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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.)
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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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[Rosa goes into the back of the house.]

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 Jack, who attended the dance with his sister?

SERAFINA: “Attended with sister!”—Attended with sister!—
My daughter, she’s nobody’s sister!

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

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

SERAFINA [stunned by her daughter’s beauty, and speaking with
a wheedling tone and gestures, as she crouches a little]: O tesoro,
tesoro! Vieni qua, Rosa, cara!—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 desolation.)

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

MISS YORKE: Now, now, Mrs. Delle Rose, no more excitement,
please!
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SERAFINA [suddenly plunging after them in a burst of fury]:
Senti, senti, per favore!

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

[She crouches and covers her face in shame, as Serafina heed-
lessly plunges out into the front yard in ber shocking deshabille,
making wild gestures.)

SERAFINA: You give this dance where she gets mixed up with 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 dirt out there in the street!
[Serafina points violently out in front of the house.] Si! *Sta feten-
tissima scuola! Scuola maledetta!

[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 behav-
ing extremely badly. I don’t understand how a woman that acts
like you could have such a sweet and refined young girl for a
daughter!—You don’t deserve it!—Really . . . [She 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 bips in the exaggeratedly
belligerent style of a parading matador.)

ASSUNTA: Piantala, Serafina! Andiamo a casa!
SERAFINA: No, no, I ain’t through talking to this here teacher!

ASSUNTA: Serafina, look at yourself, you’re not dressed!
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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: | 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 ber. She finds berself 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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far from here neither. Not no further than the Square Roof is, that
place on Esplanade!

BEssIE: Estelle Hohengarten!

rLOrA: 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 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 bher. 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
Serafina’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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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; ber face and
throat gleam with sweat. There are dark stains of wine on the
rayon slip. It is difficult for ber to stand, yet she cannot sit still.
She makes a sick moaning sound in her throat almost continually.

A hot wind rattles the canebrake. 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 ber
fingers. She stands chewing and staring. Serafina evades her stare.
She wearily drags a broken gray 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 an-
grily. 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. Re-
ceiving no answer, be looks out into the yard, sees her, and ap-
proaches her chair. He comes close to address her with a gentle
severity.|

FATHER DE LEO: Buon giorno, Serafina.
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?—I think it’s an
undergarment!—It’s hanging off one shoulder, and your head, Se-
rafina, 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 af-
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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?—I 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 forebead.] 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.

SERAFINA: [ called you this morning but now it is afternoon.
FATHER DE LEO: [ had to christen the grandson of the Mayor.

SERAFINA: The Mayor’s important people, not Serafina!
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FATHER DE LEO: You don’t come to confession.

SERAFINA [starting back toward the porch]: No, I don’t come, 1
don’t go, —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 and
staggers back to the porch. She leans against a pillar, running
her band rapidly and repeatedly through ber hair. Father De
Leo approaches her again, somewhat timidly.]

FATHER DE LEO: Serafina?
SERAFINA: Che, che, che cosa vuole?

FATHER DE LEO: [ 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 '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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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 highway, and
a man’s voice, Alvaro’s, is heard, shouting.]

ALVARO: Hey! Hey, you road hog!

THE SALESMAN [taking 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 good-looking. He is one of those
Mediterranean types that resemble glossy young bulls. He is
short in stature, has a massively sculptural torso and bluish-
black curls. His face and manner are clownish; be bas a charm-
ing awkwardness. There is a startling, improvised air about him;
he frequently seems surprised at his own speeches and actions, as
though be bad not at all anticipated them. At the moment when
we first bear bis voice the sound of timpani begins, at first very
pianissimo, but building up as he approaches, till it reaches a vi-
brant climax with bis 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?

[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 frustrations which are tempo-
rarily 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!
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THE SALESMAN [f0 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.
rHE saALESMAN: All right. Spaghetti.

ALVARO [almost sobbing with passion]: 1 am not maccaroni.
1 am not spaghetti. I am a human being that drives 2 truck of
bananas. I drive a truck of bananas for the Southern Frui'F Com-
pany for a living, not to play cowboys and Indians on no highway
with no rotten road hog. You got a four-lane highway betweel.'l
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!

