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Marty, Parte I 
Delbert Mann, Dir. (1955) 

 

Please note: With a beautiful English-language script by Paddy Chayefsky, we’ve decided to retain the “broken” 

English spoken by the Italian immigrants and the Bronxisms spoken by the second-generation – the Italian-

Americans – in the film. However, as always: the Italian in the cineracconto is standard Italian. 

Even the second generation players speak an English that might sound strange to our ears fifty years later. We’ve 

translated their lines into an Italian that is as close as it can be to the feel of the original lines, while still being a 

correct, conversational Italian with a vocabulary that students can use. In a few cases, we’ve modified the 

English in order to match the Italian. But mostly we’ve left the English lines alone, so they don’t match the Italian 

as well as our readers are accustomed, making this a slightly more challenging read for lower intermediate 

students – but giving a more vibrant experience of the film. 

The images are an important part of the photo-essay. Each paragraph refers to specific images. Even if you don’t 

understand Italian, please read this translation alongside the Italian version on the blog, so that you can have 

context for the words. These visuals also help us to know the movie better: they not only enrich the story, but 

they also show camera movements, editing, the symbols chosen by the director and thematic ideas. You will also 

have access to the links to other references in the blog itself.  

What are we talking about? 
 
Marty is a 34-year-old Italian-American butcher in the Bronx, New York. His younger siblings are all 
married with kids but he’s still single – and lonely. He thinks he’s fat and ugly, and he’s just about 
given up on meeting someone. And then Clara comes into his life! But his friends and family 
discourage him. In their eyes, she’s not attractive – and she’s not Italian... 	
 

Getting to know them better 
 
The film opens on a bustling Bronx street: Arthur Avenue. Men are wearing white T-shirts and women 
are in summer dresses: it’s a hot day. The camera pans to a truck with an open back door, from which 
a man in a white coat unloads a side of beef. He hoists it over his shoulder and carries it into a butcher 
shop. 
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The butcher (Ernest Borgnine) greets him and opens the cooler door for him: “Hello, Sam!”	
“Hi, Marty! Thanks!”	
So the butcher is Marty, and this story is about him. Marty walks back to the counter with a piece of 
meat and for a customer waiting for him. 	
As he pulls a piece of paper off the roll to wrap it, she says, “Your kid brother got married Sunday, huh, 
Marty?”	
“That’s right, Mrs. Fusari. It was a very nice affair.” He begins to slice the meat.	
“That tall fella with the moustache?”	
“Oh, no, that’s my other brother, Freddie. He got married about four years ago. He lives on Webb 
Avenue. The one who got married Sunday, that’s my kid brother Nicky.”	
Marty is wearing a white apron and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows. 	
 

“He was a big, tall, fat fella. Didn’t I meet him one time? A big, tall, fat fella who tried to sell me life 
insurance?” she asks.	
“No, that’s my sister Margaret’s husband, Frank,” Marty says as he wipes his hands on his apron. “And 
my sister Rose, she married the contractor. And my other sister, Frances, she got married two and a 
half years ago in St. John’s church,” he goes on as he hacks away at the meat. “Oh, that was a very nice 
affair.”	
 

He puts the meat on the scale, saying, “Well, let’s see now. That’ll be $1.79. How’s that with you, Mrs. 
Fusari?”	
She steps to the counter muttering, “Well…” but the customer behind her complains, “Hey, Marty! I’m 
in a hurry!”	
“You’re next right now, Mrs. Canduso,” Marty reassures her, as he wraps the meat.	
Mrs. Fusari asks him, “When you gonna get married, Marty? You should be ashamed of yourself. All 
your brothers and sisters younger than you… They got married, they got children. I met your mother 
in the fruit store, she asked me, ‘Eh, you know a nice girl for my boy, Marty?’ What’s the matter with 
you? That’s no way! What’s the matter with you?” 

 

Marty tries to hand her the package of meat, but she doesn’t take it, so he sets it on the counter. As she 
continues speaking, he tries to cut her off, indicating Mrs. Canduso, who’s waiting and in a hurry. 
“Mrs. Fusari – ” 	
But she will not be stopped! “You get married! You hear what I say?” 	
“Mrs. Canduso is –”	
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“You get married! My boy Frank was 19 years old when he get married.”	
“That’s swell,” he says.	
“What’s the matter with you? You should be ashamed of yourself!” Finally, she puts her money down 
on the counter and walks away, disgusted.	
 

