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Baby Doll and Other Plays

Tennessee Williams was born in 1911 in Columbus, Mississippi, where his grandfather was the episcopal clergyman. When his father, a travelling salesman, moved with his family to St Louis some yearslater, both he and his sister found it impossible to settle down to city life. He entered college during the Depression and left after a couple of years to take a clerical job in a shoe company. He stayed there for two years, spending the evenings writing. He entered the University of Iowa in 1938 and completed his course, at the same time holding a number of part-time jobs of great diversity. He received a Rockefeller Fellowship in 1940 for his play Battle of Angels, and he won the Pulitzer Prize in 1948 and 1955. Among his many other plays Penguin have published The Rose Tattoo (1951), Camino Real (1953), Cat on a Hot Tin Roof (195 5), Orpheus Descending (1957), Suddenly Last Summer (1958), Period of Adjustment (1960), The Night of the. Iguana (1961), The Milk Train Doesn’t Stop Here Anymore (1963), and Small Craft Warning (1972). Tennessee Williams died in 1983.

Peter Shaffer has written of Tennessee Williams: ‘He was a born dramatist as few are ever born. Whatever he put on paper, superb or superfluous, glorious or gaudy, could not fail to be electrifyingly actable. He could not write a dull scene … Tennessee Williams will live as long as drama itself.’







BABY DOLL









The Film and the Book

For a number of years Elia Kazan, the director of several of Tennessee Williams’ plays on Broadway as well as films, had been urging Mr Williams to weld into an original film story two of his early one-act plays which were, roughly, concerned with the same characters and situation. And in the summer of 1955, while he was travelling in Europe, Mr Williams wrote and dispatched to Mr Kazan a proposed script, quite different from the two short plays. With some changes this was filmed the following winter mainly in the Mississippi rural area which had been the original setting of the two short plays.

Although he had himself adapted several of his Broadway successes for films, this was Mr Williams’ first original screen play. Many who came to read it, including his publishers, felt that although few ‘shooting’ scripts have ever been published, this one was publishable as it stood.

The film, Baby Doll, which was previously announced as The Whip Hand and Mississippi Woman, was produced and directed in the winter of 1955–1956 by Elia Kazan for Newtown Productions, Inc., and is presented by Warner Brothers. The principal roles are filled by Carroll Baker, Eli Wallach, Karl Malden, and Mildred Dunnock.









1]

INTERIOR. DAY.


[A voluptuous girl, under twenty, is asleep on a bed, with the covers thrown off. This is BABY DOLL MEIGHAN, ARCHIE LEE’s virgin wife. A sound is disturbing her sleep, a steady sound, furtive as a mouse scratching, she stirs, it stops, she settles again, it starts again. Then she wakes, without moving, her back to that part of the wall from which the sound comes.]


2]

INTERIOR. DAY. CLOSE SHOT. BABY DOLL.


[She is a little frightened of what sounds like a mouse in the woodwork and still doesn’t sound like a mouse in the woodwork. Then a crafty look.]


3]

INTERIOR. DAY. FULL SHOT.


[She gets up, as the sound is continuing, and moves stealthily out of her room.]


4]

HALL. DAY. FULL SHOT.


[She comes out of her room and just as stealthily opens the door to an adjoining room and peeks in.]


5]

CLOSE SHOT. BABY DOLL.


[Astonished and angry at what she sees.]


6]

WHAT SHE SEES. ARCHIE LEE MEIGHAN.


[He is crouched over a section of broken plaster in the wall, enlarging a space between exposed boards with a penknife. Unshaven, black jowled, in sweaty pyjamas. On the bed table behind him is a half-empty bottle of liquor, an old alarm clock, ticking away, a magazine called Spicy Fiction, and a tube of ointment. After a moment be removes the knife and bends to peer through the enlarged crack.]


7]

CLOSE SHOT. BABY DOLL.


BABY DOLL: Archie Lee. You’re a mess.

8]

ARCHIE LEE.


[He recovers.]


9]

BABY DOLL.

BABY DOLL: Y’know what they call such people? Peepin’ Toms!


