
Scene 7: Blanche, Mitch 
Blanche 
Who is it, please? 
 
Mitch 
(Hoarsely)Me… Mitch.  
 
Blanche 
Mitch! Y'know, I really shouldn't let you in after the  
treatment I have received from you this evening!  
So utterly cavalier! But, hello, beautiful!  
(Mitch brushes past her.)  
My, my, what a cold shoulder! i such uncouth apparel!  
Why, you haven't even shaved! But I forgive you.  
I forgive you because it's such a relief to see you.  
 
Mitch  
Do we have to have that fan on?  
 
Blanche 
No.  
 
Mitch  
I don't like fans. 
 
Blanche  
Then let's turn it off, honey. I'm not partial to them.  
I don't know what there is to drink.  
I — haven't Investigated.  
 
Mitch  
I don't want Stan's liquor.  
 
Blanche  
It isn't Stan's.  
Some things on the premises are actually mine. 
How is your mother? Isn't your mother well? 
 
Mitch  
Why?  
 
Blanche  
Something's the natter tonight, but never mind,  
I won't cross-examine the witness. I'll just —  
— pretend 1 don't notice anything different about you…  
I'll go see what I can find in the way of —  
Oh, by the way, excuse me for not being dressed.  
But I'd practically given you up!  
Had you forgotten your invitation to supper? 
(She goes to liquor cabinet)  
 
Mitch 
I wasn't going to see you anymore.  

Blanche  
Wait a minute! I can't hear what you're saying,  
and you talk so little that when you do say something,  
I don't want to miss a single syllable of it! 
 
Mitch 
Aren't you leaving pretty soon now?  

Blanche (Tastes drink.)  
I wonder if this stuff ought to be mixed with something?  
It's sweet, so sweet! It's terribly sweet  
It’s a liqueur, I believe: Yes, that's what it is, a liqueur!  
I'm afraid you -won't like it,  
but try it, and maybe you will-  

 
Mitch 
I told you already I don' t want none of his liquor.  
And, I mean it! You ought to lay off his liquor.  
He says you bean lapping it up all summer like a wild-cat!  
 
Blanche  
What a fantastic statement!I won't descend to the level of 
such accusations to answer them!  
What's in your mind? I see something in your eyes!  
 
Mitch  
It's dark in here!  

Blanche  
I like it dark. The dark is comforting to me.  

Mitch  
I don't think I ever seen you in the light. That's a fact! 

Blanche  
Is it? Whose fault is that? 

Mitch  
You never want to go cut in the afternoon. 
You never want to go out ‘til after six,  
and then it's always some place that's not lighted much,  
 
Blanche 
There is some obscure meaning in this,  
but I fail to catch it.  
 
Mitch  
(Overlapping her speech. Turns her to him.)  
What it means is, I've never had a real good look at you,  
Blanche. (Her chin in hand. Leaves her, moves towards  
bracket which holds paper lantern) Let's turn on the light  
here…  

Blanche  
Light? Which light? What for?  

Mitch  
This one, with the paper thing on it…  
(Tosses lantern to floor in front of Blanche. She drops to  
her knees with a little cry, trying to rescue lantern.)  

Blanche  
What did you do that for?  

Mitch  
So I can take a look at you, good and plain!  

Blanche  
Of course, you don't really mean to be insulting!  
 
Mitch  
No, just, realistic.  
 
Blanche  
I don't want realism. I want — magic! 
 
Mitch  
Magic? 

Blanche (Still on her knees.)  
Yes, yes, magic! I try to give that to people.  
I do misrepresent things to them.1 don't tell the truth,  
I tell what ought to be truth. And if that's a sin,  
then let me be damned for it! Don't turn on the light!  



 

 


