get the idea. , . . Now let's
skip back a little to where you said
the country place was disposed of.

STEILA:
Oh: Yes. + o &

STANLEY:
How about that? Let's have a few
more detalls on that subject.

STELLA:
(thru the following she is
searching Blanche's trunk for
the dress, the accessory box,
the earrings, which she brings
out)
It's best not to talk much about it
until she's calmed down.

STANLEY:
So that's the desl, huh? Sister
Blanche cannot be annoyed with
business details right now!

STELLA:
You saw how she was last night,

STANLEY:
Yeah . . , I saw how she was. Now let's
have a gander at the bill of sale.

STELLA:
I haven't seen any.

STANLEY:
She didn't show you mo papers, nmo
deed of sale or nothing like that?

359
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STELLA: )
It seems like it wasn't sold. .
STANLEY: “
Well, what was it then, give away? =
To charity? _
STELLA: =

Shhhi She'll hear you.

STANLEY:
I don't care if she aears me. -
Let's see the papers!

STELLA: -
There weren't any papers, she didn't
show anmy papers, I den't care about s
papers.

STANIEY: ) -
Listen, did you ever hear of thke
Napoleonic code? -

No, Stanley, I haven't heard of % -
Napolecnic code and if I have =

STANLEY: s
Let me enlighten you on a point e
or two, -

STELLA: e
Tas?

STANLEY: =

In the state of Loulsiana we have what
is known as the Napoleonic code, accord- -
ing to which whmat belongs to the wife
belongs to the husband also and vice =
versa. For instance if T had a plece

- of property, or you had a piece of property -- 5
STELIA:
My heed is swimming! =
STANLEY : -
AlL right: I'11 wait till she gets

. through scaling in a hot tub and then
I'1l inquire if she is acguainted with -
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STANIZEY: (Cont.)
the Napoleonic code. It looks to me
like you been swindled, bzby, and when
you get swindled under the Napoleonic
code I get swindled too. And T don't
like to be swindled.
(Blanche is heard singing)

STELLA:
You don't know how ridiculous you are
being when you suggest that my sister
or I or anycne of our family could have
pervetrataed 2 swindle,

STANLEY:
Then where's the money, if the place
was so0ld?

STELLA:

Not sold -=- lost, losti

He turnms to the open trunk, jerks out an armful of dresses,

STELLA:
Stanley!

STANLEY:
Open your eyes to this stuff!
Yeu think she got them out of a
teacher's pay?

STELLA:
Hushl

STAWLEY :

Look at these feathers and furs that
she come here %o przen herself ini
What's this here? A solid-gold dress,
I believe! A4And this one! What is
these here? Fox-pieces.

{ne blows on them)
Gemiine fox fur-plsces, a bkalf a mile
long! Where are your fox-pieces,
Stella? DBushy snow white ones, no
less,

STELLA:
Those are inexpensive summer furs
that Blapcke has had for a long ftime.
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STANLZY:
I got an zcquaintance who deels in
this sort of merchandise. I'11
have him in here to appraise it.

STELLA:
Den't be such an idiot, Stanley.

STANLEY:
I'm willing to bet you there's thou=
sands of dollars invested in this
stuff ners=.

He burls the furs to the day bed., He turms to the open box of
costume Jewelry.

STANLEY:
And what have we here? The treasure
chest of a pirate?

STELIA:
Ch, Stanley!

STANLEY:
Pearls! Ropes of them! What is
this sister of yours, a deepesea
diver? Bracelets of solid gold, tco,
Where are your pearls and gold
bracelatsg?

STELLA:
Shhh! Be still, Stanley.

STANLEY:
And diamonds.: A crown for an Zmpress!

STELTA:
A rhinestone tiara she wore to a
costume ball.

STANLEY:
What's rhinestone?

STELIA:
Next door to glass,

STANLEY:
Are you kidding? I have an ac-
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STANLEY: (Comt.)
quaintance that works in a2 Jewelry
store. I'll have him in here to
meke an appraisal of this., Here's
your plambation, or what was left
of 1%, here!

STELLA:
You have no idea how stupid and
horrid you're being. TNow leave
that trunk alone before she comes
out of the bathroom.

He kicks the itrunk peartly closed.

STANLEY:
The Kowalskis and the DuBois have
different notions.

STELLA:
(angrily)
Indeed they have, thank heaven!
I'm going ocubside. ’

363

Stella snatches up her hat and gloves and starts for the outside

door.

8telia exits.
opening o©.s.

STELLA: -
You come out with me while Blanche
is getting dressed.

STANLEY:
Since when do you give me orders?
STELLA:
Are you going to stay here and
insult her?
STANLEY:
You bet your 1life I'm going to
stay here.

Stanley turns at the sound of the bathroom door

FULL SHOT  ELANCHE

She ccmes out of the bathroom in a satin robe,
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But he makes no move to go.
moves sullenly into the bedroom.
reacts a3 she sees the open, discordered trunk.
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BLANCHE :

(adrily =-- as she

aporeaches him)
Hello, Stanley. Jere I am, all
freshly bathed and scented and feel-
img like a brand new human veins.

STANLEY:

(lighting a cigarette)

That's good.

BLAINCEE:

Excuse me while I slip on my pretty

new dressi

STANLEY:

Go right aheed, Blancha,

HLANCHE :
I understand there

Blanche waits for him to leave.

She draws the drapes, then

L

's to be a little

card party to which we ladies are
cordially not imvited.

STANLEY:
That's right.

BLANCHE:
Where is Stella?

B e e

STANLEY:

- A o -

BLANCHE :

I'm going to ask a favor of you

i 2 moment.

STANEHY:
What could that be

BLANCHE :

I wonder?

Some buttons in back! You may enter.

She opens the drapes and Stanley enters the xitchen.

He
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BLANCHE:
Bow do I look?

STANLEY:
Tou lock okay.

BLANCHE :
Mary thanks. Now the buttons,

STANLEY:
(tries briefly, then)
I can’'t do nothing with them.,

BLANCHE:
Tou men with your big clumsy
fingers! May I have a drag on
your cig?

STANLEY:
(talting one from
belind his ear)
Have opne for yourself,

She takes it, wedits for a light. He strikes a match for her
and Iights her cigarette,

BLANCHE:

Thanks! It looks like my trunk
has exploded.,
STANLEY:

Me and Stella were helping you unpack.

BLANCEE:
{correcting some of
the disorder)
Tou certalnly did a fast and thorough
Job of it.

STANLEY :
It looks like you reided some
stylish shevs in Paris,

RLANCHE :
Clothes zre my vassion.

STANLEY:
What does 1t cost for a string of

365
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STANLEY: (Cont.)
fur-pleces like that?

BLANCHE :
Why, those were a tribute from an
admirer of mine!

STANIEY :
He must have had a lot of -- admiration!

ZLARCHE::
Ohy in my youth I excited scme 2dmira-
tion. Buf look at me now.
(she smiles at aim radiantly)
Would you think it possible tha® I
was ever considered to be atiractivae?

STANIEY:
Tour looks- are okay.

ELANCHE:
I was fishing for a compliment,
Jdtanley.

STANTEY:
I den't go in for that sture.

JLANCHE :
What == stuff?

STANIEY:
Campliments to women about their looks.,
I never met a woman who didn't Xnow if
she was good-locking or not wiithout being
told, and some of them give themselves
credit for more than they've got. I
once went out with a2 dame who said %o me,
"I am the glamorous type, I am the
glamorous type.” I said, "So what?"

BLANCEHE:
And what did she say then?

STANLEY:
She didn't say nothing. That shut her
zp like a clam.
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ZLANCHE:
Did it end %he romance?

STANIEY:
It ended the comversation -- that was
ali., Some men are took in by this
Hollywood glamor stuff and scme men
are not.

ELANCHE : )
I'm sure you belong in the second
category.

STANLEY:
That's right.

BLANCHE :
I can't imagine any witch of a woman
casting a spell over you.

STANLEY:
That's right.

HLANCHE:

You're simple, straightforward and
honest, a 1ittle bit on the primitive
side I should think.
To interest you a women would
have 10 ==

(she pauses with an

indefinite gesture)

STANLEY:
Lay her cards on the table.

BLANCHE:
Well, I never cared for wishy-washy
people. That was wihy, when you walked
in here last night, I said to mysell -
"my sister bas married a man." == OF
course that was all T could fell zbout
you at the momwent.,

STANLEY:
All right how about cutting the re-bop!

STELTA'S VOICE (.8.:
Staniey! ’
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They both turn as Stella opens the door.

She exits.

STELLA:
(entering the kitchen)
Stanley, you ccme out with me and
let Blanche flnish dressing,

ELANCHE :
I've finished dressing, honevy.
STELIA:
Well, 7ou ccme out, then,
STANLEY:
Your sister and I are naving a
litkle talk,
BLANCHE ;

(1ightly -- as she takes

Stella's arm and leads ner

%o the door)
Honey, do me a favor., Rum to the
drugstore and get me 2 lemcnade
with plenty of chipped ice in i%t. -=
Will you do that for me, Sweetie?-Please?
Please?

STELLA:
(uncertainly)

Yes,

BLANCHE :

(turning vack to Stanley)
The poor iittle thing was out there
listening to us, and I have an ide=
she doesn't understand you as w1l
as I do. All right; now, Mr.
Kowalski, I'm reedy to snswer a1l
quegtions. What I1s ii?

STANLEY:
In the State of Louisianaz *here is
such a thing as the Napoleonic ccde,
according to which whatever belongs
to the wife belongs to the aushand
and vice wversa.
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BLANCHE :
My but you have an impressive
Judicial adir:

She sprays herself with her atomizer, then playiully sprays him
with it. He seizes the atomizer and slams 1t down on the
dresser, She throws back her head and laughs.

STANLEY:
If I didn't know you was my wife's
sister I'd get idess about you.

ZLANCHEE:
Such as what?

STANLEY:
Don't play so dumb. You lmow what.

BLANCHE:
All right, Cards on the table. I know
I £ib a good deal., After all, a woman's
charm is £ifty percent illusion, dbut when
e thing is important I tell the truth,
and I never chested my sister or you or
anyone else ¥ * % op earth a2s long as I have
Llived.

) STANLEY:
Where ares the papers? Im the trunk?

ELARCHE :
Everything that I own is in that tvrunk. . . .

Without a word he crosses %o the trunk and vegins to go through
the compartments.

BLANCHE

What in heaven's name are you thinking
of? What's in tack of that little
boy's mind of yours? Here, let me
de that, it will be faster and simpler.

(she crosses to the

trupk, pushes him

aside and takes out

2 metal box)
I keep my papers mostly in this fin
BoX.
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STANLEY:
What's them undermeath?

ELANCHE :
Those are love letters, yellowing
with antiquity, 2ll from one boy.

Stanley snatches them and begins to pull of the ribbon with
wiich they are bound.

BLANCHE :
(with surprising
and hysterical
vioclence)
Give those back to me.

STANLEY:
I'1l have a look at them firsk,
BLANCHE:
The touch of youwr hapnds insulss
them. L ] t ] -
STANLEY :

Don't pull that stuff,

Blanche snatches them frem him and they cascade to the floor,
She falls to her kmees and begins to pick them un.

BLARCHE :
Now that you've touched them I'11
turn them! -

STANLEY:
What are they?

Blanche is on her knees gathering them up., The Varsouviana is
heard. The words spurt out im little spasms like oaths,

BLANCHE:

Poems. A dead boy wrote. I hurt
him the way you would like +o
burt me, but you can't,
I'm not young and vulnerable any
more. But my young husband was . . .
a-nd. . o w I - ﬁevez' m—nd abotrt tha.‘t

(he's got scme of the

letters in his hand)
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
Give them back to me.

He reaches them across to her.

STANLEY:
What do you mean you'll have to
burn them?

BLANCHE:
I'm sorry. I must have lost my
head for a mement, Zveryone has
scaeething ke wom't let others touch
because of their -« intimate nsture,

She puts the letters into her purse, clicks it sharply shut.
The music stops, Hlanche now seems faint with exhaustion. She
puts on a pvair of glasses and goes methodically through a }.a.rge
stack of papers in the strong box.

BLANCHE:
Ambler & Ambler , ., .

STANLET:
What is Ambler & Ambler?

BLANCHE : .
A firm that made Joans on the vlacs,

STANLEY:
Then it was lost on a mor‘bgage"

BLANCHE :
That must've been what happened.

STANLEY:
I don't want no ifs, ands or bubs!
What's all the rest of them papers?

She hands him the entire bex. He carries 1t to the table and
starts to examine the papers. 3Blanche picks up & large envelope
containing more papers, takes them ocut in heaps, pours them on
the table before Staniey. '

BLANCHE :
(pouring papers and
encient documents ocut
of a large best-up
manila folder)
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BLANCHE: (Cont,)

There are ‘thousands of papers siretch-
ing back over mmdreds of years, af-
fecting Belle Reve.
As plece by plece our improvident
grandfathers sxchanged the land For
their epic debauches e«

(another mess of papers)
Tiil finally all that wms left -- was
the house itself and about twenty
acres of ground including a graveyard,
%o which now all but Stallza and I have
retreated,

(the table is covered)
Here they all are, all papers.

(she seems glad to be

rid of them)
I herevy endow you with them! Take
them, Peruse them - commit them to
memory, even! I think it's wonder-
fully fitting that Belle Reve should
finelly be this bunch of old papers
in your big capable hands,

(she leans back and

closes her eyes)
I wonder if Stella has come back with
oy lemonade, , . .

STANLEY:
I have a lawyer acguaintance who will
gtudy these out,

ELANCHE :
Present them tc him with a box of
aspirinsg.

STANIZEY:
(2 little sheepish)
You see, under the Napaleonic ccde
-~ & Ben has to take an interest in
ads wife's affairs - especially now
that she's going to have a baby.

BLANCHE: {arrestad)
Stella? Stella's going to have a

baby? I didn't know she was going
0 have a baby.
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Stella is standing in the door lecoking at Stanley, 3Blanche
hurries to her and tgkes her out on the verzndah.

VERANDAH | EVENING

BLANCHE:
Stella, Stella for star! How lovely
to have a baby. It's all right.
Everything is all right. T feel
a bit shaky, but I think T handled
it nicely. I laughed and Srested it
all as a Joke.

Steve and Pablo come by, carrying a gase of beer into the house,
tipping their hats to the ladies who walkx into and then along

EXT, THE STREET EVENING
CAMERA FOLLOWING BLANCHE AND STELLA :

BLARCEE :
I laughed and callied him a little
boy and flirted., Yes, I was flirting
with your husband, Stella.

Pablo and Steve appear with a case of beer,

ELANCHE: {(Cont.)
The guests are gathering for the
poker party.

STELIA:
I'm sorwy he did that to you.

BLANCHE:

I guess he's just not the sort that
goes for jasmine perfume., 3ut meybe
he's what we need to mix with our
blood now that we've lost Belle Reve
and have to go on without Bells Reve
to protect us.

(she stops, looks

2t the sky)
How zretty the sky is! I ought o
g0 there in a rocket and never come
downi
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* W
Which way do_we Zo_ngw, Stella. . . . This
wag?
STELLA:
No, hopey, this way.
ZLANCEE :

S ql A we— o e e Ll T
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28. TADE IN
TNT. ZUNICE'S 3EDROOM NIGHT
FULL SEOT EUNICE I ZED
She has been sleeping for hours apparently. 3ut now she stirs
uneasily, wakes, reaches for the alarm clock on the bed table
and ftakes a sommambulistic look at it. Then she liaes back on
the plllow and with half-closed eyes she lets her arm trail
over the side of the bed until it touches a sofi-soled bedroom
slipper. She grabs it by the toe, raises it, and procseds %o
nammer away on the floor.
29, INT. KITCHEN  STELLA'S FLAT NIGHT
FULL SHOT  STANLEY, STEVE, MITCH AND PARLO
Playing poker, The rcom is In disorder. Cigarette butts and
fruit rinds litter the table, bottles stand about on the floor.
C.S, we hear the hammering of Zunice's shoe. The men are locke
ing at the ceiling.
STANIZY:
(to Steve) .
Tou golng to go up there and tell
her ta cut It out?
STEVE:
If Tgouw I won't come down, TFor-
ge‘t it. . . 0
27.