10]

FULL SHOT. ARCHIE LEE’S BEDROOM.

ARCHIE LEE: Come in here, I want to talk to you.

BABY DOLL: I know what you’re going to say, but you can save your breath.

ARCHIE LEE: [Interrupting] We made an agreement….

BABY DOLL: You promised my daddy that you would leave me alone till I was ready for marriage….

ARCHIE: Well?

BABY DOLL: Well, I’m not ready for it yet….

ARCHIE: And I’m going crazy….

BABY DOLL: Well, you can just wait….

ARCHIE: We made an agreement that when you was twenty years old we could be man and wife in more than just in name only.

BABY DOLL: Well, I won’t be twenty till November the seventh….

ARCHIE: Which is the day after tomorrow!


BABY DOLL: How about your side of that agreement – that you’d take good care of me? GOOD CARE OF ME! Do you remember that?! Now the Ideal Pay As You Go Plan Furniture Company is threatening to remove the furniture from this house. And every time I bring that up you walk away….

ARCHIE: Just going to the window to get a breath of air….

BABY DOLL: Now I’m telling you that if the Ideal Pay As You Go Plan Furniture Company takes those five complete sets of furniture out of this house then the understanding between us will be cancelled. Completely!


11]

ARCHIE LEE. AT WINDOW.


[He is listening. We hear the distant sound of the Syndicate Cotton Gin. Like a gigantic distant throbbing heart-beat.

ARCHIE LEE puts the window down. He crosses to the mirror, dolefully considers his appearance.]


BABY DOLL: Yeah, just look at yourself! You’re not exactly a young girl’s dream come true, Archie Lee Meighan.


[The phone rings downstairs. This sound is instantly followed by an outcry even higher and shriller.]


BABY DOLL: Aunt Rose Comfort screams ev’ry time the phone rings.

ARCHIE: What does she do a damn fool thing like that for?


[The phone rings again. AUNT ROSE COMFORT screams downstairs. The scream is followed by high breathless laughter. These sounds are downstairs. Archie Lee exits.]


BABY DOLL: She says a phone ringing scares her.

12]

HALL.


[ARCHIE lumbers over to a staircase, much too grand for the present style of the house, and shouts down to the old woman below.]


ARCHIE: Aunt Rose Comfort, why don’t you answer that phone?


13]

DOWNSTAIRS HALL.


[AUNT ROSE comes out of the kitchen and walks towards the hall telephone, withered hand to her breast.]


AUNT ROSE: I cain’t catch m’breath, Archie Lee. Phone give me such a fright.

ARCHIE: [From above] Answer it.


[She has recovered some now and gingerly lifts the receiver.]


AUNT ROSE: Hello? This is Miss Rose Comfort McCorkle speaking. No, the lady of the house is Mrs Archie Lee Meighan, who is the daughter of my brother that passed away …


[ARCHIE LEE is hurrying down the stairs.]


ARCHIE: They don’t wanta know that! Who in hell is it talking and what do they want?

AUNT ROSE: I’m hard of hearing. Could you speak louder, please? The what? The Ideal Pay As –


[With amazing, if elephantine, speed, ARCHIE snatches the phone from the old woman.]


ARCHIE: Gi’me that damn phone. An’ close the door.


[The old woman utters her breathless cackle and backs against the door. ARCHIE speaks in a hoarse whisper.]


ARCHIE: Now what is this? Aw. Uh-huh. Today!? Aw. You gotta g’me more time. Yeah, well you see I had a terrible setback in business lately. The Syndicate Plantation built their own cotton gin and’re ginnin’ out their own cotton, now, so I lost their trade and it’s gonna take me a while to recover from that….


[Suddenly]


Then TAKE IT OUT! TAKE IT OUT! Come and get th’ damn stuff. And you’ll never get my business again! Never!


[They have hung up on him. He stands there – a man in tough trouble. Then abruptly starts massaging his exhausted head of hair.]


AUNT ROSE: [Timidly] Archie Lee, honey, you all aren’t going to lose your furniture, are you?

