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Marty, Parte III 
Delbert Mann, Dir. (1955)	
 
When Clara runs out of the dance hall, Marty follows her. He finds her on an outdoor balcony, one 
hand balled in a fist held against her mouth, as if to hold in her feelings. Behind her, we see the 
silhouette of an apartment building, with its grid of lit windows and bulky towers on the roof.	
Marty approaches her slowly and then he gently says, “Excuse me, Miss, but would you care to 
dance?”	
 

She doesn’t respond at first. Then he steps in a little closer with a concern expression. “Miss?” She 
turns her head to him slowly, then gasps, puts her hands to her face and lays her face on his chest, 
sobbing.	
Marty frowns, uncertain what to do. Tentatively and a little awkwardly, he lifts his hands and holds 
them over her shoulders, fluttering his fingers over her back without touching her. He doesn’t want to 
be too familiar. Finally, he rests his hands over her shoulders, comforting her, trying to make her feel 
safe.	
 

Out on the dance floor, which is still packed with moving bodies, Marty asks, “Do you come here 
often?” 	
“I was up here twice before. Once I came up with a friend of mine and once alone. The last time –” She 
stops.	
 

As they dance, turning slowly to the music with the crowd around them, she begins again: ‘See the girl 
sitting over there in the gray dress?”	
“Yes.”	
“Well, last time I was here, that’s where I sat. I sat there for an hour and a half without moving a 
muscle. Now and then a fellow would kind of come up to me and then… change his mind. I’ll never 
forget sitting there for an hour and a half with my hands in my lap. Then I began to cry and I had to 
get up and go home.” She adds, “I’ve begun to cry a lot lately.”	
Marty reassures her. “I cry a lot, too. I’m a big crier.”	
“This is something very recent with me, bursting into tears at the slightest thing.” she explains.	
“I cry all the time. Any little thing. All my brothers, my brothers-in-law, they’re always telling me what 
a good-hearted guy I am. You don’t get to be good-hearted by accident. You get kicked around long 
enough, you get to be a real professor of pain. I know exactly how you feel.” 	
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He continues: “And I also want you to know that I’m havin’ a very good time with you right now and 
I’m really enjoying myself.” And he offers her a compliment of a kind, “You see, you’re not such a dog 
as you think you are.”	
“I’m having a very good time, too,” she says, with a smile.	
“So there you are, so I guess I’m not such a dog as I think I am.”	
“You’re a very nice guy. I don’t know why some girl hasn’t grabbed you off long ago.”	
Marty considers. “I don’t know either. I think I’m a very nice guy. I also think I’m a pretty smart guy, 
in my own way.”	
 

With his eyes closed, as if calling up the words from far away, Marty goes on, “You know how I figure: 
two people get married, they’re gonna live together forty, fifty years. So it’s gotta be more than 
whether they’re just good-lookin’ or not. Now you tell me you think you’re not so good-lookin’. Well, 
my father was a real ugly man, but my mother adored him. She told me how she used to get so 
miserable sometimes – like everybody, you know? – and she says my father always tried to 
understand.”	
 

“I used to see them sometimes when I was a kid, sitting in the living room talkin’ and talkin’. I used to 
adore my old man because he was always so kind. That’s one of the most beautiful things I have in my 
life. The way my father and mother were. And my father was a real ugly man. So it doesn’t matter if 
you look like a gorilla. See, dogs like us... we ain’t such dogs as we think we are.”	
Clara says haltingly, “I’m twenty-nine years old. How old are you?”	
“I’m… thirty-four.”	
 

The camera slowly zooms out, until our couple is just one among many, each with its own story. In the 
background, the band keeps playing sweetly and steadily. 

 
A finger reaches to press a doorbell. We see that it’s Marty’s mother. 	
Virginia answers the door. “Oh, hello, Aunt Teresa. Come on in.”	
 

“Is Caterina here?” Teresa is going to invite her sister to move in with her.	
“We didn’t tell her anything yet. We thought we’d leave it up to you.” Teresa takes off her coat. “We 
thought you’d put it like how you were lonely and why doesn’t she come and live with you. Because 
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that way it looks like she’s doing you a favor instead of we’re throwing her out, you know. And it won’t 
be so cruel to her.” She takes Teresa’s coat. “Listen: you want me and Tommy to stay here with you?”	
“No. I think it’s better idea if you and Tommy go out. Otherwise, she’s going to start to fight with you 
and everybody will be yelling.”	
“Okay.”	

 

Tommy comes into the room. “Hello, Aunt Teresa.”	
“Hello, Thomas.”	
Their voices provoke a challenging cry from Caterina: “Who’s there? Who’s there?”	
We see her framed in a doorway at the right of the shot, while the other three are stand in the alcove at 
the far left. The dining room wall defines the distance between them. Virginia seems to be standing 
there to stay safe.	
Teresa replies,“It’s me, Caterina. How’re you feeling?” 	
“Hey! What are you doing here?” Caterina puts her arms around her sister.	
Through the open doorway, a high chair is partly visible. 	
 

