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THE TIMELESS W,ORLD OF A PLAY

Carson McCullers concludes one of her lyric poems with
the line: “Time, the endless idiot, runs screaming 'round the
world.” It is this continual rush of time, so violent that it
appears to be screaming, that deprives our actual lives of so
much dignity and meaning, and it is, perhaps more than any-
thing else, the arresz of time which has taken place in a com- -
pleted work of art that gives to certain plays their feeling of
depth and significance. In the London notices of Deatk of a
Salesman a certain notoriously skeptical critic made the re-
mark that Willy Loman was the sort of man that almost any
member of the audience would have kicked out of an office
had he applied for a job or detained one for conversation
about his troubles. The remark itself possibly holds some
truth. But the implication that Willy -Loman is conse-
quently a character with whom we have no reason to con-
cern oursclves in drama, reveals a strikingly false concep-
tion of what plays are. Contemplation is something that ex-
ists outside of time, and so is the tragic sense. Even in the
actual world of commerce, there exists in some persons a
sensibility to the unfortunate situations of others, a capacity
for concern and compassion, surviving from a more tender
period of life outside the present whirling wire-cage of busi-
ness activity. Facing Willy Loman across an office desk,
meeting his nervous glance and hearing his querulous voice.
we would be very likely to glance at our wrist watch and
our schedule of other appointments. We would not kick
him out of the office, no, but we would certainly ease him
out with more expedition than Willy had feebly hoped for.
But suppose there had been no wrist watch or office clock

vi



~ and suppose there had noz been the schedule of pressing ap-
pointments, and suppose that we were not actually facing
Willy across a desk—and facing a person is no# the best way
to see him!—suppose, in other words, that the meeting with
Willy Loman had somehow occurred in a world ouzside of
time. Then I think we would receive him with concern and
kindness and even with respect. If the world of a play did
not offer us this occasion to view its characters under that
special condition of a world without time, then, indeed, the
characters and occurrences of drama would become equally
pointless, equally trivial, as corresponding meetings and
happenings in life.

The classic tragedies of Greece had tremendous nobility.
The actors wore great masks, movements were formal,
dance-like, and the speeches had an epic quality which
doubtless were as removed from the normal conversation of
their contemporary society as they seem today. Yet they did
not seem false to the Greek audiences: the magnitude of the
events and the passions aroused by them did not seem ridic-
ulously out of proportion to common experience. And I
wonder if this was not because the Greek audiences knew,
instinctively or by training, that the created world of a play
is removed from that element which makes people litle
and their emotions fairly inconsequential.

Great sculpture often follows the lines of the human body:
yet the repose of great sculpture suddenly transmutes those
human lines to something that has an absoluteness, a purity,
a beauty, which would not be possible in a living mobile
form. He

A play may be violent, full of motion: yet it has that special
kind of repose which allows contemplation and produces
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the climate in which tragic importance is a possible thing,
provided that certain modern conditions are met.

In actual existence the moments of love are succeeded by
the moments of satiety and sleep. The sincere remark is fol-
lowed by a cynical distrust. Truth is fragmentary, at best:
we love and betray each other net in quite the same breath
but in two breaths that occur in fairly close sequence. But
the fact that passion occurred in passing, that it then de-

clined into a more familiar sense of indifference, should not
~ be regarded as proof of its inconsequence. And this is the
very truth that drama wishes to bring us . . . '

Whether or not we admit it to ourselves, we are all haunted
by a truly awful sense of impermanence. I have always had
a particularly keen sense of this at New York cocktail par-
ties, and perhaps that is why I drink the martinis almost as
fast as I can snatch them from the tray.- This sense is the
 febrile thing that hangs in the air. Horror of insincerity, of
not meaning, overhangs these affairs like the cloud of ciga-
rette smoke and the hectic chatter. This horror is the only
thing, almost, that is left unsaid at such functions. All social
functions involving a group of people not intimately known
to each other are always under this shadow. They are al-
most always (in an unconscious way) like that last dinner
of the condemned: where steak or turkey, whatever the
doomed man wants, is served in his cell as a mockingly

cruel reminder of what the great-big-little-transitory world
had to offer. - i

In a play, time is arrested in the sense of being confined. By
a sort of legerdemain, events are made to remain events,
rather than being reduced so quickly to mere occurrences.
The audience can sit back in a comforting dusk to watch a
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world which is flooded with light and in which emotion and
action have a dimension and dignity that they would like-
wise have in real existence, if only the shattering intrusion
of time could be locked out. ' '

About their lives people ought to remember that when they
- are finished, everything in them will be contained in a mar-
velous state of repose which is the same as that which they
unconsciously admired in drama. The rush is temporary.
The great and only possible dignity of man lies in his power
deliberately to choose certain moral values by which to live
as steadfastly as if he, too, like a character in a play, were
immured against the corrupting rush of time. Snatching the
eternal out of the desperately fleeting is the great magic
trick of human existence. As far as we know, as far as there
exists any kind of empiric evidence, there is no way to beat
the game of being against non-being, in which non-being is
the predestined victor on realistic levels.

Yet plays in the tragic tradition offer us a view of certain
moral values in violent juxtaposition. Because we do not
participate, except as spectators, we can view them clearly,
within the limits of our emotional equipment. These people
on the stage do not return our looks. We do not have to
answer their questions nor make any sign of being in com-
pany with them, nor do we have to compete with their vir-
tues nor resist their offenses. All at once, for this reason, we
are able to see them! Our hearts are wrung by recognition
and pity, so that the dusky shell of the auditorium where
we are gathered anonymously together is flooded with an
almost liquid warmth of unchecked human sympathies, re-
lieved of self-consciousness, allowed to function . . .

Men pity and love each other more deeply than they per--
mit themselves to know. The moment after the phone has

(
e

1X



been hung up, the hand reaches for a scratch pad and
scrawls a notation: “Funeral Tuesday at five, Church of the
Holy Redeemer, don't forget flowers.” And the same hand
is only a little shakier than usual as it reaches, some minutes
later, for a highball glass that will pour a stupefaction over
the kindled nerves. Fear and evasion are the two little
beasts that chase each other’s tails in the revolving wire-
~ cage of our nervous world. They distract us from feeling
too much about things. Time rushes toward us with its hos-
~ pital tray of infinitely varied narcotics, even while it is pre-
_ paring us for its inevitably fatal operation . . .

So successfully have we disguised from ourselves the inten-
 sity of our own feelings, the sensibility of our own hearts,
that plays in the tragic tradition have begun to seem untrue.
For a couple. of hours we may surrender ourselves to a
world of fiercely illuminated values in conflict, but when
the stage is covered and the auditorium lighted, almost im-
mediately there is a recoil of disbelief. “Well, well!” we say
as we shuffle back up the aisle, while the play dwindles be-
hind us with the sudden perspective of an early Chirico
painting. By the time we have arrived at Sardi’s, if not as
soon as we pass beneath the marquee, we have convinced
ourselves once more that life has as little resemblance to the
curiously stirring and meaningful occurrences on the stage
as a jingle has to an elegy of Rilke.

This modern condition of his theater audience is something
that an author must know in advance. The diminishing in-
fluence of life’s destroyer, time, must be somehow worked
into the context of his play. Perhaps it is a certain foolery, a
certain distortion toward the grotesque, which will solve
the problem for him. Perhaps it is only restraint, putting a
mute on the strings that would like to break all bounds.
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But almost surely, unless he contrives in some way to re-
late the dimensions of his tragedy to the dimensions of a
world in which time is included—he will be left among his
magnificent debris on a dark stage, muttering to himself:
“Those fools . . .”

And if they could hear him above the clatter of tongues,
glasses, chinaware and silver, they would give him this an-
swer: “But you have shown us a world not ravaged by
time. We admire your innocence. But we have seen our
photographs, past and present. Yesterday evening we passed
our first wife on the street. We smiled as we spoke but we
didn’t really see her! It’s too bad, but we know what is true

‘n

and not true, and at 3 a.M. your disgrace will be in print!

—Tennessee Williams
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AUTHOR’S PRODUCTION NOTES

The locale of the play is a village populated mostly by
Sicilians somewhere along the Gulf Coast between New
Orleans and Mobile. The time is the present.

As the curtain rises we hear a Sicilian folk-singer with a
guitar. He is singing. At each major division of the play
this song is resumed and it is completed at the final curtain.

The ﬁr;rt lighting is extremely romantic. We see a frame
cottage, in a rather poor state of repair, with a palm tree
leaning dreamily over one end- of it and a flimsy little en-
trance porch, with spindling pillars, sagging steps and broken
rails, at the other end. The setting seems almost tropical,
for, in addition to the palm trees, there are tall canes with
feathery fronds and a fairly thick growth of pampas grass.
These are growing on the slope of an embankment along
which runs a highway, which is not visible, but the cars
passing on it can occasionally be heard. The house has a
rear door which cannot be seen. The facing wall of the cot-
tage is either a transparency that lifts for the interior scenes,
or is cut away to reveal the interior.

The romantic first lighting is that of late dusk, the sky a
delicate blue with an opalescent shimmer more like water
than air. Delicate points of light appear and disappear like
lights reflected in a twilight harbor. The curtain rises well
above the low tin roof of the cottage.

‘ We see an interior that is as colorful as a booth at a carnival.
There are many religious articles and pictures of ruby and
gilt, the brass cage of a gaudy parrot, a large bowl of gold-
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fish, cutglass decanters and vases, rose-patterned wallpaper
and a rosecolored carpet; everything is exclamatory in its
brightness like the projection of a woman's heart passion-
ately in love. There is a small shrine against the wall be-
tween the rooms, consisting of a prie-dieu and a little statue
of the Madonna in a starry blue robe and gold crown.
Before this burns always a vigil light in its ruby glass cup.
Our purpose is to show these gaudy, childlike mysteries with
sentiment and humor in equal measure, without ridicule and
with respect for the religious yearnings they symbolize.

An outdoor sign indicates that Serafina, whose home the
cottage is, does “SEWING.” The interior furnishings give evi-
dence of this vocation. The most salient feature is a collec-
tion of dressmaker’s dummies. There are at least seven of
these life-size mannequins, in various shapes and attitudes.
[They will have to be made especially for the pldy as their
purpose is not realistic. They have pliable joints so that their
positions can be changed. T heir arms terminate at the wrist.
In all their attitudes there is an air of drama, somewhat like
the poses of declamatory actresses of the old school.] Prin-
cipal among them are a widow and a bride who face each
other in violent attitades, as though having a shrill argu-
ment, in the parlor. The widow’s costume is complete from
black-veiled hat to black slippers. The bride’s featureless
head wears a chaplet of orange blossoms from which is de-
pended a flowing veil of white marquisette, and her net
gown is trimmed in white satin—lustrous, immaculate.

Most of the dummies and sewing equipment are confined to
the dining room which is also Serafina’s work room. In that
room there is a tall cupboard on top of which are several
dusty bottles of imported Sicilian Spumanti.



The Rose Tattoo was first produced by Cheryl Crawford at
the Erlanger Theater in Chicago on December 29, 1950. It
had its Broadway opening on February 3, 1951, at the
Martin Beck Theater in New York City, with Daniel Mann
as director, setting by Boris Aronson and music by David
Diamond. Production Associate: Bea Lawrence. Assistant

to Producer: Paul Bigelow.
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ACT ONE

It is the hour that the Italians call “prima sera,” the begin-
ning of dusk. Between the house and the palm tree burns
the female star with an almost emerald lustre.

The mothers of the neighborhood are beginning to call their
children home to supper, in voices near and distant, urgent
and tender, like the variable notes of wind and water. There

- are three children: Bruno, Salvatore, and Vivi, ranged in
front of the house, one with a red paper kite, one with a
hoop, and the little girl with a doll dressed as a clown. They
are in attitudes of momentary repose, all looking up at some-
thing—a bird or a plane passing over—as the mothers’
voices call them. :

\

U

BRUNO:
The white flags are flying at the Coast Guard station.

SALVATORE:
That means fair weather.

VIVI:

I love fair weather.
GIUSEPPINA:

Vivi! Vieni mangiare!
PEPPINA :

Salvatore! Come home!

VIOLETTA:
Bruno! Come home to supper!

[ The calls are repeated tenderly, musically.

[The interior of the house begins to be visible. Serafina
delle Rose is seen on the parlor sofa, waiting for her hus-
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ACT ONE

band Rosario’s return. Between the curtains is a table set
lovingly for supper; there is wine in a silver ice-bucket
and a great bowl of roses.

[ Serafina looks like a plump lzttle [talian opera singer in
the role of Madame Butterfly. Her black hair is done in
-a high pompadour that glitters like wet coal. A rose is
held in place by glittering et hairpins. Her voluptuous
figure s sheathed in pale rose silk. On her feet are dainty
slippers with glittering buckles and French heels. It is
apparent from the way she sits, with such plump dignity,
that she is wearing a tight girdle. She sits very erect, in
an attitude of forced composure, her ankles daintily
crossed and her plump little hands holding a yellow paper
fan on which is painted a rose. Jewels gleam on her
fingers, her wrists and her ears and about her throat.
- Expectancy shines in her eyes. For a few moments she
seems to be posing for a picture.

[Rosa delle Rose appears at the side of the house, near
the palm tree. Rosa, the daughter of the house, is a young
girl of twelve. She is pretty and vivacious, and has about
her a particular intensity in every gesture.]

SERAFINA:
Rosa, where are you?

ROSA ;

Here, Mama.

SERAFINA
What are you doing, cara?

A\

ROSA:
I've caught twelve lightning bugs.

[The cracked voice of Assunta is heard, approaching.]



SCENE ONE

SERAFINA
I hear Assunta! Assunta!

[ Assunta appears and goes into the house, Rosa follow-
ing her in. Assunta is an old woman in a gray shawl, bear-
ing a basket of herbs, for she is a fattuchiere, a woman
who practises a simple sort of medicine. As she enters the
children scatter.] :

ASSUNTA: ,
Vengo, vengo. Buona sera. Buona sera. There is something
wild in the air, no wind but everything’s moving.

SERAFINA v
I don’t see nothing moving and neither do you.

ASSUNTA: :

Nothing is moving so you can see it moving, but everything
is moving, and I can hear the star-noises. Hear them? Hear
the star-noises?

SERAFINA:

Naw, them ain’t the star-noises. They’re termites, eating the
house up. What are you peddling, old woman, in those lit-
tle white bags? -

ASSUNTA:
Powder, wonderful powder. You drop a pinch of it in your
husband’s coffee.

SERAFINA
What is it good for?

ASSUNTA
What is a husband good for! I make it out of the dry bloed
of a goat.

SERAFINA:
Davero!



ACT ONE

 ASSUNTA:
Wonderful stuff! But be sure you put 1t in his coffee at sup-
per, not in his breakfast coffee.

SERAFINA':
My husband don’t need no powder!

~ ASSUNTA:
Excuse me, Baronessa. Maybe he needs the opposite kind of
a powder, I got that, too. :

SERAFINA

Naw, naw, zo kind of powder at all, old woman. [She lifts
her head with a proud smile.]

[Outside the sound of a trud( 15 beard approaching up
on the highway.]

rosa [joyfally]:
Papa’s truck!

[They stand lzstemng for a moment, but the trucl( goes
by wztbout stopping. |

SERAFINA [0 Assunta]:
That wasn’t him. It wasn’t no 10-ton truck. It didn’t rattle
the shutters! Assunta, Assunta, undo a touple of hooks, the
dress is tight on me! ‘

ASSUNTA:
Is. it true what I told you?
SERAFINA :
Yes, it is true, but nobody needed to tell me. Assunta, I'll
tell you something which maybe you won't believe.
 ASSUNTA: '
It is impossible to tell me anything that I don’t believe.



SCENE ONE

SERAFINA

Va bene! Senti, Assuntal—I knew that I had concc:ved on
the very night of conception! [There is a phrase of music
as she says this.] |

ASSUNTA:

- Ahhhh?- .

SERAFINA :
Senti! That night I woke up with a burning pain on me,
' here, on my left breast! A pain like a needle, quick, quick,
hot little stitches. I turned on the light, I uncovered my
breast!—On it I saw the rose tattoo of my husband!

ASSUNTA:
Rosario’s tattoo?

 SERAFINA: -
On me, on my breast, hlS tattoo! And when 1 saw it 1 knew
that I had conceived .

[Serafina throws her héad back, :miling pr;oudly, and
opens her paper fan. Assunta stares at her gravely, then
rises and hands her basket to Serafina.]

ASSUNTA /
Ecco! You sell the powders! [Ske starts toward the door. |

SERAFINA !
You don’t believe that I saw it?

ASSUNTA [stopping]:
Did Rosario see it?

SERAFINA
I screamed. But when he woke up, it was gone. It only
lasted 2 moment. But I did see it, and I did know, when 1
. seen it; that I had conceived, that in my body another rose
was growing!



ACT ONE

ASSUNTA:
Did he believe that you saw it?

.SERAFINA:

No. He laughed.—He laughed and I cried . . .

ASSUNTA: . :
And he took you into his arms, and you stopped crying!

SERAFINA \:

Si! -

ASSUNTA:

Serafina, for you everything has got to be different. A sign,
a miracle, a wonder of some kind. You speak to Our Lady.
You say that She answers your questions. She nods or
shakes Her head at you. Look, Serafina, underneath Our
Lady you have a candle. The wind through the shutters
makes the candle flicker. The shadows move. Our Lady
seems to be nodding!

SERAFINA:
She gives me signs.

ASSUNTA
Only to you? Because you are more important? The wife
of a barone? Serafinal In Sicily they called his uncle a

baron, but in Sicily everybody’s a baron that owns a piece of
the land and a separate house for the goats!

SERAFINA: ~

"They said to his uncle “Voscenza!” and they kissed their :
hands to him! [She kisses the back of her hand repeatedly,

with vehemence.]

ASSUNTA:

His uncle in Sicily!—Si—But Aere what’s he do? Drives a
truck of bananas?



SCENE ONE

SERAFINA. [ blurting out]:
No! Not bananas!

ASSUNTA
Not bananas?

SERAFINA .
Stai zittal [She makes a warning gesture. ]——No—Vlem
qui, Assunta! [She beckons her mysteriously. Assunta ap-
proaches. ]

ASSUNTA :
Cosa dici?

~ SERAFINA:
On top of the truck is bananas! But underneath—something
else! '

ASSUNTA:
Che altre cose’

SERAFINA:
Whatever it is that the Brothers Romano want hauled. out
of the state, he hauls it for them, underneath the bananas!
[She nods her head importantly.] And money, he gets so
much it spills from his pocLets' Soon I don't have to make
dresses’

ASSUNTA [turning away]:
Soon I think you will have to make a black veil!

SERAFINA:
Tonight is the last time he does it! Tomorrow he quits
hauling stuff for the Brothers Romano! He pays for the 10- .
ton truck and works for himself. We live with dignity in
America, then! Own truck! Own house! And in the house
will be everything electric! Stove—deep-freeze—zuttol—
But tonight, stay with me . .. I can’t swallow my heart!—

7



ACT ONE

Not till I hear the truck stop in front of the house and his _
key in the lock of the door!—When I call him, and him
shouting back, “Si, sono qui!” In his hair, Assunta, he has
—oil of roses. And when I wake up at night—the air, the
dark room’s—full of—roses . . . Each time is the first time
with him. Time doesn’t pass . . .

[ Assunta picks up a small clock on the cupboard and
holds it to her ear.]

ASSUNTA: -
Tick, tick, tick, tick—You say the clock is a liar.

SERAFINA !
No, the clock is a fool. I don’t listen to it. My clock is my
heart and my heart don’t say tick-tick, it says love-love!

And now I have two hearts in me, both of them saying
love-love!

[A truck is heard approaching, then passes. Serafina
‘drops her fan. Assunta opens a bottlc of spumanti with a
loud pop. Serafina cries out.]

ASSUNTA:

Stai tranquilla' Calmati! [Ske pours her a glass of wine. |
Drink this wine and before the glass is empty he’ll be in

your arms!

SERAFINA !
I can’t—swallow my heart!

ASSUNTA

A woman must not have a heart that is too big to swallow!
“[She crosses to the door.]

SERAFINA:
Stay with me!



SCENE ONE

ASSUNTA t
I have to visit a woman who drank rat pmson because of 2
heart too big for her to swallow. :

[ Assunta leaves. Serafina returns ina’olenzly to the sofa. '
- She lifts her hands to her great swelling breasts and mur-
murs aloud.: |

SERAFINA )

O, it’s so wonderful, having zwo lives in the body, not one
but twol [Her hands slide down to her belly, luxuriously.]

I am heavy with life, I am big, big, big with life! [She
picks up a bowl of roses and goes into the back room.] .

[Estelle Hohengarten appears in front of the house. She
is a thin blonde woman in a dress of Egyptian design,

and her blonde hair has an unnatural gloss in the clear,
greenish dusk. Rose appears from behind the house, call-
ing our:]

ROSA : f’
Twenty lightning bugs, Mama!

ESTELLE:
Little girl? Little girl?

ROSA [resentfully]: »
Are you talking to me? [There i.f a pause.]

ESTELLE:
Come here. [She looks Rosa over curiously. ] You're a twig
off the old rose-bush.—Is the lady that does the sewing in
the house?

- ROSA:
Mama’s at home.

ESTELLE:
I'd like to see her.



ACT ONE

ROSA:
Mama?

