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Characters:

ROSARIO Segovia, 49
SALVADOR Segovia, 51
LUISA CORAIMA Segovia, 19, later 29 & 39
BLANCA Segovia, 18, later 28 
Richard SOLOMON, 62, later 72
BEGONIA Solomon, 59, later 69 & 79
SOFIA DE LA LUZ, 43
LANGUAGE PATROL
Time:

2027, 2037 & 2047
Place:

Everywhere in the United States.

“Then Eliakim the son of Hilkiah, and Shebnah and Joah, said to Rabshakeh, ‘’’Speak now to your servants in Aramaic, for we understand it; and do not speak with us in Judean in the hearing of the people who are on the wall.’’’ But Rabshakeh said to them, 

‘’’Has my master sent me only to your master and to you to speak these words, and not to the men who sit on the wall, doomed… (New American Standard Bible, 2 Kings 18: 26-28)
Part I
25 August 2027

The Prisoners of Ignorance
Lights on.

The Segovia “house” is visible but yet invisible.
They live in a box house. 
It is an improvised and fictitious house. 

It is there, but it is also not there. 

The only visible aspect of the “house” is its large purple walls.
SALVADOR, LUISA CORAIMA, and BLANCA, each occupy a corner of the house.

The fourth corner of the walls is empty.

There is a bowl of nances and a vase of geraniums in the middle of the “house.”

There is also a letter. 

LUISA CORAIMA
So, what are we going to do now?

BLANCA

I don’t know.

SALVADOR
Wait.

BLANCA

I say let’s tell her.

SALVADOR
No.

LUISA CORAIMA
I agree.
BLANCA

You agree with what?

LUISA CORAIMA
With not telling her.

BLANCA

Well, why not?

SALVADOR
It’ll only make things worse for her.

LUISA CORAIMA
Yes: We don’t want to add to her pain.

SALVADOR
Her suffering.

BLANCA

I say that’s bullshit.

LUISA CORAIMA
Maybe.

SALVADOR
Definitely not.

BLANCA

Perhaps the best thing about this, is that she’s locked up.

LUISA CORAIMA
How can you say that?

BLANCA

This way I’m free again.

SALVADOR
What do you mean?

BLANCA

She’s not going to force me to learn Spanish anymore.
SALVADOR
Oh, no, young lady, you’re learning Spanish. Did you hear me?

BLANCA

But daddy, I don’t want to. I’m a grown-up, and can take my own decisions.

LUISA CORAIMA
Grown-up my ass.

BLANCA

Bitch.

LUISA CORAIMA
You’re still a tiny little baby.

BLANCA

Fuck you.

SALVADOR
Hey, you watch your mouth now, young lady! You know I’m not going to allow this cussing in my house.

BLANCA

What house? We live in a fucking hole, daddy! Did you forget?

LUISA CORAIMA
Be nice now! Isn’t it nicer to call it a dungeon? Or, maybe a cultural wasteland?

BLANCA

Is there a difference, you ignorant mulata?

LUISA CORAIMA
Where did you leave your diapers, ugly mulata? And for Christ’s sake, stop saying Spanish words, because you don’t like Spanish, remember? Did you forget that you don’t want to learn it, little sister?

BLANCA

Well, no. I don’t want to end up in jail like her. I’m not crazy and stupid like her. I’m not learning Spanish. I don’t want to speak it. It’s the law, remember?

SALVADOR
Stop it! That’s enough! In her absence, I’ll continue to teach you Spanish!

BLANCA

But daddy, if you do that, they’re going to lock you up, too, and me, and—

SALVADOR
--Then they’ll have to lock me up.

BLANCA

I don’t wanna…I’m too young to get locked up, daddy. Please, daddy? No Spanish for me, please. Please?

SALVADOR
They’ll have to lock me up, too. They can silence me by cutting my tongue off, but they’re not going to make me forget who I am.

LUISA CORAIMA
Yes, dad!

BLANCA

Why don’t they lock up that bitch?

SALVADOR
They’ll lock us all up.

LUISA CORAIMA
Yes, they will.

SALVADOR
Some things are just damn plain inevitable.
BLANCA

Is that one of them, daddy?

LUISA CORAIMA
Yes.

BLANCA

I didn’t ask you, bitch!

SALVADOR
She’s right. And cut all that cussing out!

SALVADOR tries to move away from his corner.

BLANCA

Where are you going, daddy?

LUISA CORAIMA
Leave him alone.

BLANCA

Shut up! Nobody asked you to talk!

SALVADOR
Where am I going? That’s a good question. You know, I don’t know.

BLANCA

How can you not know?