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!

[Spectators begin to gather at the edge of the scene. Serafina
stares at the truck driver, ber eyes like a somnambule’s. All at
once she utters a low cry and seems about to fall.]

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

[He snatches the cigar from the salesman’s mouth and the sal.es—
man brings bis knee up violently into Alvaro’s groin. Bending
double and retching with pain, Alvaro staggers over to the
porch.]
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THE SALESMAN [shouting, as he goes off]: 1 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 be enters, he bursts into rending sobs, leaning
against a wall and shaking convulsively. The spectators ou-
side 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 bebind her, ber eyes remaining fixed with 4 look
of stupefied wonder upon the sobbing figure of the truck driver.
We must understand ber profound unconscious response to this
sudden contact with distress as acute as her own. There is 4

long pause as the screen door makes its whining, catlike noise
swinging shut by degrees.]

SERAFINA: Somebody’s—in my house? [Finally, in 4 hoarse,
tremulous whisper.] What are you—doing in here? Why have
you—come in my house?

ALVARO: Oh, lady—Ieave me alone!—Please—now!
SERAFINA: You—got no business—in here e
ALVARO: | got to cry after a fight. P'm sorry, lady. 1. ..
[The sobs still shake him. He leans on a dummy.]

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 4 long pause; Serafina’s at-
titude seems to warm toward the man.)

SERAFINA: A man is not no different from no one else . . . [All
at once her face puckers up, and for the first time in the play Sera-
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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? T will
stop. I will stop in a minute. This is not like a man. I am ashame
of myself. I will stop now; please, lady . ..

[Still crouching a little with pain, a hand clasped to his abdo-
men, Alvaro turns away from the wall. He blows bis nose be-
tween 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 [sobbing]: Down the—back.

ALVARO: Oh, Dio!

SERAFINA: Take it off. I will sew it up for you. I do—sewing.

ALVARO: Oh, Dio! [Sobbing.] I got three dependents! [He holds
up three fingers and shakes them violently at Serafina.]

SERAFINA: Give me—give me your jacket.
ALVARO: He took down my license number!

SERAFINA: People are always taking down license numbers and
telephone numbers and numbers that don’t mean nothing—all
them numbers . . .

ALVARO: Three, three dependents! Not citizens, even! No relief
checks, no nothing! [Serafina sobs.] He is going to complain to the
boss.
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SERAFINA: | 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: [ 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.

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.
[She has crossed to ber work table. He goes over to the window.
As be opens the shutters, the light falls across bis fine torso, the
undershirt clinging wetly to his dark olive skin. Serafina is struck
and murmurs: “Obbb . . .” There is the sound of music.]

ALVARO: What, lady?

SERAFINA [in a strange voice]: The light on the body was like a
man that lived here . . .

ALVARO: Che dice?

SERAFINA: Niente.—Ma com’¢ strano!—Lei ¢ Napoletano?
[She is threading a needle.]

ALVARO: lo sono Siciliano! [Serafina sticks her finger with her
needle and cries out.] Che fa?

SERAFINA: I—stuck myself with the—needle!—You had—
better wash up . . .

ALVARO: Dov’¢ il gabinetto?
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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, be 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 Madonna.] O
Lady, O Lady! [She makes an imploring gesture.] Speak to me!—
What are you saying?>—Please, Lady, I can’t hear you! Is it a sign?
Is it a sign of something? What does it mean? Oh, speak to me,
Lady!—Everything is too strange!

[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, belplessly whimpering like a child, as Al-
varo comes back in.]

ALvVARO: Ciao!

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, Signora! [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?
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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.)

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!—I open
the pay envelope! In it I find a notice.—The wages have been
garnishee. You know what garnishee is? [Serafina nods gravely.)
Garnishee!—FEat 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 [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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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
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—Tll get some . . . [As he goes out,
she looks again through the broken spectacles at him.)

SERAFINA: Non posso crederlol—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 bis sweaty undershirt.

SERAFINA: I think the floor would be cleaner!
ALVARO: Scusatemi!—I wash it again?
SERAFINA: Fa niente!

ALVARO: [ 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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