{Stella embraces her. They go down the street.]



—w—

—— e er— W W ey e—— ——— e W

30,

3i.

32.

i

-
e

A Streetcar Named Desire 3
PABLO:
Remember *“he night she poured bolle
ing water through them cracks in
the floor?

They look up.

INT. EUNICE'S XITCEEN NIGHT

Eunice is lighting the gas under a kettle of water.

INT. KTEZCEER STELLA'S FLAT NIGHT

MITCH:

I got to go home pret:iy scon.
STANLEY:

Came on, how many?
MITCH:

I'm out.
STANLEY:

Sure, you're out like Stout!
Whenever you win a big pot!

MITCH:
I got a sick mother, She don't
go to sleep until I get in at night.
I'm gorma wash up, ™
He crosses into the bathroam.

EUNICE: (o.s.)
Stella!

VERANDAH AND STATRS NIGET
SLANCHE AND STELLA RETURNING

As they come to the door.

STELLA:
Yas, Eunice?

EUNICE ABOVE ON GALLZRY
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ZUNZICE:
Tell those men the kettle is on
the stove.
3&. VERANDAR
STEITLA:

I'm going to break up the game.
SLANCHE :

How do I look? Wait %ill T powder.
o T lock done In?

STELLA:
Tou look fresh as a daisy.

BLANCHE :
Yes, one that's been picked a few days.

The girls start imke the flat.

35. THE KITCHEN STELIA'S FLAT AS THEY EZNTER.

PARTO:
Why don't somsbody go down to the
Chinamsn's apnd bring hack a load

cf chop suey?
STANLEY;
When I'm loging, you want to =at.
STELLA:
Well, well, well, I sse you beys are
gtill at ik,
STANLEY:

Where you been?

STELLA:
Blanche and I took in 2 show,
Blanche, this is Mr., Conzales and
Mr, Hubbell,

SLANCHE :
How do you de?
(no one moves)
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RLANCHE: (Cont.)
Please don't get up.
(Steve starts to

get up)

STANLEY:
Nobody's getting up, so don't be
worried. Why don't you women go
up to Eundce's?

~ STELLA:
How much longer is this game going
to contimue?

STANLEY:

Ti1l we get ready to quit.
ELANCHE

Poker is so fascinating, Could I

kibita?
She reaches for a card, Stanley leeps up, shoves her hand away.

STANLEY:
You could not.

BLAXCHE:
Excuse me,
{exdts)

—— o m— — ——— v — A — .

STANLEY:
Till we gef ready to_quit.
STELTLA:
I wish you'd call it quits after
one more hand.
(she hapds Pablo's cozt
to him zeross the table.
Stanley whips it out of
her hand, throws it on
the floor)

377
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PABLO:
Hey! My coat!

Stella is leaning over day bed to take cover offl

towards her, whacks her resoundingly.

STELIA: (sharply)

That's not fum, Stanley.

Stells exdits into the bedrocom.

36. INT. BEDRCOM  AS STELLA ZNIERS

as draws the curtains.

Stanley lesns

STELLA:
Tt makes me so mad when he does
thet in front of pecple.

BLANCHE :
T #hink I will bathe.
STELLA: _
Again?
HELANCHE:

My nerves are In knots.

Blanche goes to the bathroom door. 1% cpens and Mitch comes
He is dabbing at his face with a towel.

BELANCHE @
Oh = good evening.

MITCH: (staring at her)
Hello.

STELLA:
Blanche. This is Harold Mitchell.
My sister, Blanche DuBois.

MITCH:
(with awiward courtesy)
How do you do Miss DuBois. . . &

_ STELLA:
How is your mother, Mitch?

P
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MITCH:
About the same, thanks, She ape

Preclated your sending over that
custard. Excuse me pleese,

He crosses slowly back into the kitchen, glancing back at
Blanche, ard coughing a little shyly. Be realizes he still has

the towel in his:hands and with an embarrassed laugh nands it
to Stella, then exdits,

ELANCHE :
(locking after him)

That one seems ~-- superior to the
others.

STELLA:
Does he?

BLANCHE :
(starts to undress)
I thought he had a sort of sensi-

tive look.
STELLA:
His mother is sick.
BELANCHE:
Is he merrisd?
STELLA:
No.
BLANTHE :
Is he a wolf?
STETTA:
Woy Blanche!

(Blanche laughs)
I don't think he would be.

HLANCHE .
What does he do?

STELLA:
He's on the precision bench in the
spare parts department. A%t %he
vlant Stanley travels for.
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BLANCHE :
Is that somethins much?

STEILLA:
No. Stapnley's the only one of
his crowd that's llkely to get
anywhers.

Blanche has taken off her blouse and 1s stealing a leck through
the curtains,

STELLA:
Blanche, you're standing in
the light.

HLANCHE:
Ch, am 1?7 Gracious.!

STELIA:
You cught to see their wives.

BLANCHE:
I can imagine,

. STELLA:
Tou know that one upstalrs?
(they giggle)

Weli, one night the plaster cracked.
She glggles a2nd moveg ocut of the ldight. Stella giggles.
STANLEY'S VOICE:
(o.s.)
Hey, you hensi
0.3. Stella and Blanche laugh together.

STANLEY:
Cut out that cackle in there.

STELLA'S VOICE:
(0asa)
You can't hear us,

STANLEY:
Well, you can hear me znd I
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STANLEY: (Comt.)
said to hush up.

Stella appears at the curtain.

STELIA:
This is my house and I'1l +alk
as mch as I want to.

She turns back to the bedroom.

INT. EEDROOM

Blanche comes up behind Stella.

BLANCHE :
Stella, don't start a row.

STELLA:
He's half drumk!
(she takes the
night clothes
she will change
into and staris
for the bathroom)
I'll be cut in a mimate.

Blanche goes to a small white radioc anmd turns it on. Then she

381

moves toward the streek of light, raises her arms and stretches,
then moves indolently back to the chair, remaining in the light.

KTTCHEN

STANLEY:
All right, Mitch, you in?
MITCH:
(looking through drapes)
Waat? Ok, ne, I'm not.

STANTEY:
Whe turned that on in there?

INT. BXDROOM

BLANCEE :
I did. Do you mind?
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STANLEY:
(0.5.)
Tarn it off!

3lanche remains calmly where she is.

STEVE:
(Q-S-)
Aw, let the girls have their
music.

FABLO:
(0es.)
Sure, that's good, leave it onl

Q.3+ we hear soupd of a chadr scraping, then falling.

b1, INT. XTITCHEN

Stanley leaps to hils fest and lurches across the rocm to the
bedroom.

L2, INT. EEDROOM

Stanley rips the curtain aside then emters. Blanche is stand-
ing there in her slip. He tuwrns the radic off. Then turms to
her = points a finger at her as if in warning, then he exits.
Blanche goes for her dressing gown.

43, INT. KITCHEN

Stanley enmters,

STEVE:
(to Pablo, hotly)
I didn't hear you name it.

PARIOQ:
Didn't T name 1t, Mitcn?

MTTCH:
I wasn't listenin'.

PARLG:
What were you doing then?
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STANLEY:
He was locking through them drapes.

He jumps up and jerks roughly at the curtains to close them.

STANLEY:
Now deal the hand over again
and let's play cards or quit.

Mitch rises.,

MITCEH:
Deal me out.

Stanley deals. Mitch walks to the pertierss.

THE EEDROCM

STANLEY'S VOICE:
(0050)
This game is "Spit in the Ocean!"

Mitch appears at the portieres. He lmocks, walks in and makes
2 sign towards the wash room.

MITCH:
Excuse me!

BLANCHE :
(softly)
The 1ittle boys' room is occupied
right now.

She smiles a little at him. He is smbarrassed. DROES his eyes.,
There is a little awkward pause,

BLANCHE :
Have you got anmy cizs?

MITCH:
(getting his
cigarette case)
Ch, sure,

BLANCHE::
What a pretty case. Silver?
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MITCH:
Tes. GHead the inscription.

BLANCHE:
Ch, is there an inscription? I
can't make 1t out.

He strikes a match and moves closer.

SLANCHE :
Oh.
(she takes nis hamd
under pretense of
moving it so that the
mateh light will serve
to best advantage, then
reeds with feigned
difficulty)
"And if God choose,
L shall love thee bether -- after -- desth”
Why, that's from my favorite somnet

by Mrs. Browning.

MITCH:
You know it?

BLANCHE :
Certainly T do.

She releases his hand, pretending embarvassment.

MITCH:
(after a pause) -
There's a story comnected with
that inscription.

RLANCHE :
It sounds like a romance.
MITCH:
A pretty sad ome. The girl
13 desd now. -
BLANCHE :
Chi
MITCH:

She lmew she was dying when she

s
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MITCH: (Comt.)
give me this., A very strange
girl, very sweet -= very.

ELANCHE:
Sick people have such deep,
sincere attachments. - .

MITCH:
That's right, they certainly do.

BLANCHE :
Sorrow mekes for sipecerity, I
think.

MITCH:
It sure brings 1% out in people.

BLANCHE :
The little there is belongs to people
whe have experienced some SOrTOW.

MITCH:
I believe you are right about that.

HELANCHE :

I'm positive that I am, Showme a
person who hasn't knmown amy scorrow
and I'1ll show you a shuperficial =-
Iisten to me! My tongue is a littlew
thick., TYou boys are responsible for
it. The show let out at elaven and
we couldn't come home on account of
the voker game so we had to go scmee-
vwhere and drink, I'm not accustomed
%o having more than one drink, Two
is the limit == and three!

" (she laughs)
Tonight I had threae.

STANLEY'S VOQICE:
(0-5. )
Miteh!

MITCH:
(at the curtains)
Degl me out. I'm talking to Miss wm
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BLANCHE «
DuBois.

MITCH:
Miss DuBois?

BLANCHE :
{t's a French name. It means woods
and Blanche mesns white, so the two
together mean white woods. Like an
orchard in spring, You cam remember
it by that = if 7ou care %o,

MITCH:
Tou are Stella’s sister, are you not?

BLANCHE:
fes, Stella is my precious little
sister. . ., . I call her little in
spite of the Tact she's somewhat
older than I.

MITCH:
Ohl

BLANCHE :
Just slightly. Less than 2 resr,
Will you do something for me

MITCH:
Sure, Tes. What?

~ She gets the parcel she brought in,

BLANCHE :
I bought this adorable littls
colored paper lamtern at 2 Chinese
shop on Bourbon Street. Dut it over
the light bulb. Will you, please?

MITCH:
Be glad to,

SBLANCHE :
I can't stand a nzked light »ulb
any more than I can a rude remark
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
or a vulga¥r action.

MITCH:
I guess we strike you 2s being
a pretty rough bunch.

BLANCHE:
Ch, I'm very adaptable to circumstances.

MITCH:
Well, that's a gocd thing to be.
You're not == 7

RLANCHEE:
Married? No, no. I'm an old
maid school teacher.

MITCH:
You may teach school but you're
certainly not an old maid.

- ELANCHE:
Thank you, sir! I appreciate
your gallantry.

MIICH:
(lcoking at her)
So you are in the teaching pro-
fession?

BLANCHE
Tes, Ah, yes. « »+ »

MITCH:
Grade school or high -« 7

cuUT 10:
45, KITCHEN MEDIUM SHOT STANLEY
on his feet bellowing:

STANLEY:
MITCH!

cut TO:
he. BEDROOM
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MITCH:
(vellowing back)

commG ! -

BLANCHE @ ‘ —

Gracicus, what lmg-vower! I -

teach nigh school. _—

What subject do you %Leach? W-_

FLANCHE : .

Tou guess! =

MITCH: -

I bet you teach art or msic? g
SLANCHE :

(lzughing delicataly) : -

NOQ [ ] L ] L ] . . "

MITCH: —

You might teach arithmetic. i
ELANCHE:

Never arithmetic. Sir, never T

_ arithmetic. I dem't even knew oy I

aultiplication tables., HNo » L have

the misfortune to be an English =
instructor. I attempt to instill S
& bunch of bobby-soxers and druge B
gtore Romeos with a reverence for -
Hawthorne and Whitman apd Poe! =

MITCH:
I guess that some of them are more =
interested in other things. =
BLANCHE : -
How very right you are! Theip literary -
beritage is not what they vrize above e

all. else! But they're sweet things!

And in the spring, it's touching to g
notice them making their Pirst dis. R
cogvery of love, 4As if nobody had ever

Inown it berfore.

They laugh together. 3lanche puts her hand on Miteh's., Miteh =
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mrtters "Excuse me", and steps back just as Stella opens the
bathrocm door. He twrns around rather foolishly, nearly bump-

ing into Stella, then almost backing into Blanche, who rises
and looks at the lanternm.

BLANCHE::
Ok, have you finished?

MTICH:
Em? . . . Oh, yesi

He starts to switch on the light.

HELANCHE :
No, Waib!

She crosses to the redio and turns it on.

BLANCHE :
Turn on the light above, Now.

Mitch snaps on the light., The radio plays: '"Wien, Wien, mmx
du allein.”

BLANCHE :
Look! We'wve made enchaptment.

Blanche waltzes to the music., Stella applauds, Mitch sings and
SWaYS . bt

KITCHEN

STANLEY:

(slamming down a hand)
Three bullets!

PATLO:
Straight: I got you! I got you!
(lavghs uproariously)

Pablo collects, still laughing., Stanley leaps to his feet and
stalks fiercely thru the portieres.

EEDROCM

Stanley rushes to the radio, pulling the coré out of the
socket ~= .
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h'go

BLANCHE:
3tellal
STELLA:
Stanley: What are you doing?

Hde pilcks it up, shoving her out of the way, carries it to the
window and throws it out.

STELLA:
Drunk - drupk -- apnimal thing --
you.

She runs into the kitchen.

LITCHEN
Stella rushes Iin, shoving at Steve, pushing Pabla.

STEVE :
Take it eassy, Stella!

STELIA:
All of you == please go beme! If
you have one spark of decency in you -

With an hysterical sweep of her arm, she dumps cards, money,
liquor off the table,

BLANCHE'S VOICE:
" (0-30)
Stella, watch out, he's =~ !

Stanley lurches into the shot, charging at her. She retreats.

STEVE:
Take it emsy, fallow ==

STELILA:
You lay your hands on me and I'1l -

Pushing Steve cut of the way. Stanley goes after her. We
elther see or hear a blow struck., 3tella cries out. Blanche
screams. ‘

BLANCHE:
(shri1ly)

My sister is gzo to have a bhaby!
g ¥
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MIICH:
This is terrible!

BLANCEE:
lamacy, absolute lumacy:
MTTCH:
Get him in here, men.

Stanley is forced hack onto the couch by Steve and Pablo.

STEIIA:
I want to zo away, I want %o
g0 BWEY.

MITCH:

Poker should not be played in a
house with women.

Eunice comes In at the wverandah door in her wrapper, takes it
all in.

BLANCHE :
My sister's cliothes. . . .

MITCH:
Where is the clothes?
(he goes to the bedroom)

BLANCHE :
I've got them!

EUNICE:
(2 motherly arm
around Stellz)
Up to my place, Up to my place.

BLANCHE:
(mothering from the
other side, competitively)
Steila, precious; Dear, dear, little
baby sister, don't e afraild! Did
he hurt you?

The twoe women lead Stella out, Mitcoh follows them to the door.

STANLEY:
(struggling at the
couch, dully)

391
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>0,

51.

STANLEY: {(Cont.)
What happened?

MITCH:
You just blew your top. That's
what happened.