Tommy watches from the back of the room as the sisters greet each other. Each wears a dark dress, 
extending to their ankles.	
“I came to see you,” Teresa says. “How do you feel?” 	
“I got a pain in my left side and my leg throb like a drum,” complains Caterina.	
“Oh, I’m getting pain in my shoulder,” responds Teresa, touching it for emphasis.	
“Ha! I got pain in my shoulder too. And in my hip, and my right arm aches so much that I can’t sleep. 
Oh, it’s a curse to be old.”  She sits.	
 

Teresa changes the subject, “We got a postcard from my son, Nicky, and his bride. They are in Florida 
in a big hotel on their honeymoon!” 	
“I got a letter from my husband’s cousin in Abruzzi,” Caterina responds. Then she adds, jutting her 
chin out as if pleased to share some bad news, “His mother die.” She’s almost smiling.	
Virginia and Tommy stand uncomfortably, looking down at the floor. Caterina has more to share: 
“You remember Emilio Di Giorgio who own a tavern in Abruzzi? He die.” 	
 

She pauses for effect, then goes on, “You know who else die?”	
“Who?”	
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“You know, the old man who live upstairs in this house, old Irish man, always drunk. He get pleurisy. 
He stay two weeks in the hospital, and yesterday: he die!” She makes a final gesture of satisfaction.	
“I like to visit you, Caterina, because you always got such cheerful news,” Teresa says, poking fun at 
her sister.	
 

Teresa gets up from her chair and suggests, “Hey, kids, why don’t you two kids go to the movies? Your 
mother and me, we be babysitter.”	
Virginia says to Tommy, “Let’s go down to Kaplan’s. They told us to come down.”	
“Sure,” says Teresa.	
Tommy says, “Ma, we’ll be down at the Kaplans if you want us for anything, okay?”	
As they leave, Tommy casts a worried glance back at his aunt.	
 

The moment the door clicks shut, Caterina launches into a tirade against her daughter-in-law. As she 
rants, Teresa walks across the room to pick up a newspaper. “This morning, I hear the baby cry, so I 
wake up. I go to their room and that girl, she’s shaking her hand at the baby. I said: ‘You brute, don’t 
y0u strike that baby! That’s my son’s baby!’” She lays her hand on her chest, to express her concern.  	
Teresa has been calmly looking at the newspaper, biding her time. Now she speaks up: “That’s her 
baby, too.” 	
But Caterina doesn’t see it that way. “That my son Thomas’ baby.”	
“But it’s not your baby.” Teresa puts down the newspaper and walks towards her chair.	
“You know, she throw a bottle of milk at me.”	
“I know, I know.”	
 

“She’s a witch, that one, I tell you! I tell you what she do yesterday?”	
“What she did?”	
“She give me the –” she touches her eye “– evil eye.”	
Teresa exclaims, “Uffa!”* and throws up her hands in protest.  She doesn’t believe it. But Caterina 
insists, “Oh, I keep one eye open when I sleep. Because she’s gonna come in my room and stab me in 
my bed.”	
*Footnote: this is an exclamation that is expressed with a long exhalation, that in this case means 
something like “Oh, my God!”	
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Getting down to business, Teresa leans forward in her chair and says, “Caterina, I want you to come 
and live with me in my house.”	
“Hm?” She’s not sure she heard right.	
“You know, Thomas and his wife, they come to my house today. They say things are no good in this 
house. Caterina, your son is married. Leave him in peace. He wants to be alone with his wife. They 
don’t want no old woman sitting in the back.”	
 

“My son Thomas come to see you this afternoon? And he say to you he’s gonna throw his mother from 
this house?”	
“Oh, Caterina, don’t make an opera out of this. The three of you and a little baby in three little rooms. 
You know this is not good: an old woman living with a husband and a wife. Two women in the same 
kitchen and a house burns up.”	
Caterina gets up from her chair, “So I’m an old garbage bag put in the street, eh?”	
 

She walks to the window and looks out through the curtains.	
“Caterina! Don’t make a tragedy! Come and live at my house where you know you’ll be more happier 
yourself.”	
“It pains they should do this.”	
“I know it pains.”	
“These are the worst years, I tell you.”	

 

“Caterina, you’re very dear to me. We cried lots of times together. When my poor husband died” – she 
crosses herself – “I would be crazy if not for you. I ask you to come to my house because I know I can 
make you happy. Please come to my house, Caterina.”	
But her sister can only respond with bitterness. “These are the worst years, I tell you.” Suddenly she 
turns and walks toward Teresa, warning, “It’s gonna happen to you! I’m afraid to look in the mirror. 
I’m afraid I’m gonna see an old lady with white hair – just like the ladies in the park. Little bundles in 
black shawls waiting for the coffin.”	
 

“I’m fifty-six years old. And what I’m gonna do with myself?” she asks, spreading her arms wide. “I got 
strength in my hands. I wanna clean. I wanna cook. I wanna make dinner for my children. Am I an old 
dog to lay near the fire till my eyes close? These are terrible years, Teresa, terrible years.”	
She eases herself back into her chair, defeated.	
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“Caterina, listen to me –”	
But her sister cuts her off, leaning forward and shaking her finger. Almost yelling, she warns, “It’s 
gonna happen to you! What are you gonna do if Marty gets married? Huh? What are you gonna cook? 
Where’s all the children playing in all the rooms? Where is the noise?! It’s a curse to be a widow! A 
curse! What are you gonna do if Marty gets married? What are you gonna do?!” Her voice is shrill. 
Teresa just stares at her unhappy sister. Might she share this unhappiness some day in the future?	
 

