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Triangle
Drama. By Laurie Brooks. Cast: 4w., plus an ensemble of at least 4m., 4w. (may be 
expanded). Set against the backdrop of the historic Triangle Shirtwaist Factory 
fire of 1911, this stylistically thrilling play explores the immigrant experi-
ence then and now through the tragedy of the “fire that changed America.” 
Sophie, a 16-year-old seamstress who died in the fire, haunts Malena, a mod-
ern Hispanic girl who is in conflict with her sister, Isabel. Sophie is filled with 
guilt because she did not save her sister, Rose, from the fire and now cannot 
find her. When Sophie, along with the ghosts of other dead factory girls, ap-
pears to her, Malena encourages Sophie to tell her story, never imagining that 
they will all be transported back in time to relive the tale. An ensemble of ac-
tors portrays the ghosts of those who died in the fire and seamlessly takes on 
individual roles in Sophie’s story. Sophie has arranged a job at the Triangle fac-
tory for Rose to keep her from running the streets with a gang of rowdy boys. 
But now Sophie owes the foreman, Mr. Jake, a favor. He demands that Sophie 
spy on the union organizers, who are her friends. If she refuses, Sophie and 
her sister will be fired and blacklisted. Sophie, unaware that her sister is in love 
with Max, meets him one night at a dance, and they fall in love. Already angry 
at Sophie for making her work at the Triangle, Rose discovers this relationship 
and, in her anger, lies, telling Max that Sophie has “traded favors” with other 
men. Max, crazed with anger and jealousy, rejects Sophie who, alone and afraid 
of losing her job, decides the only way out is to give up her dreams and marry 
Louis, a successful man she doesn’t love. Then someone strikes a match and 
there is a fire … In this tale of regret, responsibility and forgiveness, Sophie 
reveals her terrible secret and finds peace while helping Malena see her sister 
in a new light. Triangle was commissioned and premiered by the School of 
Theatre and Film at Arizona State University. Unit set. Approximate running time: 
90 minutes. Code: TK6.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion,
lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.

©MMX by
LAURIE BROOKS

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served
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For Roger, who opened the door
and

For Di ane and Pat rick, whose door is al ways open
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Tri an gle was com mis sioned and pre miered by the the Ar i zona
State Uni ver sity School of Thea tre and Film, Tempe, Ar i zona,
on March 28, 2008 at the Ly ceum Thea tre.

CAST

Malena . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brianna Quijada
Sophie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelsi Zahl
Isabel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Valerie Vasilas
Rose . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brittany Roa
Max . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Aaron Wester
Jake/Rory . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nick Broderick
Louis/Blanck/Billy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kyle Wil lis
Papa/Har ris/Gen tle man . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Scott Ballou
Paulina . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chelsea Gross
Celia . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shea Noel Brockway
Lizzie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sabine Perret
Mary. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kate Kugler

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Minyard
Sce nic De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jayoung Yoon
Light ing De signer. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jennifer Setlow
Sound De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tom Drewnowski
Cho re og ra pher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Harper Piver
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ste ven Gardner
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Roger Bedard
Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Coffman
Ar tis tic Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Linda Essig

This pro ject was made pos si ble in part through the sup port of
the Ar i zona Com mis sion on the Arts with fund ing from the Na -
tional En dow ment for the Arts and the ASU Foun da tion through 
the Evelyn Smith Vis it ing Art ist En dow ment.
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TRI AN GLE

CHAR AC TERS

MALENA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Latina, sixteen years old
ISABEL . . . . . . . . . . . . Malena’s sis ter, fourteen years old
SOPHIE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . seam stress, sixteen years old
ROSE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sophie’s sis ter, fourteen years old

Plus an en sem ble of at least 4 men and 4 women (may be
ex panded as de sired) who play the ghosts of the fac tory
work ers and mul ti ple roles, in clud ing:

MAX . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . eighteen years old
JAKE. . . . . . . . . . . . fore man at the Tri an gle, mid-twenties
PAPA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sophie’s fa ther
LOUIS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a dandy, mid-twenties
HAR RIS . . . . . . . . . . . . Tri an gle fac tory co-owner, for ties
BLANCK . . . . . . . . . . . Tri an gle fac tory co-owner, for ties
BILLY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a rowdy boy from the streets
RORY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a rowdy boy from the streets
CELIA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a fac tory girl, twenty
LIZZIE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a fac tory girl, six teen
PAULINA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a fac tory girl, six teen
MARY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a fac tory girl, fif teen
MAMA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sophie’s mother
GENTLEMAN
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The play takes place in front of, around and on var i ous lev -
els of a metal scaf fold that reaches up into the fly space
like the eighth, ninth and tenth floors of the Asch Build ing
in New York City.

The play un folds in and out of space and time—in clud ing
the pres ent day and 1911.

The En sem ble wears the clothes and hair styles of 1911.
Once in that time pe riod, they re main on stage in full view
of the au di ence un til they dis ap pear again in the pres ent
time.

Through out the play, the En sem ble func tions as the fac tory
work ers who died in the fire, also tak ing on in di vid ual
roles in the story. At times, the En sem ble be comes ma -
chines, cre at ing the sounds and move ments of the Tri an gle
Waist Com pany. In the tran si tions marked “En sem ble
shifts” the En sem ble moves in styl ized high form from one
po si tion to an other, cre at ing ta bleaux that set the next
scene.

Once we en ter the time of 1911, Sophie and Malena are
both in side and out side the ac tion.

8
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TRI AN GLE

In the near dark ness we hear the EN SEM BLE breath ing. 
MU SIC from 1911. Then the gar bled, half co her ent
sounds of the dis em bod ied voices of the EN SEM BLE
whis per ing and ROSE’s voice call ing above the oth ers.
The EN SEM BLE is on stage but in the shad ows.

ROSE. Sophie… Sophie…

(MALENA and ISABEL ap pear.)

MALENA. Lis ten!

(Sounds con tinue - MU SIC, EN SEM BLE and ROSE.)

ROSE. Sophie…
MALENA. You hear that?
ISABEL. Nope. I don’t hear noth ing. There’s no girl in

your room.
MALENA. She’s here, all right. Ev ery night I hear her

call ing me.
ISABEL. And I know what she’s say ing. (Pho ney ghost

voice.) Malena is loco. Malena is loco.
MALENA. Ai, it’s true, even if you don’t be lieve me.

9
© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



ISABEL. You ought to get a medal for best liar ever to
make up a story like that. Better even than the last one,
where you saw that dead kid from down the block.

MALENA. I did see him. Rid ing his bike near where the
car hit him. He waved at me.

ISABEL. Okay. What ever.
MALENA. He was sad. The girl in my room is sad, too. I

can tell.
ISABEL. There is no girl, Senorita Loco.
MALENA. Fine. If you won’t be lieve me, then get out!

Vete Ya!
ISABEL. No, Malena. You have to let me stay. Mami said. 

Be sides, I’m bored. I called Trish but she’s “do ing her
home work.” (Pause.) Do you like my hair like this?

MALENA. No.

(ISABEL ex am ines her self in the “mir ror.”)

ISABEL. Creo que me veo bonita. Como una mujer.
MALENA. No seas estupida.
ISABEL. Can I bor row your blue eye liner?
MALENA. You’re too young for eye liner. And be sides,

you lost my lip stick, re mem ber?
ISABEL. I know, but I won’t lose the eyeliner, I prom ise I

won’t. Come on, Malena. I need it. My eyes are too flat.
MALENA. Your eyes are too big.
ISABEL. You sound like Mami.

(Again the faint sounds of the EN SEM BLE and ROSE
call ing, “Sophie.”)

MALENA. Sssshhhhh.

10 TRI AN GLE
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ISABEL. All the time, “shhhhh.” Ssshhhh this and
ssshhhhh that. Why do I al ways have to “sssshhhh.”

MALENA. Be cause you’re in my room and when you’re in 
my room you have to do what I say.

ISABEL. Why can’t I have a nice sis ter, in stead of one
who’s all the time boss ing me?