SERAFINA
Dimi? )
ROSA:
There’s a lady to see you.

SERAFINA:
Oh. Tell her to wait in thc parlor. [ Estelle enters and stares
curiously about. She picks up a small framed picture on
the cupboard. She is looking at it as Serafina enters with
a bowl of roses. Serafina speaks sharply.] That is my hus-
band’s picture. '

ESTELLA:
Oh!—I thought it was Valentino—With a mustache.

 SERAFINA [putting the bowl down on the table]:
You want something?

ESTELLE:
Yes. I heard you do sewing.

SERAFINA:
Yes, I do sewing.

ESTELLE:
How fast can you make a shirt for me?

SERAFINA: ;
That all depends. [Ske takes the picture from Estelle and
puts it back on the cupboard.]

ESTELLE
I got the piece of silk with me. I want it made into a shirt
for a man I'm in love with. Tomorrow’s the anniversary of
the day we met . . . [She unwraps a piece of rosecolored

silk which she lzold: up like a banner.)
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SCENE ONE

SERAFINA [mvoluntzmly]
Che bella stoffal—Oh, that would be wonderful stuff for a
lady’s blouse or for a pair of pyjamas! '

ESTELLE:
I want a man’s shirt made with it.

SERAFINA
Silk this color for a shirt for a man?

ESTELLE:
This man is wild like a Gypsy.

SERAFINA:
A woman should not encourage a man to be wild.

ESTELLE:
A man that’s wild is hard for a woman to hold, huh? But
if he was tame—would the woman want to hold him? Huh?

SERAFINA:
I am a married woman in business. I don’t know nothing
about wild men and wild women and I don’t have much
time—so . . . '

ESTELLE:
I'll pay you twice what you ask me.

[Outside there is the sound of the goat bleating and the
jingle of its harness; then the crash of wood splintering.|

RosA [suddenly appearing at the door]:
Mama, the black goat is loose! [Ske runs down the steps
and stands watching the goat. Serafina crosses to the door.|

THE STREGA [in the distance]:

Hyeh, Billy, hyeh, hyeh, Billy!

ESTELLE:
I'll pay you three times the price that you ask me for it.

/
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ACT ONE

~ SERAFINA [shouting]:

Watch the goat! Don’t let him get in our yard' [20 Estelle]
—If I ask you five dollars?

ESTELLE:
I will pay you fifteen. Make it twenty; money is not the
object. But it’s got to be ready tomorrow.

SERAFINA:
"Tomorrow ?

ESTELLE:
- Twenty-five dollars! [Serafina nods slowly with a stunned
look. Estelle smiles.] I've got the measurements with me.

SERAFINA

Pin the measurements and your name on the silk and the
shirt will be ready tomorrow.

ESTELLE:
My name is Estelle Hohengarten.

[ A4 bLtile boy races excitedly into the yard.]

THE BOY: '
Rosa, Rosa, the black goat’s in your yard!

Rosa [calling]:
Mama, the goat’s in the yard!

SERAFINA [ furiously, forgetting her visitor]:
1l becco della stregal—Scusi! [She runs out onto the porch.]
Catch him, catch him before he gets at the vines!

[Rosa dances gleefully. The Strega runs into the yard.
She has a mop of wild grey hair and is holding her black
skirts up from her bare hairy legs. T he sound of the goat 5

bleating and the fingling of his harness is heard in the
windy blue dusk.

12



SCENE ONE

[Serafina descends the porch steps. The high-heeled slip-
pers, the tight silk skirt and the dignity of a baronessa
make the descent a little gingerly. Arrived in the yard,
she directs the goat-chase imperiously with her yellow paper
fan, pointing this way and that, exclaiming in Italian.

" [Ske fans herself rapidly and crosses back of the house.
The goat evidently makes a sudden charge. Screaming,
Serafina rushes back to the front of the house, all out of
breath, the glittering pompadour beginning to tumble

 down over her forehead.]

SERAFINA: |
Rosa! You go in the house! Don’t look at the Stregal

’ [ Alone in the parlor, Estelle takes the picture of Rosario.
Impetuously, she thrusts it in her purse and runs from
the house, just as Serafina returns to the front yard.]

ROSA [refusing to move]:
Why do you call her a witch?

[Serafina seizes her daughter's arm and propels her into
the house.]

SERAFINA: -
She has a white eye and every finger is crooked: [She
pulls Rosa’s arm.] .

ROSA:
- She has a cataract, Mama, and her fingers are crooked be-.
cause, she has rheumatism!

SERAFINA: |
Malocchio—the evil eye—that's what she’s got! And her
~ fingers are crooked because she shook hands with the devil.

13



ACT ONE

Go in the house and wash your face with salt water and
throw the salt water away! Go in! Quick! She’s coming!

[The boy utters a cry of triumph.

[Serafina crosses abruptly to the porch. At the same mo-
ment the boy runs triumphantly around the house lead-
ing the captured goat by its bell harness. It is a middle-
sized black goat with great yellow eyes. The Strega runs
behind with the broken rope. As the grotesque little pro-
cession runs before her—the Strega, the goat and the chil-
dren—Serafina cries out shrilly. She crouches over and
covers her face. The Strega looks back at her with a de-
ristve cackle.|

SERAFINA: ,

Malocchio! Malocchio!

[S/lieldl'fllg‘ her face with one hand, Serafina makes the
sign of the horns with the other to ward off the evil eye.
And the scene dims out.]
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SCENE TWO

It is just before dawn the next day. Father De Leo, a priest,
and several black-shawled women, including Assunta, are
standing outside the house. The interior of the house is
\very dim.

GIUSEPPINA : ,
There is a light in the house.

PEPPINA:
I hear the sewing machine!

VIOLETTA ,
There’s Serafina! She’s working. She’s holding up a piece ot
rose-colored silk.

- ASSUNTA:
She hears our voices.

VIOLETTA :
She’s dropped the silk to the floor and she’s . . .

GIUSEPPINA {

Holding her throat! I think she. ..

PEPPINA
Who's going to tell her?

VIOLETTA:

Fath¢r De Leo will tell her. '

FATHER DE LEO:
I think a woman should tell her. I think Assunta must tell
her that Rosario is dead.

ASSUNTA'
It will not be necessary to tell her. She will know when she
sees us.

15



ACT ONE |

[1t grows lighter inside the house. Serafina is standing in (
a frozen attitude with her hand clutching her throat and
her eyes staring fearfully toward the sound of voices.]

ASSUNTA:
I think she already knows what we have come to tell her!

FATHER DE LEO:
Andiamo, Signore! We must go to the door. ]

[They climb the porch steps. Assunta opens the door.]

SERAFINA [ gasping]:
Don’t speak!

[She retreats from the group, stumbling blindly back-
wards among the dressmaker's dummies. With a gasp she
turns and runs out the back door. In a few moments we
see her: nggermg about outside near the palm tree. She
comes down in front of the house, and stares blindly off
into the distance. )

SERAFINA [wildly]:
Don’t speak!

[ The voices of the women begin keening in the house. '
Assunta comes out and approaches Serafina with her arms

extended. Serafina slumps to her knees, whispering

hoarsely: “Don’t speak!” Assunta envelopes her in the

grey shawl of pity as the scene dims out.]
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SCENE THREE

1t is noon of the same day. Assunta is removing a funeral
wreath on the door of the house. A doctor and Fatker De
Leo are on the porch.

THE DOCTOR: :

She’s lost the baby. [ Assunta utters a low moan of pity and
crosses herself.] Serafina’s a very strong woman and that
won'’t kill her. But she is trying not to breathe. She’s got to
be watched and not allowed out of the bed. [He removes a
hypodermic and a small package from his bag and hands
“them to Assunta.]—This is morphia. In the arm with the
needle if she screams or strug gles to get up again.

ASSUNTA:
Capisco!

FATHER DE LEO:

One thing I want to make plaln The body of Rosario must
not be bussed.

THE DOETOR:
Have you seen the “body of Rosario?”

FATHER DE LEO:
Yes, I have seen his body.

THE DOCTOR
Wouldn’t you say it was burned?

FATHER DE LEO:
Of course the body was burned. When he was shot at the
wheel of the truck, it crashed and caught fire. But deliberate

cremation is not the same thing. It’s an abomination in the
sight of God.
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ACT ONE

+ THE DOCTOR:
Abominations are something I don’t know about.

FATHER DE LEO:
. The Church has set down certain laws.

THE DOCTOR:
But the instructions of a widow have to be carried out.

FATHER DE LEO:
Don’t you know why she wants the body cremated? So she
can keep the ashes here in the house.
THE DOCTOR
Well, why not, if that’s any comfort to her?

~ FATHER DE LEO: -
Pagan idolatry is what I call it!

THE DOCTOR ;
Father De Leo, you love your people but you don’t under-
stand them. They find God in each other. And when they
lose each other, they lose God and they’re lost. And it’s
hard to help them.—Who is that woman?

[E.ctélle Hohengarten has appeared before the house. She
1s black-veiled, and bearing a bouquet of roses.]

ESTELLE
I am Estelle Hohengarten.

[Instantly there is a great hubbub in the house. The

women mourners flock out to the porch, whispering and
gesticulating excitedly.]

FATHER DE LEO:
What have you come here for?

ESTELLE !
To say good-bye to the body.
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SCENE THREE

FATHER DE LEO:

The casket is closed; the body cannot be seen. And you
must never come here. The widow knows nothing about
you. Nothing at all.

GIUSEPPINA:
We know about you!

PEPPINA:
Va via! Sporcaccional

VIOLETTA b
Puttana!

MARIELLA :
Assassina!

TERESA :
You sent him to the Romanos.

FATHER DE LEO:

Shhh!

[Suddenlythe women swarm down the steps like a cloud of -
attacking birds, all crying out in Sicilian. Estelle crouches
and bows her head defensively before their savage assault.
The bouguet of roses is snatched from her black-gloved
hands and she is flailed with them about the head and
shoulders. The thorns catch her veil and tear it away from
her head. She covers her white sobbing face with her

hands.]

~ FATHER DE LEO: :
Ferme! Ferme! Signore, fermate vi nel nome di Dio!—
Have a little respect! -

| [The women fall back from Estelle, who huddles weep-
Ying on the walk.]
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ACT ONE

ESTELLE: -
See him, see him, just see him . . .
FATHER DE LEO:

The body is crushed and burned. Nobody can see it. Now

go away and don’t ever come here again, Estelle Hohen-
garten! o o

THE WOMEN [in both languages, wildly] :
Va via, va via, go way.

[ Rosa comes around the house. Estelle turns and. retreats.
One of the mourners spits and kicks at the tangled veil
and roses. Father De Leo leaves. The others return inside,
except Rosa.

[After a few moments the child goes over to the roses.

She picks them up and carefully untangles the veil from
~ the thorns. - ’ ~

[She sits on the sagging steps and puts the black veil
. over her head. Then for the first time she begins to weep,
wildly, histrionically. The litile boy appears and gazes at
» her, momentarily impressed by her performance. Then he
picks up a rubber ball and begins to bounce it.

. [Rosa is outraged. She jumps up, tears off the veil and
runs 1o the little boy, giving him a sound smack and
snatching the ball away from him.]

ROSA: ' ,
- Go homc[! My papa is dead!

- [The scene dims out, as the music is heard again. |
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SCENE FOUR

A June day, three years later. It is morning and the light is
bright. A group of local mothers are storming Serafina’s
house, indignant over her delay in delivering the gradua-
tion dresses for their daughters. Most of the women are
chattering continually in Sicilian, racing about the house.
and banging the doors and shutters. The scene moves
swiftly and violently until the moment when Rosa finally
comes out in her graduation dress.

GIUSEPPINA:
Serafina! Serafina delle Rose!

PEPPINA:

Maybe if you call her “Baronessa” she will answer the door.
[with a mocking laugh] Call her “Baronessa” and kiss
your hand to her when she opens the door.

GIUSEPPINA [tauntingly]:
Baronessa! [She kisses her hand toward the door.]

VIOLETTA:
When did she promise your dress?

PEPPINA:
All week she say, “Domam—domam—domam But yes-
tiddy I told her .

VIOLETTA :

Yeah?

PEPPINA:
Oh yeah. I says to her, “Serafina, domani’s the hlgh school
graduation. I got to try the dress on my daughter zoday.”
“Domani,” she says, “Sicuro! sicuro! sicuro!” So I start to
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ACT ONE

| go away. Then I hear a voice call, “Signora! Signora!” So I
turn round and I see Serafina’s daughter at the window.

VIOLETTA
Rosa?

PEPPINA
Yeah, Rosa. An’ you know how?

VIOLETTA:
How?

PEPPINA: '
Naked! Nuda, nuda! [She crosses herself and repeats a
prayer.] In nominis padri et figlio et spiritus sancti. Aaahh!

 VIOLETTA:

What did she do?

PEPPINA:

Do? She say, “Signora! Please, you call this numero and
ask for Jack and tell Jack my clothes are lock up so I can’t |
get out from the house.” Then Serafina come and she grab-a
the girl by the hair and she pull her way from the window
and she slam the shutters right in my face!

~ GIUSEPPINA:
Whatsa the matter the daughterP

VIOLETTA :

Who is this boy? Where did she meet him? A

PEPPINA!

Boy! What boy? He’s a sailor. [ A4z the word “sailor” the
women say “Ahhh!”] She met him at the high school dance
and somebody tell Serafina. That’s why she lock up the
girl’s clothes so she can’t leave the house. She can’t even go
to the high school to take the examinations. Imagine!
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SCENE FOUR

~ VIOLETTA:
Peppina, this time yox go to the door, yeah?

PEPPINA: _ g
Oh yeah, I go. Now I'm getting nervous. [The women all
crowd to the door.] Sera-feee-nal

VIOLETTA :
Louder, louder!

PEPPINA:
Apri la portal Come on, come on!

THE WOMEN [ogether]: ,
- Yeah, apri la porta! . . . Come on, hurry up! . .. Open up!

GIUSEPPINA
I go get-a police.

VIOLETTA:
Whatsa matta? You want more trouble?

GIUSEPPINA: ,
Listen, I pay-in advance five dollars and get no dress. Now
what she wear, my daughter, to graduate in? A couple of
towels and a rose in the hair? [There is a noise inside: a
shout and running footsteps.]

THE WOMEN:
Something is going on in the house! I hear someone! Don’t
I? Don’t you? :

[A scream and running footsteps are heard. The front
door opens and Serafina staggers out onto the porch. She
is wearing a soiled pink slip and her hair is wild.]

-

SERAFINA: :
Aiuto! Aiuto! [She plunges back into the house.]
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ACT ONE

[Miss Yorke, a spinsterish high school teacher, walks

quickly up to the house. The Sicilian women, now all

chattering at once like a cloud of birds, sweep about her
. as she approaches.]

MISS YORKE: _
You ladies know I don’t understand Italian! So, please . . .

[She goes. directly into the house. There are more out-
cries inside. The Strega comes and stands at the edge of
the yard, cackling derisively.]

THE STREGA [calling back to someone]:

The Wops are at it again!—She got the daughter lock up
naked in there all week. Ho, ho, ho! She lock up all week
—naked—shouting out the window tell people to call a
number and give a message to Jack. Ho, ho, ho! I guess
she’s in trouble already, and only fifteen!—They ain’t civil-
ized, these Sicilians. In the old country they live in caves
in the hills and the country’s run by bandits. Ho, ho, ho!
More of them coming over on the boats all the time. [T4e
door is thrown open again and Serafina reappears on the
porch. She is acting wildly, as if demented.]

SERAFINA [gasping in a hoarse whisper]:
She cut her wrist, my daughter, she cut her wrist! [She
runs out into the yard.] Aiiii-ecee! Aiutatemi, aiutatemi!
Call the dottore! [Assunta rushes up to Serafina and sup-
ports her as she is about to fall to her knees in the yard.]
Get the knife away from her! Get the knife, please! Get the
knife away from—she cut her wrist with—Madonnal Ma-
donna mia . . . 2

/7

ASSUNTA :
Smettila, smettila, Serafina. '
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. S . SCENE FOUR

MISS YORKE [coming out of the back room]:
Mrs. Delle Rose, your daughter has not cut her wrist. Now
come back into the house.

SERAFINA [panting]:
Che dice, che dice? Che cosa? Che cosa dice?

MISS YORKE;
 Your daughter’s all right. Come back into the housc And
you ladies please go away! . ‘ -

~ ASSUNTA:
Vieni, Serafina. Andiamo a casa. [Ske supports the heavy,
sagging bulk of Serafina to the steps. As they climb the
steps one of the Sicilian mothers advances from the whis-

' pering group.]

 GIUSEPPINA [boldly]:
Serafina, we don t go away unul we get our drcsscs.

PEPPINA
The graduation begins and the gxrls ain’t dressed.

[Serafina’s reply to this ill-timed request is a long, animal
howl of misery as she is supported into the house. Miss
Yorke follows and firmly closes the door upon the women,
who then go around back of the house. T he interior of the
house is lighted up.] v

| MISS YORKE [?o Serafina]:
No, no, no, she’s not bleeding. Rosa? Rosa, come here and
show your mother that you are not bleeding to death.

[Rosa appears silently and sullenly between the curtains
that separate the two rooms. She has a small white hand-
kerchief tied around one wrist. Serafina points at the wrist
and cries out: “Aiiecel” ]
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ACT ONE

MISS YORKE [severely]:

Now stop that, Mrs. Delle Rose!
[ Serafina rushes to Rosa, who thrusts her roughly away.]

ROSA:

Lasciami stare, Mama!—I'm so ashamed I could die. This
is the way she goes around all the time. She hasn’t put on
clothes since my father was killed. For three years she sits
at the sewing machine and never puts a dress on or goes
- out of the house, and now she has locked my clothes up so
I can’t go out. She wants me to be like her, a freak of the
neighborhood, the way she is! Next time, next time, I won’t
cut my wrist but my throat! I don’t want to live locked up
with a bottle of ashes! [She points to the shrine.]

ASSUNTA':
Figlia, figlia, figlia, non devi parlare cosi!

MISS YORKE:

- Mrs. Delle Rose, please give me the key to the closet so that
your daughter can dress for the graduation!

SERAFINA [surrendering the key]:
- Ecco la—chiave . . . [Rosa snatches the key and runs back
through the curtains.]

MISS YORKE:
Now why did you lock her clothes up, Mrs. Delle Rose?

SERAFINA:

The wrist is still bleeding!

MISS YORKE:

No, the wrist is not bleeding. It’s just a skin cut, a scratch.
But the child is exhausted from all this excitement and
hasn’t eaten a thing in two or three days.
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SCENE FOUR

ROSA [rumning into the dining room]:
Four days! I only asked her one favor. Not to let me go out
but to let Jack come to the house so she could meet him!—
Then she locked my clothes up' ‘ 'V

MISS YORKE:
Your daughter missed her final examinations at the high
school, but her grades have been so good that she will be
allowed to graduate with her class and take the examina-
tions later—You understand me, Mrs. Delle Rose!

[Rosa goes into the bac of the house.
4

SERAFINA [standing at the curtains]:
See the way she looks at me? I've got a wild thing in the
house, and her wrist is still bleeding!

MISS YORKE:
Let’s not have any more outbursts of emotion!

SERAFINA': :
Outbursts of—you make me sick! Sick! Sick at my stomach
you make me! Your school, you make all this trouble! You
give-a this dance where she gets mixed up with a sailor.

MISS YORKE:
You are talking about the Hunter girl’s brother, a sailor
named ]ack who attended the dance with his s1st:erP

SERAFINA :
“Attended with sister!”—Attended with sister/—My daugh-
ter, she’s nobody’s sister!

[Rosa comes out of the back room. She is radiantly beau-
tiful in her graduation gown.]

ROSA:
Don’t listen to her, don’t pay any attention to her, Miss
Yorke—I'm ready to go to the high school.
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ACT ONE

SERAFINA [:tunnéd by her daughter’s beauty, and speak-

ing with a wheedling tone and gestures, as she’crouches a
little.]

O tesoro, tesoro! Vieni qua, Rosa, caral—Come here and
kiss Mama one minute!—Don’t go like that, now!

ROSA:
Lasciami stare!

[She rushes out on the porch. Serafina gazes after her
with arms slowly drooping from their imploring gesture
and jaw dropping open in a look of almost comic deso-
lation.]

SERAFINA
Ho solo te, solo te—in questo mondo!

MISS YORKE: ,
Now, now, Mrs. Delle Rose, no more excitement, please!

SERAFINA [suddenly plunging after tlzem in a burst of

fury]:
Senti, senti, per favorel!

ROSA:
Don’t you dare come out on the street like that!—Mama!

(She crouches and covers her face in shame, as Serafina
heedlessly plunges out into the front yard in her shock-
ing deshabille, making wild gestures.]

SERAFINA:

You give this dance where she gets mixed up wn:h a sailor.

What do you think you want to do at this high school? [In

weeping despair, Rosa runs to the porch] How high is

- this high school? Listen, how high is this high school?
 Look, look, look, I will show you! It's high as that horse’s



" "SCENE FOUR

dirt out there in the street] [Serafina points violently out
in front of the house.] Si! 'Sta fetentissima scuola! Scuola
- maledettal

[ Rosa cries out and rushes over to the palm tree, leaning
against it, with tears of mortification.] |

MISS YORKE:

Mrs. Delle Rose, you are talking and behaving extremely
badly. I don’t understand how a' woman that acts like you
could have such a sweet and refined young girl for a daugh-
terl—You don't deserve it!—Really . . . [Ske crosses to the
palm tree.] '

SERAFINA : |
Oh, you want me to talk refined to you, do you? Then do
me one thing! Stop ruining the girls at the high school!
[As Serafina paces about, she swings her hips in the exag-
geratedly belligerent style of a parading matador.]