PARLO:
(holding Stanley up)
He's okay now.

MITCH:
Put him under the shower!

The men pull the struggling Stanley towards the bathroom.

PARTO:
Coffee do him more good, now.

MITCH:
He shouldn't Llive with nice women!
Put him under the shower!
BATHRCOM  JAMMED FULL WITH THE STRUGGLING MEW

STEVE:
Get his clothes off.

MITCH:
Never mind hls clothes.

The water strikes with blinding force, catching evervbody.

. Struggle. Cries. Oaths. Suddenly Stanley stwikes back, catch-

ing them off guard. Cne by one he hurls them out.

ZEDROQM  AS THE MEN ARE HURLED OUT OF THE AATHROOM
and continue on their way, veating it fast.

MITCH:
Poker should net be played
in a house with women,

He exits. Pause. Then Stanley emerges slowly, dripping, nop-
ping his face with 2 towel which he drops on the floor. Ze
looks about the dim rocm.
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STANLEY:
Stella. . « &

He comtirues mmbling toward the kitchen, searching for Stella.,

.92, KITCHEN  AS STANLEY COMES IN

STANLEY:

Stella, o « » Stella. . +

(he is crying drunk

ut like a penitent

boy)
My baby doll. « + &

(he goes to phone)
St&m--.-St&u&.---B&W..--

(he begins to dial)

53. INT. EUNICE'S FLAT KITCHEN
lanehe veside Stella. EFunlce is fussing with a daybed.

EUNICE:
She can sleep right here. And you
can use Steve's bed. He won't show
up tonight, 1f he knows what's good
for him.

The phone rings,
BELANCHE :
Stella, stop crying and listen
to me, Stella. We've got to
get away from here!

Bunice answers. We hear loud vut undecipherable sounds.

STELLA:
Staniey?
EUNICE:
(nods )

No, she ain't goin' to talk to
you and she ain't comin' down-
stairs neither: 8o you might

as well not call her!

Slams the phore down.
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INT. STELIA'S APARTMENT

Stanley slams the phone down and zoes out,

STANLEY
goes to the fcot of the step and yells:

STANLEY:
STELIAL

GALLERY AND STAIRS  EUNICE ABOVE  3TANLEY 3ELCW

SUNICE:
(shouting down)
Tou quit that howling down
there and go back to bed.

STANIEY:
Bupice] I wamt my girl down here!

EUNICE:
She ain't comin' down, so you
quit or you'll git the law on
youl

STANIZY:
Stel=lah!

EUNICHE:
You can't best a woman and then
call her back! She won't come,
and her godn' %o have 2 baby!

STANLEY :

EUNICE:
L hope they haul you in and Tuxrn
the fire hose on you the same as
last time!

STANIEY:
Zunice, I want oy girl down here
with me!

i

B

EEEY Rl

il

R/

S B '

[



-

—— e e

5T

58.

59.

A Streetcar Named Desire 395

EUNICE:
You stinker!

She goes in and siams the door.

CLCSE SHOT  STANLEY

STANLEY:
(with heaven-splitting
violence)
STELwlAH! STEL =

EUNICE'S FLAT
Stella moves to the door as though hyvnotized, and goes out.

ELANCEE :
Stellal Stella.

EUNICE:
I wouldn't mix in this.

Blanche stares at Eugice, hor=ified.

STATRS FROM EUNICE'S FLAT

Stanley is at the foot of them. Stella slowly comes down. The
low-toned clarinet from The Four Deuces moans. Stella reaches
the foot of the stairs. Stanley falls to his knees and presses
his face into her belly. He weeps., He rises and takes her In
his arms, turning into the house. Her feet are off the ground.

STANLEY:
(as Stella kisses
nim passicnately)
Don't ever leave me -- Don't ever
legve me, , ., . Swestheart . . « baby. « « &

The house is dark. He carries her into it. Blanche runs down

the stairs, to the door, stops on the threshold, catches her
breath as if struck.

INT, STELIA'S FLAT  XITCHEN VERY DARK  BLANCHEE'S VIZWPOLNT
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61.

Stella and Stanley cling to sach other, kissing, ourmmring in-
coherent words of love-making.
VERATDAE  BLANCHE

She shuts the door, recoiling from what she sees, desolation
and disbelle? in her eyes.

EUNICE'S VOICE 0.S,:
Blanche! Come back up here!

With a dazed look, Blanche zces down the steps toward the smpty
street. Music from The Four Deuces. Mitch turns the corner,

MITCH:
Miss DuBodisg?

BLANUEE :
O‘h.’ . [ ] L ]

MITCH:

A1l quiet on *he Potomac now?

BLANCHE: )
She went back in there with aim!

Sure she did.

BTANCHE »
I'm serrifiedl

MITCH:
There's nothing to be scared of,
They're crazy about each other.

BLANCHE:
I'm not used to such ==

’ MITCH:
It's a shame this had %o kappen.

ALANCHE :
Viclence i3 SO ==

- MITCH:
Sit down on the steps and heve
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MITCH: (Cont.,)
a clgarette with me.

BLANCHE:
I'm not properly dressed.

MITCH: :
That don't make no difference in
the Quarter.

They sit on the steps.

BLANCHE:
Such a pretty silver case.

MITCH:
I showed you the inscription,
didn ™t I?

BLANCEHE:
Yas,

{she looks at him) _
There's so much confusion in
the world, Thank you for being
so kind., I need kindness now.

FADE QOUT,
FADE I

INT. STETIA'S FLAT SUNDAY MORNING

Stella is lying in bed eating a plum and very combented., Her
eyes and 1ips have that narcotized tranquility that is in the
faces of Eastern ldols. Street cries are heard, and scme
vendors pass the window., These are traditiomal cries: A men ==
"Young fryers." -- 2nd Man - "Blackberries! 10¢ a quart.” 1st
Weman -« "Nice fresh roas'n ears.” 3rd Man -- "Watermelons!"

Lth Man == "Irish potatoes!" == 2nd Womsn -~ "Tander young snap
r

beansi” Sth Man -- "Fresh country eggs!"

BLANCHE'S VOICE 0.S.:
(panicky with fear)
Stellal

STELLA:

) , (stirring lazily)
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Blanche runs into the room with 2 moaning cry and embraces
Stalla in 2 rush of hysterical tanderness.

BLANCHE:
Baby, oy baby sistar!

STELLA:
Blanche, what is the matiaer
with you?
(she draws away)

BLANCYE :

He leof? —_
STELLA: ~

Stan? Yes. -
SLANCEE: &

Will he be back?

STELLA: )
He went to get the car greased.
Why?

o, but Stanisy's always smashed
things. Why on our wedding night
scon as we came in here he snatched

4

]

BLANCHE ¢

Why: I've been half crazy, Stella. —
How could you come back in this :;:ﬁ-
place last aight? il
STELLA: N
Please, Blanchke., Hg was as good ::_

as a lamb when I cams back, and
he's really very, very ashamed -
aof nimself. =
She goes into the kitchen. e
-
BLANCHE : =
(following her) -
And that makes it all right? —
-3
STELIA: 20
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$TELLA: (Comt.)
off ope of my slippers and rushed
about the place smashing the light
bulbs with it.

BLANCHE :
He did what?

STELLA:
He smashed 211 the light bulbs with
the heel of my sliipper.

BLANCHE : .
And you let him? You didn't ~um,
didn't scream?

STELLA:
I was sert of thrilled by it. Eunice
and you have breslfast?

RLANCEE:
You suppose I wanted any breakfast?
You're so matier of fact about it.

STELLA:
What other can T be? Oh, he's taken
the radio to get it fixed. It didn't
land on the pavement so only one tube
was smashed,

BLANCHE:

And you're standing there smiling?
STEILA:

What do you want me to do?
BLANCHE :

Pull yoursell together and face the facts.
STELLA:

What are they in your opinicn?
BLARNCHE :

In my opinion you are married to 2

mad man.
STELLA:

No.
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BLANCHE :
Tes you are. Your fix is worse +than
mine is but you can get outb.

STELLA:
I'm not in anything T want to get out
of. Look at the mess in this room ==
and those empty beer bottles. They
went through two cases last night., He
oromised this morming he was going to
quit having these pocker partiess, but
you know how long such a promise is
golng to keep., Ch, well, it's his
Pleasure like mine is bridge and movies,
People have got to tolerate each other's
habits, I guess.

BLANCHE:
I don’t wderstand you.- I don't
understand your indifference, Is
this some Chinese philosophy you've
cultivated?

STELLA:
Is what what? i

BLANCHE:
This shuffling about and mmbling -
one tube smashed -- beer botiles --
mess in the kitchen, as if nothing out
of the ordinary had happened., Are you

deliberately shaking that thing in oy
face?

STELIA:
Mol

RLANCHE:
Well, put it down. I won't have you
¢cleaning up after nim.

STELLA:
Then who's going to do it? Are you?

SLANCHE :

I? » L] - I? & L] -

STELLA:
No, I didn't think so.
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BLANCHE :
Let me think., If only my mind would
function. We've got to get hold of
scme money -- that's the way out.

STELLA:
I guess money's always nice to get
hold of.

BLANCHE :

Listen to me., I have an idea of some
kind. Do you remember Shep Huntleigh?

STELLA:
No.

BLANCHE :
0f course you remember Shep Huntleigh.
I went out with him my last year at
eollege. Well I rap inte him last
winter, you know I went to Miami for
the Christmas holidays?

STELLA:
Ne.

BLANCHE :
Well, I did, I fock the itrip as an
investment, thinking I'd meet scmeone
with 2 million doliars.

STELLA:
Did you?

ELANCHE:
Yes, I ran into Sher Huntleigh ==
I rap into him on Biscayme
Boulevard on Christmas EZve Just
about dusk -- getting into his
car =« Lincoln comvertible, mst
have been & block long!

STEITA:
I should think it would have
been incomvenient in traffic.

RLANCEE:
You've heard of oil wells?
Well, he has them., Texas is

01
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BLANCHE: (Conmt.)

literally spouting gold in his
pocket,

STELLA:
My, my.

BLANCHE :
You know how indifferent I am
to morey. I think of money
only in terms of what it does
for you, 3ut ke could do it ’
e could certainly do i%!

STELLA:
Do what, Blanche?

BLANCHE:
Why -- set us up in a shop!

STELLA:
What kind of a shop?

BELANCHE:
Chy a == shop of scme kind.
He could do it with half of
what his wife throws awey at
the races,

STELTA:
Oh, he's married?

BLANCHE:
Honey, would I be here if the

 man weren't married?

(Stella laughs)
Oh. Don't lzugh at me, Stella!l
Flease, plesse, don't laugh 2t me --
(picks up her
purse)
I want you to look at the conmtents
of my purse! Here's what's in it.
(bakes out
coins)
Sixty-five measly cents in coin
of the re=alm!
(she throws them
out of the windew)
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3 SUNNY DAY THE ALIEY ALONGSIDE THE HOUSE

as the coims fall in, Stanley, retwrning from his errands, sees
them fall., He is greasy fram assisting with the car job, and
he carries the radic, now repaired. He stoops and slowly picks
up coins. He gives no sign of hearing the volces winich continue
without a break.

STELLA 0.S.:
Blanche, after you've rested
a little ==

FLANCHE 0.S5.:
I can't live with him! I have
a plan to get us both out of hers.

STELLA 0.8.:
I wish you'd stop taking it for
granted I'm in scmething I went
to get out of.

BLANCHE 0.5.:
I take It for granted that you
still have a sufficient memory
of Belle Reve to find this place
and these poker players ixmpessible
to live with.

STELLA C.5.:
Well, you're taldng entirely too
much for granted.
65, THE STREET

Stanley moves on slowly, rounding the cormer. A passerby halls
him,

PASSERBY:
Hiwyuh, Stanley!

STANLEY:
Al.

The voices come to nix again, from the window on the sireet:

BLANCHE 0.3.:
Stella, a2 man like that is scme-
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BLANCHE: (Cont.) -

one to go out with once -- twice ==
three times when the devil is -
in you. But live with? Have »
a child by?
STELIA 0.8,: -
I have told you I love him, -
BLANCHE 0.3.: N
Then I trembls for youl I just -
tremble for you.
STELLA 0.5.: -
I can't help your trembling
i? you insist on trembling, —
ANOTHER PASSZREY: =
You bowlin' tonight? -
STANLEY: L
E=yah ww
BLANCEE 0.S.: =
If you'll forgive me - he'y
common -
STELIA 0.S.: “
Why, yes, I suppose he is,
o
Stanley's face darkens. He leans against the side of the house. -
6. EITCHER ;;
BLANCHE : -
You're hating me for saying =
this, aren't you? 2
STELLA: e
(coldly) o
Go on and say it all,
Blanche. -
BLANCHE : -
He acts like an apimal! das e
an andmal's habits, There's i

even samething - scmething
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
ape-like about him! Thousands
and thousands of years have
ressed him right by, and there
he is -= Stanley Kownlskd e
Swrvivor of the Stone Age.
Bearing the raw meat home frem
the jungle! And you - you here,
bere waiting for himi. . . . Kight
falls, and the other apes gather =
There in the front of the cave ==
his poker night you call it w=
this party of apes! Somebody
growls - some creaturs snatches
at scmething -- the fight is
on: Maybe we are a long way
from being made in God's image,
but Stella, my sister -« there
has been scme progress since
then «— Such things as art —w
as poetry and music «- In some
kinds of people scme tenderer
feelings have had some little
beginning.: That we have to
meke grow and cling to. In
this dark merch towerd whatever
1% 1s we're approaching . ., . don't ==
don't hang back with the brutes!

The door slams, Stanley has entered. He sats the radie down.

STANLEY:
Stella. . . . Hiyuh, 3lanche.
(he grins
at Blanche)

STELTA:

. Looks like == you got under the

Slowly Stella moves past Blanche, then with a quick litile run

car.

STANLEY:
Them darn mechanics at Fritz's
den't know their axle gresse
from third base!

-

she is ip his a2rms.

405
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8.

69-

STANLEY:
(as Stella throws
hergelf fiercely
at him)
Hey!l
(he swings ner
up with his body)

CLOSEUP  BLANCHE'S FACE

alarmed, left out.
DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE SHOT STELLA ON BLANCHE'S COT

It has been freshly covered and provided with new pillows., In
fact the entire cormer of the room has been transformed into a
little persomal cormer for Blamche. Stella 1s lying there,
propped up, looking pregnant, sewing. There is a2 laugh g.s.

STELTA:
What are you laughing at honey?

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE RCOM

Blanche is writing at 2 %able. This side of the room also has
been redecorated in a style definitely not Stanley’s.

SLANCHE :

Myself for being such a liar., I'm
writing a letter to Shep. '"Darlirg
Shep, I'm spending the summer on the
wing, meking flying visits nere and
there, And who kmows =- perhaps 1L
shall take a sudden notion to sweep
down on Dallas! How would you feel
abowt that?

(laughs == as if she

were achtually talking

to Shep)
Forewarned is forearmed, as they
say!" How does that sound?

STELLA:
Huh, huh.
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BLANCHE :
"Most of my sister's friends go
north in the summer.”

They are interrupted by a disturbance from zbove.

EUNICE'S VOICE:
I been on to you for a long time,
Tou and that blonde.

STEVE'S VOICH:
That's 2 lie. . . .

The girls look uwp. . . .
DOOR TO EUNICE'S FLAT

We are shooting through the sereen door that is open,

STEVE:
Don't you throw that at me.

Suddenly the door to the apertment is thrown open and Steve
Jums out clad in his pajamas. As he closes the door a not of
metal hits it, He lesps back into the room. There is the OS
sound of a blow, and immediately Eunice appears rubbing the
side of her upper leg!

EUNICE:
Call the police. I'm going to
call the police., . . .

STEVE'S VOICE:
tunice you come back here,

EUNICE:
I'm going to cz2ll the police. , . .