Mrs. Canduso approaches the counter saying, “Marty, I want a nice, big fat chicken, about four 
pounds.”	
“Sure,” he replies, as he goes to put Mrs. Fusari’s payment in the cash register. His face is a mask of 
embarrassment, annoyance and resignation.	
He turns back to Mrs. Canduso to her comment, “I hear your kid brother got married last Sunday!”	
“That’s right. It was a very nice affair,” he says, smiling at her as he writes up the order.	
But she adds: “Marty, you ought to be ashamed of yourself! All your kid brothers and sisters got 
married and had children. When are you gonna get married?” Marty rolls his eyes and frowns. Clang! 
He opens the cash register.	
 

A dissolve brings us to Marty’s neighborhood bar, bustling with customers, all of them male.  The 
radio plays a sports broadcast. As Marty arrives, he greets some of his pals who are on their way out. 
He is right at home here.  He’s taken off the apron, but he’s still wearing the white shirt, sleeves rolled 
up to the elbows. 

 

He approaches three guys at the bar who are talking and looking over a girlie magazine. Bottles of beer 
sit on the counter. He asks them, “Hey, Angie come in yet?” One of them wordlessly points to a booth.	
Marty calls over, “Hey, Angie, want a beer?”	
“Yeah, I guess so.”	
 

As Marty places his order, one of the men, Ralph (Frank Sutton), puts his hand on his shoulder and 
says, “Leo and me picked up two nurses –” But he gets distracted by the magazine and doesn’t 
finish.  Marty takes his two bottles and glasses, then he heads over to Angie’s table.	
 

He sits down. Ralph has followed him from the bar. As Marty starts to pour his beer, Ralph tells him, 
“Leo and me got a date with two nurses tonight. We got to take them somewheres first, you know what 
I mean? So I’m kind of hard up for cash right now…” Marty stops pouring the beer and looks up at his 
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friend, who continues, “And I… I owe you ten bucks already, don’t I? I’ll find it somewhere else.” He 
leaves.	
 

Marty looks at Angie (Joe Mantell), shaking his head. “That Ralph. He’s always got girls, but no 
money.” The two chums sip their beer in perfect syncopation and then pick up their newspapers at the 
same moment. Angie has a preoccupied expression. 	
“What do you feel like doing tonight?” he asks.	
“I don’t know, Angie. What do you feel like doing?”	
“Well, we ought to do something: it’s Saturday night. I don’t wanna go bowling like last Saturday.”	
 

“Hey!” Angie’s got an idea. “How about calling up that big girl we picked up in the movies about a 
month ago?”	
“Which one was that?” Marty puts down his paper and looks at his friend.	
“You know, that big girl that was sitting in front of us, with the skinny friend?”	
“Oh, yeah, yeah,” answers Marty, looking back down at his newspaper. He’s not too interested in 
calling these girls…	
 

“Remember, her name was Mary Feeney, we took them home all the way out in Brooklyn? Whaddya 
say? Think we ought to give them a call? I’ll take the skinny one.”	
“No,” Marty answers softly, shaking his head, looking down at his newspaper. “Maybe she’s got a date 
already.”	
“So we’ll give ‘em a ring. What can we lose?”	
“Ah, I didn’t like her. I don’t feel like calling her up.”	
“Well, what do you feel like doing?”	
“I don’t know, Ange. What do you feel like doin’?”	
“We’re back to that, eh? I say to you, ‘What do you feel like doin’ tonight?’ and you say back to me, ‘I 
don’t know. What do you feel like doin’ tonight?’ Then we wind up hangin’ around your house with a 
couple of cans of beer, watching the Hit Parade on television.”	
 

“I’ll tell you what I feel like doing,” he goes on. He’s been practically yelling, but suddenly his voice 
gets quiet. “I feel like going up to see Mary Feeney.” Marty keeps reading the paper and doesn’t 
respond. But then Angie says, “She likes you.” 	
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This gets the attention of Marty who stops reading, looks over at his friend, and asks, “What makes 
you say that?”	
“Man, I could see she likes you.”	
But Marty is skeptical. “Yeah, sure,” he says as he turns the page of his paper.	
“You call her up yourself, Angie. I don’t wanna call her.”	
“Boy, you’re getting to be a real drag, you know that?”	
 

Marty has had enough. “Listen, Angie, I’ve been looking for a girl every Saturday night of my life. I’m 
thirty-four years old. I’m tired of looking. I’d like to find a girl. Everybody’s always telling me, ‘Get 
married, get married, get married.’ Dontcha think I wanna get married? I wanna get married. 
Everybody drives me crazy!”	
 