ASSUNTA: :
Piantala, Serafina! Andiamo a casa!

SERAFINA : i
No, no, I ain’t through talkmg to this hcre teacher!

- ASSUNTA: :
Serafina, look at yourself, you're not dressed!

SERAFINA:

I'm dressed okay; I'm not naked! [Slze glares savagely at
the teacher by the palm tree. The Sicilian mothers return to
the frant yard.]

ASSUNTA:
Serafina, cara? Andiamo a casa, adcsso!——Basta! Basta!
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SERAFINA :

Aspettal

ROSA:

I'm so ashamed I could die, I'm so ashamed. Oh, you don’t
. know, Miss Yorke, the way that we live. She never puts on
a dress; she stays all the time in that dirty old pink slip!—
And talks to my father’s ashes like he was living. '

SERAFINA
Teacher! Teacher, senti! What do you think you want to
do at this high school? Sentite! per favore! You give this a
dance! What kind of a spring dance is it? Answer this
question, please, for me! What kind of a spring dance is it?
~ She meet this boy there who don’t even go to no high
school. What kind of a boy? Guardate! A sailor that wears
a gold earring! That kind of a boy is the kind of boy she
meets therel—That’s why I lock her clothes up so she can’t
go back to the high school! [suddenly to Assunta] She
cut her wrist! It’s still bleeding! [Ske strikes her forehead
three times with her fist.]

ROSA:
Mama, you look disgusting! [Ske rushes away.]

[ Miss Ybrke rushes after her. Serafina shades her eyes
with one hand to watch them departing down the street
in the brilliant spring light.]

SERAFINA
Did you hear what my daughter said to me?—“You look—
disgusting.”—She calls me . . .

ASSUNTA :

Now, Serafina, we must go in the house. [Ske leads her
gently to the porch of the little house.]
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SCENE FOUR

SERAFINA [proudly]:
How pretty she look, my daughter, in the white dress, like
a bride! [0 all] Excuse me! Excuse me, please! Go away!
Get out of my yard!

GIUSEPPINA [taking the bull by the horns]:
No, we ain’t going to go without the dresses!

ASSUNTA: :
Give the ladies the dresses so the girls can get dressed for
the graduatlon. s

SERAFINA:
That one there she only paid for the goods. I charae for the
work.

GIUSEPPINA:
Ecco! I got the money!

THE WOMEN:
We got the money!

SERAFINA

The names are pinned on the dresses. Go in and get them.
[She turns to Assunta.] Did you hear what my daughter
called me? She called me “disgusting!”

[Serafina enters the house, slamming the door. After a
moment the mothers come out, cradling the white voile
dresses tenderly in their arms, murmuring “carino!” and
“bellissimol”

[4s they dzsappear the inside li g/zt 1y brou ght up and we
see Serafina standing before a glazed mirror, looking at
herself and repeating the daughter's word.]

SERAFINA':
Disgusting! .
[ The music is briefly resumed to mark a division.]
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SCENE FIVE

- Immediately following. Seraﬁna.r movements gather mo-
mentum. She snatches a long-neglected girdle out of a bureau
drawer and holds it experimentally about her waist. She
shakes her head doubtfully, drops the girdle and suddenly
snatches the $8.98 hat off the millinery dummy and plants
it on her head. She turns around distractedly, not remem-
bering where the mirror is. She gasps with astonishment
when she catches sight of herself, snatches the hat off and
hastily restores it to the blank head of the dummy. She
makes another confused revolution or two, then gasps with
fresh inspiration and snatches a girlish frock off a dummy
—an Alice blue gown with daisies crocheted on it. The
dress sticks on the dummy. Serafina mutters savagely in
Sicilian. She finally overcomes this difficulty but in her ex-
asperation she knocks the dummy over. She throws off the
robe and steps hopefully into the gown. But she discovers
it won't fit over her hips. She seizes the girdle again; then
hurls it angrily away. The parrot calls to her; she yells an-
grily back_ at the parrot: “Zitto!”

In the dz.ftance the high school band starts playing. Serafina
~ gets panicky thar she will miss the graduation ceremonies,
and hammers her forchead with her fist, sobbing a little.
She wriggles despairingly out of the blue dress and runs
out back in her rayon slip just as Flora and Bessie appear
outside the house. Flora and Bessie are two female clowns
of middle years and juvenile temperament. Flora is tall and
angular; Bessie is rather stubby. They are dressed for a gala.
Flora runs up the steps and bangs at the cottage door.
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SCENE FIVE

BESSIE:

I fail to understand why it’s so important to pick up a
polka-dot blouse when it’s likely to make us miss the twelve
o’clock train.

FLORA :
Serafina! Serafina!

BESSIE:
We only got fifteen minutes to get to the depot and I'll get .
faint on the train if I don’t have m’ coffee .

' FLORA:
Git a coke on th’ train, Bessie.

- BESSIE:
Git nothing on the train if we don’t git the train!

[Semﬁna runs back out of the bedroom, quite breathless,
in a purple silk dress. As she passes the millinery dummy

she snatches the hat off again and plants it back on her
head.] :

SERAFINA
Wrist-watch! Wrist-watch! Where’d I put th’ wrist-watch?

[Ske hears Flora shouting and banging and ru.c/zes to the
door. ]

BESSIE:

. Try the door if it ain’t open.
FLORA [pushing in]:

Just tell me, is it ready or not?
SERAFINA:

Oh! You. Don’t bother me. I'm late for the graduation of
my daughter and now I can’t find her graduation present.

FLORA
You got plenty of time.
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SERAFINA:
- Don’t you hear the band playing?
FLORA: |
They're just warming up. Now, Serafina, where is my
blouse?

SERAFINA
Blouse? Not ready! I had to make fourteen graduation
dresses!

FLORA :
A promise is a promise and an excuse is just an excuse!

SERAFINA:
I got to get to the high school!

FLORA : .
I got to get to the depot in that blouse!

BESSIE :
We're going to the American Legion parade in New Or-
- leans.

FLORA:
There, there, there, there it is! [She grabs the blouse from
the machine.] Get started, woman, stitch them bandanas
together! If you don’t do it, I'm a-gonna report you to the
Chamber of Commerce and git your license revoked!

SERAFINA [anxiously]:
What license you talking about? I got no license!
FLORA: -
You hear that, Bessie? She hasn’t got no license!
'BESSIE: ‘
She ain’t even got a license?
SERAFINA [crossing quickly to the machine]:
I—T’ll stitch them together! But if you make me late to my
daughter’s graduation, I'll make you sorry some way . . .
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[She works with furious rapidity. A train whistle is
heard.] ;

BESSIE [wddly and striking at Flora with her purse]:
Train’s pullin’ out! Oh, God, you made us miss it!

FLORA®
Bessie, you know there’s another at 12:45!

BESSIE:
It’s the selfish—principle of it that makes me sick! [She
walks rapidly up and down.]

FLORA:
Set down, Bessie. Don’t wear out your feet before we git to
th’ city:. o

BESSIE:

Molly tole me the town was full of excitement. They're
dropping paper sacks full of water out of hotel windows.

FLORA:
Which hotel are they dropping paper sacks out of?

BESSIE:
What a fool question! The Monteleone Hotel.

FLORA:

That's an old-fashioned hotel.

BESSIE:
It might be old-fashioned but you'd be surprised at some of
-the modern, up-to-date things that go on there.

FLORA:
I heard, I heard that the Legionnaires caught a girl on
Canal Street! They tore the clothes off her and sent her
home in a taxi!

BESSIE:
I double dog dare anybody to try that on me!

35



’

ACT ONE

. FLORA:
" You?! Huh! You never need any assistance gittin’ un-
dressed! -

SERAFINA [ominously]:
You two ladies watch how you talk in there. This here 1s
a Catholic house. You are sitting in the same room with
Our Lady and with the blessed ashes of my husband!

FLORA [acidly]:

Well, ex-cuse me! [She whispers maliciously to Bessie.] It
sure is a pleasant surprise to see you wearing a dress, Sera-
fina, but the surprise would be twice as pleasant if it was
more the right size. [to Bessie, loudly] She used to have a
sweet figure, a little bit plump but attractive, but setting
there at that sewing machine for three years in a kimona
and not stepping out of the house has naturally given her
hips!

SERAFINA:

If 1 didn’t have hips I would be a very uncomfortable
woman when I set down.

[ The parrot squawks. Serafina imitates its squawgk.]
FLORA: “
Polly want a cracker?
' SERAFINA:

No. He don'’t want a cracker! What is she doing over there
at that window?

* BESSIE: _
Some Legionnaires are on the highway!

FLORA ;
A Legionnaire? No klddmgP
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[She springs up and joins her girl friend at the window.
They both laugh fatuously, bobbing their heads out the
window. ]

BESSIE:
He’s looking this way; yell something!

FLORA [leaning out the window]:
Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parley-voo!

BESSIE [chiming in rapturously]:
Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parley-voo!

A VOICE ouTsIDE [ gallantly returning the salute]:
Mademoiselle from Armentieres, hadn’t been kissed for
forty years!

BOTH GIRLS [2ogether; very gaily]:
Hinky-dinky parley-voooo!

[They laugh and applaud at the window. The Legion-
naires are heard laughing. A car horn is heard as the
Legionnaires drive away. Serafina springs up and rushes
over to the window, jerks them away from it and slams
the shutters in their faces.]

SERAFINA [ furiously]: ,
I told you wimmen that you was not in a honky-tonk!
Now take your blouse and git out! Get out on the strects
where you kind a wimmen belong.—This is the house of
Rosario delle Rose and those are his ashes in that marble
urn and I won’t have—unproper things going on here or

dirty talk, neither!
FLORA:

Who's talking dirty?
BESSI_E:

What a helluva nerve.

37



ACT ONE

FLORA: ,
I want you to listen!

SERAFINA: :
You are, you are, dirty talk, all the time men, men, men!
You men-crazy things, you! ‘

FLORA: :
Sour grapes—sour grapes is your trouble! You're wild with
envy! ¢ ’

BESSIE |
Isn’t she green with jealousy? Huh!

SERAFINA [suddenly and religiously]:
When I think of men I think about my husband. My hus-
baud was a Sicilian. We had love together every night of
the week, we never skipped one, from the night we was
married till the night he was killed in his fruit truck on
that road there! [She catches her breath in a sob.] And
maybe that is the reason I'm not man-crazy and don’t like
hearing the talk of women that are. But I am interested,
now, in the happiness of my daughter who's graduating
this morning out of high school. And now I'm going to be
late, the band is playing! And I have lost her wrist watch!
—her graduation present! [She whirls about distractedly.]

BESSIE ,
Flora, let’s go!—The hell with that goddam blouse!

FLORA
Oh, no, just wait a minute! I don’t accept insults from no
one! :

SERAFINA:
Go on, go on to New Orleans, you two man-crazy things,
you! And pick up a man on Canal Street but not in my
house, at my window, in front of my dead husband'’s ashes!
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[The high school band is playing a martial air in the dis-
tance. Serafina’s chest is heaving violently; she touches her
heart and momentarily seems to forget that she must go.]
I am not at all interested, I am not interested in men get-
ting fat and bald in soldier-boy play suits, tearing the clothes
oﬁ girls on Canal Street and droppmg paper sacks out of
hotel windows. I'm just not interested in that, sort of man-
crazy business. I remember my husband with a body like
a young boy and hair on his head as thick and black as
mine is and skin on him smooth and sweet as a yellow rose
petal.

FLORA:
Oh, a rose, was he?

SERAFINA :
Yes, yes, a rose, a rose!

FLORA:
Yes, a rose of a Wopl—of a gangster!—shot smucglmg
dope under a load of bananas!

BESSIE:
Flora, Flora, let’s go!

SERAFINA
My folks was peasants, contadini, but hc—-he come from
land-owners! Signorile, my husband!—At night I sit here
and I’'m satisfied to remember, because I had the best.—
Not the third best and not the second best, but the firsz
best, the only best!—So now I stay here and am satisfied
now to remember, . . .

BESSIE
Come on, come out! To the depot! .

FLORA: _
Just wait, I wanta hear this, it’s too good to miss!
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SERAFINA:

I count up the nights I held him all night in my arms, and
I can tell you how many. Each night for twelve years. Four -
thousand—three hundred—and eighty. The number of
nights I held him all night in my arms.-Sometimes I didn’t
sleep, just held him all night in my arms. And I am satis-
fied with it. I grieve for him. Yes, my pillow at night’s
never dry—but I'm satisfied to remember. And I would
feel cheap and degraded and not fit to live with my daugh-
ter or under the roof with the urn of his blessed ashes, those
—ashes of a rose—if after that memory, after knowing that
man, I went to some other, some middle-aged man, not
young, not full of young passion, but getting a pot belly on-
him and losing his hair and smelling of sweat and liquor—
and trying to fool myself that zAar was love-making! I
know what love-making was. And I'm satisfied just to re-
member . . . [She is panting as though she had run up-
stairs.] Go on, you do it, you go on the streets and let them
drop their sacks of dirty water on you!—I'm satisfied to
remember the love of a man that was mine—only minel
Never touched by the hand of nobody! Nobody but me!—
Just me! [She gasps and runs out to the porch. The sun
floods her figure. It scems to astonish her. She finds herself
sobbing. She digs in her purse for her handkerchief.]

FLORA [crossing to the open door]:
Never touched by nobody?

SERAFINA [with fierce pride]:
Never nobody but me!

FLORA

I know somebody that could a tale unfold! And not so far
from here neither. Not no further than the Square Roof is,
that place on Esplanade!
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BESSIE:
Estelle Hohengarten!

FLORA: . :
Estelle Hohengarten!—the blackjack dealer from Texas!

BESSIE :
Get into your blouse and let’s go!

. FLORA:

Everybody’s known it but Serafina. I'm just telling the facts
that come out at the inquest while she was in bed with her
eyes shut tight and the sheet pulled over her head like a
female ostrich! Tie this damn thing on me! It was a ro-
mance, not just a fly-by-night thing, but a steady affair that

went on for more than a year.

 [Serafina has been stana’mg on the porch with the door
open behind her. She is in the full glare of the sun. She
appears to have been struck senseless by the words shouted
inside. She turns slowly about. We see that her dress is
unfastened down the back, the pink slip showing. She
reaches out gropingly with one hand and finds the porch
column which she clings to while the terrible words strike
constantly deeper. The high school band continues as a
merciless counterpoint. ]

BESSIE:
Leave her in ignorance. Ignorance is bliss.

FLORA

He had a rose tattoo on his chest, the stuck-up thing, and
Estelle was so gone on him she went down to Bourbon
Street and had one put on her. [Serafina comes onto the
porch and Flora turns to ker, viciously.] Yeah, a rose
tattoo on her chest same as the Wop’s!

SERAFINA [very softly]:

Liar . . . [She comes inside; the word seems to give her
strength.] ' :
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BESSIE [nervously]:
Flora, let’s go, let’s go!

SERAFINA [in a terrible voice]:
Liar!—Lse-arrrrr!

[Ske slams the wooder decr shut with a violence that
shakes the walls.]

BESSIE [shocked into terror]:
Let’s get outa here, Flora!

FLORA':
Let her howl her head off. I don’t care.

[Seraﬁna has snatched up a broom.] -

BESSIE ¢

What’s she up to?

FLORA: .
I don’t care what she’s up to!

BESSIE:
I’'m a-scared of these Wops.

FLORA:

I'm not afraid of nobody!

BESSIE:
She’s gonna hit you.

FLORA:
She’d better not hit me!

[ But both of the clowns are in retreat to the door. Sera-

' fina suddenly rushes at them with the broom. She flails

Flora about the hips and shoulders. Bessie gets out. But
Flora is trapped in a corner. A table is turned over. Bessie,

‘outside, screams for the police and cries: “Murder! Mur-

- der!” The high school band is playing The Stars and

42



- SCENE FIVE

Stripes Forever. Flora breaks wildly past the flailing
broom and escapes out of the house. She also takes up the
cry for help. Seraﬁna follows them out. She is flailing the
brilliant noon air with the broom. The two women run
off, screaming. |

FLORA [callz'ng back]:
I’'m going to have her arrested! Police, police! I'm going to
have you arrested!

SERAFINA:
Have me arrested, lzave me, you dirt, you devil, you lar!
Li-i-arrrr!

[She comes back inside the house and leans on the work
table for a moment, panting heavily. Then she rushes back
to the door, slams it and bolts it. Then she rushes to the
windows, slams the shutters and fastens them. T he house
i1s now dark except for the vigil light in the ruby glass
cup before the Madonna, and the delicate beams admitted
through the shutter slats.]

SERAFINA [17 a crazed manner]:
Have me—have me—arrested—dirty slut—bitch—liar! [She
moves about helplessly, not knowing what to do with her
big, stricken body. Panting for breath, she repeats the word
“liar” monotonously and helplessly as she thrashes about. It
15 iy for her, vitally necessary for her, to believe that
the woman's story is a malicious invention. But the words
of it stick in her mind and she mumbles them aloud as she
thrashes crazily around the small confines of the parlor.]
Woman—Estelle—[ The sound of band music is heard.]
Band, band, already—started.—Going to miss—graduation.
Oh! [She retreats toward the Madonna.] Estelle, Estelle
Hohengarten?—“A shirt for a man I'm in love with! This
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man—is—wild like a gypsy.”—Oh, oh, Lady—The—rose-
colored—silk. [She starts toward the dining room, then
draws back in terror.] No, no, no, no, no! I don’t remem-
ber! It wasn’t that name, I don’t remember the name! [The
band music grows feuder.] High school—graduation—late!
I'll be—late for it.—Oh, Lady, give me a—sign! [She cocks
her head toward the statue in a fearful listening attitude. |
Che? Che dice, Signora? O#4, Lady! Give me a sign!

[ The scene dims out.]



SCENE SIX

It is two hours later. The interior of the house is in com-
. plete darkness except for the vigil light. With the shutters
closed, the interior is so dark that we do not know Serafina
is present. All that we see clearly is the starry blue robe of
Our Lady above the flickering candle of the ruby glass cup.
After a few moments we hear Serafina’s voice, very softly,
in the weak, breathless tone of a person near death.

SERAFINA [z)ery softly] :
Oh, Lady, give me a sign . ..
[ Gay, laughing voices are heard outside the house. Rosa

and Jack appear, bearing roses and gifts. They are shout-
ing back to ot/zer: in a car.]

JACK :
Where do we go for the picnic?

A GIRL’S VOICE [from the highway]:

We’re going in three sailboats to Diamond Key.
A MAN’S VOICE:

Be at Municipal Pier in half an hour..

ROSA:
Pick us up here! [She races up the steps.] Oh, the door’s
locked! Mama’s gone out! There’s a key in that bird bath.

[Jack opens the door. The parlor lights up famtly as they
enter. ]

JACK :
It’s dark in hcrc

ROSA:
Yes, Mama’s gone out!
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JACK:
How do you know she’s out?

ROSA :
The door was locked and all the shutters are closed! Put
down those roses.

JACK:

- Where shall I.. ..

ROSA:
Somewhere, anywhere!—Come here! [He approaches her
rather diffidently.] 1 want to teach you a little Dago word.
The word is “bacio.”

JACK:
- What does this word mean?

ROSA: :
This and this and this! [She rains kisses upon him till he
forcibly removes her face from his.] Just think. A week ago
Friday—I didn’t know boys existed!—Did you know girls
existed before the dance?

JACK:
Yes, I knew they existed . . .
~ rosa [holding him]:

Do you remember what you said to me on the dance floor?
“Honey, you'’re dancing too close?”

JACK:
Well, it was—hot in the Gym and the—floor was crowded.

ROSA:
When my girl friend was teaching me how to dance, I
asked her, “How do you know which way the boy’s going
to move?” And she said, “You've got to feel how he’s going
to move with your body!” I said, “How do you feel with
your body?” And she said, “By pressing up close!”—That's
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- why I pressed up close! I didn’t realize that I was—Ha, ha!
Now you're blushing! Don’t go : /—And a few minutes
later yor said to me, “Gee, you're beautiful!” I said, “Ex-
cuse me,” and ran to the ladies’ room. Do you know why?

- To look at myself in the mirror! And I saw that I was!
For the first time in my life I was beautiful! You'd made
me beautiful when you sa:d that 1 was!

jack [humbly]:
You are beautiful, Rosa! So much, I. ..

ROSA': :
You've changed, t00. You've stopped laughing and joking.
Why have you gotten so old and serious, Jack?

. -
Well, honey, you'’re sort of . . .

ROSA :
What am I “sort of?”

JACK [finding the exact word ]:
Wild! [She laughs. He seizes the bandaged wrist.] 1 didn’t
know nothing like this was going to happen.

ROSA:
Oh, that, that’s nothing! I'll take the handLerchwf off and

you can forget it.

JACK:
How could you do a thing like that over me? I'm—nothing!

ROSA:
| Evcrybody is nothmc until you love chemd

JACK: ~
Give me that handkerchief. I want to show it to my ship-
mates. I'll say, “This is the blood of a beautiful girl who
cut her wrist with a knife because she loved me!”
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ROSA?