Having reached the bottem of the stairs, she is crossing to-
wards the gate of the courtyard. We see at this moment ,
Stanley getting out of a station wagon., He slams the door,
saying, "Thanks, Mac," and wallks towards us. . . .

EUNZICE:
(as she goes by
Stanley)
He hit me. I'm going to call *he
polics,
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Stanley pays her little mind. He has something on his mind and
continmues towards 2is flafe o « o

-~

STETTA'S FLAT
The girls are laughing together. . . .

_ STELTA:
Some: of your sister's friends have
stayed in the city. . . .

The girls laugh a2gain, At this moment Stanley appears in the
docrway. The laughter suddenly dies out. 3lanche takes of?f
ner glasses. Sitalla, trying to “cover” says:

STELLA:
Is Zundce getiing the police?

STANLEY:
Nah, she's getting a drink at the
Pour Deuces!

STELTA:
That's much more practical.

Stanley bas been taking in the newly redone room, and the dis-
ordey of feminine frillery. Now he starts om his way through
the rocm.

STETTA:
Blenche 1s going to make new cur-
tains too, Stanley.

Behind Stanley there is a rush at the door . . . he turms. . . .
Steve appears ., . . now fully dressed.

STEVE:
She here. . . 7 -
CLOSE SHOT STANIEY (STEVE'S VIEWPOINT)

STANLET : )
At the Four Deuces,

Steve exits with an oath not heard. Stanley goes into the ted-
room, He begins to fling thirngs arcund znd make a racket, We
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get the girls' reactions, -

STANLEY'S VOICE:
Stella, T can't find my other shoes.

Stella hurries into the bedroem.

STELTA'S VOICE:
We cleaned in there — I'11 find
them,

STANLEY:
(coming to the opening
between the two rooms)
I can't find anything anymore., ., . .

He looks straight at Hlanche. .

70 ZLANCEE

BLANCHE :
- What sign were you born under?
STARNLEY:
Sign?
- BLANCHE:

I bet you were born under Aries.
Aries pecple dote on noise. They
love to bang things arcund.

STELLA'S VOICE:
_ (from inside)
Stanley was born just five minmutes
afbter Christmes,

BLANCHE:
Capricorn, the goat!

From inside we hear Stella laugh. Stanley does not laugh,
Stanley comes c¢lose to Blanche,

STANTEY:
Say, do you happen to know scmebody
named Shaw?

(her face shows
faint shock)
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BLANCHE :

Why, everybody imows somebody
named Shaw,

STANLSY:

(leaning over the

table)
Well, this somebody named Shaw
is under the impression he met
you In-Auriol but I figure he
st bave got you mixed up with
some other party, because this
other party is sbmeone ke met at
& hotel called The Flamingo,

(he puts on his

tie)

BLANCHE:

(laughing breath-

lessly)
The Hotel Flamingo is not +he
sort of place I would dare %o be
seen in!

(she dabs cologpe

on her temples)

STANLEY:
You kmow it?

BLANCHE :
I've seen it and smelled it.,

STANLEY:
You must've got pretty close if
you could smell ik,

ALANCHE :
The odor of cheap perfume is Deng-
trating.

STANIEY:

That stuff you use is expensive?
(Re takes her hapd-
kerchief, smells
it, tosses it back)

BLANCHE :
Twelve dollars an cunce! That's

1
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BLANCHE: {(Cont.)
Just & hin%, in case you want to
remember my birthday.
(she speaks lightly,
but there Is a note of
fear in her voice)

STANLEY:
I figure he must have got you mixed
Up == but he goes In and out of
Auriol all the time s¢ he can check
on it.
(calls %o Stella)
I'il see you at the Four Deuces!

STELLA:
Hey! Don't I rate a kiss?

STANLEY:

Not in front of your sister.
(he goes out)

STEVE AND EUNICE PASS HIM

Steve's arm is around EZunice and she is sobbing luxuricusly
and he is cecoing love words,

STEVE:
I only do that with other girls
because I love you, Baby.

As they go upstairs, a big clap of thunder.

T2 INT, STELLA'S FLAT  EEDRCOM

Blanche rmmning to Stella.

BLANCHE:
Stella!

STELTLA:
Blanche, are you still frightened
of thunder?

BLANCHE:

Stella, what bave people Deen
telling you about me?

411
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STELLA:
Telling?

BLANCHE :
Honey, there was quite a lot of
talk in Auriol.

STELTA:
People talk, Who cares?

BLANCHE:
I haven't been so good the las%h
Jear or 30, Since Zelle Reve
started to slip through my fingers.
I never was hard or self-sufficient
enough., Soi't people, soft pecple have
got to cowrt the favor of hard ones,
have got to shimmer and glow, put on
$0f't calors, the colors of buttarfly
wings, and put a paper lamtern over
the light just to create a little
termmporary magic, to pay for protection.
That's why I haven't been so awvfully
good lately. I've run for Jrotection,
Stella, but I'm scared now, awfully
scared.

She glings to her sister.

BLANCHE .
1 don't lmow how miuch longer T can
turn the trdick, I isn't enough to
be soft -~ you've got to be soft and
attractive -~ and I'm fading now.

the icebox. She is frightaned,

SLANCHE:
Have you been listening to me?

STETLA: .
I never listen to you when youire
being morbid.

BELANCHE :
Is that coke for me?

STELLA:
{lot for amyone else!
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BLARCHE:
Woy you precicus lamb, you! Is
it just cole?

STELLA:
You mean you want a shot in i%?

HLANCHE :
Well, honey, a shot never did a coka
any harm, Let me! You mustn't
wailt on nme.

STELIA:
I like to wait on you, Blanche,
It makes it séem more like heme.

BLANCHE :
I have to admit I love to be
Wa.itEd. m‘ - - .

Suddenly, overwhelmed by an emotion, she rums intoc the bedroem.

Stella finishes pouring wiiskey into the coke and folleows
Blanche,

REDROOM

STETLA:
Blanche ==

BLANCHE :
I kmow. You hate me to talk senti-
mental. But, believe me, honey, I
feel more than I tell you! I won't
stay lemg. I won't, I premise.
I'11 go.

STELLA:
Blanche. . . .

BLANCHE :
(hysterically
I'11 go soon! I won't hang arcund
until he == throws me out; . . .

STELLA:
Now will you stop tallting foolish. .

ALANCHE :
Yes, baby, yes! Watch how you pour
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BLANCHE: {(Comt.)
-- That fizzy stulf spills over,

Stella pours coke -- it overflows. 3lanche gives z plercing

STELLA:
(shocked by the cry)
Hemvens!
ALANCER

Right on my pretty white skirt.

STELIA:
Ohe . . . Use my hanky. 3lot i%
gently, gently.

BLANCEE:
: IGJ.O‘W‘ - . L 3 Een'tly‘ s gently’ ek

STELLA:
Did it stain?
" ELANCHE:
Not 2 bit. Ha<ha! Isn't that lucky?

STELLA:
Why did you scream like that -

BLANCHE

T don't know why I scresmed ., . . Mitch . . .
Miteh is coming at seven. I guess I
am a little nervous about our relations.
He hasn't gotten anything more than a
good night kiss. I want his respect,
Stella, and men don't want amything
they get—too z2esy. 3ut on the other
hand men leose interest quickly, especially
when a girl is over thirty.

(she laughs) -
Whenever I mentloned marriage -« they
forgot my telephone mumber, They didn't
even remember where I lived., Sc you sese,
I haven't informed him of my real age. . . .

STELLA :
Why are you so sensitive about your age?
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RLANCHE
Because of hard knocks my vanity's been
given. What I mean is -- he thinks I'm
sort of prim and prover. You know . . .
T want to deceive him just enough to
make him want me.

STELLA:
Blanche, do you want him?

BLANCHE :
I want to rest. I want to brezthe
quietly again., Yes -~ I want Mitch
very badly. Just think! If it happens!
I can go away from here and not be
anyone's problem.

STANTLEY:
(o.s.)

Hey, Steve . . . Hey, Zunice. Hey,
Stella!

There are joyous calls from Steve and Funice o.s.

STELLA:
It will happen.

BLANCHE :
Tt wili, . . 7

STELLA:
It will!: It will, honey, it will,
(she kisses 3lanche's head)
But don't take another drink.

Stella goes to meet her husband.

aXT. THE VERANDA AND FOOT OF THE STAIRS  LATE AFTERNOON

As Stella comes out, EZunice shrieks with laughter and runs
down the stairs, Steve bounds after her with goat-like cries.
Stanley looks at Stella and laughs. Then he puts his arm
arcund her waist, She pulls away and follows after Tunice and
Stanley follows,

BLANCHE

415
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sitting on the flcor, famning herself. We HEAR church bells.

Evening is coming. Suddenly 3lanche gives a great stretch of
loneliness and hunger of love,

BLANCHE :
Ah me, ah me, ah e, . , !

At this moment of longing, the doorbell rings. . . . She
erosses and looks, and there in the doorway is a handsome young
man of twenty., He might very well look like her husband,

COLIECTOR:
Gocd evening, ma'am,
BLANCHE:
Well, wall! What can I do for you?
COLIECTOR:
I'm collecting for the Evening Star.
BLANCHE :
I didn't know that stars took up
collections,
COLLECTOR :

It's the paper, ma'am,

BLANCHE :
I know -« I was joking ~-- feebly.
Will you -~ have a drink?

COLLECTOR:
No, ma‘am. DNo thank you. I can't
drink on the job.

BLANCHE:
(taking her purse)
Oh, well, now let me ses., No, I
haven't got a dime. I'm not the
lady of the house., I'm her sister
from Mississippi. I'm one of those
poor relations you've heard tell about.

COLLECTOR
That's all right, ma'am -- I'13 drop
by later,
(ne starts out)
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BLANCHE:
Hey.

The young man turns.

BLANCHE :
Have you got a light?

COLLECTOR:
Sure,
(produces a lighter)
This doesn't always work.

BLANCHE:
It's temperamentall?
(lighter flares) -
Ak, thank you.

COLLECTOR:
(moving away)
Thank you.
BLANCHE:
Hey!

(he pauses)
What time is it?

COLLECTOR:
Fifteen of seven, ma'am.

BLANCHE :

So late? Don't you just love
these long rainy afternoons in
New Orleans when an hour isn't just
an hour -- but a little piece of
Eternity dropped in your hands =--
and who knows what to do with it?

{touching his shoulders)
You -« uh -- didn't get caught in
the rain?

COLLECTCR:
No, ma'am, I stepped inside.

BLANCHE :
In a drug store? And had a soda?

COLLECTOR:
U'h."hu:h-
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BLANCHE:
Chocolate?

COLLECTOR:
No, ma'am, Cherry.

BLANCHE :
(laughs)
Cherryi

COLLECTOR:
A cherry soda.

BLANCHE :
fou make my mouth water.
(she goes to the trunk)

COTLLECTOR:
(starting out)
Well, I'd betiter be going --

BLANCHE:

(stovping him)
Young man!

(she takes a large

gossamer scarf

from the *runk)
foung, young, young, young -- man!
Did anyone ever tell you that you
look like a young prince out of
the Arabian Nights?

COLLECTOR:
o, ma'am.

BLANCHE :
Well, you do, honey lamb, Come

here!. Come on over here like
I told you!l

She drapes herself in the scart; gripping his arms, locking
into his face, her expression one of almost ineffable sweetness,

BLANCHE ;
I want to kiss you -~ just once -=
softly and sweetly on your mouth, . . .
{she does)
fun along now quickly. Tt would
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
be nice to keep you, but L've got
to be good and keep my hands off
children.
(ne goes, rather
dazed, to the door)
Adios!

THE VERANDA

COLLECTOR:
(looking back)
Huh?

BLANCHE:
(gaily == from
the deorway)
Why look who's herel: My Rosen-
kavalier!

Mitch enters, carrying a tight little bunch of flowers which ne
offers.

BLANCHE :
No. Bow to me first!

He is embarrassed., Stakes his heed. She is adamant. He looks
around to see if anyone is watching, then ducks z quick litile
bow, the flowers extended to Blanche.

BLANCHE:
And now present them.
(he does. She
curtseys low)
Ahnhkh!  Merciiidiil

FADE OUT,

AIf OPEN PAVILLION ON LAKE PONTCHARTRATIN

Couples are waiting between dances., The Music begins. They
couple, Blanche and Mitch are seen coming fowards us. The
impression is that they are not ideal dancing partners. They
lock rather guiltily at each other. We PULL BACK with them,
revealing a piece of the railing along the edge of the
Pavillion.
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MITCH:
I'm afraid that you haven't
gotten much fun out of this
evening, Blanche,

BLANCEHE :
I spoiled it for you.

MITCH:
No you didn't. . . .

BLANCHE :
I don't think I've ever tried

SO hard to be gay and made such
a dismal mess of it, I get ten

points for trying. T dig try.

MITCH:
Why did you try if vou didn't
feel like it, Rlanche?

BLANCHE :
I was just obeying the law of
nature.

MITCH:

Which law is that?

BLANCHE .

The law that says the lady must
entertain the gentleman or no
dice,

(she looks up. They're

at the rajil)
Hello Moon. . . . I am looking for the
Pleides. The seven sisters - but
those girls are not out tonight.
Ok yes, they are! Thers they are -
God bless them -- all in a bunch,
going home from their little
bridge party., . . .

MITCH:
May I kiss you, Blanche?

BLANCHE :
Why do you always ask me if you may?
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MITCH:
I don't know whether you want me
to or not.

BLANCHE:

Why should you be so doubtful. . « -

MITCH:
That night when we parked oy the
lake and T kissed youii, ¥yOU. o & o

BLANCHE :
Honey, it wasn't the kiss I objected
to. I liked the kiss very much. 1t
was the other little familiarity that
I felt obliged to discourage. I didn't
resent it., Not a bit in the world.
In fact, I was somewhat [lattered that
you desired me. But honey, you know
as well as I do, that a single girl,
a girl alone in the world has got to
keep 2 firm hold on her emotions or
she'll be lost. « - «

MITCH:
Lost,

BLANCHE:
I guess you're used to girls that
like to get lost. « » »

MEITCH:
T like you to be exactly the way that
you are, because in all my -- experience
-~ I have never known anyone like you. « » »

Blanche laughs.

MITCH:
Are you laughing at me?

BLANCHE :
¥o, no, no honey, IL'm not laughing
at you.
(she takes his hand)
Come on, let's finish our drink. . . .
We've both been so anxious and solemn
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
tonight that for these last remaining
mements of ocwr lives together I want

to create <« joie de vivre. . . . We're

going to pretend that we are sitting
in a little artists cafe on the left
bank in Paris. Je suis la Dame aux
Camellias. Vous etes Armand. Do
you undersitand French?

MITCH:
Ne . . . no, Idon't,

BLANCHE :
Why don't you sit down . . . take off
your coat -- loosen your collar.

MITCH:
I better leave it on.

BLANCHE :
I want you to be comfortable. . . .

MITCH:
No, I'm ashamed of the way I perspire.
My shirt's stickin' to me. . ., .

BLANCHE :
Perspiration is healthy. If pecple
dldn't perspire they would die in
five minutes., This i1s a nice coat!
What kind of material is it?

MITCE:

They call this stuff alpaca.
BLANCHE :

Oh, alpaca.
MITCH:

It's very light weight alpaca.

BLANCHE ;
Oh, light weight alpaca.

MITCH:
I don't like to wear a wash coat even
in summer because I sweat through it.
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BLANCHE :
oh. - - -

MITCH:
And it don't look neat on me, A man
with a heavy bulld has got to be care=-
ful of what he puts on him so that he
don't look too clumsy.

BLANCHE:
You're not tco heavy.

MITCH:
You don't think I am?

BLANCHE @
You're not the delicate type. You have
a massive bone structure and a very im-
posing physique.

MITCH:
T thank you., . . . Last Christmas I was
given a membership in the New Orlesans
Sports Club.,

BLANCHE :
Oh . . « good,.

