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ACT ONE/SCENE FOUR 

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 

civilized, 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. [The door is thrown open 

again and Serafina reappears on the porch. She is acting wildly, as 

if demented.] 

 

25 



THE ROSE TATTOO 

26 

ACT ONE/SCENE FOUR 

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 examinations 

later. -You understand me, Mrs. Delle Rose!
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ACT ONE/SCENE FIVE 

FLORA: Oh, a rose, was he? 

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

FLORA: Yes, a rose of a Wop!-of a gangster!-shot smuggling 

dope under a load of bananas! 

BESSIE: Flora, Flora, let's go! 

SERAFINA: My folks was peasants, contadini, but he-he come 

from landowners! Signorile, my husband-at night I sit here and 
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I'm satisfied to remember, because I had the best. -Not the third 
best and not the second best, but the first 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! 

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.  
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 seems 

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 
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ACT ONE/SCENE FIVE 

far from here neither. Not no further than the Square Roof is, that 
place on Esplanade! 

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 tell�ng 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 £�male
ostrich! Tie this damn thing on me! It was a romance, not JUSt a 
fly-by-night thing, but a steady affair that went on for more than 
a year. 

[Serafina has been standing 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 her, 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.] 

BESSIE [nervously]: Flora, let's go, let's go! 
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SCENE SIX 

It is two hours later. The interior of the house is in complete dark­

ness 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 flicker­

ing candle of the ruby glass cup. After a few moments we hear 

Serafi,na's voice, very softly, in the weak, breathless tone of a per­

son near death. 

ACT ONE/SCENE SIX 

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 why I pressed up close! 

I didn't realize that I was-Ha, ha! Now you're blushing! Don't 

go away! -And a few minutes later you said to me, "Gee, you're 

beautiful!" I said, "Excuse 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 said that I was! 
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ternoon 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?-1 must tell you that the change in your appear­

ance 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 idolatrous 

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 attack.] 

SERAFINA: You ladies, what you want? I don't do sewing! Look, 

I quit doing sewing. [She pulls down the "SEWING" sign and hurls 

it away.] Now you got places to go, you ladies, go places! Don't 

hang around front of my house! 

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 

these on my head! [She holds her fingers like horns at either side of 

her forehead.] Well, I ain't got them! [She goes padding back out 

in front of the house. Father De Leo follows.] 

FATHER DE LEO: You called me this morning in distress over 

something. 
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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 important people, not Serafina! 

ACT TWO/SCENE ONE 

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

SERAFINA [starting back toward the porch]: No, I don't come, I 

don't go, I-Ohhh! [She 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 with anti­

septic. [ She lurches up and limps back toward the house.] Walking 

barefooted you will get it infected. 

SERAFINA: Fa niente ... 

[At 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 con­

veyed a shocking message, she utters a startled soft cry a
_
nd 

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 working.­

I can't go in the house. 

FATHER DE LEO: Why can't you go in the house? 

SERAFINA: The house has a tin roof on it. I got to breathe. 
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ACT TWO/SCENE ONE 

THE SALESMAN: Good afternoon, lady. [She looks up slowly.

The salesman talks sweetly, as if reciting a prayer.] I 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 domestic life of America. -Now I don't do 
house to house canvassing. I sell directly to merchants but when I 
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SERAFINA: Nobody saw you but me. To me it don't matter. 

ALVARO: You are simpatica, molto!-lt was not just the fight 

that makes me break down. I was like this all today! [He shakes 

his clenched fists in the air.] 

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 

seventy 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 "EAT A HORSE" in big print! Ha, ha, ha, very funny!-1 open 

the pay envelope! In it I find a notice.-The wages have been 

garnishee. You know what garnishee is? [Serafina nods gravely.] 

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.-! will sew up the 

jacket ... 

ALVARO [licking 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? 

[Serafina points gravely to the marble urn.] Where did you say? 

SERAFINA: Them're his ashes in that marble urn. 
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ACT TWO/SCENE ONE 

ALVARO: Ma! Scusatemi! Scusatemi! [Crossing himself]-! 

hope he is resting in peace. 

SERAFINA: It's him you reminded me of-when you opened the 

shutters. 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-I'll get some ... [As he 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! 

[There is the sound of ice being chopped in the kitchen. She in­

serts a corkscrew in the bottle but her efforts to open it are clum­

sily 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!-1 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. 

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 
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