MAGGIE: MONOLOGUE #1 ( p. 24)

Yes, you should have been at that supper table, Baby. Y’know, Big Daddy, bless his ole sweet soul, he’s the dearest ole
thing in the world, but he does hunch over his food as if he preferred not to notice anything else. Well, Mae an’ Gooper
were side by side at the table, direckly across from Big Daddy, watchin’ his face like hawks while they jawed an’ jabbered
about the cuteness an’ brilliance of th’ no-neck monsters!

And the no-neck monsters were ranged around the table, some in high chairs and some on th’ Books of Knowledge, all in
fancy little paper caps in honor of Big Daddy’s birthday, and all through dinner, well, | want you to know that Brother
Man an’ his partner never once, for one moment, stopped exchanging pokes an’ pinches an’ kicks an’ signs an’ signals! -
—-Why, they were like a couple of cardsharps fleecing a sucker. Even Big Mama, bless her ole sweet soul, she isn’t th’
quickest an’ brightest thing in the world, she finally noticed, at last, an’ said to Gooper, “Gooper, what are you an’ Mae
makin’ all these signs at each other about?” ---| swear t’ goodness, | nearly choked on my chicken!

MAGGIE: MONOLOGUE #2 (p. 25)

Y’know---your bother Gooper still cherishes the illusion he took a giant step up on the social ladder when he married
Miss Mae Flynn of the Memphis Flynns.

But | have a piece of Spanish news for Gooper. The Flynns never had a thing in this world but money and they lost that,
they were nothing at all but fairly successful climbers. Of course, Mae Flynn came out in Memphis eight years before |
made my debut in Nashville, but | had friends at Ward-Belmont who came from Memphis and they used to come to see
me and | used to go to see them for Christmas and spring vacations, and so | know who rates an” who doesn’t rate in
Memphis society. Why, y’know ole Papa Flynn, he barely escaped doing time in the Federal pen for shady manipulations
on th’ stock market when his chain stores crashed, and as for Mae having been a cotton carnival queen, as they remind
us so often, lest we forget, well, that’s one honor that | don’t envy her for! -- Sit on a brass throne ona tacky float an’
ride down Main Street, smilin’, bowin’ and blowin’ kisses to all the trash on the street---

MAGGIE: MONOLOGUE #3 (p. 59-60)

Brick, let me finish!—I know, believe me | know, that it was only Skipper that harbored even any unconscious desire for
anything not perfectly pure between you two! —Now let me skip a little. You married me early that summer we
graduated out of Ole Miss and we were happy, weren’t we, we were blissful, yes, hit heaven together ev’ry time that we
loved! But that fall you an’ Skipper turned down wonderful offers of jobs in order to keep on bein’ football heroes—pro-
football heroes. You organized the Dixie Stars that fall, so you could keep on bein’ teammates forever! But somethin’
was not right with it! ---Me included! --- between you. Skipper began hittin’ the bottle...you got a spinal injury---
couldn’t play the Thanksgivin’ game in Chicago, watched it on TV from a traction bed in Toledo. | joined Skipper. The
Dixie Stars lost because poor Skipper was drunk. We drank together that night all night in the bar of the Blackstone and
when cold day was comin’ up over the Lake an’ we were comin’ out drunk to take a dizzy look at it, | said, “SKIPPER!
STOP LOVIN’ MY HUSBAND OR TELL HIM HE’S GOT TO LET YOU ADMIT IT TO HIM!”---one way or another!

HE SLAPPED ME HARD ON THE MOUTH!---then turned and ran without stopping once, | am sure, all the way back into
his room at the Blackstone...

When | came to his room that night, with a little scratch like a shy little mouse at his door, he made that pitiful,
ineffectual little attempt to prove that what | had said wasn’t true...

—-In this way, | destroyed him, by telling him truth that he and his world which he was born and raised in, yours and his
world, had told him could not be told?