Her rant finished, Caterina sinks back into her chair. Looking down, resigned, hands folded in her lap. 
“I’m gonna put my things in a bag, and I come to you tomorrow.”	
 

Back at the Stardust Ballroom, Marty and Clara are at the top of the stairs, heading for the exit. Marty 
tells her not to worry about her sister. They’ll just get a cup of coffee and go right back to dance 
together again.	
Making conversation, Marty says, “You teach chemistry. That’s funny. What school?”	
“Benjamin Franklin High School.”	
He seems very excited and he talks a mile a minute. “Benjamin Franklin, where's that? Brooklyn? I 
went to Theodore Roosevelt right up here on Fordham Road. I have a cousin who's a teacher. He 
teaches Latin. He lives in Chicago. He was studying to be a priest, but he gave it up.”	

	
At the bottom of the stairs, he pauses for a moment to offer to buy her cigarettes. She shakes her head 
quietly, and he resumes his monologue, unaware that she’s not engaged. 	

	
As they go down the stairs, Marty walks ahead of Clara. He stops occasionally to look back up at her. 
She listens attentively, with a small smile. He keeps rattling on, “I was pretty good in high school. I 
sound like a jerk now, but I was pretty good. I was accepted at City College. I filled out the application 
and everything, but my old man died, so I hadda go to work.” 	
 

In the street, as they stroll along, Marty continues to talk, loudly and expressively. Clara seems to be a 
third wheel in this conversation between Marty and himself. Finally, he starts to speak about his 
father’s death. It was December 1937: “Two o'clock in the morning, he died. The doorbell rings and I 
knew something was wrong right away because my room is on the ground floor in the front, ya know, 
and I had to get up outta bed to answer the door, ya know…”	
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“There was Mr. Stern at the door. He had a house down about a block away from us. He moved out 
though.” Marty has stopped walking and is facing Clara as he continues the story.  “My old man, he 
used to play cards with him and some other old guys. He was a Jewish fellow. So he said, ‘Is your 
mother home?’ So I knew right away there was something wrong. I was only eighteen, exactly eighteen 
years old, just the month before. So I said, ‘Is something wrong, Mr. Stern?’ I was in my pajamas, you 
know? So he said, ‘Marty, your father died.’ My father died right in the middle of playing cards, right 
at the table. He had a heart attack.” Marty puts his own hand on his chest for emphasis.	
 

Marty starts to walk again, with Clara alongside. They pass brightly lit store windows and a movie 
theater, with its ticket booth and posters for coming attractions. Traffic hums and rumbles in the 
background.  	

	
Suddenly he realizes something: “Boy, am I talking!” Then he notices something else: he’s been 
walking on the wrong side of her.* “Excuse me!” he exclaims, grasping her shoulders as he switches 
positions. “I never talked so much in all my life. Usually everybody comes up to me and tells me all 
their troubles. Well, I’m gonna shut up now and let you get a word in.”	
*In those days, it was the convention for a man walking with a woman to take the side closest to the curb to 

protect her from splashing as vehicles passed.	
 

He puts his hands in his pockets and they start again on their way. But Clara doesn’t get much of a 
chance to speak before he launches into another reminiscence, “Yeah… seventeen years ago… what I 
been doing with myself all that time?”	

	
He looks over at her as she walks quietly along. “Well,” he says, stopping to face her and spreading his 
arms wide. “There I go again! I must be driving you crazy! Most of the time with a girl,” he explains, “I 
can’t find a word to say. Well, I’m gonna shut up now and let you get a word in. Because I’m usually 
not like this. Usually I – There I go again!” he exclaims, shaking his arms in frustration. “I can’t stop 
talking. I’m on a jag, for Pete’s sake. You’d think I was loaded.” 	

	
At that moment, Clara understands that Marty isn’t some self-centered lout. What’s happening is that 
he’s just found someone – her, in fact – with whom he feels totally comfortable, and the dammed-up 
river of thoughts and feelings that he has to share has burst. She smiles at him with love and 
tenderness.	
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He starts to walk again and says, “Well, anyway, like I started to say –” She looks at him with an 
amused expression. He throws his hands up in the air, groaning.	
 

He turns to her, shaking his head. “I can’t stop my mouth! Isn’t this stupid?!” Clara smiles at him 
wordlessly. She looks luminous.	
He tells her, “You got a real nice face, you know? Really, a nice face.”	
“Thank you,” she says simply.	
 

He puts his hand on her back to get them started walking again. At the curb, Marty puts his hand at 
her elbow to guide her as they step into the street. They’re framed by a lighting pole, an emergency 
phone to the fire department, and the long lighted sign of Magnet Auto Stores -- two people embraced 
by the city.	
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