SALVADOR
Maybe I’ll go out into the woods to breathe some fresh air.

BLANCA

But what for? I’m telling you, if you make a move, they’ll lock you up like they did to her.

LUISA CORAIMA
He already told you he doesn’t care.

BLANCA shows LUISA CORAIMA the finger.
BLANCA

I don’t want you to get locked up, daddy. I’m terrified!

SALVADOR
I know. But don’t be afraid, dear.

LUISA CORAIMA
Everything will work out alright in the end.

SALVADOR
Yes: You’ll see.

LUISA CORAIMA
We’ll all see.

BLANCA

Are you still going out, daddy?

SALVADOR
I’ll try.

BLANCA

They’ll shoot you dead like an animal.

SALVADOR
Then they’ll have shot me dead like an animal.

BLANCA

But daddy, don’t be stupid. You know what that would do? You would be dead, and then what would happen to 
BLANCA (Cont’d…)

me? What would I do without you? I would be left with this mulata here! You would be dead, and she, you know…her…she would be locked up, because we know she’s not coming back. She’s condemned to die, and rot in that little dark paradise.
LUISA CORAIMA
Why do you care? You never liked her anyway, because she’s dark-skinned. But then you’re black, too, and—
BLANCA

--I’m not black! Don’t you ever call me black again, you hear? I’m not black like her! I’m cinnamon-skinned.

LUISA CORAIMA
Or, vanilla-skinned, right? Depending on the mood that you’re on that day. You know what, little sis, I think you’re pathetic, and I can’t believe you and I share the same blood.

BLANCA

But we don’t! You have the blood of that woman, but I have my daddy’s blood.

LUISA CORAIMA
You’re sick!

BLANCA

Yes: Maybe I am, but I still have my daddy’s blood, and you don’t!
LUISA CORAIMA
I have it, too.

BLANCA

No: You don’t! You have the blood of those Africans! 

SALVADOR
If I hear you say that ever again in your whole entire life, I’m going to whoop your ass, and beat you until you learn the meaning of respect!
BLANCA

You can do that every day, daddy, for the rest of my life, but that wouldn’t make me love them.

LUISA CORAIMA
Well, what else is new under the sun today?

SALVADOR
You’ll get it one day, Blanca. Yes: you will.

LUISA CORAIMA
And I’ll be there to comfort you.

SALVADOR
Me, too, Blanca.

LUISA CORAIMA
We’ll all love you that day.

BLANCA

Keep dreaming.

SALVADOR
Hopefully, that day won’t be too late for you.

LUISA CORAIMA
Yes: Hopefully.

SALVADOR
I’m going out for some fresh air.

LUISA CORAIMA
Dad, let me remind you that we’re under house arrest.
SALVADOR
Yes: The pigs have already locked us up.

BLANCA

And you won’t be able to get out from anywhere.

LUISA CORAIMA
And they’re not going to let you out.

BLANCA

Yes: We’re locked up.

LUISA CORAIMA
They’re afraid of us…
BLANCA

…Of who we are…
LUISA CORAIMA
…Of what we can do…
BLANCA

…Of what we are…
SALVADOR
…Of our culture…

BLANCA

…Of our people…

LUISA CORAIMA
…Of what we’ll do…
BLANCA

…Of what we’ve already done.

LUISA CORAIMA
…Of what we have yet to do.

SALVADOR
I can throw myself out of a window.

BLANCA

There are no windows, daddy. They took them all out.
LUISA CORAIMA
Dad, don’t forget that this is the future we’re talking about…
BLANCA

…That we always talked about…
LUISA CORAIMA
…That we talk about…
SALVADOR
Yes: I haven’t forgotten that this is the future.

LUISA CORAIMA
We’re in the future.

SALVADOR
We are the future.

BLANCA

I am the future.

SALVADOR
Yes: You are.

LUISA CORAIMA
Sadly and unfortunately.

SALVADOR
I need to go breathe a different air, a clean air.

LUISA CORAIMA
Maybe we should live in a different country.

BLANCA

No, daddy, please don’t listen to her. I like it here a whole lot.

LUISA CORAIMA
Oh, but you would, of course.

SALVADOR
Even though, in the great United States, you’re living in a big box like a dangerous animal?

BLANCA

Yes: Very much so. I prefer living like this, than living in the shithole where you, and that black woman, lived in Honduras.

SALVADOR
That black woman is—

BLANCA

--Please protect me, and don’t shame me, daddy. Please don’t say it, daddy! Not here. They could hear us.

LUISA CORAIMA
But they already know.

SALVADOR
Yes: What’s the point of hiding the truth, if they already know it?

BLANCA

It brings me peace, security, and comfort.