ARCHIE: [Hoarse whisper] Will you shut up and git on back in the kitchen and don’t speak a word that you heard on the phone, if you heard a word, to my wife! And don’t holler no more in this house, and don’t cackle no more in it either, or by God I’ll pack you up and haul you off to th’ county home at Sunset.

AUNT ROSE: What did you say, Archie Lee, did you say something to me?

ARCHIE: Yeah. I said shoot. [He starts upstairs.]


[AUNT ROSE cackles uneasily and enters the kitchen. Suddenly, we hear another scream from her. We pan with her, and reveal OLD FUSSY, the hen, on top of the kitchen table pecking the corn bread.]


14]

UPSTAIRS HALL.


[ARCHIE is heading back to his bedroom. BABY DOLL appears in a flimsy wrapper at the turn of the stairs crossing to the bathroom.]


BABY DOLL: What made her holler this time?

ARCHIE: How in hell would I know what made that ole woman holler this time or last time or the next time she hollers?

BABY DOLL: Last time she hollered it was because you throwed something at her.


[She enters bathroom. ARCHIE LEE stands in doorway.]


ARCHIE: What did I ever throw at Aunt Rose Comfort?

BABY DOLL: [From inside bathroom] Glass a water. Fo’ singin’ church hymns in the kitchen….


[We hear the shower go on.]


ARCHIE: This much water! Barely sprinkled her with it! To catch her attention. She don’t hear nothing, you gotta do somethin’ to git the ole woman’s attention.


[On an abrupt impulse he suddenly enters the bathroom. Sounds of a struggle. The shower.]


BABY DOLL: Keep y’r hands off me! Will yuh? Keep your hands off … Off.


[ARCHIE LEE comes out of the bathroom good and wet. The shower is turned off. BABY DOLL’s head comes out past the door.]


BABY DOLL: I’m going to move to the Kotton King Hotel, the very next time you try to break the agreement! The very next time!


[She disappears….]


15]

CLOSE SHOT. ARCHIE LEE WET.

DISSOLVE.

16]

ARCHIE LEE.


[He is seated in his 1937 Chevy Sedan. The car is caked with pale-brown mud and much dented. Pasted on the windshield is a photo of BABY DOLL smiling with bewilderment at the birdie-in-the-camera.

ARCHIE LEE is honking his horn with unconcealed and unmodified impatience.]


ARCHIE: [Shouting] Baby Doll! Come on down here, if you’re going into town with me. I got to be at the doctor’s in ten minutes. [No answer] Baby Doll!!!


[From inside the house. BABY DOLL’s voice.]


BABY DOLL: If you are so impatient, just go ahead without me. Just go ahead. I know plenty of ways of getting downtown without you.

ARCHIE: You come on.


[Silence. The sound of the Syndicate Gin. ARCHIE does a sort of imitation. His face is violent.]


ARCHIE: Baby Doll!!!


[BABY DOLL comes out on the sagging porch of the mansion. She walks across the loose boards of the porch through stripes of alternate light and shadow from the big porch pillars. She is humming a little cakewalk tune, and she moves in sympathy to it. She has on a skirt and blouse, white, and skintight, and pearl chokers the size of golf balls seen from a medium distance. She draws up beside the car and goes no farther.]



ARCHIE: You going in town like that?

BABY DOLL: Like what?

ARCHIE: In that there outfit. For a woman of your modest nature that squawks like a hen if her husband dast to put his hand on her, you sure do seem to be advertising your –

BABY DOLL: [Drowning him out] My figure has filt out a little since I bought my trousseau AND paid for it with m’daddy’s insurance money. I got two choices, wear clo’se skintight or go naked, now which do you want me t’ –

ARCHIE:


[Aw, now, hell! Will you git into th’ car?
Their loud angry voices are echoed by the wandering poultry.]


BABY DOLL: I will git into the rear seat of that skatterbolt when you git out of the front seat and walk around here to open the door for me like a gentleman.

ARCHIE: Well, you gonna wait a long time if that’s what you’re waiting for!

