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Marty, Parte V 
Delbert Mann, Dir. (1955)	
 
After their first kiss, Marty and Clara are wrapped in an embrace, his face in her hair, when they hear 
the click of an opening door: it’s Marty’s mother, back at last from her sister’s house. Although they 
knew she would be home soon, Marty and Clara are taken by surprise. Marty takes a step back, ending 
their moment of intimacy. 
 
“Hello! Hello!” Teresa greets them from the kitchen as she enters the house. 
Clara greets her with a smile, but Marty looks uncomfortable. He has the guilty look of a boy caught by 
his mother doing something wrong. 
“Hello, Marty,” says Teresa, entering the room. Looking at Clara, she asks him, “When you come 
home?” 
“We just got here about ten minutes ago, Ma,” he replies, then he goes on to make a formal 
introduction: “Ma, I want you to meet Miss Clara Snyder. She’s a graduate of New York University. 
She teaches chemistry at Benjamin Franklin High school!” He’s proud of her. 
“Sit down, sit down.” Teresa welcomes Clara graciously, indicating the kitchen with her hand. “You 
want some chicken? We got some chicken in the icebox!”  
“No, thank you, Mrs. Piletti. We were just going. Thank you anyway.”  
 

“Well, sit down just a minute. I just come in the house. I take off my coat.” She smiles at Clara with 
genuine warmth. It seems finally to have sunk in that Marty has brought a girl home. 
“How’d you come home, Ma? Thomas give you a ride?” 
“Sure,” she answers him. To Clara she explains, “It’s a sad business. My sister Caterina, she don’t get 
along with her daughter-in-law, so she gonna come live with us.” 
“Oh, she’s comin’, Ma?”  
“Oh, sure,” she confirms. Then she insists, “Sit down, sit down. Marty, tell her to sit down.” 
“You might as well sit down a minute,” he tells Clara, who actually looks delighted. 
“Did you offer the young lady some fruit?” 
“Well, I offered her, Ma, but she don’t want nothin’,” he says, as Clara sits back down on the couch. 
 

They are all seated now. Clara seems quite animated; Marty is still uncomfortable, his hands folded 
over his knees. Teresa continues talking about her sister. 
“It’s a very sad business, I tell you. A woman 56 years old, all her life she had her own house. Now, 
she’s an old woman, sleeping on her daughter-in-law’s couch.” The camera moves toward Teresa as 
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she laments, “It’s a curse to be a mother, I tell you. Your children grow up and then, what is left for 
you to do?  
It’s a very sad thing when your son has no place for you in his house.” 
Clara listens attentively; Marty looks down at his hands. 
 

“Couldn’t she find some sort of hobby to fill out her time?” Clara suggests, not understanding that 
Teresa is actually talking about herself and her own future. 
“Hobby? What can she do? She cook and she clean. But you gotta have a house to clean, you gotta 
have children to cook for!” 
Marty just continues staring down. This evening has gone south fast. 
“These are the terrible years for a mother, terrible years” says Teresa, echoing her sister’s bitter words. 
“You mustn’t feel too harshly against her daughter-in-law,” says Clara sweetly. “She probably also 
wants to have a house to clean and children to cook for.” 
 

“You don’t think my sister Caterina should live in her daughter-in-law’s house?” 
“Well, I don’t know them,” Clara begins haltingly. “But, as a rule, I don’t think a mother-in-law should 
live with a young couple.” This had been Teresa’s position earlier, but she sees it in a different light 
now. 
“Where you think a mother-in-law should go?” 
“Well, I don’t think a mother should depend so much upon her children for her rewards in life.” 
“That’s what they teach you in New York University? In real life, it don’t work out like this.” Then she 
mimics her sister and her words of doom, pointing her finger threateningly: “You wait until you are a 
mother.” 
“It’s silly of me to argue about it,” apologizes Clara. “I don’t know the people involved.” 
About one thing at least, Teresa is right: without a trace of malice, Clara is expressing an American 
middle-class point of view. But it’s not the immigrant perspective – at least not the perspective of 
immigrant mothers.  
 