LUISA CORAIMA
Oh, come on, don’t get infected with that malady, too.

SALVADOR
I don’t understand you, Blanca. I don’t know that I ever have.

LUISA CORAIMA
Or that you ever will.

BLANCA

You never will.

SALVADOR makes a move to leave.
BLANCA

Daddy, you know we can’t leave. Where are you going?

SALVADOR
I’m going into the woods to meet Henry David Thoreau. Maybe I can learn a thing or two from him about civil disobedience.

BLANCA

Civil disobedience? Don’t do it, daddy! Please don’t!

LUISA CORAIMA
Calm down, miss drama queen. He has done it many times before, and knows what he’s doing. You’ve done it, too. I have as well. She did it, too, and went to prison for it. 
SALVADOR
We all have done it one way or the other.

BLANCA

I’m sure they have cameras in here, and you know that those cameras have guns in them. Don’t you know that, daddy? They didn’t tell us that in their stupid ass letter, but I know that if we try to make a move, the 
BLANCA (Cont’d…)

cameras will fire, and shoot us all dead. I saw it in a movie.

SALVADOR
Well, I’m doing it now. Let them shoot me!

He unwaveringly and gradually moves to the center.
BLANCA

(Horrified)

NO, DADDY! STOP IT NOW, DADDY! NO! NO!
A helicopter is loudly heard. 
SALVADOR, BLANCA, and LUISA CORAIMA dramatically and fearfully react to the helicopter noise. 
Candies fall from above. 

Their fear of death is relieved. 

BLANCA and LUISA CORAIMA go into the center to pick-up the candies, and fight for them. 
SALVADOR, melancholically, picks-up the letter on the floor, and reads it. 

An announcement from above is heard. 

The following announcement from above is the text of the letter SALVADOR is reading.
ANNOUNCEMENT FROM ABOVE

Dear Mr. Segovia: Happy day to you, sir! We hope that this letter finds you, and your family, in the very best of healths, and that your spirits, of course, are in wonderful accordance with your health. We lament to inform you, that a jury has arrived at a decision regarding Rosario Segovia’s case. It is our understanding that she is your wife, as well as the mother of your children. In accordance with SAPA (the Spanish in America Prohibition Act of 2017), for the capital crime of speaking Spanish, as prohibited nationally effective 2017, when English became the only lawful and official language of the United States of America, your wife is to spend the rest of her life in prison. Mrs. Rosario Segovia’s capital crime, is unpardonable. She knew, like everybody else knows, that no other language, but English, is allowed as a 
tongue in this country. It is the law as known to all children, men, and women of this country, and she decided to disobey it. As far as you, and your family, effective today, 25 August 2027, you, and your family, 
ANNOUNCEMENT FROM ABOVE (Cont’d…)

will be placed under total house arrest until further notice. We will get back to you regarding your possible freedom, and that of your daughters. Keep in mind, however, that this might take anywhere between a 
week, to one hundred years or more. We hope that you enjoy your solitude. And remember, no Spanish allowed. Violation of this rightful law, will result in imprisonment, and as you well-know, half tongue amputation. Take good care of yourself and your family. Always with best wishes, MIA (The Ministry of Internal Affairs)
The helicopter ceases making noise. 
SALVADOR stops reading, so the announcement from above stops. 
SALVADOR tears the letter into pieces, kneels and opens his arms widely, but unlike BLANCA and LUISA CORAIMA, he refuses to pick-up candy. 
Lights out.

Ignorance
Lights on.

The “house” of the Solomons is structurally and visually the same as the “house” of the Segovias, except that they have a bowl of oranges and a vase of gardenias. 
Contrastingly, their walls are yellow. 

BEGONIA, nostalgically, is in her corner of the boxed house.
She is wearing all black.

She has a Jack Daniels bottle in her hand, from which she drinks.

Richard SOLOMON walks in in business attire and a briefcase.

He is wearing a tie that depicts the U.S. flag.

At seeing BEGONIA drink, SOLOMON drops his briefcase, and goes to her corner to violently take the bottle away from her. 

He throws the bottle on the ground and breaks it.
BEGONIA

You can break as many as you want. That won’t stop me. I can always buy another one.

SOLOMON

You were drinking again! I thought you had given that shit up! What have I told you about that?

BEGONIA

Everything…That it’s bad, dangerous, et cetera…I know…I know.

SOLOMON

Then why the hell do you do it?

BEGONIA

To forget.

SOLOMON

Fuck that shit! You do it to annoy the hell out of me!

