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Marty, Parte VII 
Delbert Mann, Dir. (1955)	
 
Marty and his mother stop to chat on the church steps before mass.	
“That was a nice-looking girl last night,” she comments, smiling. “She wasn’t a nice-looking girl, but 
she looked like a nice girl.” Marty looks down and doesn’t respond. Teresa tries again, “I said she 
wasn’t a very good-looking girl, not pretty” – indicating her own face with her hand. 	
“I heard you, Ma,” says Marty, an unhappy expression on his face.	
“She look a little bit old for you, about 35, 40 years old…”	
“She’s 29, Ma,” he says, smiling.	
“She’s more than 29 years old, Marty. That’s what she tells you.” 	
As they talk, parishioners stream past them going into church with their families.	

 

Marty goes silent again, so Teresa tries a different approach: “She don’t look like Italian girl.” Marty 
stands with eyes lowered. Teresa says, “I say: is she Italian girl?”	
“I dunno. I don’t think so, Ma.”	
“She don’t look like Italian to me. What family she comes from? I don’t know… something about her, I 
don’t like. It’s funny. The first time you meet the girl, she comes to your empty house alone. These 
college girls, they all one step from the street.”	
Finally, she gets a rise out of him: “What are you talkin’ about? She’s a nice girl.” He pauses, trying to 
contain his exasperation. “You only met her for two minutes!” 	
“Don’t bring her up to the house no more.” Overnight, Teresa has reversed her position on Marty and 
his romantic prospects.	
“But what didn’t you like about her?”	
She shrugs. “I don’t know. She don’t look like Italian to me. Plenty nice Italian girls around.”	
 

“She don’t look Italian to me.” She pauses, then insists: “I don’t like her.”	
“Let’s not get into a fight about it,” says Marty. “What are you getting so worked up about? I only met 
the girl last night.” The church bells chime. “I’m probably not gonna see her again, anyhow.”	
The church bells continue to peal, and mother and son climb the stone steps to go inside.	
 

After mass, Marty goes to the bar. He greets Ralph, who’s sitting in a booth, and orders a Coke at the 
counter. 	
The bartender chuckles and says, “Marty, I hear you really got stuck with a dog last night.”	
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“Oh, who told you that?”	
“Angie. Said she was a scrawny-looking thing.”	
“She wasn’t so bad,” says Marty. He takes his Coke where Ralph is sitting, then turns back, asking, 
“Was Angie here already?”	
“He was here last night until about two.” 	

 

Ralph is reading the funnies. “How’d you make out?” he asks Marty.	
“Oh, I had a nice time. She’s a nice girl. Oh, I didn’t try anything,” he adds, shaking his head. Ralph 
stares at him. “I just met her last night. We just talked.”	
Ralph looks puzzled, not quite understanding what it is to spend the evening simply talking with a 
woman. Finally, Marty gets up, asking Ralph to tell Angie that he’ll see him after lunch, and he heads 
for home.	

 

To the accompaniment of somber music, Marty enters his house, his jacket slung over his shoulder. 
The house is dark – no bright sunlight shining through the curtains as in previous scenes – and Marty 
is in a dark mood. He walks straight through to his first floor room, brushing off Teresa who says that 
she wants to talk to him: “I don’t wanna talk right now, Ma.” From the kitchen, Caterina watches. 
Marty is a bachelor now, living at home with two old ladies. 
 
Marty enters his bedroom, closing his door behind him. A horizontal bar of shadow runs across the 
wall, hemming him in, and we also see Marty’s own shadow, a dark mass of sadness. He hangs his 
jacket over the bed rail and sits down on the bed, crossing his arms. He frowns, lost in thought, as the 
camera zooms in.	
 

A dissolve brings us to the dining room: it’s lunchtime. Marty is at the table in his shirtsleeves, eating, 
while Angie stands close by, in a bow tie, hands in his pants pockets, eyes downcast. Their pals Joe 
and Jerry are there too, still dressed in suits from church. Light streams in around them.	
 

Joe is telling Marty about a detective book he’s just read. “So the whole book winds up with Mike 
Hammer,* he’s in the room there with this doll. So he says to her, ‘You rat. You’re the murderer.’ She 
begins to con him; she tells him how she loves him. Then – Bam! – he shoots her right in the stomach. 
So she’s laying there, gasping for breath, and she says, ‘How couldja do that?’ and he says, ‘It was 
easy.’”	
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“Boy, that Mickey Spillane, he can write!” comments Jerry, looking up from his girlie magazine. 	
“I read everything this guy ever wrote,” says Joe.	
*Mike Hammer was the protagonist of a series of bestselling novels: a violent and misogynistic 
private detective.	
 

As the two men continue talking, Angie steps over to the table and picks up something from Marty’s 
plate to sample it.	
“Come on!” protests Marty. “We got a whole pot in the kitchen. We could give you a plate of your 
own.”	
Angie shakes his head. “I couldn’t eat nothin’. My mother stuffed me to the gills.”	
 

Angie takes another taste and Marty smacks his hand, with a look of annoyance.	
Joe, the expert on relations between the sexes, goes on, “You know, what I like about Mickey Spillane 
is, he knows how to handle women. In one book, he picks up this tomato. She’s been hit by a car and 
she makes a pass at him. Then he meets two beautiful twins and they make a pass at him. Then he 
meets a beautiful society dame, and she makes a pass at him.”	
Marty isn’t really paying attention. He reaches for the bread and tears off a hunk.	
“Boy, that Mickey Spillane, he can really write!” Joe says again, with ardent admiration.	
 