There’s an awkward silence. Marty stands, saying, “Ma, it’s getting late. I better take her home because 
the buses only run about one an hour.” Clara stands at his side. 
“Sure,” replies Theresa. 
“Goodnight, Mrs. Piletti. I’m very glad to have met you. I hope I see you again,” Clara says, politely. 
“Sure,” Teresa answers quietly, with a small nod. 
Marty brings the encounter to a close: “Okay, Ma, I’ll be back in about an hour, an hour and a half.” 
“Sure.” 
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They leave. From off-screen, Clara calls out one more time, “Goodnight, Mrs. Piletti!” 
Marty’s mother looks over her shoulder and holds her gaze at the emptiness they’ve left, as if they 
were ghosts. The camera zooms in on her as she murmurs, “Goodnight…” 
 

Angie is still walking the streets, looking for Marty. He turns his head this way and that, searching 
along the busy sidewalks. Suddenly, he stops. “Hey!” he yells. There’s Marty right across the street, 
standing at the bus stop, talking to a girl.   
We see them under the stairs of the elevated train, a man leaning against the bus stop pole nearby. 
Shadows run across the sidewalk. 
 

“Hey! Hey! Hey, Marty, hey!” Angie hollers and hollers, mouth wide open, but Marty is oblivious. 
Angie takes off across the street and finally Marty notices him. With a sweep of his arm, he invites 
Angie to join them.  
As Angie runs across the street, he asks in a loud voice, “Marty, where ya been for Pete’s sake? I been 
lookin’ all over for ya!” 
 

“Well, I looked all over for you, Angie, before I cut out, but I couldn’t find you.”  
“Well, I was lookin’ all over for you,” Angie complains again. 
“What happened, Angie, we thought we were gonna go for a walk and we thought we were gonna come 
right back. But we got to talkin’.” 
As they keep talking back and forth, Clara stands quietly, smiling, still happy with her evening. 
“Hey, listen, Angie, I want you to meet Clara. Clara, this is my best friend, Angie.” Clara looks eagerly 
at Angie, but Angie ignores her. He just glowers at Marty. To Clara, Marty says, “I told you about him.” 
Clara asks warmly, “How do you do?” 
Angie glances over at her, says hello in a sullen voice and turns right back to Marty. 
 

As if Clara is not even there, Angie asks, “What are we gonna do now?” 
“Well, it’s close to one o’clock. I’m gonna take Clara home.” 
“Want me to ride down with ya?” 
“What for?” 
“It’s early!” protests Angie. 
“It must be one o’clock!”, Marty answers. 
“It’s Saturday night, there’s still plenty action around.” 



 

Li conoscevo bene: Il blog per gli studenti di lingua italiana che amano i film.                   www.liconoscevobene.net 4 

“Well, listen, Angie, by the time I get Clara home and then I get home, it’s gonna be two o’clock. I gotta 
get up for ten o’clock mass tomorrow.”  
“Okay, I’ll see you.” Angie turns and walks away. 
 

Marty is shocked. “Hey, Angie, where ya goin’? Hey Ange!” he yells now, because Angie is already far 
away. “I’ll see you tomorrow after mass, huh?” 
He turns back to Clara and shrugs, mystified. He can’t figure out his friend’s behavior. 
 

Just then the bus pulls up and they get on board.  
The next thing we see is that they’re walking toward Clara’s building. Almost every shot in this scene 
includes a lantern that seems to be lighting their way. 
 

They stand in front of the building. Clara pauses and turns to Marty, who extends his hand, saying, 
“Okay, so I’ll see you tomorrow.” We see them outlined against the strong horizontal lines of a brick 
wall. 
She looks down at his hand in surprise, but then grasps it, replying with a smile, “Okay.” 
“Uh, I’ll give you a call about eleven, eleven-thirty, as soon as I get out of mass.” 
 

“Well, “ she says, turning to face Marty as they walk towards the stairs up to her building, “You’d 
better make it around two-thirty because, well, I won’t be home from mass until then.” 
“Oh, okay.” 
 

Just then, a young couple comes out of the building. Is their evening just beginning? Or maybe it’s 
already in full swing? 
Marty turns and watches as they pass. When he turns back to Clara, who is looking directly into his 
face, his eyes are alive with feeling. “Okay, so I’ll see ya tomorrow night.” 
 