He continues, “Now, I don’t wanna wreck your Saturday night. You wanna go somewhere, you go 
ahead. I don’t wanna go anywhere.”	
“Boy, my old lady too. Every word out of her mouth: ‘When you gonna get married?’”	
“My mother, boy, she drives me crazy.” Marty takes a drink of his beer.	
They both settle back in to looking at the papers.	
Angie gives a little sigh and asks, “What do you feel like doing tonight?”	
“Oh, I don’t know, Angie,” Marty says, turning the page. “What do you feel like doing?”	
 

A phone has been ringing and, as it turns out, it’s for Marty. One of the employees − a guy dressed in 
black − tells him that it’s his mother. 	
“My mother?” asks Marty, surprised. He gets up from the booth.	
The employee says into the phone, “He’s coming now, Mrs.Piletti,” and he hands the phone to Marty. 
The corner of this big city that Marty belongs to – the Bronx, New York – really seems like a small 
town.	
 

Angie has had it. “Marty, I’m goin’ home.”	
“Listen, Angie, come on over about 7:30. We’ll think of something.”	
Marty sits down in the phone booth. “Hello, Ma. What’s the matter?”	
“Your cousin Thomas and his wife, Virginia are here,” his mother (Esther Minciotti) says with a strong 

Italian accent. “They’re waiting to see you.”	
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“Okay, Ma. I’ll be over in about two or three minutes. Listen, Ma, tell Thomas to stick around. I wanna 
see him about something.”	
“Okay, you come on home, huh?”	
 

We watch Mrs. Piletti hang up the phone and return to the dining room, where Virginia (Karen Steele) 
and Thomas (Jerry Paris) are sitting at the table. Thomas is the first man we’ve seen so far who’s 
wearing a tie.	
“Marty’s coming right home,” she tells them.	

	
Virginia starts telling her story: “So what happened, Aunt Teresa, about this milk bottle with my 
mother-in-law. She comes in the kitchen, she begins poking her head over my shoulder. Then she tells 
me how I waste money and I can’t cook and I’m raising my baby all wrong. And she got me so nervous, 
I spilled the milk I was making for the baby.” 

 

As she talks, her husband, Tommy, just looks down at the table, fidgeting with his fingers. It’s his 
mother she’s talking about...	
Their Aunt Teresa replies, “Tommy, your mother, she’s my sister, but sometimes –”	
Virginia continues, “So she says, ‘You’re spilling the milk.’ She kept talking about these drops of milk 
that I spilled. So finally, she got me so mad I said, ‘Mama, you want to see me really spill some milk?’ 
So I picked up the bottle and I threw it against the door. But I didn’t throw it at her! That’s just 
something she made up. She goes around telling everybody I threw a bottle of milk at her! I didn’t 
throw it anywhere near her! Anyway, I was sorry right away, but she ran out of the house!”	
 

Marty’s mother says, “I don’t know what you want me to do, Virginia. If you want me to, I’ll come to 
your house tonight and I’ll talk to her.”	
Finally Tommy speaks up, “Well, I’ll tell you, Aunt Theresa, we –”	
But his wife cuts him off, “Let me tell it, Tommy.”	
“Okay.”	
 

“Aunt Teresa, we want you to do a very big favor for us.”	
“Sure!”	
“Aunt Teresa, you got this big house, just for you and Marty. And I thought, maybe Tommy’s mother 
could come here and live with you and Marty.”	
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She goes on, “I know I sound like a terrible woman –”.	
“Oh, no,” says Mrs. Piletti, touching Virginia's hand to comfort her.	
“I just can’t stand it anymore, Aunt Teresa. Every minute of the day, ‘Do this, do that.’ I don’t have ten 
minutes’ privacy with my husband.” She looks over at him and says, “We can’t even have a fight! 
Everybody’s miserable at our house!”	
 

She begins to sob and her husband soothes her, “Ginnie, don’t get excited.”	
But his aunt disagrees with him. “She’s right. She’s right, Tommy. A young husband and wife should 
have their own home. And as for my sister Caterina, plenty of times I feel like throwing a milk bottle at 
her myself. But I’ll tell you right now: if Caterina want to come and live here with Marty and me, it’s all 
right with me.”	
Virginia breathes a sigh of relief. Tommy has his hand on her arm and her hand is over his. “That’s 
very nice of you, Aunt Teresa,” he thanks her. 