Don’t be so pleased with yourself. It’s mostly Mercuro-
chrome!

N

SERAFINA [ziolently, from the dark room ad;ommg]
Stai zittal—Cretina!

[Rosa and Jack draw abruptly apart.]

_JACK [}‘ea.rfully]:
I knew somebody was here!

rosA [sweetly and delicately]
Mama? Are you in there, Mama?

SERAFINA
No, no, no, I'm not, I'm dead and buried!

ROSA
Yes, Mama’s in there!

JACK:
Well, I better go and—wait outside for a—whﬂc

ROSA

You stay right here!—Mama?—]Jack is with me.—Are you
dressed up nicely? [There is no response.] Why’s it so
dark in here?—Jack, open the shutters!—I want to intro-
duce you to my mother . ..

JACK :

Hadn't I better go and . . .

ROSA:
No. Open the shutters!

[The shutters are opened and Rosa draws apart the cur-
tains between the two rooms. Sunlight floods the scene.
Serafina is revealed slumped in a chair at her work table
in the dining room near the Singer sewing machine. She
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is grotesquely surrounded by the dummies, as though she
had been holding a silent conference with them. Her ap-
pearance, in slovenly deshabille, is both comic and shock-

ing.]

Rrosa [terribly embarrassed]:
Mama, Mama, you said you were dressed up pretty! Jack,
 stay out for a minute! What's happened, Mama?

[Jack remains in the parlor. Rosa pulls the curtains,
snatches a robe and flings it over Serafina. She brushes
Serafind’s hair back from her sweat-gleaming face, rubs
her face with a handkerchief and dusts it with powder.
Serafina submits to this cosmetic enterprise with a dazed

look.]

RrosA [gesturing vertically]:
" Su, su, su, su, su, su, su, su, sul

[Serafina sits up slightly in her chair, but she is still lc;ol(- :
‘ing stupefied. Rosa returns to the parlor and opens the
- curtains again.] .

" ROSA: :
Come in, Jack! Mama is ready to meet youl!

[ Rosa trembles with eagerness as Jack advances nervously
from the parlor. But before he enters Serafina collapses
again into her slumped position, with a low moan. |

‘rosa [violently]: - | -
Mama, Mama, su, Mama! [Serafina sits half erect.] She
didn’t sleep good last night—Mama, this is Jack Hunter!
JACK: _
Hello, Mrs. Delle Rose. It sure is a pleasure to meet you.
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[leere is a p.use. Semﬁna stares mdzﬂcrently at the
boy.] A

ROSA:
Mama, Mama, say something!

JACK: :
Maybe your Mama wants me to . . . [He makes an awk-
ward gesture toward the door.]

ROSA: -

No, no, Mama’s just tired. Mama makes dresses; she made
a whole lot of dresses for the graduation! How many,
Mama, how many graduation dresses did you have to make?

SERAFINA [dully]:
Fa niente . ..

JACK: :
I was hoping to see you at thc graduation, Mrs. Delle Rose.

ROSA: -
I guess that Mama was too worn out to go.

SERAFINA
Rosa, shut the front door, shut it and lock it. There was a—
policeman . . . [ There is @ pause.] What?—What?

JACK:

My sister was graduating. My mother was there and my
aunt was there—a whole bunch of cousins—I was hoping
that you could—all—get together .

ROSA!
Jack brought you some flowers.

JACK:
I hope you are partial to roses as much as I am. [He hands
her the bouquet. She takes them absently.]
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ROSA:
Mama, say something, say something simple like “Thanks.”

SERAFINA:

Thanks. -

ROSA:
Jack, tell Mama about the graduation; describe it to her.

JACK:
My mother said it was just like fairyland.

ROSA: »
Tell her what the boys wore!

JACK:

What did—what did they wear?

ROSA:

Oh, you know what they wore. They wore blue coats and
white pants and each one had a carnation! And there were
three couples that did an old-fashioned dance, 2 minuet,
Mother, to Mendelssohn’s Spring Song! Wasn't it lovely,
Jack? But one girl slipped; she wasn’t used to long dresses!
She slipped and fell on her—ho, ho! Wasn’t it funny, Jack,
wasn’t it, wasn'’t it, Jack?

JACK [worriedly]:
I think that your Mama . . .

ROSA:
Oh, my prize, my prize, I have forgotten my prize!

JACK:

Where is it?

ROSA:
You set them down by the sewmg sign when you looked
for the key

3 51



ACT ONE

JACK:
Aw, excuse me, I'll get them. [He goes out through the
parlor. Rosa runs to her mother and kneels by her chair.]

ROSA [in a terrified whisper]:
Mama, something has happened! What has happened,
Mama? Can’t you tell me, Mama? Is it because of this
morning? Look. I took the bandage off, it was only a
scratch! So, Mama, forget it! Think it was just a bad dream
that never happened! Oh, Mama! [She gives her several

quick Risses on the forehead. Jack returns with two big
books tied in white satin ribbon.)

JACK:
Here they are.

ROSA:
Look what I got, Mama.

SERAFINA [dully]: :
What? ;

ROSA: '
The Digest of Knowledge!

JACK:
Everything’s in them, from Abracadabra to Zoo! My sister
was jealous. She just got a diploma!
SERAFINA [rousing a bit]:
Diploma, where is it? Didn’t you get no diploma?
ROSA:
Si, si, Mama! Eccolo' Guarda, guarda! [She holds up the
diploma tied in ribbon.]
SERAFINA
Va bene—Put it in the drawer with your father’s clothes.
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JACK:

- Mrs. Delle Rose, you should bc very, very proud of your
daughter. She stood in front of the crowd and recited a
poem. :

ROSA:

Yes, I did. Oh, I was so cxated!

JACK: |

And Mrs. Delle Rose, your daughter, Rosa,was so pretty when
she walked on the stage—that people went “Oooooooooo!”
—like that! Y’know what I mean? They all went—
“Ooo000000!” Like a—like a—wind had—blown over! Be-
cause your daughter, Rosa, was so—/ovely looking! [He
has crouched over to Serafina to deliver this description
close to her face. Now he straightens up and smiles proudly

- at Rosa.] How does it feel to be the mother of the prettiest
girl in the world?

RosA [suddenly bursting into pure delight]:
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hal [Ske throws Izer head bacl( in rap-

" ture.]

SERAFINA [rousing]: ,

Hush!

ROSA:
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! [She cannot control
her ecstatic laughter. She presses her hand to her mouth but
" the laughter still bubbles out.)] :

SERAFINA [suddenly rising in anger]:
Pazza, pazza, pazza! Finiscilal Basta, vial [Rosa whirls
around to hide her convulsions of joy. To Jack:] Put the
prize books in the. parlor, and shut the front door; there
was a policeman come here because of—some trouble . . .

[Jack takes the books.]
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ROSA®
Mama, I've never seen you like this! What will Jack think,
Mama?

SERAFINA:

Why do I care what Jack thinks?—You wild, wﬂd crazy
thing, you—with the eyes of your—father . .

JACK [returnin g]:

- Yes, ma’am, Mrs. Delle Rose, you certainly got a nght to
be very proud of your daughter.

SERAFINA [after a pause]:
I am proud of the—memory of her—father—He was a
baron . . . [Rosa takes Jack’s arm.] And who are you?
What are you?—per piacere!

ROSA:
Mama, I just introduced him; his name is Jack Huntcr

SERAFINA:
Hunt-er?

JACK:
Yes, ma’am, Hunter. Jack Hunter.

SERAFINA:
What are you hunting ?—Jack?

ROSA:
Mamal!

SERAFINA:
What all of 'em are hunting? To have a good time, and
the Devil cares who pays for it? I'm sick of men, I'm al-
most as sick of men as I am of wimmen—Rosa, get out
while I talk to this boy!
 ROSsA:

I didn’t bring Jack here to be insulted!
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JACK :

Go on, honey, and let your Mama talk to me. I think your
Mama has just got a slight wrong—impression . . .

SERAFINA [ominously]:
_ Yes, I got an impression!

ROSA:
I'll get dressed! Oh, Mama, don’t spoil it for me!—the hap-
piest day of my life! [She goes into the back of the house.]

JAcK [after an awkward pause]:
Mrs. Delle Rose . . .

. SERAFINA [correcting his pronunciation]:

~ Delle Rose!

JACK:. ,

Mrs. Delle Rose, I'm sorry about all this. Believe me, Mrs.
Delle Rose, theé last thing I had in mind was getting mixed
up in a family situation. I come home after three months
~ to sea, I-docked at New Orleans, and come here to see my
folks. My sister was going to a high school dance. She took
me with her, and there I met your daughter.

SERAFINA

What did you do?

JACK:

At the high school dance? We danced! My sister had told
me that Rose had a very strict mother and wasn’t allowed
to go on dates with boys so when it was over, I said, “I'm
sorry you’re not allowed to go out.” And she said, “Ohl
What gave you the idea I wasn’t!” So then I thought my
sister had made a mistake and I made a date with her for
the next night. :

SERAFINA ¢

- What did you do the next night?
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JACK:
The next night we went to the movies.

SERAFINA:
And what did you do—that night? .

JACK:
At the movies? We ate a bag of popcorn and watched the
moviel E

SERAFINA':
She come home at midnight and said she had been with a
girl-friend studying “civics.”
JACK: ‘
Whatever story she told you, it ain’t my fault! -

SERAFINA:

And the night after that?

JACK:
‘Last Tuesday? We went roller skating!

SERAFINA :
And afterwards?

JACK:

After the skating? We went to a drug store and had an ice
cream sodal

SERAFINA
Alone?

JACK:

At the drug store? No. It was crowded. And the skating -
rink was full of people skating!

SERAFINA
You mean that you haven’t been alone with my Rosa?
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JACK: :
“Alene or not alone, what’s the point of that question? I stlll
don’t see the point of it.

SERAFINA!
“We are Sicilians. We don’t leave the girls with the boys
they’re not engaged to! '

JACK:

Mrs. Delle Rose, this is the Umted States.

~ SERAFINA:
But we are Sicilians, and we are not cold -blooded—My girl

is a wvirginl She is—or she was—I would like to know—
which!

JACK:

‘Mis. Delle Rose! I got to tell you somethmg You might

not believe it. It is a hard thing to say. But I am—also a—

virgin . ..
SERAFINA

What? No. I do not believe it.

JACK:

Well, it’s true, though. This is the first time—I . ..

 SERAFINA:
First time you what?

JACK:
~ The first time I really wanted to . . .

SERAFINA :
Wanted to what?

JACK:
Make—love . ..

SERAFINA
You? A sailor?

57



ACT ONE

JACK [szghmg deeply]:
Yes, ma’am. I had opportunities tol—But I—always thought
of my mother . . . I always asked myself, would she or
would she not-—thmk—tlns or that person was—decent!

SERAFINA:

But with my daughter, my Rosa, your mothcr tells you
okay?—go ahead, son!

JACK:

Mirs. Delle Rose! [with embarrassment]—Mrs. Delle Rose,
1.

SERAFINA:
Two weeks ago 1 was slapping her hands for scratching
mosquito bites. She rode a bicycle to school. Now all at
once—I’ve got a wild thing in the house. She says she’s in
love. And you? Do you say you’re in love? '

JACK [solemnly]:
Yes, ma’am, 1 do, 'm in love!—very much . ..

SERAFINA:
Bambini, tutti due, bambini!

[Rosa comes out, dressed for the picnic.]

ROSA:
I’m ready for Diamond Key!

SERAFINA: '
Go out on the porch. Diamond Key!

rosa [with a sarcastic curtsy]:
Yes, Mama!

SERAFINA

What are you? Catholic?
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JACK:
Me? Yes, ma’am, Catholic.

SERAFINA': '
You don'’t look Catholic to me!

rosA' [shouting, from the ‘doar]:
Oh, God, Mama, how do Catholics look ? How do they look
different from anyone else?

SERAFINA: _
Stay out till I call you! [Rosa crosses to the bird bath and
prays. Serafina turns to Jack.] Turn around, will you?

JACK:
Do what, ma’am?
SERAFINA:
I said, turn around! [Jack awkwardly turns around.] Why
do they make them Navy pants so tight? ‘
RosA [listening in the yard]:
Oh, my God . ..
jacK [flushing]: ,
That's a question you'll have to ask the Navy, Mrs. Delle
Rose. : : .

SERAFINA ‘ | .
And that gold earring, what's the gold earring for?

rosa [yelling from the door]:
For crossing the equator, Mama; he crossed it three times.
He was initiated into the court of Neptune and gets to
wear a gold earring! He’s a shellback!

[Serafina springs up and crosses to slam the porch door.
Rosa runs despairingly around the side of the house and
leans, exhausted with closed eyes, against the trunk of a
palm tree. The Strega creeps into the yard, listening.]
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* SERAFINA:

You see what I got. A wild thing in the house!

JACK:
Mrs. Delle Rose, I guess that Sicilians are very emotional
people . .

SERAFINA:
I want nobody to take advantage of that!.

JACK:
You got the wrong 1dea about me, Mrs. Delle Rosc

SERAFINA

I know what men want—not to eat popcorn with girls or
to slide on ice! And boys are the same, only younger.—
Come here. Come here!

[Rosa hears her mother’s pas_:ionaté voice. She rushes
from the palm tree to the back door and pounds on it
- with both fists.]

ROSA:
Mama! Mama! Let me in the door, Jack!

JACK: ‘
Mrs. Delle Rose, your daughter is calling you.

.~ SERAFINA: ’ ;
- Let her calll—Come here. [Ske crosses to the shrine of Our
' Lady.] Come here!

[ Despairing of the back door, Rosa rushes around to the

front. A few moments later she pushes open the shutters

of the window in the wall and climbs half in. Jack crosses
~ apprehensively to Serafina before the Madonna.]

SERAFINA
You said you’re Catholic, ain’t you?
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JACK:
ch, ma’am.

SERAFINA: i
Then kneel down in front of Our Lady!

JACK:
Do—do what, did you sayP

SERAFINA :
I said to get down on your knees in front of Our Lady!

[Rosa groans despairingly in the wmdow Jack l(neels
awkwardly upon the hassock.]

ROSA:
~ Mama, Mama, now what? |

[Serafina rushes to the window, pushes Rosa out and
slams the shutters.]

SERAFINA [returning to Jack]:
Now say after me what I say!
JACK: :
Yes, ma’am.
[Rosa pushes the shusters open again.]

SERAFINA:
I promise the Holy Mother that I wxll respect the innocence
of the daughter of .

ROSA [in an gut.flz]
Ma-maaal!

SERAFINA:
Get back out of that wmdow'—WellP Are you gonna say it?

JACK:
Yes, ma’am. What was it, again?
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SERAFINA:

I promise the Holy Mother . . .

JACK:

I promise the Holy Mother . . .

SERAFINA:

As I hope to be saved by the Blessed Blood of Jesus . ..

JACK:
As 1 hope to be saved by the . ..

SERAFINA:

Blessed Blood of . . .

JACK:
Jesus . ..

* SERAFINA:
That I will respect the innocence of the daughter, Rosa, of
Rosario delle Rose.

JACK: ,
That I will respect the innocence—of—Rosa . . .

SERAFINA

Cross yourself! [ He crosses himself.] Now get up, get up,
get up! I am satisfied now . . . '

[Rosa jumps through the window and rushes to Serafina
with arms outflung and wild cries of joy.]

SERAFINA :
Let me go, let me breathe! [Outside the Strega cackles de-
risively.|

ROSA

Oh, wonderful Mama, don’t breathe! Oh, Jack! Kiss Mama!
Kiss Mama! Mama, please kiss Jack!
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SERAFINA:
Kiss? Me? No, no, no, nel-=Kiss my hand

[She offers her hand, shyly, and Jack l(me.f it with a loud
smack. Rosa seizes the wine bottle.]

ROSA
Mama, get some wine glasses!

[Serafina goes for the glasses, and Rosa suddenly turns to
Jack. Our of her mother's sight, she passionately grabs
hold of his hand and presses it, first to her throat, then to
her lips and finally to her breast. Jack snatches her hand
gway as Serafina returns with the glasses. Voices are
heard calling from the highway.] )

VOICES OUTSIDE:
Ro-o0sa!—Ro-osal—Ro-osa!

[ A car horn is heard blowing.)]

- SERAFINA:
Oh, I forgot the graduation present.

[She crouches down before the bureau and removes a
fancily wrapped package from its bottom drawer. The
car horn is honking, and the voices are calling.]

ROSA:
- They’re calling for us! Coming! Jack! [She flies out the
door, calling back to her mother.] G’bye, Mama! -

JAck [following Rosa]:
Good-bye, Mrs. Delle Rose!

SERAFINA [vaguely]:
It's a Bulova wrist watch with seventeen ]cwels in it .
[She realizes that she is alone.] Rosa! [She goes to the
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door, still holding out the present. Qutside the car motor
roars, and the voices shout as the car goes off. Serafina stum-
bles outside, shielding her eyes with one hand, extending
the gift with the other.] Rosa, Rosa, your present! Regalo,
regalo—tesoro! -

[But the car has started off, with a medley of wvoices
shouting farewells, which- fade quickly out of hearing.
Serafina turns about vaguely in the confusing sunlight
and gropes for the door. There is a derisive cackle from
the witch next door. Serafina absently opens the package
and removes the little gold watch. She winds it and then
holds it against her ear. She shakes it and holds it again
to her ear. Then she holds it away from her and glares at
it fiercely.] '

SERAFINA [pounding her chest three times]:
Tick—tick—tick! [She goes to the Madonna and faces it.]
Speak to me, Lady! Oh, Lady, give me a sign!

[The scene dims out.]



ACT TWO

It is two hours later the same day.

Serafina comes out onto the porch, barefooted, wearing a
rayon slip. Great shadows have appeared beneath her eyes;
her face and throat gleam with sweat. There are dark stains
of wine on the rayon slip. It is difficult for her to stand, yet
she cannot sit still. She makes a sick moaning sound in her
throat almost continually.

A hot wind rattles the-cane-brake. Vivi, the little girl, comes
up to the porch to stare at Serafina as at a strange beast in
a cage. Vivi is chewing a licorice stick which stains her
mouth and her fingers. She stands chewing and staring.
Serafina evades her stare. She wearily drags a broken grey
wicker chair down off the porch, all the way out in front
of the house, and sags heavily into it. It sits awry on a

broken leg.

Vivi sneaks toward her. Serafina lurches about to face her
angrily. The child giggles and scampers back to the porch.

SERAFINA [sinking back into the chair]:
Oh, Lady, Lady, Lady, give me a—sign . . . [She looks up
at the white glare of the sky.]

[Father De Leo approaches the house. Serafina crouches
low in the chair to escape his attention. He knocks at the
door. Receiving no answer, he looks out into the yard,
sees her, and approaches her chair. He comes close to ad-
dress her with a gentle severity.]

FATHER DE LEO:
Buon giorno, Serafina.

65



ACT TWO

SERAFINA [faintly, with a sort of disgust]:
Giorno . . .

FATHER DE LEO:
I’'m surprised to see you sitting outdoors like this. What is
that thing you’re wearing?—1 think it’s an undergarment!
—It's hanging off one shoulder, and your head, Serafina,
- looks as if you had stuck it in a bucket of oil. Oh, I see now
why the other ladies of the neighborhood aren’t taking
their afternoon naps! They find it more entertaining to sit
on the porches and watch the spectacle you are putting on
for them!—Are you listening to me?—I must tell you that
the change in your appearance and behavior since Rosario’s
death is shocking—shocking! A woman can be dignified in
her grief but when it’s carried too far it becomes a sort of
self-indulgence. Oh, I knew this was going to happen when
you broke the Church law and had your husband cremated!
[Serafina lurches up from the chair and shuffles back to the
porch. Father De Leo follows her.]—Set up a little idola-
trous shrine in your house and give worship to a bottle of

ashes. [She sinks down upon the steps.]—Are you listening
to me?

[Two women have appeared on the embankment and
descend toward the house. Serafina lurches heavily up to
meet them, like a weary bull turning to face another at-

tack.]

SERAFINA!
You ladies, what you want? I don’t do sewing! Look, I quit
doing sewing. [Ske pulls down the “sewiNc” sign and

hurls it away.] Now you got places to go, you ladies, go
places! Don’t hang around front of my house!
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 FATHER DE LEO:
‘The ladies want to be friendly.

SERAFINA:
Naw, they don’t come to be friendly. They think they know
something that Serafina don’t know; they think I got zhese
on my head! [She holds her ﬁn gers like horns at either side
of her forehead.] Well, I ain’t got them! [Ske goes padding
~ back out in front of the house. Father De Leo follows.]

FATHER DE LEO: l
You called me this morning in distress over something. -

SERAFINA:
I called you this morning but now it is afternoon.

 FATHER DE LEO:
I had to christen the grandson of the Mayor.

SERAFINA:

The Mayor’s 1mportant peoplc, not Serafinal

FATHER DE LEO:
You don’t come to confession.

SERAFINA [stértz'n g back toward the porch]:
No, I don’t come, I don’t go, I—Ohhh! [Ske pulls up one
- foot and hops on the other.]

FATHER DE LEO:
You stepped on something?

SERAFINA [dropping down on the steps]:
No, no, no, no, no, I don’t step on—noth’n . . .

FATHER DE LEO:
Come in the house. We'll wash it W1th antiseptic. [She
lurches up and limps back toward the house.] Walkmg
barefooted you will get it infected.
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SERAFINA:
Fa niente . ..