MITCH:
It was the finest present I ever was
given., I work out there with the
weights. And I swim and I keep myself
fit, Wnen I started there I was soft
in the belly, but now my belly is hard.
I%#'s so hard now that a man can punch
me in the belly and it don't hurt me.
Punch me! Go on,

She punches Llightly at him,

BLANCHE:
Gracious!

MITCH:
See? . . . 3lanche, guess how much
I weigh?

423
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BLANCHE ;
Ch, I'd say in the vicinity orf
one hundred and eighty pounds.

MITCH:
Oh, no == Guess again.

BLANCHE :
Not so much?

MITCH:
No == more. . ., . I weigh two hundred and
seven pounds and I'm six fast one
and one half inckes tall in my bare
Teet - without shees on. And that is
what I weigh stripped!

BLANCHE :
Ch, my goodness! That's awe-inspiring,

MITCH:
(embarrassed)
My weight is not a very interesting
subject to talk about,
(a pause)
What's yours?

BLANCHE :
You guess!

MITCH:
Let me 11ift you!l

BLANCHE ;
Sam.son-' « o GO O e lift m&.’

Mitch lifts her -- holds her up.

MITCH:
You're as light as a feather,

He lowers her, but keeps his hands on her waist,

BILANCHE :
You may release me now.

MITCH:
Huh?
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BLANCHE :
T said -- unhand me, sir]
(he crudely embraces
her)
Mitch, we're in public! Mitch.

MITCH:
Just give me a slap when I step
out of bounds.

BLANCEE:
That won't be necessary. You're a
natural gentleman, cne of the very
few that are left in the world. z
don't want you to think that I'm
oldemaid schoolieacherish or anyching
1ike that. It's just =- well == I
guess it's just that I have old-
fashioned idezls.

He slowly releases her and walks away from her, goes to the
rail and puts one foot on 1i%. She follows,

MITCH:
(nis voice strazined)
Where did Stanley and Stella go tonight?

BLANCHE:
T think they were going to a midnight
previe.

MITCH:
We should all go out together some
night.

BLANCHE :

(avoiding his suggestion)
You are an old friend of Stanley's?

MITCH:
We was together in the Two Forty-
First.

BLANCHE:

Has hne talked to you about me?

MITCH:
Not very much.
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79.

BLANCHE :

The way you say that, I suspect that

he has,

MITCH:

Don't you get along with him?

BLANCHE :

What do you think?

MITCH:

I think he don't understand you.

BLANCHE :

That is putting it mildly.
Surely he must have told you how
mich he hatas me!

She walks down the pier as if alone. Miteh following.

THE PTER. IT IS NARROW-RICKETY CLOSE TO THE MISTY WATER

MITCH:

I don't think he hates you,

BLANCHE :

He hates me -- or why would he
insult me? The first +time I
laid eyes onm him, I thought to
myself -- that man is my execute
ioner: That man will destroy me)

Ske moves away from him on a wave of feeling. He holds a mo-

ment, looking after her.

Hde is very moved by her plight.

METCH:

Blanche, . . o Blanche. . . .

BLANCHE :

Yes, honey?

MITCH:

Can I ask you a question?

BLANCHE :

Yeg == what?
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MITCH:
How cld . . .
(gently)

are you?

BLANCHE :
Why do you want to know that?

MITCH:
I talked tc my mother about you
and she said, "How old is Blanche?”

BLANCHE :
Tou talked to your mother azbout
me?
MITCH:
Yes,
BLANCHE :
Why?
MITCH:

Because I told her how nice you
were, and I liked you.

BLANCHE :
Were you sincere about that?

MITCH:
You know I was,.

* W

BLANCHE :

oW RN i AN Y e wm e A

MITCH:
Mother is sick.

BLANCHE :

e ram A v man e . wap we

MITCH:
She won't live long -- maybe just a
few months, and she worries because
I'm not settled down before she is --
(his voice is noarse
with emotion)
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BLANCHE:
You love her very mich, don't
you?

Mitch nods miserably,

BLANCHE :
I think you have a great capacity
for devotion. You'll tbe lonely
when she passes on, won't you?

Miteh looks at her, nods.

BLANCHE :
I kmow what that means,

MTTCH:
{incredulous)
To be lonely?

BLANCEE:

I loved Someone, and the person
I loved, I lost,

MITCH:
Dead? A man?

BLANCHE :

He was a boy, just a boy, when
L was a very young girl. When
L was sixteen I made the dig-
covery, love -~ All at once and
much, much tco completaly,

(moonlight falls full

on her face for monent;

then is clouded 2gain)
== It was like you suddenly turned
a blinding light on something that
nad always been half in shadow ==
That's how it struck the world

for me. . . . But I was =- unlucky --

deluded. There was something about
the boy -- 2 nervousness, a tender-
ness, an uncertainty. And I didn'%
understand. I didn't understand
wny this boy that wrote poetry
didn't z22m to be able to do any-
thing else. Lost every job. He
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BLANCHE: {(Cont.)
came to me for help. I didn't know
that, I didn't dmow anything except
that I loved him unenduradbly. And
that I had failed him in scme
mystericus way. We were very young.
Oh! And his poems -~ they all came
hack -~ little white cards saying
‘sorry'. He became silent with me.
At night T pretended to slsep and
I heard him crying. Crying -- the
wey a lost child cries,

MITCH:
I don't understand.

BLANCHE:
No, Neither did I == that's why ==
T killed him ww

MITCH:
YOu == |

BLANCHE:

(tearing violently

at the vines)
We drove out one right to a place
called Moon Lake Casino. . . .«

(fade in Varsouviana)
We danced the Varscuviana. Suddenly,
in the middle of the dance floor, the
boy T had married broks away from me
and ran out of the casine. A few
moments later, a shotl

{Varsouviana cuts off

abruptly)
~= I ran oukt, all did, all ran out and
gathered about the terrible thing on
the =dge of the lake,

(ner speech becomes

breathless)
-= Somebody caught my arm. "Don't go
any closer, come back. You don't
want to seel” = See? See whati --
Then I heard voices say, "Allan,
Allan, the Grey boy." -- He'd stuck
a revolver in nis mouth and fired! --
So that the back of his head had been =--
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80,

804.

BLANCHEE: (Cont.)

blown away. + . .

(Varsouviana again,

building)
-= It was because on the dance floor P
unable to stop myself, I'd said to
the boy, "You're weak. I've lost
respect for you. I can't pretend
that T haven't."” -~ And then the search-
light that had been turned on the world
was turned off again and never for one
mement since has there been any light
stronger than that yellow lamp.

Mitch goes to her, stands behind her.

MITCH:
You need somebody. And I need some-

body, toe., Could it be you and me.,
Blanche?

She turns to him. They embrace, kiss. CUT VARSOUVIANA.

BLANCHE :
Sametimes -~ there's God «- so gquickly.

DISSOQLVE TO:
CLOSE SHOT MITCH

He is in 2 rage and is being held back by the group of workers,
among them Pablo, who are having difficulty restraining them
from rushing at the CAMERA,

MITCH:
Lemme go! I'm going to kili
youd I'm golng to kill you!l
Lemme go -- do you hear -- lemme
g0.

SHOOTING PAST MITCH AND THE GROUP OF WORKING MEN WHO ARE
RESTRAINTNG HIM ~- '

-= we see Stanley standing alone and at a little distance be-
hind and near him a circle of men have raused at work at their
machines, watching the disturbance,:
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A Streetcar Named Desire

STANLEY:
Go on -= turn him loose! Go on --
turn him loosei: Let him go «~ I'm
ready.

FIRAST MAN:
(holding Mitch ~=
simltaneously)
Come on, Miteh -- come on, Mitchi
Let's get out of here -« cool off!

MITCH:
(o the men holding
him)
I'm going to ki1l him!

STANLEY:
You're going to kill who? You're
too dumb to even know when you're
gettin' wisened up.

MITCH:

Lies! ZEveryone of 'em == lies!
STANLEY:

You don't believe me -- 7
MITCH:

No.
STANLEY:

Ask Harry Shaw!
MITCH:

Mo - |
STANLEY:

Call up Kiefaber in Auriol.

MITCH:
I don't have to call him up!

STANLEY:
All right == don't call anybhody!

A Foreman enters from the rsar and yells:

431
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81.

82‘

83.

FOREMAN:
Come on -~ cut it out. Fight on
your owa time! Let's go -- let's
make a buck around here|

Silence. The men turn, start back to their machines. Stanley
takes a couple of steps toward Mitch and says:

STANLEYL :
Ckay -- go ahead and marry her --
only hurry it up -- because she's
heen in my house for five months
now and her time is up!

Stanley turns and walks away. As he does the machines start

going loud and fast, Mitch turns and walks into a HEAD SIZZE
CLCSEUP IN CAMERA,

CLCSE SHOT  BLANCHE  BATHROOM

She is singing as she dries her hair. "PAPER MOON." She
reaches for something, She can't find it. She looks arcund,
then steps ocut of the bathroom into the bedroom.

BEDROOM

She spies her glass, full of ice and drink, and she crosses %o
it. As she does so, she passes by the opening to the front
room. There she sees Stanley and Stella, who lock like they
have been interrupted in an intense conversation.

BLANCHE ;
Hello, Stanley,
(her tone is so gay
that it is almost mocking)

She returns to the bathroom, singing. We stay with Stanley and
Stella.

KLTCHEN

STANLEY:
Some canary bird., . . .

STELLA:
Now please tell me quietly what
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STELLA: {Cont.)
you think you've found cut about
my sister.

STANLEY:
You know your Sister Blanche is
no Lily.

STELTA:
What have you heard and from whom?

STANLEY:
That line she's been feeding Mitch.
Our supply man down at the plant
knows all about her and everybody
in the town of Auriol kmows about
her. She is as famous in Auriol as
if she was President of the United
States, only she is not respected
by any party.

CLOSE OF BLANCHE IN FRONT OF MIRROR  HAPPY

Sne is brushing her hair up to fluff it, as she sings:

THE KITCHEN

BLANCHE
"Tt's only a paper moon.
Shining over a cardboard seg . . .
But it wouldn't be mazke-believe
If you believed in me.”

STANLEY:
So she moved to the Flamingo, a
second-class hotel which has the
advantage of not interfering with
the private social life of the
personalities there. The Flamingo
is used to all kinds of goings on. « « »
But even the mansgement of the
Flamingo was impressed by Dame Blanche,
In fact they were so impressed they
requested her to turn in her room key --
for permanently. This happened a
couple of weeks befors she showed nere,

433
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BLANCHE'S VCICE:
(0.s.)
It's a Barmum and 3ailey world --
Just as phoney as it can be.
But it wouldn't be make-believe,
If you believed in me.”

During this Stella walks away “owards the verandah. Stanley
Tollows Stella out,

g6. THE VERANDAH

STANLEY:
Sure, I can see how you would be
upset by this., She pulled the wool
over your eyes as much as Mitch's.

STELLA :
It's pure invention. There's not . . .

STARLEY:
Honey, I checked every single story.
The trouble with Dame Blanche was that
she couldn't put on her act any more
in Auriocl. They got wised up after two
or three dates with her and they quit,
and she gees on to another, the same
old line, the same old ack, the
same old honey! And as time went
by, she became the town character.
Regarded as not just different,
but downright loco -- nuts.

BLANCHE'S VOICE 0.8.:
"I%'s only a paper moon,
Just as phoney as it can be
But it wouldn't be make-belisve
If you believed in me!"

87. KTTCHEN

Stanley still following Stella.

STANLEY :
Which brings me to lie number two.
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STANLEY: (Cont.)
She didn't resien temporarily because
of her nerves. No siree, bobi She
dién't. ©She was kicked out vefore
the Spring term ended because she
got mixed up with a seventeen-year=-
old boy. Well . . . when the boy's dad
learned about it and got in touch
with the High School superintendent. . . .,
Tt was practically a town ordinance
passed against her,

THE BATHROOM

door is suddenly thrown open. Clouds of steam pour out.
Blanche thrusts her head out.

BLANCHE :
(in doorway)

¢ Stellal
STELLA:

Yes, Blanche.

BLANCHE= :
Can I have ancther bath towel to
dry my hair with? I just washed 1t.

STELIA:
Yes, honey.

She crosses te where the towels are Xkept, golng past Stanley
who muitters.

STANLEY:
Her Majesty.

She takes +4he towel to Blanche.

BEDRCOM

BLANCHE:
What's the matter, honey?

STELLA:
Matter? Why?
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BLANCHE:
You have such a strange expression
on your face,

STELLA:
Oh o « . T guess I'ma little tired. . . .

BTANCHE:
Why don't you take a nice hot bath
as soon as I get out?

STANLEY:
How long is that going to be,
Blanche?

BLANCHE :

Not so terribly long. Possess
your soul in patience!

STANLEY:
It's not my sowl I'm worried about.

Blanche laughs gaily, closes the door.

0. KITCHEN
as Stellas returns.

STANLEY :
Well?

Stella doesn't answer. Crosses to the cake and begins to Tut
the candles on it.

STANLEY:
How many candles you sticking in
that cake?

STELLA:
I'1l stop at twenty-rive.

STANLEY:
Is company expected?

STELIA:
We asked Mitch to come over.
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STANLEY:
(ymcomfortably)
Don't expect Mitch over tonight.
STELLA:
Why?
STANLEY:

Stella, Mitch and I were in the

same outfit together; the Two Forty-
First Engineers. We work in the same
plant, and now on the same Bowlinz-

STELLA:
Stanley Kowalski, did you . . . did you
repeat what . . . that . . ., 7

STANLEY:
You bet your life T told nim! I'd
have it on my conscience the rest of
my life if T knew all that stuff and
let my best friend get caught.

STELLA:
Is Mitch thru with her?

Blanche's voice is lifted again, serene as z bell.

STANLEY:
I don't know if he's thru with her
or not ~= but he's wised up. . ,

STELLA:
But Stanley -- Miteh was going to --
to marry hner,

STANLEY:
Well, he's not going to marry her
noew. He's not going to jump in a
tank with a school of sharks., . . ,

STELLA; )
What'll she do . . . what on earth
will she -- do?

STANLEY:
Her future is mapped out for her.
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STELLA:
What do you mean?

BEDROOM '

Without answer Stanley crosses over %o the bathroom door and
pounds on it.

STANLEY :
Hey, canary bvird! Toots! Get
out of the bathroom.

The bathroom door flies open, and Blanche emerges with a gay
laugh. Stanley brushes past her, enters the bathroom, and
closes the door. Blanche is left at the threshold., She shakes

her head with mock sadnpess about Stanley, and then laughs. . . .

BLANCHE :
Ch, I feel so good after my long
hot bath! T feel so good and cool
and rested!

She brushes her hair and twirls around the room in 2 movement

reminiscent of the one she did before Mitch the first time they

met, on the night of the poker party.
0.8, Stells watching . . . troubled , . . she ducks away.
DISSOLVE TC:

KITCHEN

THE BIRTHDAY PARTY IS SET UP. Stella, Stanley and Blanche are
completing a dismal birthday dinner. Stanley is chewing sul-
lenly on a chicken bone, etc. Stella is embarrassed and sad.
Blanche has a tight artificial smile. Mitch's place is smpty,

BLANCHE :
Stanley, tell us a joke, Tell us a
funny little story to make us all
laugh. « « « it's the first time in my
entire experience with men, and I've
had a good deal of all sorts, that
I've actually been stood up by any-
body! I don't know how to take it.
Tell us a funny story, Stanley.
Just to help us out.
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STANLEY:
(1icking his fingers)
I didn't think you liked my stories,
Blanche,

BLANCHE :
I like them when they're amusing,
but not indecent.

STANLEY:
I don't kdow amy refined enough
for your taste.

_ BLANCEE:
Well -- thern let me tell one.

