SHELBY. Forget the damn juice.

M’AYNN. Shelby’ll be fine now. Anyway I always £arry
som¢ mints in my bag just in case. :
TRUVY. Then take some of the butterscotch in ffat dish.
Throw some in her bag, Clairee. They are the Pest. They
start ou real hard, but once you suck all the coagihg off, they
get real\chewy. My two favorite things . . _/runchy and
chewy an§ buttery . . . allin one. Delicious/(Clairee dumps
some in M’kynn’s bag and notices something 9fld.)
CLAIREE.\M’Lynn. You always carry ¢z ndy in your bag?
M’LYNN. Without fail.

CLAIREE. Then tell me. Do you sucl/on this often? (Clairee
pulls a huge gux from the bag. Gasps All around.)

M’LYNN. Clairge. Put that back

TRUVY. I hate itwhen people bfing weapons into my shop.
SHELBY. How diy you get DAddy’s gun away from him?
M’LYNN. I had bee) waiting4ll morning for my chance. He
finally put it down to\go to the bathroom.

ANNELLE. I'd like to\ask/a question. I'm new here and all.
Is my life in danger? :
TRUVY. No. M'Lyny/s\husband’s just been shooting at
some birds. The trees Zround here are full of em this time of
year.

M'LYNN. You seg/ our backyard is full of fruit trees . . .
SHELBY. Which 4re full of birds. Daddy has been trying to

frighten the birgs out of the t\¢es by making loud noises. I

didn’t want t
dodging bird Mo.
M’LYNN. Vhe neighborhood is fi¢ to be tied. Ouiser Bou-
dreaux blgfnes my husband’s gunshots for the problems of
that mangy dog of hers. She insists al\the noise has made that
stupid ghimal lose its hair.
TRUXNY. Taking the gun was a strok of genius, M’Lynn.
MTANN. I know.
ANNELLE. What if he comes over hereynd tries to get his
gun back?

"LYNN. Drum would never set foot in a béguty shop. This

is women’s territory. He probably thinks we 3| run around
naked or something. \

guests at my rgception to spend all night
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; ; i There’s

NELLE. (Catching a glimpse out of the window.)
sAol:]nebody coming! A strange lady with a strange dogf
CLAIREE. That would be Ouiser. ) - .
ANNELLE. That is one ugly dog. What kind of dog is that?
CLAIREE. If Rhett had hair, he would be a collie. ’
TRUVY. Lord. Give us strength. (The door bursts open. It’s

: sel. )
(())ul}sfgxﬁ‘.gfy'{fgis 15) it. I've found it. I am in hell!

VY. ’Morning, Ouiser. .

FCI;%IIJSER. Don’t tryg to get on my good side. I no longer have

?rrifi)VY. You're a little early. You're not expected ’til

elevenish. ) . |

. That’s precisely why I’'m here. I have to cancel.
(OTIhJeI[S;i?oI:ze rings. Oziser picks it up and hangsup on the caller.)1
have to take my poor dog to the vet l?efore he has a nervous
breakdown. My dog I mean. The vet is perfectly healthy. (7o
Anmnelle.) You must be the new girl.

. Hi. )
?)I;IJII\IS};:EIf{Lfday lhavea gllzltss) of water? I have been screaming
i ing. (Exit Annelle.
g{l}sl,.r;(l;rliln.ri’gm(sorry this whole thing has gotten out of hand,
Ouiser . . . )

. It’s not your fault, M’Lynn. I used to think that
}(,)Oliljgl: cr;zy for )r,narrying that man. Then I thought fora
few years that you were just a glutton for punishment. Now I
realize that you must be on some mission from God. I have
not slept in days. I look like a dog’s dinner. However, whenl
got up this morning;, I decided I would try to rise aboveit. I
would start anew. Whatever that man has done, I would
overlook it in honor of your wedding day, Shelby. I thought I
would make myself a little presentable and floss up the house
in case somebody wanted todropin . . . it being a big day
in the neighborhood and all. So I go out to cut some fresh
flowers for the living room. I go down to my magnolia tree
and there is not a2 bloom on it! )

M’LYNN. OQuiser. The judge has not decided whose tree
that is exactly.
OUISER. It’Z mine! (Enter Annelle with glass of water.) Be that
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asitmay . . . it would not be too much to ask for me to have
one blossom to brighten my home. I am all alone except for
my dog.