[z the top of the embankment a little boy runs out with
a red kite and flourishes it in the air with rigid gestures,
as though he were giving a distant signal. Serafina shades
her eyes with a palm to watch the kite, and then, as
though its motions conveyed a shocking message, she
utters a startled soft cry and staggers back to the porch.
She leans against a pillar, running her hand rapidly and
repeatedly through her hair. Father De Leo approaches
her again, somewhat timidly.]

FATHER DE LEO:
Serafina?

SERAFINA:
Che, che, che cosa vuole?

FATHER DE LEO: :
I am thirsty. Will you go in the house and get me some
water?

SERAFINA
Go in. Get you some water. The faucet is workmg —1
can t go in the house.

FATHER DE LEO:
Why can’t you go in the houscp

SERAFINA:
The house has a tin roof on it. I got to breathe.

FATHER DE LEO:
You can breathe in the house.

SERAFINA: A
No, I can’t breathe in the house. The house has a tin roof
onitand I ...
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[The Strega has been creeping through the cane-brake
pretending to search for a chicken.] ) ‘

THE STREGA:

Chick, chick, chick, chick, chick? [S/ze crouches to peer

under the house.]

SERAFINA: :
What's that? Is that the . .. ? Yes, the Strega! [Ske picks up
. a flower pot containing a dead plant and crosses the yard.]
Strega! Stregal [The Strega looks up, retreating a little.]
Yes, you, I mean you! You ain’t look for no chick! Getta
hell out of my yard! [The Strega retreats, viciously mutter-
ing, back into the cane-brake. Serafina makes the protective
sign of the horns with her fingers. The goat bleats.]

FATHER DE LEO:
You have no friends, Serafina.

SERAFINA
I don’t want friends.

FATHER DE LEO:
You are still a young woman. Ehmble for—loving and—
bearing again! I remember you dresscd in pale blue silk at
Mass one Easter morning, yes, like a lady wearing a—piece
of the—weather! Oh, how proudly you walked, 200 proudly!
—But now you crouch and shuffle about barefooted; you
live like a convict, dressed in the rags of a convict. You
have no companions; women you don’t mix with. You . ..

SERAFINA:
No, I don’t mix with them women. [glaring az the women
on the embankment] The dummies I got in my house, I
mix with them better because they don’t make up no lies!—
What kind of women are them? [mimicking fiercely]
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“Eee, Papa, eeee, baby, eee, me, me, me! At thirty years old
they got no more use for the letto matrimoniale, no. The
big bed goes to the basement! They get little beds from
Sears Roebuck and sleep on their bellies!

FATHER DE LEO:
Attenzione!

SERAFINA:

They make the life without glory. Instead of the heart they
got the deep-freeze in the house. The men, they don’t feel
no glory, not in the house with them women; they go to
the bars, fight in them, get drunk, get fat, put horns on the
women because the women don’t give them the love which
is glory—I did, I give him the glory. To me the big bed
was beautiful like a religion. Now I lie on it with dreams,
with memories only! But it is still beautiful to me and I
don’t believe that the man in my heart gave me horns!
[The women whisper.] What, what are they saying? Does
ev'rybody know something that I don’t know?—No, all I
want is a sign, a sign from Our Lady, to tell me the licis a
lie! And then I... [The women laugh on the embank-
ment. Serafina starts fiercely toward them. They scatter.]
Squeak, squeak, squawk, squawk! Hens—like water
thrown on them! [There is the sound of mocking laugh-
ter.]

FATHER DE LEO: :
People are laughing at you on all the porches.

SERAFINA: :

I’'m laughing, too. Listen to me, I'm laughing! [She breaks
into loud, false laughter, first from the porch, then from the
foot of the embankment, then crossing in front of the house.]
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 Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hal Now ev’rybody is laughing. Ha,
ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

FATHER DE LEO: :
Zitta oral—Think of your daughter.

SERAFINA [understanding the word “daughter”]:

You, yoz think of my daughter! Today you give out the
diplomas, today at the high school you give out the prizes,
diplomas! You give to my daughter a set of books call the
Digest of Knowledge! What does she know? How to be
cheap already?—Oh, yes, that is what to learn, how to be
cheap and to cheat!—You know what they do at this high
school? They ruin’ the girls there! They give the spring
dance because the girls are man-crazy. And there at that
dance my daughter goes with a sailor that has in his ear a
gold ring! And pants so tight that a woman ought not to
look at him! This morning, this morning she cuts with a
knife her wrist if I don’t let her go!—Now all of them gone
to some island, they call it a picnic, all of them, gone in a—
boat!

FATHER DE LEO:
There was a school picnic, chaperoned by the teachers.

SERAFINA
Oh, lo so, lo so! The man-crazy old-maid teachers!—They
all run wild.on the island!

. FATHER DE LEO:

Serafina delle Rose! [He picks up the chair by the back
and hauls 1t to the porch when she starts to resume her
seat.]—I command you to go in the house.

SERAFINA'
Go in the house? I will. I will go in the house if you will
answer one question.—Will you answer one question?
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FATHER DE LEO:
I will if I know the answer.
SERAFINA : | : :
Aw, you know the answer!—You used to hear the confes-
sions of my husband. [Ske turns to face the priest.] b

FATHER DE LEO:
Yes, I heard his confessions . . .

SERAFINA [with difficulty]:
Did he ever speak to you of a woman?

[ 4 child cries out and races across in front of the house.
Father De Leo picks up his panama hat. Serafina paces
slowly toward him. He starts away from the house.]

SERAFINA [rushing after him]:
Aspettate! Aspettate un momento!

FATHER DE LEO [fearfully, not looking at her]:
Che volete?

SERAFINA ;

Rispondetemi! [She strikes her breast.] Did he speak of a
woman to you?

FATHER DE LEO:
You know better than to ask me such a question. I don’t !
break the Church laws. The secrets of the confessional are |
sacred to me. [He walks away.] ’

SERAFINA [pursuing and clutching his arm]:
I got to know. You could tell me.

FATHER DE LEO:
Let go of me, Serafina!

SERAFINA :

Not till you tell me, Father. Father, you tell me, please tell
me! Or I will go mad! [z a fierce wkzsper] I will go back
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in the house and smash the urn with the ashes—if you
don’t tell mel I will go mad with the doubt in my heart
and I will smash the urn and scatter the ashes—of my hus-

band’s body!

FATHER DE LEO: .
What could I tell youP If you would not behevc the known
facts about him . -

SERAFINA :
Known facts, who knows the known facts?

[The neighbor women have heard the argument and
begin to crowd around, muttering in s/zoc/(cd whispers at
Serafina’s lack of respect.]

* FATHER DE LEO [frightened]: :
- Lasciatemi, lasciatemi stare!—Oh, Serafina, I am too old for
this—please!—Everybody is .

SERAFINA [in a fierce, hz.s'smg w/zisper]:

Nobody knew my rose of the world but me and now they
can lie because the rose ain’t living. They want the marble
urn broken; they want me to smash it. They want the rose
ashes scattered because I had too much glory. They don't
want glory like zAaz in nobody’s heart. They want—mouse-
squeaking!—known facts.—Who knows the known facts?
You—padres—wear black because of the fact that the facts'
are known by nobody!

FATHER DE LEO:
Oh, Serafinal There are people watching!

SERAFINA ;
Let them watch something. That will be a change for them.
—It’s been a long time I wanted to break out like this and
now I...
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FATHER DE LEO:
I am too old a man; I am not strong enough. I am sixty-
seven years old! Must I call for help, now?

SERAFINA:

Yes, call! Call for help, but I won'’t let you go till you tell
me!

FATHER DE LEO:
You're not a respectable woman.

SERAFINA :
No, I'm not a respectable; I'm a woman.

FATHER DE LEO:
No, you are not a woman. You are an animal!

SERAFINA -
Si, si, animale! Sono animale! Animale. Tell them all, shout
it all to them, up and down the whole block! The widow
Delle Rose is not respectable, she is not even a woman, she
is an animal! She is attacking the priest! She will tear the
black suit off him unless he tells her the whores in this
town are lying to her!

[The neighbor women have been drawing closer as the
argument progresses, and now they come to Father De
Leo’s rescue and assist him to get away from Serafina,
who is on the point of attacking him bodily. He cries out,
“Officer! Officer!” but the women drag Serafina from
him and lead him away with comforting murmurs.]

SERAFINA [striking her wrists together]:

~ Yes, it’s me, it’s me!! Lock me up, lock me, lock me up!
Or I will—smash!—the marble . . . [She throws her head
far back and presses her fists to her eyes. Then she rushes
crazily to the steps and falls across them.]
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ASSUNTA:
Serafina! Figlial Figlia! Andiamo a casa!

SERAFINA
Leave me alone, old woman.

[She returns slowly to the porch steps and sinks down
on them, sitting like a tired man, her knees spread apart
and her head cupped in her hands. The children steal
back around the house. A little boy shoots a bean-shooter
at her. She starts up with a cry. The children scatter,
shkrieking. She sinks back down on the steps, then leans
back, staring up at the sky, her body rocking.]

SERAFINA: :

Oh, Lady, Lady, Lady, give me a signl

[As if in mocking answer, a novelty salesman appears
and approaches the porch. He is a fat man in a seersucker
suit and a straw hat with a yellow, red and purple band.
His face is beet-red and great moons of sweat have soaked
through the armpits of his jacket. His shirt is lavender,
and his tie, pale blue with great yellow polka dots, is a
butterfly bow. His entrance is accompanied by a brief,
satiric strain of music.]

THE SALESMAN:
Good afternoon, lady. [Ske looks up slowly. The salesman
talks sweetly, as if reciting a prayer.] 1 got a little novelty
here which I am offering to just a few lucky people at what
we call an introductory price. Know what I mean? Not a
regular price but a price which is less than what it costs to
manufacture the article, a price we are making for the sake
-of introducing the product in the Gulf Coast territory.
Lady, this thing here that I'm droppin’ right in youah lap
is bigger than television; it’s going to revolutionize the
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domestic life of America—Now I don’t do house to house
canvassing. I sell directly to merchants but when I stopped
over there to have my car serviced, I seen you taking the
air on the steps and I thought I would just drop over and . ..

[There is the sound of a big truck stopping on the high-

way, and a man’s voice, Alvaro’s, is heard, shouting.]

ALVARO:

Hey! Hey, you road hog!

THE SALESMAN [faking a sample out of his bag]:
Now, lady, this little article has a deceptive appearance. First
of all, I want you to notice how compact it is. It takes up
no more space than . ..

[Alvaro comes down from the embankment. He is about
twenty-five years old, dark and very goodlooking. He is
one of those Mediterranean types that resemble glossy
young bulls. He is short in stature, has a massively sculp-
tural torso and bluish-black curls. His face and manner
are clownish; he has a charming awkwardness. There is
a startling, improvised air about him; he frequently seems
surprised at his own speeches and actions, as though he
had not at all anticipated them. At the moment when we
first hear his voice the sound of a timpani begins, at first
very pianissimo, but building up as he approaches, till 1t

reaches a vibrant climax with his appearance to Serafina
beside the house.]

ALVARO:

Hey.

THE SALESMAN [without glancing at him]:

Hay is for horses|—Now, madam, you see what happens
when I press this button ?
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[ The article explodes in Serafina’s face. She slaps it away
with an angry cry. At the same time Alvaro advances,
trembling with rage, to the porch steps. He is sweating
and stammering with pent-up fury at a world of frustra-
tions which are temporarily localized in the gross figure
of this salesman.)

-

ALVARO:
Hey, you! Come here! What the hell’s the idea, back there
at that curve? You make me drive off the highway!

THE SALESMAN [0 Serafina]:
Excuse me for just one minute. [He wheels menacingly
about to face Alvaro.] Is something giving you gas pains,
Maccaroni?

ALVARO: ~
My name is not Maccaroni.

THE SALESMAN :

All right. Spaghetti.

ALVARO [almost sobbing with passion]:

I am not maccaroni. I am not spaghetti. I am a human be-
ing that drives a truck of bananas. I drive a truck of bananas
for the Southern Fruit Company for a living, not to play
cowboys and Indians on no highway with no rotten road
hog. You got a 4-lane highway between Pass Christian and
here. I give you the sign to pass me. You tail me and give
me the horn. You yell “Wop” at me and “Dago.” “Move
over, Wop, move over, Dago.” Then at the goddam curve,
you go pass me and make me drive off the highway and
yell back “Son of a bitch of a Dago!” I don’t like that, no,
no! And I am glad you stop here. Take the cigar from your
mouth, take out the cigar!
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ACT TwWoO

THE SALESMAN : |
Take it out for me, greaseball.

ALVARO:
If I take it out I will push it down your throat. I got three
dependents! If I fight, I get fired, but I will fight and get
fired. Take out the cigar! s ‘

[Spectators'begin to gather at the edge of the scene. Sera-
fina stares at the truck driver, her eyes like a somnam-

bule’s. All at once she utters a low cry and seems about
to fall.]

ALVARO:
Take out the cigar, take out, take out the cigar!

[He snatches the cigar from the salesman’s mouth and
the salesman brings his knee up violently into Alvaro’s
groin. Bending double and retching with pain, Alvaro
staggers over to the porch.]

THE SALESMAN [shouting, as he goes off]:
I got your license number, Maccaroni! I know your boss!

ALVARO [howling]:
Drop dead! [He suddenly staggers up the steps.] Lady,
lady, I got to go in the house!

[As soon as he enters, he bursts into rending sobs, lean-
ing against a wall and shaking convulsively. The specta-
tors outside laugh as they scatter. Serafina slowly enters
the house. The screen door rasps loudly on its rusty
springs as she lets it swing gradually shut behind her, her
eyes remaining fixed with a look of stupefied wonder
upon the sobbing figure of the tmcl{ driver. We must un-
derstand her profound unconscious response to this sud-
den contact with distress as acute as her own. There is a
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ldrzg pause as the screen door makes its whining, catlike
noise swinging shut by a’egrce.r]

SERAFINA: -
Somebody’s—in my house? [finally, in a hoarse, tremulous
whisper] What are you—doing in here? Why have you—
come in my house?

ALVARO: ,
Oh, lady—leave me alone!—Please—now!

SERAFINA: .
You—got no business—in here . . .

ALVARO:
I got to cry after a fight. I'm sorry, lady. I
[T he sobs still shake him. He leans on a dummsy.]

SERAFINA
Don’t lean on my dummy. Sit down if you can’t stand up.
—What is the matter with you?

ALVARO: ‘

I always cry after a ﬁght But I don’t want people to see
me. It’s not like a man. [There is a long pause; Serafina’s
attitude seems to warm toward the man. ]

SERAFINA:
A man is not no different from no one else . . . [ Al at once
her face puckers up, and for the first time in t/ze play Sera-
fina begins to weep, at first soundlessly, then audibly. Soon
- she is sobbing as loudly as Alvaro. She speaks between sobs.]
—I always cry—when somebody else is crying . . .

ALVARO: ‘ :
No, no, lady, don’t cry! Why should you cry? I will stop. I
will stop in a minute. This is not like a man. I am ashame
of myself. T will stop now; please, lady . . .
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ACT -TWO

[Stll crouching a little with pain, a hand cla.fpea' to his
- abdomen, Alvaro turns away from the wall. He blows his
nose between two fingers. Serafina picks up a scrap of
white voile and gives it to him to wipe his fingers.]
* SERAFINA

Your jacket is torn.

ALVARO [sobbing]:
My company jacket is torn?

SERAFINA:

Yes ...

ALVARO:

- Where is it torn?

SERAFINA [:obbing] :
Down the—back.

ALVARO:
Oh, Dio!
SERAFINA: »
Take it off. I will sew it up for you. I do—sewing.
ALVARO:
Oh, Dio! [s0bbing] I got three dcpendents' [He holds up
 three fingers and shakes them violently at Serafina.]

SERAFINA
Give me—give me your jacket.

ALVARO: 3
. He took down my license numbcr'

SERAFINA

People are always taking down license numbers and tele-

phone numbers and numbers that don’t mean nothmg—all '
them numbers .
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ALVARO: .

- Three, three dependents! Not citizens, even! No relief
checks, no nothing! [Serafina sobs.] He is going to com-
plain to the boss. ;

SERAFINA:

I wanted to cry all day.

ALVARO: :
He said he would fire me if I don’t stop fighting!

SERAFINA!
Stop crying so I can stop crying.

ALVARO:
I am a sissy. Excuse me. I am ashame.

SERAFINA: : :

Don’t be ashame of nothing, the world is too crazy for
people to be ashame in it. 'm not ashame and I had two
fights on the street and my daughter called me “disgusting.”
I got to sew this by hand; the machine is broke in a fight
with two women. :

e

ALVARO:!

That’s what—they call a cat fight . . . [He blows his nose.]

SERAFINA':

Open the shutters, please, for me. I can’t see to work. [Ske
has crossed to her work tablé. He goes over to the window.
As he opens the shutters, the light falls across his fine torso,
the undershirt clinging wetly to his dark olive skin. Sera-
fina is struck and murmaurs: “Ohhh . . " There is the
sound of music.]

ALVARO:

What, lady?
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ACT TI—V‘O

SERAFINA [in @ strange vozce]

Thc light on the body was like a man that lived here

ALVARO:
Che dice?

SERAFINA
Niente—Ma com’e stranol—Lei & Napoletano? [She is
threading a needle.]

ALVARO: -
Io sono Siciliano! [Serafina sticks her fin ger with her neea’le
and cries out.] Che fa?

SERAFINA!
I—stuck myself with the—needle!—You had—-—better wash

up -

ALVARO:
Dov’¢ il gabinetto?

SERAFINA [almost inaudibly]:
Dietro. [She points vaguely back.]

ALVARO:

Con permesso! [He moves past her. As he does so, she
picks up a pair of broken spectacles on the work table.
Holding them up by the single remaining side piece, like a
lorgnette, she inspects his passing figure with an air of
stupefaction. As he goes out, he says:] A kick like that can
have serious consequences! [He goes into the back of the
house.]

. SERAFINA [after a pause] : Madonna Santal—My husband’s

" body, with the head of a clown! [She crosses to the Ma-
donna.] O Lady, O Lady! [She makes an imploring ges-
ture,] Speak to mel—What are you saying ?—Please, Lady,
I can’t hear you! Is it a sign? Is it a sign of something?



SCENE ONE

What does it mean? Oh, speak o me, Lady!—Everything
is too strangel

[She gives up the useless entreaty to the impassive statue.
Then she rushes to the cupboard, clambers up on a chair
and seizes a bottle of wine from the top shelf. But she
finds it impossible to descend from the chair. Clasping
the dusty bottle to her breast, she crouches there, help-
lessly whimpering like a child, as Alvaro comes back in.]

ALVARO:
- Ciaol
SERAFINA:
I can’t get up.
ALVARO:
You mean you can’t get down?

SERAFINA:
I mean I—can’t get down . ..

ALVARO:
Con permesso, Signoral [He lifts her down from the chair.]

SERAFINA !
Grazie.
ALVARO:

I am ashame of what happen. Crying is not like a man.
Did anyone see me? |

SERAFINA
Nobody saw you but me. To me it don’t matter.

ALVARO'}
You are simpatica, molto!—It was not just the fight that
makes me break down. I was like this all today! [He shakes
his clenched fists in the air.]
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ACT TWO

SERAFINA:
You and—me, too!—What was the trouble today?

ALVARO:

My name is Mangiacavallo which means “Eat-a-horse.”
It’s a comical name, I know. Maybe two thousand and sev-
enty years ago one of my grandfathers got so hungry that
he ate up a horse! That ain’t my fault. Well, today at the
Southern Fruit Company I find on the pay envelope not
“Mangiacavallo” but “ear A Horse” in big print! Ha, ha,
ha, very funny!—I open the pay envelope! In it I find a
notice—The wages have been garnishee! You know what
garnishee is? [Serafina nods gravcly] Garnishee!—Eat a
horse!—Road hog!—All in one day is too much! I go
crazy, I boil, I cry, and I am ashame but I am not able to
help it!—Even a Wop truck driver’s a human being! And
human beings must cry .. .

SERAFINA:

Yes, they must cry. I couldn’t cry all day but now I have
cried and I am feeling much better—I will sew up the
jacket .

ALVARO [lzcl(mg his lips]:

What is that in your hand? A bottle of vino?

SERAFINA:

This is Spumanti. It comes from the house of the family of
my husband. The Delle Rose! A very great family. I was a
peasant, but I married a baron!—No, I still don’t believe it!
I married a baron when I didn’t have shoes!"

ALVARO: .
Excuse me for asking—but where is the Baron, now? [Sera-
fina points gravely to the marble urn.] Where did you say?

SERAFINA: i
Them’re his ashes in that marble urn.
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ALVARO:
Ma! Scusatemi! Scusatemi! [crossing himself]—I hope he
is resting in peace.

SERAFINA':
It’s him you reminded me of—when you opened the shut-
ters. Not the face but the body.—Please get me some ice
from the icebox in the kitchen. I had a—very bad day . . .

ALVARO:
Oh, ice! Yes—ice—TI'll get some . .. [A4s ke goes out, she
looks again through the broken spectacles at him.]

 SERAFINA:
Non posso crederlo!—A clown of a face like that with my
husband’s body!