STELLA:
Yes, Blanche. You used to know
lots of good stories. .

BLANCEHE:

Let me see now., I have to run
through my repertoire. . . . Do you
all like parrot stories? Well,
this one is zbout the old maid who
had a parrot that cursed 2 blue
streak and knew more vulger expressions
than Mr. Rowalski.

(she pauses, smiling at

Stanley., No reaction)
Apd the only wey %o hush the parrot
up was to put the cover back =

g5 distantly.

BLANCHE :
(springs up, listening)
Ch, that must be upstairs.
{she sits)

STELLA:
Go on, Blanche,

BLANCHE :
Mr. Kowalski will not be amised.

STELLA:
fr, Kowalski is too busy making a
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STELLA: {Comt.)
pig of himself to think of anything else.
(to Stanley, viciocusly)
Your face and your fingers are
disgustingly greasy. Go and wash
up and then help me clear the table.

Stanley hurls a plate to the floor.

He hurls a cup

STANLEY:

That's how I'll clear the table.

(on his feet, angrily)
Don't ever talk that way to me!
"Pig == Polack -- disgusting -~ vulgar --
greasy." =-- them kind of words have
bheen on your tongue and your sister's
too much around here! What do you
two think you are. A pailr of queens?
Remember what Huey Long said -
"Every Man is a2 King." And T am the
king around here, so don't you forget
iti

and saucer to the flcor.

STANLEY:
My place is cleared! You want me
to clear your places?

He stalks out onto the verandah.

BLANCHE :
Stella, what happened while I was
bathing? What did he tell you,
Stella?

STELLA:
Nothing, nothing, nothing.

BLANCHE:
I think he told you someihing
about Miteh and me! You know
why Mitch didn't come.

Stella shakes her head helplessly.

BLANCHE:
I'm going to call him.
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STELLA:
I wouldn's ca2ll him, Blancle.

BLANCEE:
(going to the phome) .
Yes T am, I'm going to call him
on the phome. I intend to be given
some explapation from someone.

Blanche starts dialing, Stella looks at her miserably then
slowly exits ombto the verandah.

EXT. VERANDAH OQUTISIDE STELLA'S FLAT
Stanley is smoking a cigarette, Stella comes ocut.

STETLA:

T hope you're pleased with your
duings. I never had so much
trouble swallowing food in my
life, locking at that girl's face
and the empty chair!

ELANCHE'S VOICE 0.S.:
Hello + « « Mr, Mitcheli plesse.
Ch . . . Ivwuld like to leave &
number if I may. Tulane 2121,
And say it"s important. Yes, very
important. . . . Thank you. . . .

Stella cries gquietly., Stanley takes her in his arms.

STANIEY:
Stella, it's gonna be all right
after she goes and after you've
had the baby. It's gonnz be ail
right again between you and me the
way it was. You remember the way
it was? Ah homey, it's gonna be
sweet just like it used to be.
We'll get those colored lights
going again -- the two of US ==
with nobody's sister behind the
curtain,

0.5. the sound of bellowing laughter comes from the Hubbell's
apartment. Stanley and Stella look up.

441
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STANLEY:

(chuckling)
Steve an' Eunice. « «

STELLA:
(warming to him)
Come on back in.

She starts back into the kitchen.

ok, INT. KITCHEN FULL SHOT

Stella enters and starts lighting the czandles on the birthday
cakae,

STELLA:
Blanche?

BLANCHE:
(entering from the bedroom)
Yes. Oh, those pretty, pretty candles.
Ch, don't burn them, Stella.

STELILA:
I certainly will,

Stanley enters from the veranda. He picks up pieces of dishes,

BLANCHE :
No, you ought to save them for baby's
birthdays. Oh, T hope candles are
going to glow in his life and I hope
that his eyes are going to be like
candles, like two blue candles
lighted in a white cake!

STANIEY:
What poetryi
(he crosses to bedroem door)

BLANCHE :
I shouldn't have called him. . . o

STANLEY:
: Hey, Blanche, you mow it's hot
' in here with the steam from the
bathroon.
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BLANCHE:
(exploding)

I've said I was sorry three times.
I take hot baths for my nerves, Hydro-
therzpy, they call it. You healthy
Polack, without & nerve in your body,
now could you possibly lmow what
anxiety feels likel

STANLEY:
T am not a Polack. People from
Poland are Poles, not Polacks, 3But
whet I am is ome hundred percent
American, born and rzised in the
gregtest country on earth and proud
of 1t, so don't ever call me a Polack.

The phone RINGS, Blanche rises expectantly.

BLANCHE:
That's for me, I'm sure.
STANLEY:
I'm not sure. You Just keep your

seat,
{answers the phone)
H'le. Aw, Teh, hello, Mae,

Blanche has followed and i:lmrers near Stanley, hoping it is for
Stella comes up beside her, touches her sympathetically.

BLANCHE:
(turning on her)
Ch, keep your hands off me, Stella.
What 1s the maifer with you? Why do
you look at me with that pitying look?

STANLEY :

(bawling as he

turns on them)
Will you shut up in there.

(then info phone)
We've got a noisy woman on the place.
No, I don't wanta bowl at Riley's.
I had a 1little trouble with Riley
last week., I'm the team captain,
ain't I7 All right, then, we're not
gonna bowl a% Riley's, we're gonna
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STANLEY: (Cont,)
bowl at the West Side or the Gala., + +
See youl

He hangs up and returns to the table. He reaches in a pocket,
speaks with false amiability.

STANIEY:
Sister Blanche, I've got a 1ittle
birthday remembrance for you.

BLANCHE :
Oh, bhave you, Stanley? T wasn't
axpecting any.

STANLEY:
(holding a little
envelope toward her)
I hope you like it.

BLANCHE :
Way, why -- why, it's 2 --

STANLEY :
Ticket! . . . Back to Auriol. On the
bus: Tuesday!

The Varsouviana music steals softly in, o.s. Stella rises
abruptly and turns her back. Blanche tries to smile, then she
tries to laugh. Then she gives up both and springs up from the
table, She gasps, sways, then stumbling against furniture,
moves to bedroom.

STELLA:
You didn't need to do that,

STANLEY:
Don't forget all that T took
off her,

STELLA:
You needn't have been so cruel
t0 someone zlone as she is.

STANIEY:
Delicate she is.
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A Streetcar Named Desire

STELILA:
She is. She wes, Tou didn't
know Blanche as a girl. Nobody,
nobody, was tender and trusting
as she was, Buft people like you
abused her, and forced her to

change,

* R ¥ STANIEY:
Oh look cut will you,

e Tl I TR ey P e

He turns {rom her, goes to the buresu, and gets his bowling
Stella follows him.

STEIIA:
Do you think you're going
bowling now?

STANLEY:
Sure,

STELIA:

You're not going bowling.
(she catches hold
of his skirt)

Why did you do this to her?

STANLEY:
Let go of my shirt.
(he tries to twist
out of hetr grass,
but Stella holds on
and the shirt teers)
You've torm it.

STELLA:
I want toc kmow why? Tell me wiy?

STANLEY:
. (seizing her roughly)

When we first met, me and you,

you thought I was common. How
right you was, baby. I was common
as dirti You showed me the snapw
shot of the place with the columms,
I pulled you down off them columms
and now you loved it, naving them
colored lights going! And wasn't

445

st



446 A Streetcar Named Desire

95.

&

STANIEY: (Cont.)
we happy together, wasn't it ail
okay till she showed here?

He releasas her and she turns and walks away from him her body
tense with pain. She reaches for the back of a chair steadying
herself. )

STANLEY:

And wasn't we happy together?
Wasn't it all okay until she
showed here? Hoity-toity =--
describing me like an ape.

(he suddenly notices

the change in Stella)
Key, what is it, Stel? Did I hurt
you? What's a matter, baby?

He has crossed %o her, is holding her arms to steady her.

STELLA:

(quietly) .
Take me to the hospital.

Stanley's arm goes around her supporting her.

FADE OUT.
FADE IN
INT. KITCHEN STELLA'S FLAT  FULL SHOT NIGHT

Blanche is on the floor, her head resting in the lap of the
chair, but she is deep in a troubled sleep now. Her hadr is
tousled, the bottle of whiskey is empty. 0.3. we hear the
Varsouviana ghostly and far away, as Blanche would hear i%t,
Tangling through her dreams. Suddenly there is 2 1oUD, FREEMP~
TORY KNOCKING at the door. Blanche stirs uneasily. The Ver-
souviana stops. The KNOCKING CONTIWUES. Blanche cpens her
eyes, startled and confused,

BLANCHE :
Who is it, please?
EXT. STELLA'S FLAT FULL SHOT MITCH NIGHT

at the door, He is dressed as we saw him in the plant, and is
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inshaved. His face shows all the agomy he has gone through in
the last few hours,

MIICH:
Me, Mitch,

INT. KTICEEN FULL SHOT

‘ BLANCHE :
Mitch: == Just a minute.

She rushes about frantically, hiding the bottle in 2 cleoset,
crouching at the mirror and dabbing her face with cologne and
powder. . . . She is so excited that her breath is audible as
she dashes about. At last she rushes to the door and lets him
m.

BELANCHE:
(2s he comss in)
Miteh: «= Y'knmow, I really shouldn't
let you in after the treatment I
have received from you this evening!
So utterly uncavalier! But hello,
beantifull

She offers him her lips. He ignores her and Tushes past her
into the flat. ’

BLANCHE :
My, my what a cold shoulder!
And such wuncouth apparel! Why,
you haven't even shaved! But I
forgive you. I forgive you because
it's such 2 relief to see you. You've
stopped that polka tune that I had
caught in my head, Have you ever
had anything caught in your heed?
No, of course not, you dumb angel-puss,
you'd never get anything awful caught
in youwr hesd!

He has stalked into the bedroom through the alcove, Blanche
following him and +talking as he stares at her.

MITCH:
Do we have to have that fan on?
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0.5, we HEAR a

BLANCHE :
No,.

MITCH:
I don't like fans.

BLANCHE:

Then let's turn it off, honey.
I'm not partial to themi

{she presses the switch

-- turning it off)
I don't know what there is to
drink., I -~ haven't investigated,

(she starts for kitchen)

MITCH:
I don't want Stan’'s liquor.

BLANCHE :
It isn't Stan's, Some things on the
premises are actually minel . . . How is
your mother? Ts your mother well?

MITCH:
Why?

BLANCHE :

Something's the matter tonight, but
never mind, I won't cross-examine
the witness., I'll just. « « «

(she touches her forshead

vaguely., 0.5, the Varscue-

viana STARTS UP AGATN)
-~ pretend I don't notice anything dif-
ferent about you. That «= music again. . . .«

MITCH:
What music?

BLANCEHE: ,
The polka tune they were playing
when Alian -=-

distant REVOLVER SHOT,

BLANCHE :
Thers, the shot! It always stops
after that.
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
(the polka MUSIC
DIES out)
Yes, now it's stopped.

MITCH:
Are you boxed out of your mind?

BLANCHE:

I'1l go and see what T cap £ind
in‘thewayOf. e »

(she has crossed to the

closet and found a

glass and bottle)
Ok, by the way, forgive me for not
being dressed. But I'a prectically
given you up! Had you forgotien
your invitation to supper?

MTTCH:
I wasn't going to see you any more.

BLANCHE:

Weit a mimrte. I can't hear what
you're saying, amd you talk so seldom
that when you do say something, I don's
want to miss a single syllable of it!
What am I looking for arewund here?
Oh, yes, liguor. Here's something,
Southern Cheer. What can that be T wonder?

(she comes to him

with the liquer)
Take your foot off the bed., This rocm
is almost dainty now, T want to keep
it that way,

. MITCH:
Aren't you leeving here pretty soon?

ELANCEE:
I wonder if this ought to be mixed with
something? But it's sweet, terribly
sweet. It's a liqueur, that's what it is,
I don't think you'll like it, but maybe
you will, try it.

MITCH:
I told you already I don't want none of
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MITCH: (Cont.)

his liquor, He says you been lapping

it up all summer like a wildeat!

BLANCHE:
What's in your mind? I see samee
thing in your eyes!

MITCH:
It's dark in here.

BLANCHE ¢
I like the dark. The dark is
conforting to me.

MITCH:
I don't think T ever seen you in
the light. That's a fact,

BLANCHE :
Is it?

MITCH:
You never want to go out in the
afterncon.

BLANCHE :
Why, Mitch, you're at the plant
in the afternoon.

MITCH:
Not Sunday afterncon. You never
want to go out till after six and
then it's always to scme place
that's not lighted much.

BLANCHE :
There is some obscure meaning in
this but I fail to catech it.

MITCH:
What it means is I've never had a
real good look at you, Blanche.
Let's turn the light on here,

BLANCHE :
Light? Which light? What for?
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MIICH:
This onme with the pPaper thing on it,

He tears the lantern off +he light bulb, and throws i+ +o the
flcor.

BLANCHE :
(picidng it up)
What did you do that for?
MITCH:
So I can take =z lopk at you good
and plain! i
BLANCHE :
0f course you den't really meen o
be insulting,
MITCH:
No, just realistic.
BLANCHE:
I don't went realism,.I want magic,
MITCH:
Magic?
BLANCHE :

Yes, yes, magic, T try to give that
to people, I do misrepresent things
to them., T don't tell truth. I tell
what ought to be truth, And if that's
sinful - then let me be Tunished for
it: Don't turn the light on. . . .

Blanche tries %o rm into the kitchen, but Mitch grabs her,
forces her into the are of harsh light +hat spills from the

nzked bulb, Her hends cover hexr face, Ee pulls “henm down. He
looks at her in silence,

CLOSE SHOT  EBLANCHE

Her eyes closed, her head thrown back., Her hair is somewhat
dishevelled and her makeup is in disrepair, She locks like
what she is, a once lovely girl, now in her middle thirties,
who has gone through an agonizingly tortured day. Her skin is

lustreless, the lines of fatigue pull deep around her moutk ang
eyes,
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99.

- BACK TO SCENE

Mitch releases Blanche. He shakes his head slowly in puzzlement
2s he looks at her. Finally -

MITCH:

L don't mind you being older than what

T thought ., . . but all the rest of it!
That pitch about your ideals beingz so old-
fashioned and all the malarkey that you've
been dishing out all summer, Oh, I knew
you weren't sixbteen any more. But I was
fool erncugh to believe you were straight.

BLANCHE:
Who told you I wasn't straight? My
loving brother-in-law?

MITCH:
No. I called him a liar at first.
Then I checked on the story. I talked
directly over long distance to this
merchant in Auriol.

BLANCHE :
Who is this merchant?

MITCH:
Kiefaber.

BLANCHE :
The merchant Kiefaber of Auriol. I
mow the men. He whistled at me, I
put him in his place. So now for
revenge he mekes up stories about me.

MITCH:
Didn't you stay at a hotel called the
Flamingo?

BLANCHE :
Flamingo? No! Tarantula was the name of it.

MITCH:
Tarantula?

BLANCHE ;
Yes . . . a big spider! That's where I
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
brought my victims.
(pause)

Yes ww I had many meetings with strangers.
After the death of Allan, meetings with
strangers were all that I seemed zhle %o
111 my empty heart with. I think it was
Tanic, just panie, hat drove me Irom one

to another, Searching for scme protection
here and there -~ in the most unlikaly
Places, Even at last o a seventeen=
year-old boy. Then scmebedy wrote the st
rerintendent, "This woman is morally mfit
for her pogition.” True? Yes - unfit some-
how we anmyway, . . « S0 I came here, Thers wes
nowhere else I could go. And I met Fou.

You said you needed somebody, I needed
samebody, toc, I thanked God for you. You
Seemed so gemtle, A cleft in the rock of

the world that I could hide in., I guess I
was asking, hoping too much.

MITCH: -
I thought you were Straight,
BLANCHE :
What's straight? A line can be straight or
& street. , . . But the heart of a human being?

