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ANNELLE. You'll have to ask him. Sammy runs me off whenever
he starts cooking. That kitchen is so tiny he’s scared he’ll hit me in
the stomach with a spatula.

CLAIREE. When are you moving, Annelle?

ANNELLE. Next month.

TRUVY. You had to bring it up. I can't stand it that she’s moving
away now that 'm about to be a semi-grandmother,

ANNELLE. Its just down the street, Truvy. A hop, skip, and a
jump. That apartment is so squnched Sammy and I have to step
outside to change our minds. You're toying with me, aren’t you?
TRUVY. A little bit. Not a lot. Guess it’s just me and the old man,
CLAIREE. Truvy. Be thankful. You'd miss him if he were gone.

TRUVY. (Chuckles.) You know? Last night, he actually got up off
the couch and said, “Let’s 80 out to eat.” Well...after I came to, I
asked him, “What’s the matter?” [ thought Deputy Dawg had been
preempted. Then he said he’s got a good shot at doing the electrical
contracting for the new college library! I'm not supposed to tell

anybody! (Everyone is excited. M Lynn enters. No one knows what to
say. M'Lynn is very together.)

MLYNN. Hello everybody. (They all hug her.) Welcome home,
Clairee. How was Paris?

CLAIREE. Perfectly beautiful. I ate too much. I brought you some-
thing pretty.

M'LYNN. You shouldn’t have, (The radio is playing something inap-

propriate. Truvy goes to turn it of:) Don't turn off Shelby’s radio. I
like the noise.

CLAIREE. There’s special programming today. I had Jonathan go

down to the station and pull music that Shelby would have liked
and they’re going to play it until noon.

M’LYNN. He told me. I think you'e going to be surprised at some
of the stuff you hear,

CLAIREE. Thats OK. It’s for Shelby.
OUISER. M’Lynn. Just tell us. What can we do?

M’LYNN. Thank you. Truvy? Do you think you could work a little
magic? I know I look like ten miles of dirt road.
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TRUVY. Let me get my wand and my fairy dust! (M’Lynn sits.)
How are you doing honey?

M’LYNN. P'm fine. I am a little worried about Drum. The boys got
in last night. I really don't know how they’re doing. Jackson is...
Jackson. And he has his hands full with Jack Jr. I will admit it's hard

to be somber with a baby running around.

CLAIREE. M'Lynn. I'm beside myself. Wasn’t Shelby fine when I
left? Can you talk about it?

M’LYNN. Oh, sure. Basically...after the transplant failed, she
went back on dialysis...you knew that. Shed been doing fine the
last few months. But last Monday, everything went wrong. It was
like dominoes. They thought they could correct things with a little
surgery. As they wheeled her down, she said, “Mama. 'm going to
feel so good when this is over”” They gave her the anesthetic...

ANNELLE. In a way she was right. Maybe she knew she was going
to be with her king.

M’LYNN. (A little shaken.) Yes, Annelle. Maybe so.
ANNELLE. We should be rejoicing.

M'LYNN. You go ahead. I wish I could feel that way. I guess I'm a
little selfish. I'd rather have her here.

ANNELLE. Miss M’Lynn. I don’t mean to upset you by saying that.
You see. When something like this happens, I pray very hard to
make heads or tails of it. I think in Shelby’s case, she wanted to take
care of that baby, of you, of everybody she knew...and her poor
body was just worn out. It wouldn’t let her do everything she wanted
to do. So she went on to a place where she could be a guardian angel.
She will always be young. She will always be beautiful. And I
personally feel much safer knowing she’s up there on my side. I
know some people might think that sounds real simple and stupid...
and maybe I am. But that’s how I get through things like this.

M’LYNN. (Gentler.) Thank you, Annelle. I appreciate that. And
that's a very good idea. Shelby, as you know, would not want us to
get all mired down and wallow in this. She would look on it as just
one of life’s occurrences. We should deal with it the best way we
know how...and get on with it. That's what my mind says. I wish

Wmebody would explain that to my heart.
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