BEGONIA

No: When I drink, the pain hurts a little less, and my memory of that doomed day fades like the face of the moon in the morning. When this happens, Richard, all I see are trees, flowers, and sunshine. It’s in those 
BEGONIA (Cont’d…)

days that I realize that there isn’t a difference between a sunrise and a sunset. 

SOLOMON
Well, it seems to me that you’ve chosen your path: A path of self-destruction. What you want is to kill yourself.

BEGONIA

Oh, yes: I welcome death. It would feel so good right now.
SOLOMON

Well, as long as I live, I’m not going to let you kill yourself.

BEGONIA

You should.

SOLOMON

It’s not happening. I’ll show you that you can get over this. Together, we can do this. Together, we can conquer death.

BEGONIA

You’re on your own.

SOLOMON

That’s alright.

BEGONIA

You’ll have to put up with me.

SOLOMON

I realize that, and I prefer it, to not having you.

BEGONIA

How quickly you forget.

SOLOMON

I haven’t forgotten.

BEGONIA

Yes: You have.

SOLOMON

No: I haven’t.

BEGONIA

Then why are you doing this to me?

SOLOMON

Because I’ve moved on.

BEGONIA

Well, I haven’t. I’ll never forget that day.

SOLOMON

I’ll never forget it, either.

BEGONIA

Then I don’t understand you.

SOLOMON

You never have.

BEGONIA

I’ve tried over the years.

SOLOMON

Begonia, I’m not asking you to forget, because that would be impossible.

BEGONIA

Then what are you asking me?

SOLOMON

What I’m asking you, is simply to move on.

BEGONIA

And what does that mean?

SOLOMON

Accepting things as they come.

BEGONIA

No: I can’t do that.

SOLOMON

Then embrace life as it is.

BEGONIA

No: I can’t do that, either.

SOLOMON

Why not?

BEGONIA

It hurts.

SOLOMON

The present hurts more, when we dwell on the past.

BEGONIA
Then how do you account for the future?

SOLOMON

What do you mean?

BEGONIA

What do we do about the future?

SOLOMON

The same thing we do with the present.

BEGONIA

And what is that?

SOLOMON

We dream it.

Small pause, then…
BEGONIA

But I can’t even get myself to dream about the future.

SOLOMON

Why not?

BEGONIA

It’s sad…unreal…impossible…frightening…lonely.

SOLOMON
No: It’s because you haven’t finished burying the past.

BEGONIA

But I can’t bury the past.

SOLOMON

Just give it a try.

BEGONIA

No: I can’t do that.

SOLOMON

Why not?

BEGONIA

It hurts. Why don’t you cut my throat?

SOLOMON

That’s not going to help you.

BEGONIA

I’d never feel it, because it doesn’t hurt, compared to the cancerous pain I have growing inside me.

SOLOMON

Let go of it, for your own good.

BEGONIA

No: The unbearable pain of a mother agonizing for her dead son, is as big as an elephant, and as cruel as a leopard.

SOLOMON

(Painfully)

There are leopards who are loving and tender…so eternally human…so much better than many of us brutal human animals.

BEGONIA

Why are we born if we’re going to die anyway?

SOLOMON

I don’t know. All I know, is that we can’t live forever.

BEGONIA

I’m going to ensure that he lives forever.

SOLOMON

How so?

BEGONIA

There has to be something that I can do in his memory.
SOLOMON

The best thing you can do in his memory right now, while you still can, is to let go of your pain.

BEGONIA

Is that what you’ve done all this time?

SOLOMON

Yes.

BEGONIA

Your indifference is killing me.

SOLOMON

Isn’t that what you want?

BEGONIA

First, you killed him, and now, you’re going to kill me.

SOLOMON

I didn’t kill him!

BEGONIA

Yes: You did!

SOLOMON

No: I did not!

BEGONIA

(Lachrymose)

He…

SOLOMON

He…

BEGONIA

You murdered him with your indifference, like you’re slowly murdering this country with your indifference!

SOLOMON

Shut up!

BEGONIA

You could’ve stopped him, if you had only loved him a little!

SOLOMON

You don’t know what you’re talking about! He was my son, too. How could I kill him?
BEGONIA

Yes: But you hated him!

SOLOMON

I did not hate him! How could I? He was my son!

BEGONIA

You didn’t have to hate him. Your indifference was good enough.

SOLOMON

Shut the fuck up!

BEGONIA

The indifference you showed him, was your weapon of choice…your weapon of mass destruction.
SOLOMON

I told you to shut the fuck up!

BEGONIA

Yes, Richard, your indifference was the sharp knife with which you killed our son.

SOLOMON

Shut the fuck up!