[T here is the sound of ice being chopped in the kitchen.
She inserts a corkscrew in the bottle but her efforts to
open it are clumsily unsuccessful. Alvaro returns with a
little bowl of ice. He sets it down so hard on the table
that a piece flies out. He scrambles after it, retrieves it
and wipes it off on his sweaty undershirt.]

SERAFINA
I think the floor would be cleaner!

ALVARO:
Scusatemi!—I wash it again?

SERAFINA :
Fa niente!

ALVARO:
I am a—<clean!—I . ..

SERAFINA'
Fa niente, niente!—The bottle should be in the ice but the
next best thing is to pour the wine over the bottle.
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ACT TWO

ALVARO: !
You mean over the ice?

SERAFINA:
I mean over the . ..

ALVARO: }
Let me open the bottle. Your hands are not used to rough
work. [She surrenders the bottle to him and regards him
through the broken spectacles again.]

SERAFINA:
These little bits of white voile on the floor are not from a
snowstorm. I been making voile dresses for high school
- graduation—One for my daughter and for thirteen other
girls—All of the work I'm not sure didn’t kill me!

ALVARO: ' ‘
The wine will make you feel better.

[There is a youthful cry from outside.]

SERAFINA: - ‘
There is a wild bunch of boys and girls in this town. In
Sicily the boys would dance with the boys because a girl
and a boy could not dance together unless they was going
to be married. But here they run wild on islands!—boys,
girls, man-crazy teachers . . .

ALVARO:

Ecco! [The cork comes off with a loud pop. Serafina cries
out and staggers against the table. He laughs. She laughs
with him, helplessly, unable to.stop, unable to catch her
breath.]—I like a woman that laughs with all her heart.

SERAFINA?
And a woman that cries with her heart?

ALVARO: _ .
I like everything that a woman does with her heart.
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[Both are suddenly embarrassed and their laughter dies
out. Serafina smooths down her rayon slip. He hands
her a glass of the sparkling wine with ice in it. She mur-
murs “Grazie.”

[Unconsciously the injured finger is lifted again to her

lip and she wanders away from the table with the glass
held shakily.]

ALVARO [continuing nervously]:

I see you had a bad day.

SERAFINA :
‘Sono cosi—stanca . ..

ALVARO [suddenly springing to the window and shouting] :
Hey, you kids, git down off that truck! Keep your hands
off them bananas! [Az the words “truck” and “bananas”
Serafina -gasps again and spills some wine on her slip.]
Little buggers!—Scusatemi . .

SERAFINA :
You haul—you haul bananas?

ALVARO:
Si, Signora.

SERAFINA :
Is it a 10-ton truck?

ALVARO:
An 8-ton truck.

SERAFINA: :
My husband hauled bananas in a 10-ton truck.

ALVARO:
Well, he was a baron.
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- ACT TWO

SERAFINA!
Do you haul just bananas?

ALVARO: :
Just bananas. What else would I haul?

SERAFINA

My husband hauled bananas, but underneath the bananas
was something else. He was—wild like a—Gypsy.—“Wild
—like a—GypsyP” Who said that?—I hate to start to re-
member, and then not remember . . .

[The dialogue between them is full of odd hesitations,
broken sentences and tentative gestures. Both are nerv-
ously exhausted after their respective ordeals. Their fum-
bling communication has a curious intimacy and sweet-
ness, like the meeting of two lonely children for the first
time. It is oddly luxurious to them both, luxurious as the
first cool wind of evening after a scorching day. Serafina
idly picks up a little Sicilian souvenir cart from a table.]

SERAFINA
The priest was against it.

ALVARO:
What was the priest against?

SERAFINA'

Me keeping the ashes. It was against the Church law. But
I had to have something and that was all I could have.
[She sets down the cart.]

ALVARO:
I don’t see nothing wrong with it.

SERAFINA
You don’t?
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ALVARO:
No! Niente!—The body wouldive decayed, but ashes al-
ways stay clean.

SERAFINA [eagerly]: :
Si, si, bodies decay, but ashes always stay clean! Come here.
-1 show you this picture—my wedding. [She removes a pic-
ture tenderly from the wall.] Here’s me a bride of fourteen,
and this—this—this! [drumming the picture with her fin-
ger and turning her face to Alvaro with great lustrous
eyes] My husband! [There is a pause.-He takes the picture
from her hand and holds it first close to his eyes, then far
back, then again close with suspirations of appropriate awe.]

~ Annnh?’—Annnnh?—Che dice!

ALVARO [slowly, with great emphasis] :
Che bell’ uvomo! Che bell’ uomo!

SERAFINA [replacing the picture]:
A rose of a man. On his chest he had the tattoo of a rose.
[then, quite suddenly]—Do you believe strange things, or
do you doubt them?

-

ALVARO: :
If strange things didn’t happen, I wouldn’t be here. You
wouldn’t be here. We wouldn’t be talking together.

SERAFINA : :
Davvero! I'll tell you something about the tattoo of my hus-
band. My husband, he had this rose tattoo on his chest.
One night I woke up with a burning pain on me here. I
turn on the light. I look at my naked breast and on it I see
the rose tattoo of my husband, on me, on my breast, Ais
tattoo. '

ALVARO:
Strano! : ;
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|ACT TWO

SERAFINA:

And that was the night that—I got to speak frankly to tell
yom .. -

ALVARO:
Speak frankly! We're grown-up people.

SERAFINA

That was the night I conceived my son—the little boy that
was lost when I lost my husband . . .

ALVARO:

Che cosa—stranal—Would you be willing to show me the
rose tattoo?

SERAFINA:

Oh, it’s gone now, it only lasted a moment. But I did see it.
I saw it clearly—Do you believe me?

ALVARO:
Lo credo!

SERAFINA:

I don’t know why I told you. But I like what you said,
That bodies decay but ashes always stay clean—immaco-
late!—But, you know, there are some people that want to
make everything dirty. Two of them kind of people come
in the house today and told me a terrible lie in front of the
-ashes.—So awful a lie that if I thought it was true—I would
smash the urn—and throw the ashes away! [She hurls her
glass suddenly to the floor.] Smash it, smash it like that!

ALVARO:
Ma!—Baronessa!

[Serafina seizes a broom and sweeps the fragments of
glass away.]
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SERAFINA: _ ‘
And take this broom and sweep them out the back door
like so much trash!

ALVARO [impressed by her violence and a little awed ]:
What lie did they tell you? <

SERAFINA |
No, no, no! I don’t want to talk about it! [Ske throws
down the broom.] 1 just want to forget it; it wasn’t true, it
was false, false, false!—as the hearts of the bitches that told
it . ..

ALVARO: :
Yes. I would forget anything that makes you unhappy.

~ SERAFINA:

The memory of a love don’t make you unhappy unless you
believe a lie that makes it dirty. I don’t believe in the lie.
The ashes are clean. The memory of the rose in my heart
is perfect!—Your glass is weeping . . . '

ALVARO: .
Your glass is weeping too.

[ While she fills his glass, he moves about the room, look-
ing here and there. She follows him. Each time he picks
up an article for inspection she gently takes it from him
and examines it herself with fresh interest.]

ALVARO: .
Cozy little homelike place you got here.

SERAFINA
Oh, it's—molto modesto.—You got a nice place too? :

ALVARO:
I got a place with three dependents in it.

4
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ACT TWO

SERAFINA

What—dependents?

ALVARO [counting them on his fingers] : _
One old maid sister, one feeble-minded grandmother, one
lush of a pop that’s not worth the powder it takes to blow
him to hell—They got the parchesi habit. They play the
game of parchesi, morning, mght, noon. Passing a bucket
of beer around the table .

SERAFINA:

They got the beer habit, too?

ALVARO:

Oh, yes. And the numbers habit. This spring the old maid

sister gets female trouble—mostly mental, I think—she turns

the housekeeping over to the feeble-minded grandmother,

a very sweet old lady who don’t think it is necessary to pay

the grocery bill so long as there’s money to play the num-

bers. She plays the numbers. She has a perfect system ex-

cept it don’t ever work. And the grocery bill goes up, up,

up, up, upl—so high you can’t even see it!—Today the
Ideal Grocery Company garnishees my wages . . . There,
now! I've told you my life . . . [The parrot squawl(.c He
goes over to the cage.] Hello, Polly, how’s tricks?

SERAFINA:
The name ain’t Polly. It ain’t a she; it’s a he
ALVARO:

How can you tell with all them tail feathers? [He sticks

his finger in the cage, pokes at the parrot and gets bitten.]
Owww!

SERAFINA [vicar;'ously]
Ouuu . . . [Alvaro sticks his injured fin ger in his mouth.

: Semﬁna puts her corresponding finger in /zer mouth. He
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crosses to the telep/zone 11 told you watch out.—What are
you calling, a doctor?

ALVARO:
I am calling my boss in Biloxi to explain why I'm late.

SERAFINA:
The call to Biloxi is a ten-cent call.

ALVARO:
Don’t worry about it.

~ SERAFINA
I'm not womed about it. You will pay it.

ALVARO: :
You got a sensible attitude toward life . . . Give me the
Southern Fruit Company in Biloxi—seven-cight-seven!

SERAFINA:

You are a bachelor. With threc depcndentsP [She glance:
below his belt.]

ALVARO:
Ill tell you my hopes and dreams!

SERAFINA :

Who? Me? .

ALVARO:

‘1 am hoping to meet some sensible older lady Maybe a
lady a little bit older than me—I don’t care if she’s a little
too plump or not such a stylish dresser! [Serafina self-
consciously pulls up a dangling strap.] The important
thing in a lady is understanding. Good sense. And I want
her to have a well-furnished house and a profitable little
business of some kind . . . [He looks about him signifi-
- cantly.] :
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ACT TWO

SERAFINA: ‘
And such a lady, with a well-furnished house and business,
what does she want with a man with three dependents with
the parchesi and the beer habit, playing the numbers!

ALVARO: ‘
Love and affection!—in a world that is lonely—and cold!

SERAFINA: ;

It might be lonely but I would not say “cold” on this par-
ticular day! '

ALVARO:

Love and affection is what I got to offer on hot or cold
days in this lonely old world and is what I am looking for.
I got nothing else. Mangiacavallo has nothing. In fact, he is
the grandson of the village idiot of Riberal

SERAFINA [uneasily]:
I see you like to make—jokes!

ALVARO:
No, no joke!l—Davverol—He chased my grandmother in a
flooded rice field. She slip on a wet rock.—Ecco! Here I am.

SERAFINA
You ought to be more respectful.

ALVARO:
What have I got to respect? The rock my grandmother
slips on?

SERAFINA ;
Yourself at least! Don'’t you work for a living?

ALVARO:

If I don’t work for a living I would respect myself more.
Baronessa, I am a healthy young man, existing without no
love life. I look at the magazine pictures. Them girls in the
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advertisement—you know what I mean? A little bitty thing
here? A little bitty thing there? :

[ He touches two portions of his anatomy. The latter por-
tion embarrasses Serafina, who quietly announces: |

SERAFINA
The call is ten cents for three minutes. Is the line busy?

ALVARO:

Not the line, but the boss.

SERAFINA:
And the charge for the call goes higher. That ain’t the
phone of a millionaire you’re using! -

ALVARO:
I think you talk a poor mouth. [He picks up the piggy
bank and shakes it.] This pig sounds well-fed to me.

SERAFINA 5
Dimes and quarters.

ALVARO:
Dimes and quarters’re better than nickels and dimes, [Sera-

fina rises severely and removes the piggy bank from his
grasp.] Ha, ha, ha! You think I'm a bank robber?

SERAFINA:
I think you are maleducato! Just get your boss on the
phone or hang the phone up.

ALVARO: "

What, what! Mr. Siccardi? How tricks at the Southern
Fruit Comp'ny this hot afternoon? Ha, ha, hal—Mangia-
cavallol—What? You got the complaint already? Sentite,
per favore! This road hog was—Mr. Siccardi? [He figgles
 the hook; then slowly hangs up.] A man with three de-
pendents!—out of a job . . . [Tere is a pause.]

95



ACT TWO

SERAFINA!
‘Well, you better ask the operator the charges.

ALVARO: _
Qoflal A man with three dependents—out of a job!

SERAFINA'
I can’t see to work no more. I got a suggestion to make.
Open the bottom drawer of that there bureau and you will
find a shirt in white tissue paper and you can wear that one
while I am fixing this. And call for it later. [He crosses to
the bureau.]—It was made for somebody that never called
for it. [He removes the package.] Is there a name pinned
to it? ‘
ALVARO:
Yesaats . . u
SERAFINA [fiercely, but with no physical movement]:
Don'’t tell me the name! Throw it away, out the window!

ALVARO:
Perche?

SERAFINA
Throw it, throw it away!

ALVARO [crumpling the paper and throwing it through
the window ]| :
Ecco fatto! [There is a distant cry of children as he un-
wraps the package and holds up the rose silk shirt, exclaim-
ing in Latin delight at the luxury of it.] Colore di rose!
Seta! Seta pural—Ohj this shirt is too good for Mangia-
cavallo! Everything here is too good for Mangiacavallo!

SERAFINA: :
Nothing’s too good for a man if the man is good.
ALVARO: '

- The grandson of a village idiot is not that good.
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SERAFINA:
No matter whose grandson you are, put it on; you are wel-
come to wear it.

ALVARO [slzppm g voluptuously into the slzzrt]
Ssssssss! »

-

SERAFINA: '
How does it feel, the silk; on you?

ALVARO:
It feels like a girl’s hands on ‘me! [There is a pause, wlule
he shows her the whiteness of his teeth.] :

SERAFINA [holding up her broken spectacles]
It will makeyou less trouble.

ALVARO:
There is nothing more beautiful than a gift betwcen people!
—Now you are srmhng'—You like me a little bit better?

- SERAFINA [slowly and tenderly]:

You know what they should of done when you was a
baby? They should of put tape on your ears to hold them
back so when you grow up they wouldn't stick out like the
wings of a little kewpie! [She touches his ear, a very slight
touch, betraying too much of her heart. Both laugh a little
and she turns away, embarrassed. ] '

[Outside the goat bleats and there is tke sound of splin-
tering timber. One of the children races into the front
yard, crying out.]

SALVATORE:
Mizz’' Dell’ Rose! The black goat’s in your yard!

© SERAFINA!
1l becco della stregal

97



ACT TWO

[Serafina dashes to the window, throws the shutters vio-
lently open and leans way out. T his time, she almost feels
relief in this distraction. The interlude of the goat chase
has a quality of crazed exaltation. Outside is heard the
wild bleating of the goat and the jingling of his harness.]

SERAFINA:
Miei pomodori! Guarda i miei pomodori!

THE STREGA [entering the front yard with a broken length
~ of rope, calling out]:
Heyeh, Billy! Heyeh. Heyeh, Billy!

SERAFINA [making the sign of horns with her fingers]:
There is the Strega! She lets the goat in my yard to eat my
tomatoes! [backing from the window] She has the eye;
she has the malocchio, and so does the goat! The goat has
the evil eye, too. He got in my yard the night that I lost
Rosario and my boy! Madonna, Madonna mia! Get that
goat out of my yard! [Shke retreats to the Madonna, making
the sign of the horns with her fingers, while the goat chase
continues outside.]

ALVARO: 4
Now take it easy! I will catch the black goat and give him

a kick that he will never forget!

. [Alvaro runs out the front door and joins in the chase.
The litdle boy is clapping together a pair of tin pan lids
which sound like cymbals. The effect is weird and beau-
tiful with the wild cries of the children and the goat's
bleating. Serafina remains anxiously half way between
the shutters and the protecting Madonna. She gives a
furious imitation of the bleating goat, contorting her face
with loathing. It is the fury of woman at the desire she
suffers. At last the goat is captured.] '
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BRUNO:
Got him, got him, got him!

ALVARO:
Vieni presto, Diavolo!

[ Alvaro appears around the side of the house with a tight
hold on the broken rope around the goat's neck. The boy
follows behind, glecfully clapping the tin lids together,
and further back follows the Strega, holding her broken
length of rope, her grey hair hanging into her face and
her black skirts caught up in one hand, revealing bare
feet and hairy legs. Serafina comes out on the porch as
the grotesque little procession passes before it, and she
raises her hand with the fingers making horns as the
goat and the Strega pass her. Alvaro turns the goat over
to the Strega and comes panting back to the house.]

ALVARO:
Niente paural—I got to go now.—You have been troppo
gentile, Mrs. . . .

SERAFINA:
. I am the widow of the Baron Delle Rose—Excuse the way
I'm—not dressed . . . [He keeps hold of her hand as he
stands on the porch steps. She continues very shyly, panting
a little.] T am not always like this.—Sometimes I fix myself
up!—When my husband was living, when my husband
comes home, when he was living—I had a clean dress on!
And sometimes even, [—put a rose in my hair . . . |

ALVARO:
A rose in your hair would be pretty!

SERAFINA:
But for a widow—it ain’t the time of roses . . .



- v ACT TWO

[ The sound of music is heard, of a mandolin playing.]

ALVARO: :

Naw, you make a mistake! It’s always for everybody the
time of roses! The rose is the heart of the world like the
heart is the—heart of the—body! But you, Baronessa—you
know what I think you have done?

SERAFINA:

What—what h:lwc I—done?

ALVARO!

You have put your heart in the marble urn with the ashes.
[Now singing is heard along with the music, which con-
tinues to the end of the scene.] And if in a storm sometime,
or sometime when a 10-ton truck goes down the highway
—the marble urn was to break! [He suddenly points up at
the sky.] Look! Look, Baronessa!

SERAFINA [startled]:
Look? Look? I don't see!

ALVARO: ' : »
I was pointing at your heart, broken out of the urn and
away from the ashes!—Rondinella felice! [He makes an
airy gesture toward the fading sky.]

SERAFINAD o : :
Oh! [He whistles like a bird and makes graceful win glike
motions with his hands.] Buffone, buffone—piantatelal T.
take you serious—then you make it a joke ... [She smiles
involuntarily at his antics.] :

"ALVARO:

When can I bring the shirt back?

SERAFINA

When do you pass by again?
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ALVARO:

- I will pass by tonight for supper. Volete?

SERAFINA: -

Then look at the window tomght If the shutters are open
and there is a light in the window, you can stop by for your
—jacket—but if the shutters are closed, you better not stop
because my Rosa will be home. Rosa’s my daughter. She has
gone to a picnic—maybe—home early——but you know how

. picnics are. They—wait for the moon to—start singing.—

Not that there’s nothing wrong in two grown-up people
having a quiet conversation!—but Rosa’s fifteen—I got to
be careful to set her a perfect example.

ALVARO:

I will look at the window.—I will look at the win-dooow!

[He imiztates a bird flying off with gay whistles.]
SERAFINA :

Buffone!

ALVARO [shouting from outside]:
Hey, you little buggers, climb down off that truck! Lay
offa them bananas!

[His truck is heard starting and pulling away. Serafina
stands motionless on the porch, :carchmg the sky with
her eyes.]

SERAFINA:
Rosario, forgive me! Forgive me for thinking the awful lie
could be true!

[The light in the house dims out. A little boy races into
the yard holding triumphantly aloft a great golden bunch
of bananas. A little girl pursues him with shrill cries. He
eludes her. They dash around the house. The light fades

and the curtain falls.]

]
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It is the evening of the same day. The neighborhood chil-
dren are playing games around the house. One of them is
counting by fives to a hundred, calling out the numbers, as
he leans against the palm tree.

Serafina is-in the parlor, sitting on the sofa. She is seated
stiffly and formally, wearing a gown that she has not worn
since the death of her husband, and with a rose in her hair.
It becomes obvious from her movements that she is wear-
ing a girdle that constricts her unendurably.

[There is the sound of a truck approaching up on the
highway. Serafina rises to an odd, crouching position.
But the truck passes by without stopping. The girdle is
becoming quite intolerable to Serafina and she decides
to take it off, going behind the sofa to do so. With much
grunting, she has gotten it down as far as her knees,
when there is the sound outside of another truck ap-
proaching. This time the truck stops up on the highway,
with a sound of screeching brakes. She realizes that
Alvaro is coming, and her efforts to get out of the girdle,
which is now pinioning her legs, become frantic. She
hobbles from behind the sofa as Alvaro appears in front
of the house.]

ALVARO [gaily]:
Rondinella felice! I will look at win-dooooo! Signora delle
Rose!

[Serafind’s response to this salutation is a groan of an-
guish. She hobbles and totters desperately to the curtains
between the rooms and reaches them just in time to hide
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herself as Alvaro comes into the parlor from the porch
through the screen door. He is carrying a package and a
candy box.] 5

ALVARO:
C’¢ nessuno?

SERAFINA [at first inaudibly]:
Si, si, sono qui. [then loudly and hoarsely, as she finally
gets the girdle off her legs] Si, si, sono quil! [To cover her
embarrassment, she busies herself with fixing wine glasses
on a tray.] ;

ALVARO:
I hear the rattle of glasses! Let me help you! [He goes
eagerly through the curtain but stops short, astonished.]

SERAFINA
Is—something the—matter?

ALVARO:
I didn’t expect to sce you looking so prctty' You are a
young little widow! :

SERAFINA:
You are——ﬁx yourself up . . .
ALVARO:
I been to The Ideal Barber’s! 1 got the whole works!

SERAFINA [faintly, retreating from him a little]:
You got—rose oil—in your hair . ..