Suddenly Marty remembers about the call to Clara. He looks down at his watch and gets up to make 
his call.	
“Where you going?” asks Angie.	
“I was gonna call up that girl from last night. Thought I’d take her to a movie.”	
“You kidding?!”	
Marty goes up to Angie and leans down toward him, pointing his finger. “Now listen, Angie, I wanna 
tell you: you were very impolite last night. I introduced you to that girl and you just turned right 
around and walked off. Now, why’d you do that?”	
“It got me mad, that’s why,” pouts Angie, like a little boy.	
 

As Marty walks into the living room, Angie yells: “Hey, Jerry! Show Marty that picture.” 	
Jerry holds up the magazine, which Marty has no interest in. “Oh, come on, for Pete’s sake! Put it 
away, will ya?! My mother's right out on the porch!”	
“I wonder where they find the girls that pose for them pictures,” muses Joe.	
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“These are Hollywood starlets!” says Jerry.	
“Come on, put it away, will ya? My mother will come walking in!”	
 

Angie walks up to Marty and says, “Marty, let’s go down Seventy-Second Street.”	
“I don’t feel like goin’, Angie,” Marty says, sitting down. “I thought I’d take this girl to a movie.”	
“Boy, you really must have made out good last night.” 	
“We just talked,” he answers with a shrug.	
“She must be some talker.” Then, to the other guys, Angie says, “She must’ve been about fifty years 
old.”	
“I didn’t think she was bad-lookin’,” says Marty, answering Angie.	
“She must have kept you in the dark all night.”	
 

Joe chimes in, “You don’t wanna hang around with dogs. It gives you a bad reputation.”	
Angie insists, “Let’s go down to Seventy-Second Street.”	
Marty says, not intending any irony, “I told this dog I’d call her up today about 2:30.”	
“Brush her!” encourages Angie. He leans down to Marty, “Listen, you wanna come with me tonight or 
you wanna go with that dog?”	
“What are you gettin’ so sore about?”	
“‘Cause I looked all over for you last night, you know that?” 	
 

Restless, Angie goes into the dining room and comes back again. He sits on the arm of Marty’s chair. 
Marty asks, “You didn’t like her at all?”	
“Nothin’. A real nothin’.”	
 

A dissolve carries us to the porch, where Teresa and Caterina sit looking out into the darkness. It’s that 
same Sunday. Marty comes out the front door, dressed in a dark suit and tie, smoking a cigarette. He 
goes to the edge of the porch, stopping in shadow at the top of the steps.	
“So what are you gonna do tonight, Marty?” his mother asks, gently.	
“I dunno, Ma,” he replies dully, without looking at her. “I’m all knocked out. I may just hang around 
the house –” He stops himself. She looks concerned. “Maybe I’ll go down and see what Angie and the 
boys are doin’.” He tightens his tie and goes down the steps. Still not looking at her, he says, “I’ll see ya 
later, Ma.”	
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Clara sits in the living room at home, watching the Ed Sullivan Show* with her parents. The camera 
zooms in on her grieving silently, tears streaming down her face while the television audience laughs 
and applauds.	
*A variety show. In the 1950s and 1960s, it was a tradition in the United States for families to gather 
together in their living rooms every Sunday night to watch what Ed Sullivan had selected for them.	

 

At the same time, Marty is with his friends in the half-darkness outside their bar. They’re debating 
listlessly what to do. Go down to Seventy-Second Street? Take in a movie? Play a game of cards? Marty 
looks somber. The camera zooms in on him as he suddenly closes his eyes as if in pain. He’s holding 
on tight to the bar that supports the bar’s awning, as if it’s a lifeline.	
The men go back and forth, until finally one of them asks, “What do you feel like doin’, Angie?”	
“I dunno. What do you feel like doin’?”	
“I dunno.”	
“George, what are you doin’ tonight?”	
 

Marty finally opens his eyes and speaks bitterly. “What are you doin’ tonight! I dunno, what are you 
doin’ tonight?” He lists all their options, the places they go to every night, and sums it up: “Miserable 
and lonely! Miserable and lonely and stupid! What am I crazy or something?! I got something good 
here! What am I hangin’ around with you guys for?” He turns suddenly and rushes into the bar.	
 

He runs through the place, past the counter where the patrons – mainly men – sit and drink, to the 
phone booth at the back. His friends all call out to him, but it’s Angie who catches up to him. Angry, 
indignant, Marty turns to him and cries out, “You don’t like her! My mother don’t like her! She’s a dog 
and I’m a fat, ugly man. Well, all I know is: I had a good time last night. I’m gonna have a good time 
tonight! If we have enough good times together, I’m gonna get down on my knees, I’m gonna beg that 
girl to marry me!”	
 

“If we make a party for New Years, I got a date for that party! You don’t like her?” he asks rhetorically, 
shaking his head. “That’s too bad!” He turns abruptly, sits down in the phone booth, puts in his coin 
and starts furiously dialing the number.	
 

Angie has been silent all this time, looking down at the floor. Now, still without speaking, he 
approaches the phone booth. Marty stops dialing for a moment and turns his head. “Hey, Ange,” he 



 

Li conoscevo bene: Il blog per gli studenti di lingua italiana che amano i film.                   www.liconoscevobene.net 6 

says. “When are you gonna get married? You oughta be ashamed of yourself. You’re thirty-three years 
old, all your kid brothers are married. You oughta be ashamed of yourself.”	
There’s an answer at the other end of the phone. “Hello?” says Marty into the receiver. He turns his 
head to his friend one more time. “Excuse me, Ange,” he says with a sweet smile, and closes the door 
of the booth, as he says into the phone, “Hello, Clara?”	

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

  

 