BEGONIA

Yes, Richard, the Terrible Leopard, always the politician. He was your sacrifice…the lamb. You cared so much about your political kingdom, that you gave him up for a horse. I hope the horse lasts long enough, so you can enjoy it. But the horse you love and worship, is not immortal. The horse is as evil as you are. I hope you find fulfillment, truth, peace, joy, and meaning, in your damn horse. You sacrificed your only son for wealth, power, and prestige. That was the winter of our discontent. Wasn’t it? Tell me, Terrible Leopard, was it worth it? You know, I do hope 
BEGONIA (Cont’d…)

so. Don’t you miss his smile? Tell me you don’t miss it! Damn you! Goddamnit, Richard, talk to me! I curse you! Tell me something! Defend yourself, for Christ’s sake!
She spits on him. 

Incensed, and wounded, like a bestial animal, he vehemently hits her.

BEGONIA

That’s right, Richard. Bravo! Go on. Hit me again. I had forgotten that that’s how we understand each other. I had forgotten that that’s how you communicate. I had forgotten that animals like you, don’t speak, but roar. What a splendid language we have. Very much like the precious language, that the animals in your kingdom, are trying to obliterate. But your people aren’t going to win, Richard. Your kingdom isn’t going to annihilate neither my culture, nor my people, and not even my mother tongue. We’re the weakest, I know, but we’ll persevere and survive. From now on, in loving memory of our son, I’m against you. From now on, you and I are enemies. From now on, I’ll fight with, and for my people, for our preservation. My people will exterminate your people. From now on, you’re married to your enemy, and so am I. From now on, the annihilation of my people, is not an option.

SOLOMON
Is this a declaration of war?

BEGONIA

Total war.

SOLOMON

I see. If I were you, I’d think this twice. You’re very daring and audacious in your belligerent proposal, yes: But you know that I’m very powerful.

BEGONIA

So am I.

SOLOMON

You have two things against you: You’re a woman, and you’re one of them. You know what that means, woman? You’re not worth shit! It means that a fucking penny 
is a colossal fortune compared to you! I advise you to think this through with unusual civilization, and if after you’ve given it some thought, you still declare me your enemy and want war, then war is what you’ll have, my dear. Let me remind you of two things: I’m the Minister of Internal Affairs, and I’m in charge of this sanguinary country. You pick which war you want to fight: My war, or the war of those illegal nobodies and have-nots. Be wise. One more thing: whatever the fuck you end up doing, remember that you are trash, and that I picked you up from the dumpster to bring you into my kingdom, and made you an American, so that you wouldn’t have to live like them! Are you going to be an ingrate rebel and betray me, or are you going to show me loyalty, and revere me, till the very day you die? Take some time to think about it, and get back to me. I’m going to my office to make a few calls, and inquire about the number of wetbacks and language traitors, that we’ve locked up for life in the past hour.

He picks up his briefcase, and makes a move to leave.

BEGONIA

May God forgive you, Richard.

SOLOMON

Yes: God loves me. I know, but thank you, dear. This is God’s country, and He loves me, because I’m helping to fumigate His land. He’ll return soon, and when He does, there’ll be no more bugs in the United States.

He leaves. 
On his way out, he angrily kicks the pieces of the bottle out of his way, while BEGONIA kneels to lick the liquor off the ground, then later, she crawls to pick up a piece of glass from the bottle and dramatically slits her wrist. 
She bleeds and collapses unconscious as the
lights go out.

The Prisoners of Language
Lights on.

ROSARIO, drowning in tears, is in chains, and is alone on stage.

Half of her tongue has been cut off by the government, and she speaks with considerable difficulties.

Her prison cell descends from above.

Her prison cell drops into her, and she fits in it perfectly.

With difficulties, she grabs the rails in a futile endeavor to break free.

THE LANGUAGE PATROL walks in with a nun, who is wearing a habit.

He places her in the same prison cell as ROSARIO.

He chains the nun, and stands by the two women throughout the scene to guard, until he leaves near the end of the scene.

Their prison walls are orange.

ROSARIO

Welcome, Mother Superior.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ
Thanks, but I’m not yet a Mother Superior.
ROSARIO

Too young?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Somewhat, yes: That’s part of the reason. I haven’t met a large number of the requirements, so I’m still a sister.

ROSARIO
Oh, okay.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

But now that I’m in prison, and with our current social fears, I don’t think I’ll ever be a Mother Superior now. It has always been my dream since the first day I joined the convent. I’m sure they’re going to give me life in prison.

ROSARIO

Yes, probably: I found out a few weeks ago that that’s what they’re giving me.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I’m sorry, dear.

ROSARIO

It’s terrible.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Poor creature, I see that they’ve already cut off half of your tongue.
ROSARIO
Yes.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How long have you been here?