MALENA. Be cause. You’re my re spon si bil ity. And if you
think I like it, you’re the one who’s loco.

ISABEL. I can take care of my self.
MALENA. Right. I don’t think so. I saw you hang ing

around Guillermo at lunch to day. He’s too old for you.
ISABEL. He likes me.
MALENA. Stay away from him, Isabel. I mean it.
ISABEL. You can’t tell me what to do.
MALENA. Watch me. And if I see you with Guillermo

again, I’m tell ing Papi.
ISABEL. You would n’t do that.
MALENA. Try me.

(The faint sounds of ROSE call ing, “Sophie.”)

MALENA (cont’d). Sssshhhh.
ISABEL. Do you like my hair up? I kind of like it up,

’cause it makes me look older, but if I wear it down my
face looks thin ner.

MALENA. Para afuera! Get out of my room! You are the
most an noy ing sis ter ever. You don’t care about any -
thing im por tant. All you think about is boys and par ties
and makeup and clothes.

ISABEL. I just wanted to bor row your eyeliner.
MALENA. No. And get out of my room! (She pushes

ISABEL out.)
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ISABEL. Let me in, Malena. I don’t want to be alone.
MALENA. Too bad.
ISABEL. Malena, please.
MALENA. Go away.
ISABEL. You are too mean to live. Estas celosa! Te odio

con toda mi corazon, hija de perra.
MALENA. Thank you. Now go away!
ISABEL. I’m tell ing Mami!
MALENA. Go ahead. But she won’t be home un til late and 

you’ll get in trou ble for stay ing up when to mor row’s a
school day. And she’ll be tired and in a bad mood. “Ai,
chica,” she’ll say, “Don’t I have enough to worry about
with two jobs and your papi, too?”

ISABEL. Why are you so mean to me?
MALENA. Let me see. You never do any chores, you get

ev ery thing you want, you take my things and you called
me loco!

ISABEL. I hope you die in there.
MALENA. You wish.
ISABEL. Malena! (Pause.) I hate you.
MALENA. I hate you, too. Now go away! (The sound of a

lock turn ing.) And don’t come back! (MALENA lis tens.)

(ISABEL fades.

The faint sounds of MU SIC from 1911 and the EN SEM -
BLE mur mur ing. Emerg ing from the ca coph ony is the
ee rie sound of a girl cry ing.)

MALENA (cont’d). It’s all right. I’m here. (Pause.) Oh,
don’t cry. I hate cry ing. (Cry ing stops sud denly.) Don’t
go! You can cry if you want to. But you should know,
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when some body cries it makes me want to cry and I
never cry. I mean it’s just hard for me. I feel so help less.

ROSE (call ing as if from far away). Sophie!
MALENA. Sophie? Is that your name? (Pause.)
SOPHIE. She’s call ing for me.
MALENA. Who?
SOPHIE. My sis ter. Rose.
ROSE (still from far away). Sophie…
SOPHIE. Rose!
MALENA. Sophie? Can I see you? (Si lence.) Don’t be

afraid of me. I’m not afraid of you.

(The sound of snif fling and a huge sigh.)

SOPHIE. You’re not afraid of me?
MALENA. No, I’m not. (She holds out her hand.) See?

I’m not afraid.

(SOPHIE emerges from the shad ows, a shadow her self.)

MALENA (cont’d). Madre Dios! I knew it. I knew you
were here. Well, I did n’t re ally know, but I knew! I
knew that some one was here. I mean I was alone, but
you were here with me. That does n’t make any sense.

SOPHIE. Do you al ways talk this much?
MALENA. I talk all the time. I’m a talker. Talk, talk talk. I 

even talk to my self. When I’m alone.
SOPHIE. We are never alone.

(EN SEM BLE shifts, a rus tling of skirts and low voices.)
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SOPHIE (cont’d). The rem nants of the past are al ways with 
us. (EN SEM BLE shifts.) …and all that is hap pen ing in a
sin gle mo ment. (EN SEM BLE shifts.) …the mur mur ing
of what is to come. But you have to lis ten very hard to
hear the fu ture.

MALENA. I’m not sure I wanna know the fu ture. Do you
know the fu ture?