ALVARO'
Olio di rose! You like the smell of it? [OQutside there is a
wild, distant cry of children, and inside a pause. Serafina
shakes her head slowly with the infinite wound of a recol-
lection.]—You—don’t—like—the smell of it? Oh, then I
wash the smell ouz, I go and . . . [He starts toward the
back. She raises her hand to stop il ] ' :
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SERAFINA : :
No, no, no, fa—niente.—I—/ike the smell of it . . .

[A little boy races into the yard, ducks some invisible
 mussile, sticks out his tongue and yells: “Yahhhhh!” Then
he dashes behind the house.]

_ SERAFINA'
Shall we—set down in the parlor?

ALVARO:
I guess that’s better than standing up in the dining room.
[He enters formally.]—Shall we set down on the sofa?

SERAFINA :
- You take the sofa. I will set down on this chair.

ALVARO [disappointed]:
You don’t like to set on a sofa?

SERAFINA
I lean back too far on that sofa. I like a stra1ght back be-
hind me .

ALVARO: o
That chair looks not comfortable to me.

~ SERAFINA:
This chair is a comfortable chair.

ALVARO:
But it’s more easy to talk with two on a sofal

SERAFINA

- I talk just as good on a chair as I talk on a sofa . . : [There
is a pause. Alvaro nervously hitches his shoulder] Why do
you hitch your shoulders like that?

ALVARO:
Oh, that!—That’s a—nervous—habit . . .
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)

SERAFINA

I thought maybe the suit don’t fit you good . . .
ALVARO: : ,

I bought this suit to get married in four years ago.

SERAFINA:
But didn't get married?

ALVARO:
I give her, the girl, a zircon instead of a diamond. She had
it examined. The door was slammed in my face.
SERAFINA:
I think that maybe I'd do the same thing myself.

ALVARO:
Buy the zircon?

SERAFINA
No, slam the door.

ALVARO: .
Her eyes were not sincere looking. You've got sincere look-
ing eyes. Give me your hand so I can tell your fortune!
[She pushes her chair back from him.] 1 see two men in
your life. One very handsome. One not handsome. His ears
are too big but not as big as his heart! He has three de-
pendents.—In fact he has four dependents! Ha, ha, ha!
SERAFINA
What is the fourth dependent?
ALVARO:
The one that every man’s got, his biggest expense, worst
troublemaker and chief liability! Ha, ha, ha! '
SERAFINA:
I hope you are not talking vulgar. [She rises and turns her

back to him. Then she discovers the candy box.] What's
that fancy red box?
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ALVARO:
A present I bought for a nervous but nice little lady!

SERAFINA
Chocolates? Grazie! Grazie! But I'm too fat.

ALVARO:

You are not fat, you are just pleasing and plump. [He
reaches way over to pinch the creamy flesh of her upper
arm.]

~ SERAFINA: it
No, please. Don’t make me nervous. If I get nervous again
I will start tocry ... :

ALVARO:
Let’s talk about something to take your mmd off your
troubles. You say you got a young daughter?

SERAFINA [27 a choked voice]:
Yes. I got a young daughter. Her name is Rosa.
ALVARO:
Rosa, Rosa! She’s pretty?
SERAFINA:
She has the eyes of her father, and his wild, stubborn blood!
Today was the day of her graduation from high school. She

~ looked so pretty in a white voile dress with a great big
bunch of—roses . . .

ALVARO:
Not no prettier than her Mama, I bet—with that rose in
your hair! .

SERAFINA:

She’s only fifteen.

ALVARO:

Fifteen? _
107



ACT THREE

SERAFINA [smoothing her blue silk lap with a hesitant
hand]: '
Yes, only fifteen . . .

ALVARO: _
But has a boyfriend, does she?-

SERAFINA .
She met a sailor.

ALVARO:
Oh, Dio! No wonder you seem to be nervous.

 SERAFINA:
I didn’t want to let her go out with this sailor. He had a
gold ring in his ear.

ALVARO:
Madonna Santa!

SERAFINA
This morning she cut her wrist—not much but enough to
bleed—with a kitchen knife! '

ALVARO.

Tch, tch! A very wild girl!

SERAFINA ‘
I had to give in and let her bring him to see me. He said
he was Catholic. I made him kneel down in front of Our
Lady there and give Her his promise that he would respect
the innocence of my Rosal—But how do I know that he
was a Catholic, really? :

ALVARO [taking her hand]:
Poor little worried lady! But you got to face facts. Sooner

or later the innocence of your daughter cannot be respected.
—Did he—have a—tattoo?
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SERAFINA [startled]:
Did who have—what?

ALVARO: ,
The sailor friend of your daughter, did he have a tattoo?

SERAFINA:

Why do you ask me that?

ALVARO:
Just because most sailors have a tattoo.

SERAFINA
How do I know if he had a tattoo or not!

ALVARO:
I got a tattoo!

SERAFINA :
You got a tattoo?

ALVARO:
Si, si, veramente!
SERAFINA : .
What kind of tattoo you got?
ALVARO:

What kind you think?
SERAFINA: - -
Oh, I think—you have got—a South Sea girl without clothes

on...

ALVARO:

No South Sea girl.

SERAFINA !
Well, maybe a big red heart with arama written across it.

ALVARO: oo
Wrong again, Baronessa.

1
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[He takes off his tie and slowly unbuttons his shirt, gaz-
ing at her with an intensely warm smile. He divides the
unbuttoned shirt, turning toward her his bare chest. She
utters a gasp and rises.]

SERAFINA
No, no, no!—Not a rosel [She says it as if she were evad-
ing her feelings.]
ALVARO:
Si, si, una rosal

SERAFINA: .
I—don’t feel good! The air is . . .

ALVARO'
Che fate, che fate, che dite?

SERAFINA
The house has a tin roof on it!—The air is—I got to go out-
side the house to breathe! Scu—scusatemi! [Ske goes out
onto the porch and clings to one of the spindling porch
columns for support, breathing hoarsely with a hand to her
throat. He comes out slowly.]

ALVARO [gently]:-
I didn’t mean to surprise you!—Mi dispiace molto!

SERAFINA [with enforced calm]: _
Don’t—talk about it! Anybody could have a rose tattoo.—It
don’t mean nothing—You know how a tin roof is. It
catches the heat all day and it don't cool off until—mid-
night . .. '

ALVARO:

No, no, not until midnight. [She makes a faint laughing
sound, is quite breathless and leans her forehead against the
porch column. He places his fingers delicately against the
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small of her back.] It makes it hot in the bedroom—so that
you got to sleep without nothing on you. .. |

SERAFINA!
No, you—can't stand the covers . . .

ALVARO:
You can’t even stand a—nightgown! [st ﬁngm press her

back. ]

SERAFINA
Please. There is a strega next door; she’s always watching!

ALVARO:
It’s been so long since I felt the soft touch of a woman!
[She gasps loudly and turns to the door.] Where are you

going?
SERAFINA

I'm going back in the house! [She enters tlze parlor again,
still with forced calm.] ;

ALvARO [following her inside]:
Now, now, what is the matter?

SERAFINA!
I got a feeling like I have—forgotten something.

ALVARO

What?

SERAFINA
I can’t remember.

ALVARO!
It couldn’t be nothing important if you can't remember.
Let’s open the chocolate box and have some candy.

SERAFINA [eager for any distraction]:
Yes! Yes, open the box!
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[ Alvaro places a chocolate in her hand. She stares at it
blankly.]
_ ALVARO:

Eat it, eat the chocolate. If you don’t eat it, it will melt in
your hand and make your fingers all gooey!

SERAFINA:

Please, I .

~ ALVARO:
Eat it! :
SERAFINA [weakly and gagging]:
I can’t, I can’t, I would choke! Here, you eat it.

ALVARO:

Put it in my mouth! [She puts the chocolate in his mouth.]
Now, look. Your fingers are gooey!

SERAFINA

Oh!—I better go wash them! [Ske rises unsteadily. He
seizes lzer hands and licks her fingers.]

ALVARO:
Mmmm! Mmmmm! Good, very good'

SERAFINA:
Stop that, stop that, stop that' That—ain’ t—nice .

ALVARO:
Pll lick off the chocolate for you.

SERAFINA:
No, no, no!—I am the mother of a ﬁfteen—year old glrl'

ALVARO

You're as old as your arteries, Baronessa. Now set back
down. The fingers are now white as snow!
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SERAFINA ;
You don’t—understand—how I feel . . .

ALVARO:
You don’t understand how I feel.

SERAFINA [doubtfully]:
How do you—feel? [In answer, he stretches the palms of
his hands out toward her as if she were a fireplace in a
freezing-cold room.]—What does—zhar—mean?

ALVARO: ‘ .
The night is warm but I feel like my hands are—freezing!

~ SERAFINA:
Bad—circulation . . .

ALVARO: »

No, too much circulation! [Alvaro becomes tremulously
pleading, shuffling forward a little, slightly crouched like a
beggar.] Across the room I feel the sweet warmth of a lady!

SERAFINA [retreating, doubtfully] :
Oh, you talk a sweet mouth. I think you talk a sweet
mouth to fool 2 woman.

ALVARO:
" No, no, I know—I know that’s what warms the world, that
is what makes it the summer! [He seizes the hand she
hold defensively before her and presses it to his own breast
_ in a crushing grip.] Without it, the rose—the rose would

not grow on the bush; the fruit would not grow on the
tree! -

SERAFINA:
I know, and the truck—the truck would not haul the ba-
nanas! But, Mr. Mangiacavallo, that is my hand, not a
sponge. I got bones in it. Bones break!



ACT THREE

ALVARO:

Scusatemi, Baronessal [He returns her hana’ to her witha

bow.] For me it is winter, because I don’t have in my life
the sweet warmth of a lady. I live with my hands in my
pockets! [He stuffs his hands violently into his pants’ pock-
ets, then ferks them out again. A small cellophane-wrapped
disk falls on the floor, escaping his notice, but not Sera-
fina’s.]—You don’t like the poetryl—How can'a man talk
to you?
SERAFINA [ominously]:

I like the poetry good. Is that a piece of the poetry that you
dropped out of your pocket? [He looks down. ]—No, no,
right by your foot!

ALVARO [aghast as he realizes what it is that she has seen]:
O, that's—that’s nothing! [He kicks it under the sofa.]

SERAFINA [ fiercely]:
You talk a sweet mouth about women. Then drop such 2
thing from your pocket?—Va via, vigliacco! [She marches
grandly out of the room, pulling the curtains together be-
hind her. He hangs his head despairingly between his
hands. Then he approaches the curtains timidly.]

ALVARO [in a small voice]:
Baronessa?’

SERAFINA

Pick up what you dropped on the floor and go to the
Square Roof with it. Buona notte!

~ ALVARO: ‘
Baronessa! [}. - parts the curtains and peeks througk them.]

SERAFINA?

I told you good night. Here is no casa privata. Io, non sono
puttanal
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ALVARO:
Understanding is—very—necessaryl

SERAFINA _ i i
I understand plenty. You think you got a good thing, a
thing that is cheap!

~

ALVARO: . !

You make a mistake, Baronessa! [He comes in and drops
10 his knees beside her, pressing his cheek to her flank. He
speaks rhapsodically.] So soft is a lady! So, s, 50, 50, 50 soft
—is a lady! '

SERAFINA |
Andate via, sporcaccione, andate a casal Lasciatemi! Las-
ciatemi starel
[She springs up and runs into the parlor. He pursues.
The chase is grotesquely violent and comic. A floor lamp
is overturned. She seizes the chocolate box and threasens
to slam it into his face if he continues toward her. He

drops to his knees, crouched way over, and pounds the
floor with his fists, sobbing.] :

ALVARO: |
‘Everything in my life turns out like this!

SERAFINA: -

Git up, git up, git upl—you village idiot’s grandson! There
is people watching you through that window, the—strega
next door . . . [He rises slowly.] And where is the shirt
that I loaned you? [He shuffles abjectly across the room,
then hands her a neatly wrapped package.]

ALVARO:
My sister wrapped it up for you—My sister was very happy
I met this nice lady! ‘
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~ SERAFINA:
Maybe she thinks I w1ll pay the grocery bill while she plays
the numbers!

ALVARO: _
She don’t think nothing like that. She is an old maid, my
sister. She wants—nephews—nieces . . .
¥

SERAFINA:
You tell her for me I don’t give nephews and nieces!

[Alvaro hitches his shoulders violently in his embarrass-
ment and shuffles over to where he had left his hat. He
blows the dust off it and rubs the crown on his sleeve.
Serafina presses a knuckle to her lips as she watches his
awkward gestures. She is a little abashed by his humility.
She speaks next with the great dignity of a wzdow whose
respectability has stood the test.]

SERAFINA -
Now, Mr. Mangiacavallo, please tell me the truth about
something. When did you get the tattoo put on your chest?

ALVARO [shyly and mdly, lool(mg down at his hat]:
I got it tonight—after supper .
SERAFINA:
That’s what I thought. You had it put on because 1 told
you about my husband’s tattoo.
ALVARO:
I wanted to be—close to you . . . to make you—happy . . .
SERAFINA
Tell it to the marines! [He puts on his hat with an apolo-
getic gesture.] You got the tattoo and the chocolate box
after supper, and then you come here to fool me!
ALVARO: ,
- I got the chocolate box a long time ago.
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SERAFINA:

How long ago? If that is not too much a personal question!

ALVARO ;-

I got it the night the door was slammcd in my face by the

girl that I g1ve—the zircon .

SERAFINA 2

Let that be a lesson. Don’t try to fool women. You are not
smart enough!—Now take the shirt back. You can keep it.

ALVARO:

Huh’

SERAFINA:
Keep it. I don’t want it back.

ALVARO:
You just now said that you did.

SERAFINA
It’s a man’s shirt, ain’t it?

ALVARO:

You just now accused me of trying to steal it off you.

SERAFINA:
Well, you been making me nervous!

ALVARO:
Is it my fault you been a widow too long?

SERAFINA :
You make a mistake!

ALVARO:
You make a mistakel

SERAFINA:
Both of us make a mistake!

[There is a pause. They both sigh profoundly.]
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ALVARO:
We should of have been friends, but I thmk we meet the

wrong day.—Suppose I go out and come in the door again
and we start all over?

SERAFINA':
No, I think it’s no use. The day was wrong to begin with,
because of two women. Two women, they told me today

that my husband had put on my head the nanny-goct’s
horns!

ALVARO:
How is it possible to put horns on a widow?

SERAFINA:

That was before, before! They told me my husband was
having a steady affair with a woman at the Square Rouf.
What was the name on the shirt, on the shp of paper? Do
you remember the name?

' ALVARO:
You told me to . ..

SERAFINA
Tell me! Do you remember?

ALVARO:

I remember the name because 1 know the woman. The '
name was Estelle Hohengarten.

SERAFINA:
Take me there! Take me to the Square Roof!|—Wait, wait!

[She plunges into the dining room, snatches a knife out
of the sideboard drawer and thrusts it in her purse. Then
she rushes back, with the blade of the knife protruding
from the purse.]
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ALVARO [noticing the knife]:
They—got a cover charge there ...

SERAFINA: ‘ ’
~ I will charge them a cover! Take me there now, this minute!

ALVARO:

The fun don’t start till midnight.

SERAFINA:
I will start the fun sooner.

ALVARO:
The floor show commences at midnight.

SERAFINA: ‘ :

I will commence it! [She rushes to the phone.] Yellow Cab,
please, Yellow Cab. I want to go to the Square Roof out of
my house! Yes, you come to my house and take me to the
Square Roof right this minute! My number is—what is my
number? Oh my God, what is my number?—64 is my
number on Front Street! Subito, subito—quick!

_ [The goat bleats outside.]

ALVARO: - :
Baronessa, the knife’s sticking out of your purse. [ He grabs
the purse.] What do you want with this weapon?

SERAFINA:

To cut the lying tongue out of a woman’s mouth! Saying
she has on her breast the tattoo of my husband because he
had put on me the horns of a goat! I cut the heart out of -
that woman, she cut the heart out of mel

ALVARO: ~
Nobody’s going to cut the heart out of nobody!

[A4 car is heard outside, and Serafina rushes to the porch.]
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SERAFINA [shouting]:
Hey, Yellow Cab, Yellow Cab, Yellow—Cab . .. [The car
passes by without stopping. With a sick moan she wanders
into the yard. He follows her with a glass of wine.]—Some-
thing hurts—in my heart . . .

ALVARO [leading her gently back to the house]:
Baronessa, drink this wine on the porch and keep your eyes
on that star. [ He leads her to a porch pillar and places the
glass in her trembling hand. She is now submissive.] You
know the name of that star? That star is Venus. She is the
only female star in the sky. Who put her up there? Mr.
Siccardi, the transportation manager of the Southern Fruit
Company? No. She was put there by God. [He enters
the house and removes the knife from her purse.] And yet

. there’s some people that don’t believe in nothing. [He picks
up the telephone.] Esplanade g-7-o.

SERAFINA:
What are you domgP

ALVARO:

Drink that wine and I'll settle this whole problem for you.
[on the telephone] 1 want to speak to the black]ack
dealer, please, Miss Estelle Hohengarten . . .

SERAFINA :
Don'’t talk to that woman, she’ll lie!

ALVARO:
Not Estelle Hohengarten. She deals a straight game of
cards.—Estelle? This is Mangiacavallo. I got a question to
ask you which is a personal question. It has to do with a
very goodlooking truckdriver, not living now but once on
a time thought to have been a very well-known character
at the Square Roof. His name was . . . [He turns ques-
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tioningly to the door where Serafina is standing.] What
was his name, Baronessa?

SERAFINA. [ hardly breathing]:
Rosario delle Rose!

ALVARO: -
Rosario delle Rose was the name. [There is a pause.]—E
vero?—Mah! Che peccato . ...

[Serafina drops her glass and springs into the parlor with
a savage outcry. She snatches the phone from Alvaro and
screams into it.]

SERAFINA [wildly]:
This is the wife that’s speaking! What do you know of my

husband, what is the lie?

[ A strident voice sounds over the wire.]

THE VOICE [loud and clear]:
Don’t you remember? I brought you the rose-colored silk to
make him a shirt. You said, “For a man?” and I said, “Yes,
for a man that’s wild like a Gypsy!” But if you think I'm a
, liar, come here and let me show you his rose tattooed on
my chest!

[Serafina holds the phone away from her as though it
had burst into flame. Then, with a terrible cry, she hurls
it to the floor. She staggers dizzily toward the Madonna.
Alvaro seizes her arm and pushes Izer gently onto the

sofa.]

ALVARO: :
Piano, piano, Baronessa' This will be gone, this will pass in
a moment. [He puts a pillow behind her, then replaces the

telephone.]
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SERAFINA [staggering up from the sofa]:
The room’s—going round . . .

ALVARO:
You ought to stay lying down a little wh11c longcr I know,
I know what you need! A towel with some ice in it to put
on your forechead—Baronessa—You stay right there while
1 fix it! [He goes into the Ritchen, and calls back.] Torno
subito, Baronessa!

[ The littie boy runs into the yard. He leans against the |
bending trunk of the palm, counting loudly. ]

THE LITTLE BOY:
Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five, thirty . . . ‘
[There is'the sound of ice being chapped in the Ritchen.]

SERAFINA:
" Dove siete, dove siete?

ALVARO:
In cucinal—Ghiaccio . . .

SERAFINA :
Venite quil

ALVARO:
Subito, subito .

SERAFINA [tummg to the shrine, with fists knotted ]
Non voglio, non voglio farlo! -

[But she crosses slowly, compulsively toward the shrine,
with a trembling arm stretched out.]

THE LITTLE BOY:
Seventy-five, eighty, eighty-five, ninety, ninety-five, one hun-
dred! [then, wildly] Ready or not you shall be caught!
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[A4t this cry, Serafina seizes the marble urn and hurls it
violently into the furthest corner of the room. Then, in-
stantly, she covers her face. Outside the mothers are heard
calling their children home. Their voices are tender as
mausic, fading in and out. The children appear slowly at
the side of the house, exhausted from their wild play.]

GIUSEPPINA :

Vivil Vi-vil
PEPINA:

Salvatorel

. VIOLETTA: :
Bruno! Come home, come home!

[ The children scatter. Alvaro comes in with the ice-pick.]

-

ALVARO:
I broke the point of the ice-pick.

SERAFINA [removing her hands from her face]:
I don’t want ice . . . [Shke looks about her, seeming to gather
a fierce strength in her body. Her voice is hoarse, her ‘body
trembling with violence, eyes narrow and flashing, her fists
dlenched.] Now 1 show you how wild and strong like a
man a woman can be! [She crosses to the screen door,
opens it and shouts.] Buona notte, Mr. Mangiacavallol

ALVARO:
You—you make me go home, now?

SERAFINA

No, no; senti, cretino! [in @ strident whisper] You make
out like you are going. You drive the truck out of sight
where the witch can’t see it. Then you come back and I
Jeave the back door open for you to come in. Now, tell me
good-bye so all the neighbors can hear youl [Ske shouts.]
Arrivedercil ‘ i
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ALVARO:

Ha, ha! Capish! [He shouts too.] Arrivedercil [He runs to
the foot of the embankment steps.]

SERAFINA [still more loudly]:
Buona notte!

ALVARO:
Buona notte, Baronessa!

SERAFINA [in a choked voice]: -
Give them my love; give everybody—my love . . . Arrive-
derci! :

ALVARO:
Ciao!

[ Alvaro scrambles on down the steps and goes bﬂ. Sera-
fina comes down into the yard. The goat bleats. She mut-
ters savagely to herself.]