MITCH:
You ded to me, Blanche.

BLANCHE:
Don't say I lied to you.

-~

MITCH:
Lies, lies, inside and cut, all lies,

BLANCHY
Never inside. . . . I never lied in my
heert. I wvas true in my heart to a1l
of you . . . always, always!

OUISTDE THRU WINDOWS WE SEE STREET VENDOR PASS BY.

MEXICAN WOMAXN:
Flowers. . . .
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BLANCHE:
What?

MEXTCAN WOMAN:
FlowaI'Se » + «

BLANCHE:
Oh, somebody outsice.

She goes to door, opems it, stares at the woman.

MEKXTCAN WOMAI
Flowers. « « » Flowers for the deads « «

BLANCHE :
No! No! Not now. Not nowi
(she darts back into
apartment, slamming door)
T 1ived in a nouse where dying old
women remembered their dead men.

MEXICAN WOMAN:
(0es.)
Wreaths. Wreaths for the dead. . . .

BLANCHE :
Crumble and fade -- regrets -- recrimina-
tions -- "If you'd done this, it wouldn't
have cost me thati”

MEXTCAN WOMAN:
(0.s.)

Mowers for the dead. « « «

BLANCHE:
And other things, such as bloocd~stained
pillow slips. "Her linen needs changing."
"Yeg, Mother!' But couldn't we get a
colored girl to do it? Yo, we couldn't
of course -- Everything gone == DUt ~-

MEXICAN WOMAN:
(0.5.)
FlowersS. » « o

BLANCHE :
Death. I used to sit here and she
used to sit over there, and death
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BLANCHE: {(Comt.)
was as close as you are. . . ,

- MEZTCAN WOMARN:
(crossing the window)
Flowers for the dead. . . .

BLANCHE:
Death. The opposite is desire,
So how can you wonder? How can
you rossibly wonder? Not far frem
Belle Reve, before we lost Belle Reve,
was a camp where they trained young soldiers,
On Saturday nights they would go inte
town to get drumk. And on the way back
they would stagger onto my lawm and
call. "Blanche! Blanche!" (a paunse)
Later the paddy wagon would gather them
up like daisies . ., . the long way home, . . .

Mitch crosses quickly to behind Blanche, places his arms about
her waist and turms her about. At first she takes him passionw
ately, then she pushes him away.

BELANCHE:
What do you want?
(he reaches for her.
She throws herself
into his arms)
Merry me, Mitch!

MITCH:
No. Tou're not clean enough to
bring in the house with my mother.

ELANCEE:
(loudly)
Go awey then. Get ocut of here
quick, before I start screaming!

He stands stlll, staring at her. She runs to the door, throws
it cpen.

BELANCHE :
Get out of here quick, before I
start screaming!

He backs towards the door.

4535
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101.

102.

103,

BLANCHE:
Seoreamingi

EXT. VERANDAH OUTSIDE STELIA'S FLAT NIGHT

Mitch runs out of the house and clutters down the steps and
of £ into the street, Blanche's screams pursue himi

BLANCHE:
(0ese)
Screaming! Screaming.
People peer in Irom the street and a crowd begins to collact
and explore into the courtyard. Amond them are the customers
fpom The Four Deuces, convivial and grateful for axcitement.

The music from the bar is behind them, pulsing and agitating
for climax.

PEOPLE IN THE CROWD:
There? . » . What is i%? « « » What's the

excitement? . . . Look at heri . . . Look
at her face! Lady, where is 1t? . . .

MEDIUM SHOT  BLANCHE IN DOORWAY

suddenly aware of the crowd.

TEE CROWD  FEATURING BLANCHE A POLICEMAN IN B.G.
pushing his way through.

POLICEMAN:
Whnat is it? What is 1t?

Blanche runs into the flat, slamming the door behind her.

INT. STELLA'S FLAT  AS BLANCHE ENTERS

She bolts the door. Runs to close the courtyard window. The
Policeman's club strikes against the door.

VOICES:
(0.s.}

She was screaming like a maniac. . . .
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VOICES: (Cont.)
She was screaming murder, Offlcer. . . .

ok, AT THE COURTYARD WINDOW INT. AS BLANCHE STRUGGLES

To pull the shutters in, shut the window, bolt it., The voices
are continuous:

POLICEMAN+
(0.5. == pounding)
Lady, open up: This is a police
officer! Open up.

BLANCHE:
Please == Go away =-- I'1l be good ==

VOICES:
You cught +to go in there, Officer. . . .
Maybe she killed somebody.

The music beais louder, She turns *o the window on the alley.
There are faces there. Shadows are big on the walls. She is
like a bird behind bars with the cats locking in.

105, BLANCHE AT THE WINDOW TO THE ALLEY  INT.

Faces, and the lights of The Four Deuces behind. She pulls
this window down with difficulty as:

VOICES:
(cess)
What happened? . . . What's the
matter? . . . What bhappened? . .
Lady, somebody bother you? . . .
Who are they after? . . . Come
on out, lady: . . . -

Then she is met by:

VOICES:
(0.5.) ”
There she is! . . . There she is! . . .
I can see her] I see her: . . .

These are at the street window. She goes o it, pulls down the
shade, which blows in at her. She runs to the light, The naked
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106.

107.

bulb exposed by Mitch, and turns it off., The only light now
comes from the lamp in the kitchen. OShe goes there furtively
and crouches by the telephone.

KITCHEN  BLANCHE AT TELEPHONE

BLANCHE :

Hello, Helle, Operator.
{realizes it is a
dial phone. Dials)

Operator? Operator: Please

give me Long Distance., . . .

VOICES:
(0u5.) :
Come on out, lady. . . . Ch, leave
her alone: I'll take care of

you, honey., Come on cut! . . .

BLANCHE: .
Long Distance! I want to talk
to Mr. Shep Huntleigh of Dallas.
Huntleigh. He's so well known
he doesn't require any address.
Please upderstand, I can't, I
can't, Hurry, please hurry.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. STELLA'S FLAT NIGHT

The bottle, now empty, is still in Blanche's hand., 4 goodly
amount of her fancy clothing is strewn around the apartment.
Blanche is dressed now in a somewhat solled and crumpled white
satin evening gown and a pair of scuffed slippers, She wears a
rhinestone tiara in her disarranged hair, A mood of hysterical
exhilaration possesses her and she fancies she hears the ap~
plause of her old friends at a party at 3ells Reve. Light

laughter and voices and nostalgic garden party violins are
heard o.s3.

BLANCHE :
Listen to me, listen, all of you.

She sets down the bottle. The laughter and voices die down,
only the violins continuing softly o.s.
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BLANCHE:
How about taking a swim, a moonlight
swim at the old rock quarry? If any-
cne's sober enough *o drive a car!
Best way in the world to stop
your head buzzing! Only you've
got to be careful to dive where the
deep poal is =« if you hit a rock
you don't come up till tomorrow,

"Good Night Ladies" is heard on the strings.

BELANUHE :
Ch, my goodness: They're playing
"Good Night Ladies." May I rest
my weary head on your shoulders?
It's so corforting., . . .

O0.5. we hear the sound of someone trying the door. There is
the sound of a2 key *uwrning in the lock and the door opens.
Stanley comes in.

STANLEY:
Hiyzh, Blanche,

BLANCHE:
How is my sister?

STANLEY:
(getting beer glasses)
She is doing okay.

HLANCHE:
And how is the baby?

STANLEY:
(grimming amiably)
The baby won't come before morming,
50 they told me to go home and ged
a little shut-eye.

BLANCHE « :
Does that mesn we are to be alone
in here?

STANLEY:

Yep. Just me and you, Blanche,

459
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STANLEY: (Cont.)

What 've you got these fine feathers

on for?

BLANCHE :
Ch, that's right, you left before
my wire came.

STANLEY:
You got a wire?

BLANCHE :
I received a telegram from an
old admirer of mine.

STANLEY:
Anything good?
BLANCHE :
I think so. An invitation.
STANLEY:
What to?
BELANCHE:

4 cruise of the Carribean on
a yacht!

STANLEY:
Well, well! What do you know!

BLANCHE :
It came like a bolt from the blue!

STANLEY:
Who did you say it was from?

BLANCHE :
An old beau of mine.

STANIEY :
The one that give you the white
fox~pileces?

BLANCHE :
Mr. Shep Huntleigh. I wore his
ATO pin my last year at college.
I hadn’t seen him for a while
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
untll last Christmas. Then ==
Just now ee this wire inviting me
on & cruise of the Carribean!
The problem 1s clothes, T tore
into my trumk to see what I have
that’s sultable for the tropies!

STANLEY:
And come up with that -« gorgecus --
diamond -- tizra?

BLANCHE:
This ¢ld relic! It's only
rhinestones.,

STANIEY: |
Gosh, I thought it was Tiffany's
diamonds.

BLANCEE:
Well, amyhow, I shall be enter-
taired In style. -

STANLEY:
It goes to show, you never know
what is coming.

BLANCHEE:
Just when I thought my luck had
begun to fail me --

STANLEY:
Into the plcture pops this Miami
millicnaire.

_ BLANCHE:
This men is not from Miami.
This man is from Dallas,

STANLEY:
Well, just so he's from somewhere.

He takes off his shirt and tosses it down.
BLANCHE:

Close the curtains before you
undress any further.
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STANLEY:
(amiably)
This is all I'm going to undress
right now. . . . Seen a botile~opener?
(peering into cabinet)
I used to have a cousin could
open a beer-vottle with his teeth.
That was his only accomplishment,
all he could do == he was just a
human bottie-cpener. And then
one time at a wedding-party =
(nhe finds an opener)
he broke his front teeth off.
After that he was so ashamed
of himself, he used t'sneak
out of the house when company came. . .

He opens the beer-bottle. Foam gushes forth. Stanley laughs
bapplly, letting the beer cascade over his arms and person.

STANLEY:
Rain from heaven)
(drinks)
What'ya say, Blanche?
(starts inmto bedroom)
Shall we bury the hatchet and
make it a loving-cup?

BLANCHE :
(terrified)
No, thank youl

STANLEY :
Aw, get with it, Blanche!

BLANCHE:
What are you doing in here?

STANLEY:
(reaching under
the bed)
Here's something I always break
out on special cccasions like this.
The silk pajamas I wore on my
wedding night.

BLANCHE :
Ch.
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STANLEY:

And when the televbone rings and
they say "You've got a soni" I'll
tear this off and wave it like a
flag: I guess we're both entitled
to p‘u't on the dogo . e

(she moves again

to avoid him)
You having a2 Texas millionaire, and
me having 2 baby.

BLANCHE :
When I think how divine it is going
to be to have such a2 thing as privacy
onece more -- I could weep with joy.

STANIEY:
This millionaire from Dallas
is not golng %o interfere with
your privacy any?

BLANCHE :
t won't be the sort of thing
you have in mind, This manp is
a genileman and he respects me.
(improvising feverw
ishly)
What he wants is my companionship.
Having great wealth sometimes makes
people lonely, . . .

STANLEY :
I wouldn't lmow about that, . . .

BLANCHE :
4 cultiveted woman, a woman of
intelllgence and treeding can
enrich a man's life = lmmeasure-
ably. I have those things to
offer and btime doesn't take them
away. raysical Desuty is passing.
A transitory possession. . . . But
veauty of the mind and richmess of
the spirit and tenderness of the
heart -= and I have all those things =--
aren't taken away, but grow!
Iperzese with the years! How strange
that I should be called a2 desiitutes
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BLANCHE: (Cont.}
woman!: When I have all of these
treasures locked in my heart., I
think of myself as a very, very rich
woman!: But I have been foolish ~-
casting my pearls before swine.

STANLEY:
Swine, huh?

BLANCHE :
Yes, swine, And I'm thinking not
only of you, but your friend Mr,
Mitchell, He came here tonight.
He dared to come here in ais work
ciothes, to repeat slander, vicious
stories he had gotften from youl
I gave him his walking papers. . - .

STANLEY:
You did, huh?

BLANCHE :
Then he returned., He returned
with a box of roses to implore
my forgiveness. But some things
are not forgiveable. Deliberate
cruelty is not forgiveable., It
is the one unforgiveable thing
in my opinion, and the ome thing
of which I have never, never been
guilty. So I said to him: "Thank
you, but it was foolish of me %o
think that we could ever adapt
ourselves to each other., Cur
backgrounds are incompatible,
So farewell, my friend: And let
there be no hard feelings.”

STANLEY:
Was this before or after the
telegram?

BLANCHE :
What telegram? No! No after!
As a matter of fact, the wire. . . .

STANLEY:
As a2 matter of fact there wasn's
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STANLEY: (Cont.)
no wire at all.

BLANCHE :
Ch. Oh! -

STANLEY:
And there isn't no milldonzsire.
And Mitech didn't come back hepre
with no roses because I know where
e is ==

ZLANCHE :
Ohi

STANLEY:

There isn’t 2 thing, but imagination
and lies and conceit and tricks! And
loock at yourself] Take a lock at your-
self in that wornmwout Mardi Gras outfit,
rented for flfty cents from some rag
picker! And with that crzzy crown oni
What kind of a queen do you think you
are ==

(he flings her tiara

inte a cornmer)
I've been on to you frem the start!
You come in here and sprinkle the
rlace with powder and spray perfume
and cover the light bulb with a
vaper lanternm and lo and behold
the place has turned into Egypt
and you are the Queen of the Nile
sitting on your throne and swilling
down my ldgquor: T say Ha! Hal Hal
Do you hear me! Hz ha hal

(he crosses into

the bedroom)

BLANCHE:
Don't came in here w=
(Stanley goes into
the bathroom)

Now Blanche madly begins to collect her most precious possess-
ions to make an escape., The jewel box, some of her best
dresses, furs -« Then she wildly moves towards the door -- as
she opens if ==
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108,

109.

THE STREET QUTSIDE STEILA'S FLAT NIGHT

There is a wild altercation., A drunken white man catches a
negro woman who has stolen his girl's purse. He snatches at

it . . . but she beats him on the head . « » and escapes, root=

ing into it, Meantime two men fall on the drunk and Droceed to
menhandle him and strip him of his wallet, watch, =tc,
Blanche slams the door.

THE KITCHEN
Blanche enters and rushes to the telephone.

BLANCHE:
Hello. Hel , ., . Cperator . . . Operator . . .
What happened to Long Distance . . . What
happened? Never mind Long Distance . . .
give me Western Union -- Hurry, do
hurry -~ There isn't time £o be - Western
Union? Yes! Take dowm this message !
"In desperate, desperate circumstances.
Caught in a2 trap! Help me! Caught im . , . "
0 =

She drops the phone. . . . Standing beside her, clad in red
Pajamas is Stanley. . . . He has overheard her call for help.

She shrinks away from the phone. It clicks . . . steadily ., . .
elicks . , ,

STANLEY:
You left the phone off the hook.

Stanley hangs it up . . . and then advances toward her. He is
going to close the front door.

BLANCHE :
What are you doing?

Stanley stops.

BLANCHE:
let me . . . let me get by you. . 4 .

STANLEY:
Get by me? Sure Blanche. . , . Go ahead, .
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BLANCHE :
You -= You stand ¢ver there.

STANLEY:
Tou got plenty of room to walk
by me now,

BLANCHE:
Not with you there: 3ut I've got
to get out samehow!

STANRLEY:
You think I'1l interfere with you?

He closes the front door.

STANLEY:
Come to think of it -- maybe you
wouldn't be bad to interfere with. . . &

Blanche runs into the other room. Stanley advances toward her,

ELANCHE :
Stay back. Don't you come near
me ancther step or 1'11l ~

STANLEY:
You'll what?

HLANCHE :
Scme awful thing will harpen!
It wilill

STANLEY:

What are you putting on now?

He's advapcing on her.

BLANCHE :
I warn you, don't.e « . . I'm in

danger!