ROSARIO

About a month now.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

When did they cut off half of your tongue?

ROSARIO

The day after they brought me here.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I see.

ROSARIO

Are they going to cut off half of your tongue, too?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Yes: Tomorrow, they said.

ROSARIO

I’m sorry.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Did it hurt?

ROSARIO

Yes: A lot. It’s a terrible experience for anybody to have to go through.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How inhumane and ungodly.

ROSARIO

Very much so.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Perhaps a miracle will save us.

ROSARIO

Perhaps.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

This country’s current government is condemned.

ROSARIO

Justice will take place.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

As one wise man and liberator once said, “Posterity will do us justice.”

ROSARIO

General Francisco Morazán!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ
Yes: A good and wonderful man.

ROSARIO

How do you know about Francisco Morazán?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Well, I’m from Honduras.

ROSARIO

Oh, me too!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Oh, really?

ROSARIO

Yes.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What part?

ROSARIO

Lempira.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How nice! I’m from San Pedro Sula.

ROSARIO

What a small world, and how abnormal.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Small and abnormal indeed.

ROSARIO

I guess knowing that we have something else in common, other than our half tongues, will make the pain of being here more bearable.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I agree.

ROSARIO

Do you know if they’ll bring you back to this cell after they cut half of your tongue off?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I would hope so. I’ll ask, but these murderers will most likely not give me an option.

ROSARIO

Probably not.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

These lost souls are Satanic instruments of evil.

ROSARIO

Absolutely.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

We can only pray for their forgiveness. When judgment day comes, to finally make us all equal, these people will not fare well, because their punishment will be terrible. God’s wrath will descend upon them, like God’s rain descends upon us every day in the spring.

ROSARIO

Amen.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

That is our consolation.

ROSARIO
Indeed.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

So, what sin brought you to this inferno?
ROSARIO

The sin of language.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Ah, I see.

ROSARIO

It was a beautiful Sunday morning. I went to the meat market around the corner to look for some fresh crab, because I was going to make crab soup, and I asked one of the workers a question in Spanish, and—

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

--You got caught. There must’ve been a language patrol somewhere near by.

ROSARIO

Actually, I was told here, that the market’s manager had heard me speak Spanish to one of the workers, and called the language patrol. So—
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

--They came and arrested you.

ROSARIO

Yes: And the worker I talked to, as well.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Where is he?

ROSARIO

In another prison cell somewhere in this metallic labyrinth.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I see.
ROSARIO

How about you? What happened?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Like you, I was caught speaking Spanish. Our Mother Superior, who’s in the hospital dying of pneumonia and very old age, had been invited for an annual three-day international benefit fundraiser for the poor people of the world, which took place this year here in this city, and in this country. Our Mother Superior, of course, couldn’t go, so she needed to send a representative, and she picked me to go this year. She’s ninety-seven years old, and due to endless hospitalizations and constant medical check-ups, she hasn’t been able to go for the past seventeen years, and always sends somebody else in her place. This year was my turn. I was at the hotel, enjoying a delicious continental breakfast, and drinking a cup of coffee, when a sister from Uruguay, whose English, she told me, was not so great, approached me to ask me a question in Spanish about this morning’s fundraiser, which I had prepared, and consequently, was in charge of. I knew the law, and that I wasn’t supposed to speak Spanish to her, but I didn’t know how else I could communicate with her, so I spoke to her in Spanish. Before I knew it, someone got up and arrested both of us for violating federal law. The person who arrested me, was a language patrol camouflaged as a priest.

ROSARIO
And so, beginning tomorrow, you’ll be talking weird like me. People will laugh at you because they’ll think that you’re either from another planet, or an extraterrestrial, because you sound like this.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Maybe what you just said, explains why these murderers cut half of our tongues off as our punishment for speaking our mother tongue. Maybe what they want to do with that punishment, is to affirm to the world that we’re in fact foreigners, and they lock us up because we don’t belong in their country. In other words, they’re ashamed of us, ashamed of our language, and ashamed of our culture. It’s because we’re poor, and they can’t brag to the rest of the world about how rich we are, and because they can’t show us off since we don’t speak their tongue. Yes: That’s exactly what it is. They’re ashamed of us, and they’re alienating us, so that somehow, we can be with each other and 
SOFIA DE LA LUZ (Cont’d…)

away from them, away from their belongings, and away from their territory. Oh, how awful all this is!

