iron railing, such as might form a barrier on a street to
guard a basement stair. At L., downstage, a telepbone
booth. This is not used until the last scenes, so it may be
covered or left in view. Ramps representing the street run
upstage and off to R. and L.

Louis and Mike, longshoremen, are pitching coins against
the building at L. A distant foghorn blows. Enter Alfieri,
a lawyer in bis fifties, turning gray, portly, good-bumored
and thougbtful. The two pitchers nod to bim as be passes,
be crosses the stage to his desk, removes bis hat, runs bis
fingers through bis bair, and grinning, says to the audi-
ence:

ALFIERI You wouldn’t have known it, but something amusing has
just happened. You see how uneasily they nod to me? That’s be-
cause I am a lawyer. In this neighborhood to meet a lawyer or a
priest on the street is unlucky—we’re only thought of in connec-
tion with disasters, and they’d rather not get too close.

I often think that behind that suspicious little nod of theirs lie
three thousand years of distrust. A lawyer means the law, and in
Sicily, from where their fathers came, the law has not been a
friendly idea since the Greeks were beaten. i b e
I am inclined to notice the ruins in things, perhaps because I v

cut precisely in half by a machine gun on the
Street, two blocks away. Oh, there were man
justly shot by unjust men. Justice is very import
But this is Red Hook, not Sicily. This is the
bay on the seaward side.e.qf&;,B;?ok] Do
New York swallowing the tonnage
quite civilized, quite Amer -
it better. I no longer kee
And my practice is e
M}’ wife h3§ warned
people in this neighb
have I deal




few years there is still a case, and as the parties tell me what the
(rouble is, the flat air in my office suddenly washes in with the
green scent of the sea, the dust in this air is blown away and the
thought comes that in some Caesar's year, in Calabria perhaps or
on the cliff at Syracuse, another lawyer quite differently dressed,
heard the same complaint and sat there as powerless as 1, and
watched it run its bloody course. (Eddie bas appeared from L.
and bas been pitching coins with the men and is bigh-righted
among them.) :

This one’s name was Eddie Carbone, a longshoreman working the
docks from Brooklyn Bridge to the breakwater where the open sea
begins. (Alfieri walks into darkness off R.) G s
EDDIE. (Moving up steps into doorway of house.) Well, Pll see
ya, fellas. (Catherine enters living room from kitchen, ¢ sses
Jown to window, D. C., waves to Louis. She wears bigh-be

shoes.) iy

LOUIS. You workin’ tomorrow ? S MSELN

EDDIE. Yeah, there’s another day yet on t
rty, at

(Eddie enters living room p. L. He is fo
weight longshoreman, goes into the house
apartment. Lights out o street. Cath
the window D. C. and turns to hi
CATHERINE. Hi, Eddie! (She g
EDDIE. (He is pleased and
his cap and jacket on
dressed up?

CATHERINE. (Ru

kitchen.)
EDDIE. B