CLAIREE. You need something in your life besides that
dumb animal . . . '

OUISER. Put a lid on it, Clairee. I was standing there look-
ing at my . . . my naked magnolia tree when I saw Drum
across the way loading what appeared to be a cannon. 1 asked
him what happened to all those magnolia blossoms. He said
the wind probably blew them off during the night. Then I
asked him how the wind managed to blow them all off into
your pool. Then he fired at mel Is that rude or what?
M’LYNN. They’re blanks. And Drum would never aim a
gun at a lady. :

OUISER. He’s a real gentleman. I'll bet he takes the dishes
out of the sink before he pees in it. :
M’LYNN. That’s uncalled for.

OUISER. All] know is my poor animal has to be sedated. He
has a condition.

SHELBY. Are you sure that’s true? Rhett is a very old dog.
OUISER. I am simply going on what the vet tells me.
CLAIREE. Which ver? A

OUISER. Whitey Black.

CLAIREE. That’s your first mistake. Whitey Black is a
moron. I'm not even sure he has opposable thumbs.
SHELBY. Miss Ouiser, Daddy is not trying to drive you
crazy. He’s just trying to make my reception nice. His heart’s
in the right place.

OUISER. But he cannot do this to my dog! My dog is on his
last legs! What am I going to do with the poor animal?
CLAIREE. (Holding up the recipe box.) I've got a lot of good
recipes here.

OUISER. (To Annelle.) Darling . . . whatever your name
is . . . would you look out the window and check on my dog
while I smack Clairee on her smart mouth? You may not
believe this, but these are the dearest friends I have in this
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TRUVY. Ladies. This is going to work out beautifully. I"

almokt through with Shelby. Annelle can shampoo Ouiser.

See. Dife can be wonderful.

OUISER. All right. Aslong as there’sno more gunshogs, I'll

stay. (To X nnelle.) What is your name? Did you tell pe?

ANNELLE. Annelle.

OUISER. Fipe. Are you new in town? I know e¥eryone. 1

don’t recall eXer seeing you before.

ANNELLE. Ijust moved to town not too long ago.

OUISER. With Your family? )

ANNELLE. No'my, I don’t have any family to speak of.

OUISER. With your husband?

ANNELLE. Uh . \. my husband? /That’s hard to

say...l...uh...ldon’tknow.

OUISER. You don’t kngw?

ANNELLE. I’'m not sure .

OUISER. I'm intrigued. Ar¢ you married or not? These are

not difficult questions. : ’

ANNELLE. Uh . . . we’renot/. . . he’snot . . . Ican’t

talk about it. '

CLAIREE & TRUVY. Of cgurse you can.

ANNELLE. I'm not sure if/I’'m mRrried or not . . . he’s
el

%)O{IIISER. Honey. Men aye the most horrible creatures.

ANNELLE. Everything s horrible. Bugkie . . . that’s my

husband. He left. We opily moved here a igonth ago. He just

vanished last week.

CLAIREE. No idea/where he went?

ANNELLE. Nobody knows. He took all the money, my jew-

elry, the car. Mosf of my clothes were in the k.

TRUVY. Ther¢/might have been foul play. Have you been

to the police? o

ANNELLE. No . . . but they’ve been to me. H&’s in big

trouble with/the law. Drugs or something. He never jaid the

rent so I got thrown out of our house and had to movg in at

crazy old Mrs. Robeline’s. The police keep questioning\me.

But I dop’t know anything. They say my marriage may Rot

TRUVY. You should've said something.
ANNELLE. I wassscared to. I need a job in the worst way and
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