ROSARIO

Or, perhaps, they’re jealous of us, and are envious, because in a couple of years down the road, we’ll practically be the majority in the United States, and as such, they’re passing strange laws and locking us all up before it happens. They’re afraid. They’re afraid of us. They’re afraid of the ultimate non-monetary power that we do have. They want to stop us from becoming the majority and taking over their country. That’s what they mean when they say that we’re invading their country. They want to lock us all up, and send us all away from here, before the much-announced take-over happens. They think that they’ll succeed in their intention to prevent us from having our moment of glory, but they’ll fail.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ
Yes: They will.
What follows is an unreal moment designed for absolute participation of the audience. 

This moment of unreality can be footnoted by a drastic and romantic change in lighting, such as a different color of light (i.e., blue, or green, et cetera). 

Alternatively, gradually fading the lights might suffice.

The actors break the fourth wall.

Should the audience decide not to participate for whatever reason, as expected, please pre-record the audience’s response on something like a voice recorder, or computerize it.

Preference, however, should be highly given to the live audience.
ROSARIO
(Breaking the fourth wall)
Ladies and gentlemen, take notice and beware: They’re slowly leading us into the gas chamber, where they’ll gas us all out in another Holocaust, this time the Latino Holocaust. Let’s stop them from reaching their macabre objectives. Let’s do something together, as a brave community, and an able culture, to stop them from getting rid of us. Let’s take action!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Let’s take action!

ROSARIO

We don’t want another Holocaust!
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Enough is enough!

ROSARIO

Let’s stand up for our rights!
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Stop all the arrests, and keep families together!

ROSARIO

Stop all the raids and massive deportations!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Stop the hate!
LANGUAGE PATROL

Then go back to your countries!

ROSARIO

Come on, raza, rise up now!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Come on, stand up!

ROSARIO

Enough is enough!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Let’s take action!

ROSARIO

Yes: Let’s take action!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Change begins now!

ROSARIO

Let’s live what we preach!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

And teach what we preach! Everybody stand up!

ROSARIO

Let them hear our voices!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Loud and clear!

ROSARIO

Repeat after me: “The Spanish in America Prohibition Act of 2017 is a crime”!
AUDIENCE

The Spanish in America Prohibition Act of 2017 is a crime!

LANGUAGE PATROL
No: It isn’t!

ROSARIO

Come on, repeat after me: “Yes: It is!”

AUDIENCE

Yes: It is!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Now, let’s hear you one more time again, but this time, twelve million times louder than before: “The Spanish in America Prohibition Act of 2017 is a crime”!
AUDIENCE

(Louder)

The Spanish in America Prohibition Act of 2017 is a crime!

ROSARIO

That’s right!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Repeat after me: “If you work for the Ministry of Internal Affairs, you’re a murderer!” 

AUDIENCE

If you work for the Ministry of Internal Affairs, you’re a murderer!

LANGUAGE PATROL
(To SOFIA DE LA LUZ and ROSARIO)

Hey, watch it now, before you get into a lot more trouble!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ & ROSARIO

We don’t care!

LANGUAGE PATROL
Alright then! Totally your call! You asked for it!

He leaves. 
There is a transition back to normality.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What do you think they’ll do to us?

ROSARIO

They’ll torture us like animals.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

(To the audience)

Alright, let’s go, people: “If you work for the Ministry of Internal Affairs, you’re a murderer!”

AUDIENCE

If you work for the Ministry of Internal Affairs, you’re a murderer!”

ROSARIO

Louder, raza! Don’t be afraid!

AUDIENCE

(Louder)

If you work for the Ministry of Internal Affairs, you’re a murderer!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How will they torture us?

ROSARIO

Because we’re women, they’ll first sexually assault us, and then beat us with thick ropes.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

They’ve raped you?

ROSARIO

Many times.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How many of them are there?

ROSARIO

There’s thirteen of them, and they each take their turn.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What do they do to men?

ROSARIO

They punch them in the face, beat them in the stomach, and repeatedly hit their head on the rails of the prison cell, until they bleed savagely.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Do any of them die?

ROSARIO
Many do, yes.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What happens to those who don’t die?

ROSARIO

Many are paralyzed, without any speech capabilities, for life from the head all the way down. Some go blind, and some are prostrated in wheel chairs and condemned to immobility for the rest of their lives.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What an act of infamy! How monstrous and disgusting to call the perpetrators of these atrocities “humans”!

ROSARIO

I agree. They can’t possibly be humans.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

No: They’re heartless and Godless animals.

ROSARIO

And perhaps the worst thing of all this, as usual, is that these “humans” who persecute and torture other humans like themselves, are doing it because they 
ROSARIO (Cont’d…)

believe that it’s the right thing to do for the improvement, progress, and continuation of the human race.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I’m telling you: Totally another Holocaust.