SOPHIE. No. The fu ture is what we de cide it will be.
MALENA. This is too weird. (Pause.) I love it!
SOPHIE. All the peo ple who have lived here since I died,

so many. I have tried to reach across to them. I called to
them but they did n’t hear me. But now you are here.

MALENA. I heard you right way. I been stay ing up ev ery
night hop ing you’d talk to me. Ms. Sanders is re ally
mad at me be cause I keep fall ing asleep in his tory class.
That’s funny. I’ve got his tory right in the room with me. 
I mean, look what you’re wear ing. Whoa. Wait’ll I tell
Ms. Sanders. No. I can’t do that. She’d never be lieve
me.

SOPHIE. I used to live here, you know. In this room. The
kitchen was here and over here is where I slept, next to
my sis ter…Rose.

MALENA. Youn ger sis ter or older sis ter?
SOPHIE. Rose was my lit tle sis ter.
MALENA. Rose is a pretty name, not ugly like Isabel, my

lit tle sis ter. She’s a spoiled brat who does n’t care about
any one but her self.

SOPHIE (sud denly). Oh! Your grandpa. He asked me to
tell you that he misses you.

MALENA. My papi Jorge?
SOPHIE. He watches over you.
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MALENA. I love my papi Jorge! He used to give me rides
on his shoul ders and make me these lit tle carved an i mals 
out of wood. I think of him ev ery day.

SOPHIE. Ja. He misses you, too. Very much.
MALENA. Is he…a ghost?
SOPHIE. No, no. He is rest ful and sat is fied with his life…

and his death. He ain’t like us.
MALENA. Us?
EN SEM BLE. We want…
MALENA. How many of you are there?
SOPHIE. One hun dred forty-six of us died in the fire. One

hun dred twenty-five dead girls like me. Seven bod ies
never iden ti fied…

MALENA. You died in a fire.
SOPHIE. Not just any fire… (like a head line) …the fire

that changed the world! That’s what they called it. But
noth ing has changed. The sur vi vors told their sto ries
over and over again, but no one cares. The sweat shops,
they still ex ist, and the girls who work there are still in
dan ger. We have been for got ten.

(EN SEM BLE is in half-light.)

EN SEM BLE. Tick…tick…tick…tick…tick…five o’clock!
SOPHIE. The fire started just at quit ting time. A few more

min utes and we’d all have been gone.
EN SEM BLE. We want. To tell our story. (EN SEM BLE

shifts.) We want. To be re mem bered. (EN SEM BLE
shifts.) We want. To find Amer ica.

SOPHIE. I want…
MALENA. What? What do you want?
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SOPHIE. I got to find my sis ter. Don’t you see? She can -
not rest. That’s why she’s call ing for me. All these
years. All these years we ain’t found each other.
(SOPHIE sobs. Call ing.) Rose! I never for got you!

(Si lence.)

MALENA. I’ll help you. Maybe we can find your sis ter.
SOPHIE. You would do that for me?
MALENA. Of course.
SOPHIE. But how?
MALENA. I don’t know. (She thinks.) Tell me the story.

Ms. Sanders says that when we tell sto ries about the past 
they come alive again in the pres ent. See? We re live the
past when we talk about it.

SOPHIE. And you think we can find Rose?
MALENA. Well, that’s the plan. Start right at the be gin -

ning. Tell me ev ery thing. I’ll stay up all night with you.
I’ll even stay home from school to mor row if you need
me. That’d be great!

SOPHIE. You will stay through it all? The whole story?
MALENA. Of course. Is there any thing we need? Can dles? 

A flash light?
SOPHIE. Prom ise you will stay un til the end of the story.