Standing on a step, looking down at Marty, Clara says happily, “Good night.” As she walks away, he 
stares after her, awestruck. When finally he leaves, he keeps looking back, unwilling to let the moment 
go.  
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Clara climbs to her apartment in a web of shadows, deep in thought. Outside her door, she pauses for 
a moment and then, smiling, inserts the key and enters. 
 

Inside the apartment, she glances at her parents’ door and sees that the there’s still a light on, so she 
goes in. Her father is reading in bed. 
“Oh! Did you have a nice time?” he asks her. 
“Yes, I did. I had a very nice time. Is Mom asleep?” 
Her mother turns over and sits up saying, “No, I’m not sleeping, dear.” 
“So you enjoyed yourself!” says her father. 
“Yes, I did,” she replies, with a beaming smile as she walks across the room. 
 

Her father says, “He seems like a very nice man, that young doctor.” 
“Well, actually, what happened is that... That fellow that Millie brought up here for me, he met a girl 
he knew and well, he left with her. I mean… Let me see if I can tell it you with some kind of clarity. 
Millie and Andy and the young doctor and I went to the Stardust Ballroom and... He actually didn’t 
want to come on this date in the first place and I don’t know what Millie told him about me, but I’m 
sure he was very disappointed.”  
Her father looks concerned. 
“Don’t look so sad,” Clara reassures her parents. “I had a wonderful time this evening. I met a fellow. 
He’s a butcher,” she says with a smile, as if this is something quite special. “And, well, we sat in a 
luncheonette on Grand Concourse, I think from nine o’clock until midnight. Talking! That’s all we did: 
talk! I was just trying to figure out why I enjoyed myself so much. We just sat and had pie.* He’s going 
to call me tomorrow.” 
*There really isn’t a word for what Americans know as pie, so we’ve used the most Italian phrase. 
 

“Oh! And I have something to tell you! I decided to take the job in Port Chester because, well because 
it’s really a question of maturity. Do you know what I mean? I mean, I could go on living here and 
being a little girl all my life, Papa.” 
She she takes her father’s hand. “By the way, the reason I mention that he’s a butcher is because, well, 
he’s going to call me tomorrow around two-thirty, right after lunch and… well, he’s very self-conscious 
about the social status of a butcher and… well, he’s calling on the phone, he’s not coming over here, 
but… when he does, I just wanted to…”  She stops and chuckles. “Well, we can cross that bridge when 
we come to it,” she ends with a smile. 
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Her father glances over at her mother with a questioning look.  
Clara comments, “You don’t know what I’m talking about. Oh, I’ll tell you about it tomorrow. You 
know, when we left the ballroom, he began to talk so much he couldn’t stop. It was so funny. He just 
kept rattling and rattling and…”  Then she realizes something: “I don’t seem to be able to stop talking 
now myself.” She laughs. “Listen, I’m going to bed. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
She kisses both her parents and heads for the door. 
 

Suddenly she stops and turns to her father. “But I forgot to tell you: I expect a phone call around two-
thirty, so I… I won’t be able to go* to the movies with you,” she apologizes.  
As Clara reaches the door, her mother asks, “You did have a good time tonight, dear?” 
“Why, yes, Ma. It was very pleasant.” She pauses, her face aglow, a floral pattern on the wallpaper 
behind her. 
*Clara says “go to the movies with you,” but in Italian it’s more common to say “come to the movies” 
if the person spoken to is involved in the action.  
 

When the door closes, Clara’s mother settles back down and comments, “I didn’t understand much 
about that. Did you?” 
“She says, you know, she’s gonna take that job. I’m glad. I love that girl so much, Alice. But she should 
learn to stand on her own feet. I hope that young man calls tomorrow at two-thirty. I really do.” 

 
Back at the bus stop, Marty emerges from the darkness, his necktie fluttering in the wind. He glances 
at the bus stop sign, turns and kicks some grass. He steps into the street, looks down and comes back, 
resting his hand on the sign. He’s full of energy. In the velvety dark of early morning, the lights in the 
background highlight his joy. 
 

In his exuberance, he pulls back his arm and smacks the bus stop sign with all his might: Clang! Then 
he runs into the street, dodging the passing vehicles and calling out triumphantly, “Taxi! Hey, taxi! 
Taxi! Hey, taxi!” 
 

 

 