BABY DOLL: I vow my father would turn over in his grave….

ARCHIE: I never once did see your father get out and open a car door for your mother or any other woman…. Now get on in….


[She wheels about and her wedgies clack-clack down the drive. At foot of drive she assumes a hitch-hiker’s stance. A hot-rod skids to a sudden and noisy stop. ARCHIE LEE bounds from his car like a jack rabbit, snatching a fistful of gravel as he plummets down drive. Hurls gravel at grinning teen-age kids in hot-rod, shouting incoherently as they shoot off, plunging BABY DOLL and her protector in a dust-cloud. Through the dust …]


ARCHIE LEE: Got your licence number you pack a –

DISSOLVE.

16A]

THE CAR INTERIOR.


[They are jolting down the road.]


ARCHIE: Baby Doll, y’know they’s no torture on earth to equal the torture which a cold woman inflicts on a man that she won’t let touch her??!! No torture to compare with it! What I’ve done is!! Staked out a lot in hell, a lot with a rotten house on it and five complete sets of furniture not paid for….

BABY DOLL: What you done is bit off more’n you can chew.

ARCHIE: People know the situation between us. Yestiddy on Front Street a man yelled to me, ‘Hey Archie Lee, has y’wife outgrowed the crib yet??’ And three or four others haw-hawed! Public! Humiliation!


[BABY DOLL in back seat, her beads and earrings ajingle like a circus pony’s harness.]


BABY DOLL: Private humiliation is just as painful.

ARCHIE: Well! – There’s an agreement between us! You ain’t gonna sleep in no crib tomorrow night, Baby, when we celebrate your birthday.

BABY DOLL: If they remove those five complete sets of furniture from the house, I sure will sleep in the crib because the crib’s paid for – I’ll sleep in the crib or on the top of Aunt Rose Comfort’s pianner….

ARCHIE: And I want to talk to you about Aunt Rose Comfort…. I’m not in a position to feed and keep her any –

BABY DOLL: Look here, Big Shot, the day Aunt Rose Comfort is unwelcome under your roof …

ARCHIE: Baby Doll, honey, we just got to unload ourselves of all unnecessary burdens…. Now she can’t cook and she –

BABY DOLL: If you don’t like Aunt Rose Comfort’s cookin’, then get me a regular servant. I’m certainly not going to cook for a fat ole thing like you, money wouldn’t pay me – Owwwww!


[ARCHIE has backhanded her. And prepares to do so again.]


BABY DOLL: Cut that out….

ARCHIE: You better quit saying ‘fat ole thing’ about me!

BABY DOLL: Well, you get young and thin and I’ll quit calling you a fat old thing. – What’s the matter now?


[ARCHIE LEE points to off right with a heavily tragic gesture.]



17]

TRAVELLING SHOT. SYNDICATE GIN. THEIR VIEWPOINT.


[It is new, handsome, busy, clearly prospering. A sign (large) reads: SYNDICATE COTTON GIN.]


18]

TWO SHOT. ARCHIE AND BABY DOLL.

ARCHIE: There it is! There it is!

BABY DOLL: Looks like they gonna have a celebration!

ARCHIE: Why shouldn’t they!!?? They now got every last bit of business in the county, including every last bit of what I used to get.

BABY DOLL: Well, no wonder, they got an up-to-date plant – not like that big pile of junk you got!!


[ARCHIE glares at her.]


QUICK DISSOLVE.

19]

WAITING-ROOM. DOCTOR’S OFFICE.


[ARCHIE and BABY DOLL enter, and he is still hotly pursuing the same topic of discussion.]


ARCHIE: Now I’m just as fond of Aunt Rose Comfort –

BABY DOLL: You ain’t just as fond of Aunt –

ARCHIE: Suppose she breaks down on us?? Suppose she gets a disease that lingers –


[BABY DOLL snorts.]


ARCHIE: All right, but I’m serving you notice. If that ole woman breaks down and dies on my place, I’m not going to be stuck with her funeral expenses. I’ll have her burned up, yep, cremated, cremated, is what they call it. And pack her ashes in an ole Coca-Cola bottle and pitch the bottle into TIGER TAIL BAYOU!!!

