
Scene 8: Stella, Blanche, Eunice, Steve, Stanley 
 
Stella  
What are you laughing at, honey?  
 
Blanche  
Myself, myself for being such a liar!  
I'm writing a letter to Shep. (Picks up letter. )  

"Darling Shep. I am spending the summer on the wing,  
making flying visits here and there. And who knows,  
perhaps I shall take a sudden notion to swoop down  
on Dallas!  
How would you feel about that?  
 
(Laughs nervously and brightly,  
touching her throat as if actually talking to Shep.)  
 
Forewarned is forearmed, as they sayl"  
— How does that sound?  
 
Stella  
Uh-huh…  
 
Blanche (Continuing nervously.)  
"Most of my sister's friends go north in the summer,  
but some have homes on the Gulf and  
there has been a continued round of entertainments,  
teas, cocktails, luncheons — "  
(A disturbance breaks out in apartment above.) 

Eunice (Offstage.)  
I know about you and that blonde!  
 
Steve  
That's a God-damned lie! 
 
Eunice  
You ain't pullin’ the wool over my eyes! I wouldn't mind  
if you'd stay down at the Four Deuces… it'd be all right,  
but you go up!  

Stella  
Eunice seems to be having some trouble with Steve.  
 
Eunice (Above.)  
I seen you! You were chasing her around the balcony!  
I'm going to call the vice squad!!  
 
Steve (Above.)  
Don't you throw that at me, you!!  
 
Eunice (Above.) 
 That's for you!  
 
Steve (Above.)  

Now look at what you've done!!  
(Eunice, above, screams as though she had been kicked.) 

Blanche  
Did he kill her?  

(Door slam above. Eunice starts downstairs.)  
 
Stella  
No. You couldn't kill her.  

 

Steve (coming downstairs) 
You come back here!! 
 
Eunice (coming downstairs) 
I'm going to call the police!! I'm going to call the police!! 
(Stanley enters from down right. He carries  
package of laundry, wears his good suit.  
Enters apartment, throws laundry in living  
room on bed.)  
 
Stanley  
What's the matter with Dun-uss?  

Stella  
She and Steve had a row. Has she got the police?  
 
Stanley  
Naw….. she's gettin' a drink. 
 
Stella  
That's much more practical.  
 
Steve (Bursting into living room, shirt-tail flying.)  
She here!?  

 

Stanley    (Getting into a clean shirt.)  
At the Four Deuces.  

Steve  
That ruttin' hunk!  
(Dashes out, slamming door after him.)  

 

Blanche  
(Tucking Shep's letter into her purse,  
taking out small notebook. )  

I must jot that down in my notebook.  
I'm compiling a notebook of quaint little words  
and phrases I've picked up here.  

 

Stanley (Standing above her.)  
You won't pick up nothing here you ain't heard before.  

Blanche  
Can I count on that?  

Stanley  
You can count on that up to five hundred,  

Blanche  
That's a mighty high number.  

 


