And so it was I entered the broken world
To trace the visionary company of love, its voice
An instant in the wind (I know not whither hurled)
But not for long to hold each desperate choice
—"The Broken Tower" by Hart Crane
The exterior of a two-story corner building on a street in New Orleans which is named Elysian Fields and
runs between the L & N tracks and the river. The section is poor but, unlike corresponding sections in
other American cities, it has a raffish charm. The houses are mostly white frame, weathered gray, with
rickety outside stairs and galleries and quaintly ornamented gables. This building contains two flats,
upstairs and down. Faded white stairs ascend to the entrances of both.
It is first dark of an evening early in May. The sky that shows around the dim white building is a
peculiarly tender blue, almost a turquoise, which invests the scene with a kind of lyricism and gracefully
attenuates the atmosphere of decay. You can almost feel the warm breath of the brown river beyond
the river warehouses with their faint redolences of bananas and coffee. A corresponding air is evoked by
the music of Negro entertainers at a barroom around the corner. In this part of New Orleans you are
practically always just around the corner, or a few doors down the street, from a tinny piano being
played with the infatuated fluency of brown fingers. This "Blue Piano" expresses the spirit of the life
which goes on here.
Two women, one white and one colored, are taking the air on the steps of the building. The white
woman is Eunice, who occupies the upstairs flat; the colored woman a neighbor, for New Orleans is a
cosmopolitan city where there is a relatively warm and easy intermingling of races in the old part of
town. Above the music of the "Blue Piano" the voices of people on the street can be heard overlapping.
Two men come around the corner, Stanley Kowalski and Mitch. They are about twenty-eight or thirty
years old, roughly dressed in blue denim work clothes. Stanley carries his bowling jacket and a redstained package from a butcher's. They stop at the foot of the steps.