He takes another step., She smashes a bottle on the table,

STANIEY:
What did you do that for?
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110,

1104,

BLANCHE :
S0 I could twist the broken end
in your face!

STANLEY :
I bet you would do that!

BLANCHE :
I would! I will if =w

STANTEY: |
Ohi You want some rough house! All
right, let's have some rough house!

They have advanced so that we are now able to see the action
in a large mirror only.

STANLEY:
Tiger «- Tiger!

He is Teigning -- Suddenly he leaps in and seizes her arm -
then he has her ==

STANLEY:
Drop that bottle-top. Drop it!

He has managed to wrest the bottle top from her -- He throws
it. . . . It smashes into the mirror and the glags shatters --
and the tortured face of Blanche which was big, with it.
STANIEY:
We!wve had this date with each
other from the beginning!

And on the broken glass we dissolve.

THE STORE HOT DAY = SUMMER
Garbage 13 being collected. Someone is cleaning the front of a
store with a hose. Zunice walks towards the entrance to the

courtyard -~ she has a brown paper bag. She enters the court-
yard and we see the baby carriage,

CLOSE SHOT

She parts the fIy-net. Leans in and kisses a rather pale lock=-
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KITCHEN -- STELLA'S FIAT
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Eunice enters and listens. A shout from Stanley, He is at the

poker table with Steve, Pablo, Mitch.

STANLEY:

Drew to an inside straight and made it!

PARTO:
Maldita sea +u suertel

STANLEY:
Put it in English!l

PABIO:

I'm cursing your lousy luck.

STANLEY:
(aggressively) -
Tou know what luck is?

Luck is

bellevipg that you're lucky. Take

at Salerno., I believed I was lucky.

I figured that four out of five would
not come through « dut T would . .
and I did. I put that down as = rule.
To held a front vosition in this rat
race you've-rgot to believe you're lucky.

MITCH:
(furiously)

You L} L L] you L] L] L] you - L L] b rag - L] L]
brg [ ] -« [ ] bm L] - L] bul-]- L4 L L]

(turns away from

the game - rests his
chin on his arm on back

of his chair)

STANLEY :

What's the matter with him?

EUNICE:

(walking towards bedroom)
I always did szy that men were callous
things with no feelimgs, but this does
beat everything., Making pigs of

yourselves,
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She goes through the curtains into the bedroom,

STANLEY:
What's the matter with her? Come
on. « « o Let's play.

The game resumes in silence.

1i2. BEDRCOM  AS EUNICE EZNTERS.

STELLA:
How's my baby?

EUNICE:
Sleeping like a little angel. Brought
you some grapes., Wnere 1s she?

STELLA:
Bathing.

EUNICE:
How is she?

STELLA:
She wouldn't eat anything., I Xkeep
telling her we made arrancgements
for her to rest in the country, but
she's got it mixed up in her mind
with 2 erulse to the Islands with
Shep Huntleigh, an oid beau.

BLANCHE :
{opening the bathroom

door and calling)
Stella.

STELLA:
Yes, Blanche?

‘ BLANCHE :
Tf anyone calls, take the number and
tell him I'l}l call right back.

STELILA:
fes.
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BLANCHE:

And Stella, that cool yellow silk, the
boucle, see if it's crushed, If it's
not too crushed I'll wear it = and
on the lapel that silver and turquoise
pin in the shape of a sea horse, You'll
find it in the heart-shaped bex I keep
oy accessories in, and, oh, Stella, try
and locate that bunch of artificial --

(long, difficult effort

to remember the name)
== violets in that box, toc, to pin with
the sea-horse om the lapel of +the Jacket,

(eloses the door)

STETLA:
(going to jewel box)
I just dom't know if I did the right
thing.

EUNICE:
What else could you do?

STELIA:
I couldn't believe her story and
g€o on living with Stanley,

EUNICE:
(holding Stella close)
Don't you ever believe it, You've
got to keep om goin', honey, ¥No
matter what happens, we've all got
to keep on going.

BLANCHE :
(ovening door - peeking
out of bathroom)
Stella? TIs the coas: clear?

STELLA:
Yes, Blanche.
(she waits - to
Eunice hurriedly)
Tell her how well she's looking.

BLANCHE :
(stepping out of
the bathroom)

471
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
Please close the curtains before
I come out,

STELLA:
(going to the curtains)
They're closed.
{she shows Blanche
that they are closed)

STANLEY :
(speaking low, at
the game)
Hey, Mitch, come to.

Blanche steps out., She is in her bathrobe and carries a hair-
brush and brushes her hair, There is a tragic radiance about
her. She speaks with a faintly hysterical vivacity.

BLANCHE :

I have just washed my hadir.
STELLA:

Did you?
BLANCHE :

I'm not sure I got the soap out.

EUNICE:
Such fine hair.

BLAWCHE :
p It's a problem., Didn't I get a call?

STELLA:
Who from, Blanche?

BLANCHE :
Shep Huntleigh . . .

STELLA:
Why, not yet, honey:

BLANCHE :
How strange! I -~

At the sound of Blanche's voice, Mitch's arm has sagged and his
gaze is dissolved into space. Stanley barks at hinm,
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STANLEY:
Hey, Mitch!

Miteh returns to the game. The sound of this new voice shocks
Blanche., She makes a little gesture, forming Mitch's name with
her lips, questioningly. Stella nods, and looks quickly away.
Blanche locks perplexed., She glances from Stella to Eunice,
Stella glances away.

BLANCHE:
(with sudden hysteria)
What's happened here? I want an
explanaticn of what's happened here.

STELLA: -

(agonizingly)
Hush! Hush!

EUNICE:
Hush! Hush! Honey!

STELLA:
Plesse, Blanche,

ELANCHE:
Why are you two looking at me ldike
that? Is something wrong with me?

EUNICE: .
You lock wonderful, Blanche. Doesn't
she look wonderful?

STETLA:
Tes.

EUNICE: i
I uwnderstand you're going on a trip

STELIA:
Yes, Blanche is. . . . She's going on
a vacaticn.

EUNICE:
I'm green with emvy.

(exasperatad)
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BLANCHE: (Cont.)
Help me, you two! Help me get
dressed.

STELLA:

(taking up dress)
Is this what you want?

BLANCHE :
Yes, it will do. I'm anxious %o
get out of here. This place is a trap.

EUNICE:
Such a pretty lavendsr ‘jacket,

STELLA:
It's lilac-colored.

BLANCHE:
You're both of you wrong. It's
Della Robbia blue.

Blanche is near the table. She sees the grapes.

(CHIMES)

BLANCHE :

Are these grapes washed?
EUNTICE:

Huh?
BLANCHE :

Washed! T sailid -~ are they washed?

EUNICE:
I got them frem the French Market.

BLANCHE:

That doesn't mean they've been washed.

(listens to chimes)
Ah, those cathedral bells, they're the
only clean thirg in the aguarter. Well,
i'm going now.

(picks up jacket)
I'm ready to go.

(CHTMES TADE)
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EURICE:
(whispering to Stella)
She's going to walk out before they
get here.

STELLA:
Wait, Blanche,

BLANCHE :
(glancing towards
living rocm)
I don't want <o pass in front of those
men.

EUNICE:
{(helping Stella
bring her back)
Then wait +ill the game breaks up.

STELLA:
Yes, yes, sit down.
(leading her to armchair)

BLANCHE :

(suddenly listening

as she sits)
I can smell the sea air. My element
is the earth, but it should have been
water -- water -- the blessedest thing
that God created in those seven days.
The rest of my days I'm golng to spend
on the ses, and when I die I'm going to
die on the sea. One day out on the ocezn
I will die == with my hand in the hand of
scme nice«looking ship's doctor =« 2
very young one with a small blonde moustache
and a big silver watch. "Poor lady”", they'll
say, "The quinine did her no good. That
unwashed grape has transported her soul %o
heaven”. And I'1l be buried at sea sewn up
in a clean white sack and dropped over-
board at noon -- in 2 blaze of summer -- and
into an ocean as blue as -- the blue of my
first lover's eves!
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114,

115,

A STRANGE MAN appears on the porch, and rings the dcorbell, He
is followed by a STRANGE WOMAN, severely dressed in a dark
tailored suilt, and carrying a small black, professional-looking
bag.

(DCOR BELL SOUNDS)

BEDROOM
ZUNICE:
(to Stella, when
doorbell rings)
That must bBe them.
BLANCHE :
(on hearing the bell)
What is it?
EUNICE:
{covering)
Excuse me while I see who's at the door.
(goes through curtains
into living room)
STELLA:
Yes.
BLANCHE :
I wonder if it's for me,
LIVING ROOM

Stanley rises, goes to the door to answer the bell. There is a
low exchange vetween him and the Strange Men.

STANLEY :
Doctor?
STRANGE MAN:
Yes.
STANLEY -
(nods)

Just a minute. Would you mipd
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BEDROOM

A Streetcar Named Desire

STANLEY: (Cont.)
gouple of seconds. She'll be
Tight out.

{turns back into living room)

EUNICE:
(at curtain) .
Somecne is calling for Blanche.
{enters bedroom)

BLANCHE :
It is for me, then! Is it the gemtleman
I was expecting from Dallas?

EINICE:
(loocking at Stella)
I thipk it is, Blanche.

ELANCHE: -
I'm not quite resdy.

STELLA:
(to Eunice)

Ask him %o wallt outside.
(to Blanche)
Everything péacked?

i BLANCHE :
My silver toilet articles are still out.

—_

Stella hurries to get them, puts them in a hatbox, closes it.
Eunice returns to living room.

LIVING ROOM

Eundce nods to Stanley.

STANLEY:
(turns to Doctor)
She'll be here in 2 minute.

Doctor nods, turms to Strange Woman and %ells her the same

thing.
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118,

BEDRCOM
Eunice is re~entering.

EUNICE:
They're waiting in front of the house.

BLANCHE :
They? Who's they?

ZUNICE:
There's a lady with him.

BLANCHE :
I can't imagine who this "lady" could be!
(Stella averts her eyes )
How is she dressed?

EUNICE:
Just ~-= just a sort of plainetailored outfit,

BLANCHE :
Possibly she's ww
(her voice dies out nervously)

STELLA:
Shall we go, Blanche?

BLANCHE :
Yes.

They start out of bedroom, carrying bags.

BLANCHE:
Must we go through that room?
STELLA:
T «will go with you.
BLANCHE :
How do I lock?
STELLA:
Lovely!
EUNICE:
{echoing)
Lovely!
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Blanche starts into living room, Stella follows. cunice is
passed, then follows,

119,  LIVING ROCM.

BLANCHE:
(to men at table)
Now, please don't get up. I'm only
vassing through.
(goes to door)

STRANGE MAN:
How do you do,

BLANCHE :
(steps omto porch =
stares at Strange Man)
Jou are not the gentleman I wes expecting.
(to Stella)
That man isn't Shep Huntleigh!

Stella turns quickly into Fumice's arms. Blanche rups into

flat. Doctor enters living rocm, motloning Strange Woman, who
alsc enters. '

STANLEY:
(as Blanche passes him)
Did you forget something.

HLANCHE:
(shrilly, rumming
into bedroom)
Tes, Yes, I forgot something!

Strange Man has stepped into room. Stands at deor. Skrangs
Waman crosses through living room into bedrocm.,

120.  EEDROOM

STRANGE WOMAN:
(confronting Blanche)
Hello, Blanche.

STANLEY'S VOICE:
(0es.)
She says she forgot something.
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121,

122.

STRANGE WOMAN:
That's all right.

Stanley enters bedrcom.

C.U. STANLEY

MEDIUM SHOT

BEDROQM

STANLEY:
(very close. Seen
from Blanche's angle)
What did you forget, Blanche?

BLANCHE :
L e T owem

STRANGE WOMAN:
It don't matter, We can pick it up
later,

STANLEY:
Sure, we can send it along with the
trunk,

BLANCHE:
(retreating)
I don't kmow you! I don't know
you: I want to be -- left alone we
please!

STRANGE WOMAN:
Now, Blanche!

VOICES:
(echoing and re-echoing)
Now, Blanche! Now Blanche!
Now, Blanche!

STANLEY:
You left nothing here but split talcum
and old empty perfume bottles, unless
it's the lantern you want o take with
you,
(ke tears the lantern
off the light bulb)
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STANLEY: {Cont.)
You want the larmkern?

Blanche cries out, grabs lantern. Strange Woman steps boldly
towards her. Blanche screems and tries to break past the
strange woman. Strange Women catches her arm, Blanche turns
and wildly scratches at the Woman, who pinions her arms, ex-
pertly. 3lanche falls, the Woman kneels beside her, holding
her.

curn T0:
123, KITCHEN STELLA AND EUNICE EUNICE IS HOIDIIGr HER

STELIA:
Eunice, don't let them do that to
her, Don’t let them hurt her! What
are they doing?
(tries o go toward
bedroom)

FUNICE:
No, honey, Stay here, Don't go
in there, Don't look.

Mitch springs at Stanley who is standing in the dcorway between
the two rooms,

MITCH:
You! You donme this!

. 124k, SEDROOM THE FIGHT SEEN FROM THE OTHER SIDE

STANLEY:
Quilt the plubber!

MIICH:
IT1l k212 you,

STANLEY:
Hold this bonehead!

STEVE:
Stop 1%, Miteh.
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PARIQ:
Yeah. Take it easy.

Pablo and Steve pull Mitch off Stan and out of sight,

STANLEY:
I tell you it aint *true what
she said! She asked for scme
rough house! I gave her some
rough house!

The Strange Man ccmes into the shot and kneels beside +the
rprostrate Blanche. The Woman is still holding her.

STRANGE WOMAI:
These finger-nails will have to be
trimmed. Jacket, Doctor?

STRANGE MAN:
Not unless necessaxry,
(ke lmeels close
to Blanche)
Miss Du Bois ~w

BLANCHE :
Please wa

STRANGE MAN:
It won't be necessary.

BLANCHE :
(faintly)
Ask her to let go of me.

STRANGE MAI:
(to the Woman)
Yes == let go.

The Woman releases Blanche *hen rises, Blanche extends her
nands. The man raises her up. He takes off his hat and smiles

at her. She looks at him, wavering at first, then smiling, as
she would at a new beau.

BLANCHE :
Whoever you are -- I have always
depended on the kindness of strangers.

Blanche ccmes cut of the house cn the doctor's arm., She walks
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126,

127.

A Streetcar Named Desire 483

by Stella who is on the porch, then past Stanley and out of
Camera. . . . Stella goes to follow her. Stanley intercepts
her and says . . .

STANLEY:
Come on honev. » « «

STELLA:
(shrinking from him)
Don't you touch me. Don't you
ever touch me agaille + « o

ON THE STREET

Blanche gets into the car with the doctor. It drives off and -
we pan with it holding on +the courtyard gate - Stella appears

"~ there looking after the car.

HIGH SHOT  THE STREET

Blapcke's car drives arcund the cormer and disappears.

THE COURTYARD

Stella is in teers . . . she goes back slowly towards the baby
carriage, throws back the netting and picks up the infant. . . .
Then she starts back into her home. We hear C,.S.

STANLEY:
(0.8.)
Stellal

His tone is harsh and demanding. It is reminiscent (in the
reading) of the cry he gave at the bottom of the steps at the
end of the poker night.

tella stops. Stanley is heard again from inside the house
e » » more demanding.

STANLEY:
Stellall

Stella looks down at the infant. Crying, she whispers to the
child these words of promise and reassurance.
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128,

STELLA:
We're not going back in there, Not
this time. We're never going back.
Never, never back, never back again.

And then Stella turns and procedes with strength and confidence
up the stairs to Eunice's apartment.

STREET TN MNEW ORLEANS

At the back of the shot is the silhouette of the cathedral.

The Cathedral bells that Blanche has referred o as “he only
clean thing in the cuarter are ringing., The black car carrying

Blanche is coming towards us, turns the corner and goes down a
long dark New Orleans street. I% is lost from view.
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