even born until I wasajunior in college. Ireme
distinctly. My friends and I were all out watching g

dness. I can’t understand why
for a couple of firecrackers and

drunk teenagers earping
SHELBY. I like it.

ANNELLE. With my own two hands.
OUJSER. Yourpresentis . . . uh . . .
haven’t wrapped it yet.

SHELBY. How’s Rhett?

OUISER. He’s getting along. As a matter of
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fact, he’s the

r—pirthe wall with a picture on it.)

@ CNO Ai\'“\e'“ L’)

ster dog for the Christmas festival. (Quiser pointsto a poster
tort
n

| SHELBY. ' I have to run some errands, but before I
. Miss Ouiser. I have met an old friend of yours.

. QUISER. Ok? .
SHELBY. Owen Jenkins.

QUISER. Oh.
CLAIREE. Owen? Now there’s a blast from the past.

SHELBY. Do you remember him? He remembers you.
QUISER. Of course I remember him. He had the longest
nose hair in the free world.
SHELBY. He doesn’t now.

anywhere. . o
CLAIREE. Owen’s been gone from Chinquapin since God

was a boy. I'd forgotten he’d ever existed.
SHELBY. Well now Owen lives in Monroe and goes to First
Presbyterian. He sings in the choir. One night at choir prac-

TRUVY. Thatis Rhett! I didn’t refogrﬁze hin}.

He hardly has any hair

. tice we were doing an especially beautiful Mozart thingand I

was moved to tears. He offered me his handkerchief and we

ot to talking. When he found out where I was from he asked
me if I knew you. I said not only did I know you, but you were
a neighbor and your dog has almost killed my father on
numerous occasions. He’s had a very interesting life. He
lived in Ohio somewhere. His wife just died recently and he
moved back down here. '

_ QUISER. Does this story have a point?

SHELBY. No, not really. He just remembers you fondly, I

. think.

OUISER. Can’t imagine why. He wasn’t a bad fellow. But I
managed to run him off and marry the first of two total
deadbeats.

TRUVY. Unrequited love. My favorite.

SHELBY. Maybe sometime I could arrange for us all to get
together.

OUISER. Maybe not.
SHELBY. Why not? '

OUISER. Shelby. I managed in just a few decades to marry
the two most worthless men in the universe and proceed to
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have the three most ungrateful children ever conceived. The
only reason people are nice to me is because I have more
money than God. I am notabout to open a new can of worms,
CLAIREE. Do I detect a negativity in your tone?
M’LYNN. If this is really the way you feel, Ouiser, it isn’t
healthy. Maybe you should think about coming down and
talking to someone at the Guidance Center. We're there to
help.

e old clothes? I need to get them out of the back seat.
ANWELLE. Just bring ’em in.

around. Except for M’Lyn
TRUVY. Congratulatio
much this morningy
Aren’t you excited?

g your shrimp meat pies to our open house tonigh
OUJISER. Don’t I always? They’ll be there.

SHELBY. Good. So will Owen Jenkins. I opened the worm:
for you. (Shelby exits.)

OUISER.I'mn rzy—t-qe just beenin a very bad mood for
forty years. — 5—\-0@
€7 Wihat-do-you-want-me to do with

. I can’t believe she did that. Owen? After all these

ears? I'm not sure I can be gracious under pressure.
M’LYNNShelby, Shelby. Her heart does get the best ofher
?;{nét\l;?[es'l‘ is baby. That’s not exactly great news, is it?
 M’LYNN. She\wants this so badly. I just don’t khow . . .

_ROY . - -
ey. 1 wish I had some/words of wis-
. So 1 will focus on thé

¢ clothes to the poor.
Rope poor people like

she says gogs.

SHELBY/ That’s not true, Mama. )
M’LYNN. Shelby, you always insist on having th last word.
SHELKY. (At the door.) I do not. (She slams the doo anfi runs
off. Lights out and the bombastic sounds of Handel’s Me3siah fill
the air as we have . . .)

A

CURTAIN.