BABY DOLL: [Crossing to inner door] Doctor John? Come out here and take a look at my husband. I think a mad dawg’s bit him. He’s gone ravin’ crazy!!


RECEPTIONIST: [Appearing] Mr Meighan’s a little bit late for his appointment, but the doctor will see him.

BABY DOLL: Good! I’m going down to the –

ARCHIE: Oh, no, you’re gonna sit here and wait till I come out….

BABY DOLL: Well, maybe …


[ARCHIE observes that she is exchanging a long, hard stare with a young man slouched in a chair.]


ARCHIE: And look at this! Or somethin’.


[He thrusts a copy of Screen Secrets into her hands and shoves her into a chair. Then glares at the young man, who raises his copy of Confidential.]


DISSOLVE.

20]

INNER OFFICE.


[ARCHIE LEE has been stripped down to the waist. The doctor has just finished examining him. From the ante-room, laughter, low. Which seems to make ARCHIE LEE nervous.]


DOCTOR: You’re not an old man, Archie Lee, but you’re not a young man, either.

ARCHIE: That’s the truth.

DOCTOR: How long you been married?

ARCHIE: Just about a year now.

DOCTOR: Have you been under a strain? You seem terrible nervous?

ARCHIE: No strain at all! None at all….


[Sound of low laughter from the waiting-room. Suddenly, ARCHIE LEE rushes over and opens the door. BABY DOLL and the YOUNG MAN are talking. He quickly raises his magazine…. Archie closes … the door, finishes dressing….]


DOCTOR: What I think you need is a harmless sort of sedative….

ARCHIE: Sedative! Sedative! What do I want with a sedative???


[He bolts out of the office….]


DISSOLVE.


21]

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. ARCHIE LEE’S CAR GOING DOWN FRONT STREET.


[BABY DOLL sits on her side aloof. Suddenly a moving van passes the other way. On its side is marked the legend, IDEAL PAY AS YOU GO PLAN FURNITURE COMPANY. Suddenly, BABY DOLL jumps up and starts waving her hand, flagging the van down, then when this fails, flagging ARCHIE LEE down.]


22]

CLOSER SHOT. ARCHIE’S CAR.

BABY DOLL: That was all our stuff!

ARCHIE: No it wasn’t….

BABY DOLL: That was our stuff. Turn around, go after them.

ARCHIE: Baby Doll, I’ve got to wait down here for my perscription….


[At this moment another IDEAL PAY AS YOU GO PLAN FURNITURE COMPANY goes by, in the OTHER direction.]


BABY DOLL: There goes another one, towards our house.

ARCHIE: Baby, let’s go catch the show at the Delta Brilliant.

BABY DOLL: [Starts beating him.]

ARCHIE: Or let’s drive over to the Flaming Pig and have some barbecue ribs and a little cold beer.

BABY DOLL: That’s our stuff …!


[ARCHIE LEE looks the other way.]


I said that’s our stuff …!! I wanta go home. HOME. NOW. If you don’t drive me home now, I’ll I’ll, I’ll – Mr Hanna. Mr Gus Hanna. You live on Tiger Tail Road …

ARCHIE: I’ll drive you home.


[He spins the car around and they start home.]


23]

EXTERIOR MEIGHAN HOUSE. DAY.


[MEIGHAN’s car turns in the drive. The van we saw is backed up to the house, and furniture is being removed from the house. BABY DOLL runs among them and starts to beat the movers. They go right on with their work, paying no attention. After a time AUNT ROSE puts her arms around BABY DOLL and leads her into the house.]


24]

CLOSE SHOT. ARCHIE LEE.


[He really is on a spot. Again he bears the sound of the Syndicate Cotton Gin. He makes the same sound, imitating it, he made earlier. He looks in its direction and spits. Then he gets out of the car and walks towards his empty home.]


25]

INTERIOR. ARCHIE LEE’S HOUSE. THE PARLOUR.


[BABY DOLL is sobbing by the window. The screen door creaks to admit the bulking figure of ARCHIE LEE.]