SERAFINA:
Sono una bestia, una bestia feroce!

[She crosses quickly around to the back of the house. As
she disappears, the truck is heard driving off; the lights
sweep across the house. Serafina comes in through the
back door. She is moving with great violence, gasping and
panting. She rushes up to the Madonna and addresses her
passionately with explosive gestures, leaning over so that
her face is level with the statue’s.]

SERAFINA:

Ora, ascolta, Signora! You hold in the cup of your hand
this little house and you smash it! You break this little
house like the shell of a bird in your hand, because you
have hate Serafina?—Serafina that loved you!—No, no, no,
you don’t speak! I don’t believe in you, Lady! You're just
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- a poor little doll with the paint peeling off, and now I blow
out the light and I forget you the way you forget Serafinal
[Ske blows out the vigil light.] Ecco—fatto!

[But now she is suddenly frightened; the vehemence
and boldness have run out. She gasps a little and backs
away from the shrine, her eyes rolling apprehensively this
way and that. The parrot squawks at her. The goat bleats.
The night is full of sinister noises, harsh bird cries, the
sudden flapping of wings in the cane-brake, a distant
shriek of Negro laughter. Serafina retreats to the window
and opens the shutters wider to admit the moonlight. She
stands panting by the window with a fist pressed to her
‘mouth. In the back of the house a door slams open. Sera-
fina catches her breath and moves as though for protec-
tion behind the dummy of the bride. Alvaro enters
through the back door, calling out softly and hoarsely,
with great excitement.]

ALVARO:
Dove? Dove sei, cara?

SERAFINA [ faintly]:
Sono qui . . .

ALVARO:
You have turn out the light!

SERAFINA : :
The moon is enough . . . [He advances toward her. His
white teeth glitter as he grins. Serafina retreats a few steps
from him. She speaks tremulously, making an awkward
gesture toward the sofa.] Now we can go on with our— -
conversation . . . [Ske catches her breath sharply.]

=

[The curtain comes down.]
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It is just before daybreak of the next day. Rosa and Jack
appear at the top of the embankment steps.

ROSA: :

I thought they would never leave. [She comes down the

steps and out in front of the house, then calls back to him.]
Let’s go down there. :

[He obeys hesitatingly. Both are very grave. The scene is
played as close as possible to the audience. She sits very
straight. He stands behind her with his hands on her
shoulders.]

ROSA tleaning her head back against him]:
This was the happiest day of my life, and this is the saddest
night . . . [He crouches in front of her.]

SERAFINA [from inside the house]:
Aaaaaahhhhhhhh!

JACK [springing up, startled]:
What'’s that?

RrOsA [resentfully]:
~ Oh! That's Mama dreaming about my father.

JACK:

I_—feel like a—#Aeel! I feel like a rotten heel!

ROSA:
Why?

JACK: ;
That promise I made your mother.
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ROSA
- I hate her for it.

JACK: :
Honey—Rosa, she—wanted to protect you.

[Tkere is a long-drawn cry from the back of the house:
“Ohhhh—Rosario!”]

ROSA!
She wanted me not to have what she’s dreaming about . . .

JACK:
Naw, naw, honey, she—wanted to—protect you . . .

[The cry from within is repeated softly.]

ROSA:
Listen to her making love in her sleep! Is that what she
wants me to do, just—dream about it?

JAck [Aumbly]:
She knows that her Rosa 75 a rose. And she wants her rose
to have someone—better than me . . .

ROSA: : : \
Better than—you! [She speaks as if the possibility were too
preposterous to think of.]

JACK: ,_ :

You see me through—rose-colored—glasses . . .

ROSA: "

I see you with love!

JACK:

Yes, but your Mama sees me with—common sense . . .
[Serafina cries out again.] 1 got to be going! [She keeps a
tight hold on him. A rooster crows.] Honey, it’s so late the
roosters are crowing!
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ROSA: _
They’re fools, they’re fools, it’s early!
JACK:
Honey, on that island I almost forgot my promise. Almost,
but not quite. Do you understand, honey?

ROSA:
Forget the promise!
JACK:
I made it on my knees in front of Our Lady. I've got to
leave now, honey.
RosA [clasping him fiercely]:
You'd have to break my arms to!
JACK:
Rosa, Rosa! You want to drive me crazy?
ROSA:
I want you not to remember.
JACK:
You're a very young girl! Fifteen—fifteen is too young!
ROSA:
Caro, caro, carissimo!
JACK: |
You got to save some of those feelings for when you're
grown up!

ROSA:
Carissimo!
JACK: ,
Hold some of it back until you’re grown!

ROSA:
I have been grown for two years!
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JACK :
No, no, that ain’t what I . . .

ROSA:
_Grown enough to be married, and have a—baby!

JACK [springing up]:
Oh, good—Lord! [He circles around her, pounding his
palm repeatedly with his fist and champing his teeth to-
gether with a grimace. Suddenly he speaks.] 1 got to b v
going! <

ROSA !
You want me to scream? [He groans and turns away from
her to resume his desperate circle. Rosa is blocking the way
with her body.]—I know, 1 know! You don’t want mel!
[Jack groans through his gritting teeth.] No, no, you don’t
want me . . . .

JACK: i .
Now you listen to me! You almost got into trouble today
on that island! You almost did, but not quite!—But it didn’t
quite happen and no harm is done and you can just—for-
getit. .. :

ROSA: ; . : :
It is the only thing in my life that I want to remember!—
When are you going back to New Orleans? : '

JACK:
~ Tomorrow.

ROSA :

When does your—ship sail?

JACK:
Tomorrow.
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ROSA:

Where to?

JACK:
Guatemala.

SERAFINA [from the house]:

Aahh!

ROSA:
Is that a long trip?

JACK:
After Guatemala, Buenos Aires. After Buenos Aires, Rio.
Then around the Straits of Magellan and back up the west

coast of South America, putting in at three ports before we
dock at San Francisco.

ROSA:
I don’t think I will—ever see you again . ..

JACK:

The ship won’t sink!

ROSA [faintly and forlornly]:

No, but—I think it could just happen once, and if it don’t
happen that time, it never can—later . . . [4 rooster crows.
They face each other sadly and quietly.] You don’t need
to be very old to understand how it works out. One time,
one time, only once, it could be—God!—to remember.—
Other times? Yes—they’d be something—But only once,
God—to remember . . . [With a little sigh she crosses to
pick up his white cap and hand it grauely to him.]—I'm
sorry to you it didn’t—mean—that much .

JACK [taking the cap and hurling it to the gromzd]
Look! Look at my knuckles! You see them scabs on my
knuckles? You know how them scabs got there? They got
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there because I banged my knuckles that hard on the deck
of the sailboat! . e

ROSA: ' - |
Because it—didn’t quite happen? [Jack jerks his head up
and down in grotesquely violent assent to her question.
' Rosa picks up his cap and returns it to him again.]—Be-
cause of the promise to Mamal I'll never forgive her . . .
[There is a pause.] What time in the afternoon must you
be on the boat? :

JACK:
Why?

" posA: -
_ Just tell me what time.

 JACK:
Fivel—Why?

ROSA: ‘
What will you be doing till five?

JACK: : A .
Well, I could be a goddam liar and tell you I was going to
—pick me a hatful of daisies in—Audubon Park—Is that
what you want me to tell you? e : :

ROSA:

No, tell me the truth.

JACK: - ,
All right, I'll tell you the truth. 'm going to check in at
some flea-bag hotel on North Rampart Street. Then I'm
going to get loaded! And then I'm going to get . .. [He
doesn’t complete the sentence but she understands him. She
places the hat more becomingly on his blond head.]
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ROSA:
Do me a little favor. [Her hand slides down to his cheek

and then to his mouth.] Before you get loaded and before
you—before you—

JACK:
Huh?

ROSA:
Look in the waiting room at the Greyhound bus station,
please. At twelve o’clock, noon!

‘JACK:
Why?

ROSA:
You might find me there, waiting for you . . .

JACK:
What—what good would that do?

ROSA:

I never been to a hotel but I know they have numbers on
doors and sometimes—numbers are—lucky —Aren’t they?
—Sometimes’—Lucky P

JACK:
You want to buy me a ten-year stretch in the brig?

ROSA: :
I want you to give me that little gold ring on your ear to
put on my finger—I want to give you my heart to keep
forever! And ever! And ever! [Slowly and with a barely

audible sigh she leans her face agamst him.] Look for me!
I will be there! ,

Jack [breathlessly] :

In all of my life, I never felt nothmg s0 sweet as thc feel
of your little warm body in my arms .

132



SCENE TWO

[He breaks away and runs toward the road. From the

foot of the steps he glares fiercely back at her like a tiger
through the bars of a cage. She clings to the two porch

pillars, lzer body leaning way out.]

ROSA:
Look for me! I will be there!

[Jack runs away from the house. Rosa returns inside.

Listlessly she removes her dress and falls on the couch

in her slip, kicking off her shoes. Then she begins to cry,

as one cries only once in a lifetime, and the scene dims

out.]
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The time is three hours later.

We see first the exterior view of the small frame buslding
against a night sky which is like the starry blue robe of Our
Lady. It is growing slightly paler. ;

[The faint light discloses Rosa asleep on the couch. The
covers are thrown back for it has been a warm ni ght and
on the concave surface of the white cloth, which is like
the dimly lustrous hollow of a shell, is the body of the
sleeping girl which is clad only in a sheer white slip.

[4 cock crows. A gentle wind stirs the white curtains
inward and the tendrils of vine at the windows, and the
sky lightens enough to distinguish the purple trumpets
of the morning glory against the very dim blue of the sky
in which the planet Venus remains still undimmed.

[In the back of the cottage someone is heard coughing

hoarsely and groaning in the way a man does who has

drunk very heavily the night before. Bedsprings creak as

a heavy figure rises. Light spills dimly through the cur-
' tains, now closed, between the two front rooms.

[There are heavy, padding footsteps and Alvaro comes .
stumbling rapidly into the dining room with the last
bottle of Spumanti in the crook of an arm, his eyes barely
open, legs rubbery, saying, “Wuh-wuh-wuh-wuh-wuh-
wuh . ..” like the breathing of an old dog. The scene
should be played with the pantomimic lightness, almost
fantasy, of an early Chaplin comedy. He is wearing only
his trousers and his chest is bare. As he enters he collides
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with the widow dummy, staggers back, pats her inflated
bosom in a timid, apologetic way, remarking:]

ALVARO: }
Scusami, Signora, I am the grandson of the village idiot of
Riberal

[Alvaro backs into the table and is propelled by the im-
pact all the way to the curtained entrance to the parlor. He
draws the curtains apart and hangs onto them, peering
inta the room. Seeing the sleeping girl, he blinks several
times, suddenly makes a snding sound in his nostrils and
waves one hand violently in front of his eyes as if to dis-
pel a vision. Outside the goat utters a long “Baaagaaa-
aaaal” As if in response, Alvaro whispers, in the same
basso key, “Che bellal” The first vowel of “bella” is enor-
mously prolonged like the “baaa” of the goat. On his rub-
bery legs he shuffles forward a few steps and leans over to
peer more intently at the vision. The goat bleats again.

Alvaro whispers more loudly: “Che beldal” He drains

the Spumanti, then staggers to his knees, the empty bottle

rolling over the floor. He crawls on his knees to the foot

of the bed, then leans against it like a child peering into

@ candy shop window, repeating: “Che bella, che

beldal” with-antiphonal responses from the goat outside.

Slowly, with tremendous cffort, as if it were the sheer side

of a precipice, ke clambers upon the couch and crouches

over the sleeping girl in a leap-frog position, saying “Che

belda!” quite loudly, this time, in a tone of innocently

joyous surprise. All at once Rosa wakens. She screams,

even before she is quite awake, and springs from the couch
so violently that Alvaro topples over to the floor.

[Serafina cries out almost.instantly after Rosa. She lunges
through the dining room in her torn and disordered
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nightgown. At the sight of the man crouched by the couch
a momentary siupefaction turns into a burst of savage
fury. She flies at him like a great bird, tearing and claw-
ing at his stupefied figure. With one arm Alvaro wards
off her blows, plunging to the floor and crawling into the
dining room. She seizes a broom with which she flails
him about the head, buttocks and shoulders while he
scrambles awkwardly away. The assault is nearly word-
less. Each time she strikes at him she hisses: “Sporcac-
cione!” He continually groans: “Dough, dough, dough!”
At last he catches hold of the widow dummy which he
holds as a shield before him while he entreats the two
women. |

ALVARO':
Senti, Baronessa! Signorina! I didn’t know what I was
 doin’, I was dreamin’, I was just dreamin’! I got turn
around in the house; I got all twisted! I thought that you
was your Mama!—Sono ubriaco! Per favore!

RosA [seizing the broom]:
That’s enough, Mama!

SERAFINA [rushing to the phone]:

Police!
ROsA [seizing the phone]:

No, no, no, no, no, no!l—You want everybody to know?
SERAFINA [weakly]:

Know?—Know what, cara?

ROSA:
Just gwe him his clothes, now, Mama, and let him get out!
[She is clutching a bedsheet about herself.]

 ALVARO:
Signorina—young lady! I swear I was dreaming!
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SERAFINA :
Don’t speak to my daughter! [tken, turning to Rosa]—
Who is this man? How did this man get here?

RosA [coldly]:
Mama, don’t say any more. Just give him his clothcs in the

bedroom so he can get out!

ALVARO [still crouching]:
I am so sorry, so sorry! I don’t rcmcmbcr a thing but that

I was dreaming! -

SERAFINA [shoving him toward the back of the room with
her broom]:
Go on, go get your clothes on, you—idiot’s grandson, youl!
—Svelto, svelto, pit svelto! [Alvaro continues his apolo-
getic mumbling in the back room.] Don’t talk to me, don’t
say nothing!-Or I will kill you!

[A4 few moments later Alvaro rushes around the side of
the house, his clothes half buttoned and his shirt-tails out. ]

ALVARO:
But, Baronessa, I love you! [A4 tea kettle sails over his head
from behind the house. The Strega bursts into laughter.
Despairingly Alvaro retreats, tucking his shirt-tails in and
shaking his head.] Baronessa, Baronessa, I love you!

[A4s Alvaro runs off, the Sirega is heard cackling:]
~ THE STREGA’S VOICE:

"The Wops are at it again. Had a truckdriver in the house
all night! :

[Rosa is feverishly dressing. From the bureau she has
snatched a shimmering white satin slip, disappearing for
a moment behind a screen to put it on as Serafina comes
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padding sheepishly back into the room, her nightgown
now covered by a black rayon kimona sprinkled with
poppies, her voice tremulous with fear, shame and apol-
ogy-] '

rosa [behind the screen]:
Has the man gone?

SERAFINA:
That—man?

ROSA:
Yes, “that man!”

SERAFINA [inventing desperately]:
I don’t know how he got in. Maybe the back door was open.

ROSA:
Oh, yes, maybe it was!

SERAFINA: ! |
Maybe he—climbed in a window . ..

ROSA: »
Or fell down the chimney, maybe! [She comes from behind
the screen, wearing the white bridal slip.]

SERAFINA

Why you put on the white things I save for your wedding?

ROSA: . ‘
Because 1 want to. That's a good enough reason. [She
combs her hair savagely.] '

SERAFINA: ‘ _
I want you to understand about that man. That was a man
that—that was—that was a man that ...

138



SCENE THREE

ROSA:
You can’t think of a lie?

smAF;ﬁA: e
He was a—truckdriver, cara. He got in a fight, he was
chase by—policemen! _ : ' '

ROSA:

- They chased him into your bedroom?

SERAFINA: |
I took pity on him, I give him first aid, I let him sleep on
the floor. He give me his promise—he-. ..

ROSA:
Did he kneel in front of Our Lady? Did he promise that
he would respect your innocence? ‘

SERAFINA:

Oh, cara, caral [abandoning all pretense] He was Sicilian;
_he had rose oil in his hair and the rose tattoo of your
father. In the dark room I couldn’t see his clown face. I
closed my eyes and dreamed that he was your fatherl I
closed my eyes! I dreamed that he was your father . . .

ROSA:
Basta, basta, non voglio sentire pill niente! The only thing
“worse than a liar is a liar that’s also a hypocrite!

~_ SERAFINA:

Senti, per favore! [ Rosa wheels about from the mirror and
fixes her mother with a long and withering stare. Serafina
cringes before i2.] Don’t look at me like that with the eyes
of your father! [She shields her face as from a terrible
glare.]
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ROSA:

Yes, I am looking at you with the eyes of my father I see
you the way ke saw you. [She runs to the table and seizes
the piggy bank.] Like this, this pig! [ Serafina utters a long,
- shuddering cry like a cry of childbirth.] 1 need five dollars.
I'll take it out of this! [ Rosa smashes the piggy bank to the
floor and rakes some coins into her purse. Serafina stoops to
the floor. There is the sound of a train whistle. Rosa is
now fully dressed, but she hesitates, a little ashamed of her
cruelty—but only a little. Serafina cannot meet her daugh-
ter's eyes. At last the girl speaks.]

SERAFINA .
How beautiful—is my daughter! Go to the boy!

ROSA [as if she might be about to apologize]:
Mama? He didn’t touch me—he just said—“Che bella!”

[Serafina turns slowly, shamefully, to face her. She is
litke a peasant in the presence of a young princess. Rosa
stares at her a moment longer, then suddenly catches her

breath and runs out of the house. As the girl leaves, Sera-
fina calls ]

~ SERAFINA: :

Rosa, Rosa, the—wrist watch! [Serafina snatches up the
little gift box and runs out onto the porch with it. She

 starts to call her daughter again, holding the gift out

toward her, but her breath fails her.] Rosa, Rosa, the—

wrist watch . . . [Her arms fall to her side. She turns, the
gift still zmgz'ven Senselessly, absently, she holds the watch

to her ear again. She shal(es it a little, then utters a faint,
startled laugh.]

[ Assunta appears beside the house and walks directly in,
as though Serafina had called ber]
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SERAFINA:
Assunta, the urn is broken. The ashcs are spxlt on the ﬂoor
and I can’t touch them.

[ Assaunta stoops to pick up the pieces of the shattered urn.
Serafina has crossed to the shrine and relights the candle
before the Madonna.] :

ASSUNTA :
There are no ashes.

SERAFINA
Where—where are they? Where have the ashes goneP

ASSUNTA [crossing to the shrine]:
The wind has blown them away.

[ Assunta places what remains of the broken urn in Sera-
fina’s hands. Serafina turns it tenderly in her hands and
then replaces it on the top of the prie-dieu before the
Madonna.] '

SERAFINA ;
A man, when he burns, leaves only a handful of ashes. No
woman can hold him. The wind must blow him away.

[Alvaro’s voice is heard, calling from the top of the high-
way embankment.]

ALVARO’S VOICE:
Rondinella felice!

[The neighborkood women hear Alvaro calling, and
there is a burst of mocking laughter from some of them.
Then they all convergé on the house from different direc-
tions and gather before the porch.]

PEPPINA
Serafina delle Rose!
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GIUSEPPINA
Baronessa! Baronessa delle Rose!

/ PEPPINA: _ .
There is 2 man on the road without the shirt!

cruseepiNa [with delight]:
Si, si! Senza camicial

PEPPINA: : :
All he got on his chest is a rose tattoo! [0 the women] She
lock up his shirt so he can’t go to the high school?

[The women shriek with laughter. In the house Seraﬁria
snatches up the package containing the silk shirt, while
Assunta closes the shutters of the parlor windows.]

 SERAFINA: |
Un momento! [She tears the paper off the shirt and rushes
‘out onto the porch, holding the shirt above her head de-
fiantly.] Ecco la camicial

[With a soft cry, Serafina drops the shirt, which is imme-
diately snatched up by Peppina. At this point the music
begins again, with a crash of percussion, and continues
to the end of the play. Peppina flourishes the shirt in
the air like a banner and tosses it to Giuseppina, who
is now on the embankment. Giuseppina tosses it on to
Mariella, and she in her turn to Violetta, who is above
her, so that the brilliantly colored shirt moves in a zig-2ag
course through the pampas grass to the very top of the
embankment, like a streak of flame shooting up a dry
hill. The women call out as they pass the shirt along: ]

PEPPINA:
Guardate questa camicia! Coloro di rose!
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MARIELLA [shouting up to Alvaro]:
Corragio, signor!

GIUSEPPINA:
Avanti, avanti, signor!

VIOLETTA [at the top of the embankment, giving the shirt
a final flourish above her]:
Corragio, corragiol The Baronessa is waiting!

[Bursts of laughter are mingled with the cries of the
women. Then they sweep away like a flock of screaming
birds, and Serafina is left upon the porch, her eyes closed,
a hand clasped to her breast. In the meanwhile, inside the
house, Assunta has poured out a glass of wine. Now she
comes to the porch, offering the wine to Serafina and
murmuring: | '

ASSUNTA:
Stai tranquilla.

SERAFINA [ breathlessly]:
Assunta, I'll tell you something that maybe you won't
believe.

ASSUNTA [with tender humor]:
It is impossible to tell me anything that I don’t believe.

SERAFINA:
Just now I felt on my breast the burning again of the rose.
I know what it means. It means that I have conceived! [Ske
lifts the glass to her lips for a moment and then returns it
to Assunta.] Two lives again in the body! Two, two lives

again, two!
ALVARO’S VOICE [nearer now, and sweetly urgent]:

Rondinella felice!
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