Prom ise you won’t leave me.
MALENA. I prom ise. I have a Ouija board. Will that help?
SOPHIE. Come by me, Malena.
MALENA. You’re shiv er ing. Are you cold?
SOPHIE. I am afraid.
MALENA. Don’t worry. I’ll keep you safe. I’m not afraid

of any thing. (She reaches out her hand. SOPHIE takes
it. A mo ment of con nec tion.)
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(EN SEM BLE sighs with sat is fac tion. Lights shift. MU -
SIC of 1911. EN SEM BLE ap pears. MALENA sees the
EN SEM BLE. They ac knowl edge and greet her. EN SEM -
BLE in di vid u ally and as a whole group speaks the fol -
low ing to MALENA, a lit any:)

EN SEM BLE. We are search ers,
We came in search of
Freedom
A better life
America beckoned
The golden door.
The lady with the lamp
Offered a kiss.
Land of opportunity.
Streets paved with gold.
Here we will be safe.
No more
Famine
Poverty
Oppression
Pogroms that cut us down like
Cattle in a charnel house.
Our hopes
Our dreams
Our miracle
We came by the thousands
Searchers
Where is America?
The golden door.

MALENA. Search ers. I like that. Now if we don’t have pa -
pers, they call us il le gal aliens.
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SOPHIE. Il le gal what?
MALENA. Aliens. You know, peo ple from outer space.
SOPHIE. Outer space?
MALENA. Never mind. They call us illegals be cause now

you can’t come to Amer ica with out per mis sion. You have
to have a visa. But peo ple come any way. They die ev ery 
day try ing to cross the bor der from Mex ico or they
drown in the Ca rib bean sea in tiny boats try ing to get to
Florida. It’s not fair. All we want is a better life, just like 
you did. (Pause.) They should call us search ers, too.

EN SEM BLE. Where is Amer ica? The golden door.

(Whis tle blows. Sounds of the fac tory made by the EN -
SEM BLE. EN SEM BLE, dot ted on the scaf fold, makes the 
re pet i tive move ments of the machines—cutting, sew ing,
press ing. This con tin ues dur ing the fol low ing, spo ken by
both in di vid ual EN SEM BLE mem bers and the en tire EN -
SEM BLE.)

EN SEM BLE. One hun dred thou sand work ers in four thou -
sand fac to ries, from It aly and Ger many, Rus sia and Ire -
land. Mostly women. We know how to sew. We are
more doc ile than men. We make shirtwaists with tucks
and but tons and stand-up col lars. Pretty blouses for
pretty girls. Eight dol lars a week, work ing un til af ter
dark. Climb ing the stairs, the vi bra tions, the whir of the
ma chines, the air thick with dust from cot ton fab ric. The 
fore men! Keep pace with the swift est work ers. Some of
us fall be hind. Lose our pay. Filthy win dows, al ways
shut. Not a breath of fresh air! If I talk, a fine of ten
cents. If I lose a piece of fab ric or soil a gar ment, ten
cents. If I am late, one cent for each min ute. If I am
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hurt, I do not cry. Shortchanged, mocked for com plain -
ing, searched like crim i nals at the end of the day for sto -
len goods. I am not a thief! One hun dred fifty cu bic feet
of air re quired. Per per son. It is all above us. We are
shoul der to shoul der at our ma chines. We work at the
Tri an gle Waist Com pany, on the ninth floor. It is a won -
der. A fire proof build ing, com pletely safe. We are lucky. 
In Amer ica, they don’t let you burn. Amer ica, the
golden door. (EN SEM BLE sighs and shifts.)

SOPHIE (to MALENA). The days are long. The work is
hard. I can fin ish twenty sleeves in an hour but in my
mind I am free.

(EN SEM BLE be come im ages of birds as SOPHIE speaks.)

SOPHIE (cont’d). I imag ine I am a bird. I fly to all the
places I read about in books—Boston, where this coun -
try was made free, Wash ing ton, with the beau ti ful White 
House and Phil a del phia where I can take a train to the
great plains where land is free for any one who will work 
on it. I could stand in a field of rich, black earth and see
all the way to the end of the world… (EN SEM BLE
stops.) …not like in this city with only patches of sky.

(Whis tle blows. EN SEM BLE works, makes sounds and
move ments of fac tory. The own ers of the fac tory, Max
BLANK and Isaac HAR RIS, ap pear. SOPHIE and
MALENA watch.)

HAR RIS. Yes, yes, yes, I know all that, but it does my
heart good to see all these work ers.
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