ARCHIE: [Approaching] Baby Doll….

BABY DOLL: Leave me alone in here. I don’t want to sit in the same room with a man that would make me live in a house with no furniture.

ARCHIE: Honey, the old furniture we got left just needs to be spread out a little….

BABY DOLL: My daddy would turn in his grave if he knew, he’d turn in his grave.

ARCHIE: Baby Doll, if your daddy turned in his grave as often as you say he’d turn in his grave, that old man would plough up the graveyard.


[Somewhere outside AUNT ROSE is heard singing; ‘Rock of Ages’.]


ARCHIE: She’s out there pickin’ roses in the yard just as if nothing at all had happened here….

BABY DOLL: I’m going to move to the Kotton King Hotel. I’m going to move to the Kotton King Hotel….

ARCHIE: No, you ain’t, Baby Doll.

BABY DOLL: And I’m going to get me a job. The manager of the Kotton King Hotel carried my daddy’s coffin, he’ll give me work.


ARCHIE: What sort of work do you think you could do, Baby Doll?

BABY DOLL: I could curl hair in a beauty parlour or polish nails in a barber-shop, I reckon, or I could be a hostess and smile at customers coming into a place.

ARCHIE: What place?

BABY DOLL: Any place! I could be a cashier.

ARCHIE: You can’t count change.

BABY DOLL: I could pass out menus or programmes or something and say hello to people coming in! [Rises] I’ll phone now. [She exits.]

26]

HALL.


[BABY DOLL crosses to the telephone. She is making herself attractive as if preparing for an interview.]


BABY DOLL: Kotton King? This is Mrs Meighan. I want to reserve a room for tomorrow mornin’ and I want to register under my maiden name, which is Baby Doll Carson. My daddy was T. C. Carson who died last summer when I got married and he is a very close personal friend of the manager of the Kotton King Hotel – you know – what’s his name….

27]

EXTERIOR OF HOUSE.


[ARCHIE comes out door and wanders into the yard, passing AUNT ROSE, who holds a bunch of roses.]


AUNT ROSE: Archie Lee, look at these roses! Aren’t they poems of nature?

ARCHIE: Uh-huh, poems of nature.


[He goes past her, through the front gate and over to his Chevy. The front seat on the driver’s side has been removed and a broken-down commodious armchair put in its place.
Sound of the Syndicate Gin, throbbing. ARCHIE LEE reaches under the chair and fishes out a pint bottle. He takes a slug, listens to the Syndicate, takes another. Then he throws the bottle out of the car, turns the ignition key of the car and …]


28]

THE CHEVY ROCKS OUT OF THE YARD.

DISSOLVE.

29]

THE INTERIOR. BRITE SPOT CAFE.


[A habitually crowded place. Tonight it is empty. In the corner a customer or two. Behind the bar, the man in the white apron with nothing to do is sharpening a frog gig on a stone. Enter ARCHIE, goes over to the bar.]


ARCHIE: Didn’t get to the bank today, Billy, so I’m a little short of change….


[The BARTENDER has heard this before. He reaches to a low shelf and takes out an unlabelled bottle and pours ARCHIE a jolt.]


ARCHIE: Thanks. Where’s everybody?

BARTENDER: Over to the Syndicate Gin. Free liquor over there tonight. Why don’t you go over? [Then he laughs sardonically.]

ARCHIE: What’s the occasion?

BARTENDER: First anniversary. Why don’t you go over and help them celebrate.

ARCHIE: I’m not going to my own funeral either.

BARTENDER: I might as well lock up and go home. All that’s coming in here is such as you.

ARCHIE: What you got there?


[The BARTENDER holds up a frog gig. The ends, where just sharpened, glisten.]


ARCHIE: Been getting any frogs lately?

BARTENDER: Every time I go out. Going tomorrow night and get me a mess. You wanna come? There’s a gang going. You look like you could use some fresh meat.


[Another rather despondent-looking character comes in.]


ARCHIE: Hey, Mac, how you doing?


MAC
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