 
With a note of caution, their aunt adds, “Of course, we’ve got to ask Marty first.”	
“Sure,” agrees Tommy.	
“You just sit here,” Teresa says, patting Virginia on the shoulder, “I’m going to go into the kitchen.”	
“How’s Marty been?” Tommy asks through the closed door.	
“Oh, he’s fine. You know a nice girl he can marry?”	
 

“Oh, don’t worry. He’ll get married, Aunt Teresa.”	
She comes back in shaking her head, “Oh, I don’t know. He hangs around the house all the time.” 
Then she leans forward, asking, “Do you know a nice place where he can go to find a bride?”	

	
“Well,” says Tommy. “There’s the Stardust Ballroom. That’s a big dance hall. Every Saturday night, it’s 
loaded with girls. It’s a nice place to go. That’s where I met Virginia. You tell Marty to go to the 
Stardust Ballroom. It’s loaded with tomatoes.”	

 

Caption: The kitchens of the Parondis 	

	
We hear a door opening and Marty’s mother gets up. “He’s here,” she says and leaves the room. In the 
kitchen, Marty is bent over the sink, washing his hands.	
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This kitchen – with dishes tidily arranged on shelves and a dish towel hanging on a hook – makes us 
think of the kitchens of the Parondi family in Rocco and His Brothers. Then we notice: in the homes of 
the Parondis, a family portrait was always prominently displayed, but none is to be seen in the kitchen 
of the Pilettis, in the Italian diaspora. 	
 

Marty’s mother hustles into the kitchen. 	
“Hello, Marty,” she says, giving him a kiss on the cheek.	
“Hello, Ma,” he replies, kissing her back.	
“Thomas and Virginia are here. They just had another big fight with your Aunt Caterina. So they asked 
me if it’s okay if Catherina comes to live here. I say, all right with me, but we got to ask you.”	
 

Marty stops his hand-washing, takes a towel off its hook, stands up straight and looks at his mother, 
impassive. She goes on, “Marty, she’s a lonely old woman. Nobody wants her. Everybody’s throwing 
her out of their house.”	
Marty dries his hands and reflects, then says, “Sure, Ma, it’s okay with me.”	
She pats his cheek. “You got a good heart.”	
 

In the dining room, she announces to the young couple, “Marty say it’s all right for Caterina to come 
here.”	
They stand up. Tommy says, “Oh, Marty, that sure takes a load off my mind.”	
“We got plenty of room here,” Marty comments.	
 

Aunt Teresa says, “It’s gonna be nice. I come over to your house tonight and I’ll talk to Caterina. 
Everything is going to work out all right.”	
Tommy goes on, “I want to thank you because the situation was just becoming impossible.”	
Teresa cuts him off, telling him to sit down. She and Virginia go to the kitchen door where they stand 
talking.	
 

Tommy still can’t stop thanking Marty. “I appreciate what you’re doing because the kinds of things 
that were happening at our house…” He starts to tell the milk bottle story, but Virginia turns and 
reminds him that they have to be home by six for the babysitter.	
But Marty has something he wants to say too, “Thomas, before you go, I wonder if you could give me a 
little advice.”	
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“Sure, what?”	
“Well, you’re the accountant in the family, and I figure you might know about these things. My boss 
wants to sell his shop to me.”	
“Oh, yeah?”	
 

Marty explains that his boss wants to move to California so that he and his wife can be close to their 
married daughter. “So he wants to sell me his shop. Well, he wants me to pay $5,000 down. Although 
I think I can knock him down to four.”	
 

From off-screen, Virginia calls her husband, “Tommy!?”	
Tommy says, “Look Marty, I’ll tell you what. I gotta run now. I’ll meet you at mass tomorrow and 
afterwards, we’ll sit down and we’ll discuss the whole thing. It sounds like a good proposition.”	
“Okay. Because he wants an answer by Monday.”	
“Oh, sure,” says Tommy.	
 

Tommy gets up to leave but turns back, saying, “Oh, Marty, we’ll work out an arrangement about my 
mother because I want to pay you.”	
“Oh, no.” Marty throws his hand up in the air, dismissing the idea.	
“No, listen, I want to pay you.”	
“Tommy!” Virginia calls insistently from the other room.	
 

As Tommy joins her in the kitchen, Virginia calls out her farewell, thanking Marty again. He shouts 
out his goodbye to her.	
For the first time, we see a hint of happiness in his face.	
 

Marty is left alone with his thoughts, his brawny arms resting on the tablecloth, his face a point of light 
in the darkened room. His life is about to change. 

 

 

 