ROSARIO

Unfortunately so.

The voices of the other thirteen language patrols are heard as they approximate the prison cell occupied by the women. 
The language patrols are heard laughing boisterously.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

So, I guess this is it for us.

ROSARIO

Yes.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

We’re going to get it?

ROSARIO

It’s inevitable.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

There has to be a way for us to prevent these animals from touching us!

ROSARIO

Not that I know of.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Escape?
ROSARIO

I tried that.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Did it work?

ROSARIO

Impossible.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Human to human compassion?

ROSARIO

Not here, sister.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Pity?

ROSARIO

Not here, sister.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Human to human love?

ROSARIO

Not here, sister.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Understanding?

ROSARIO

Not here, sister.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Goodwill?

ROSARIO

Never.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Friendship?
ROSARIO

Not here, sister.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Amnesty?

ROSARIO

No exit.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

God…I hate this country.

Language patrols are heard laughing boisterously again.
They are a lot closer than before. 
By now, SOFIA DE LA LUZ is inconsolably petrified and drenched in tears. 
ROSARIO consoles and comforts her. 
They are embracing as the lights go out.
The Passage of Time
Lights on.

The “house” of the Segovias exactly as it was in “The Prisoners of Ignorance.”
Now, of course, the LANGUAGE PATROL is present.

A couple of days have passed.

LUISA CORAIMA

So, what are we going to do now?

SALVADOR

Wait.

BLANCA

But, daddy...

SALVADOR

What?

BLANCA
That takes too long.

LUISA CORAIMA

Oh, well…

SALVADOR

Too bad, I guess.

LUISA CORAIMA

(To BLANCA)

Would you prefer to know your destiny now?

BLANCA

Yes, mulata!

SALVADOR

How about you, Luisa Coraima?

LUISA CORAIMA

What, dad?

SALVADOR

Would you prefer to know your destiny now?

LUISA CORAIMA

As opposed to waiting?

SALVADOR

Yes.

LUISA CORAIMA

I’d rather wait.

SALVADOR

Me, too.

BLANCA

But why?

SALVADOR

Everything is against us, and as such, they’re not going to spare us.

BLANCA

What do you mean, daddy?

SALVADOR

I mean everything.

BLANCA

Do you mean that they’re going to kill us?

SALVADOR

Perhaps.

LUISA CORAIMA

Which is why we want to prolong and pass time as much as possible.

SALVADOR

Yes: We want time to pass, but at the same time, we don’t want it to pass.
BLANCA

That doesn’t make any sense.

LUISA CORAIMA

It makes a lot of sense to me.

BLANCA

Will you please shut up? I didn’t ask you.

SALVADOR

We want time to pass if it favors us, but on the other hand, we want it to stop passing if it’s against us. If neither of the aforementioned conditions can exist, then we want time to pass as slowly as possible, because we don’t want time to take away from us what we most love.

BLANCA

I think I understand now.

LUISA CORAIMA

Good.

SALVADOR

Tell me what you understand.

BLANCA

We want to grab on to time if something bad is about to happen, because we don’t want that certain something bad to happen, but at the same time, we want that something bad to happen already, so that we can get it out of the way. In either case, we want to control the passage of time.
SALVADOR

Very smart, Blanca.

LUISA CORAIMA

But time still passes anyway, despite our many efforts to stop it from taking its natural trajectory.

SALVADOR

Yes: Time will pass, anyway. Eventually at least. It always does.

LUISA CORAIMA

It’s implacable.

SALVADOR

Inevitable.

LUISA CORAIMA

Heartless.

SALVADOR

Strong.

BLANCA

Perhaps sometimes fair.

SALVADOR

Perhaps.

LUISA CORAIMA

Perhaps time never passes.

SALVADOR

Perhaps.

BLANCA

What a stupid thing to say.

SALVADOR

Maybe not so stupid, Blanca.

LUISA CORAIMA

Perhaps what we think is time passing, is nothing else but us passing.

SALVADOR

Every day, a day closer to death.

LUISA CORAIMA

Every hour…

SALVADOR

…Every minute…

LUISA CORAIMA
…And so on. You get the point.

BLANCA

Of course it’s us passing, but time is passing, too. Better yet, we’re both passing. It’s time passing, yes, and us with it. As time passes, so do we. I don’t think that this movement, or passage, is independent, but rather, dependent on the other variable: us. 
LUISA CORAIMA

Perhaps, in due time, we’ll discover that everything is infinity, and if that is so, then life must be infinite. If the day is exactly the same as it was the day before, then maybe it’s the same day. What, and who, on earth, can prove that it’s really another day?
SALVADOR

Perhaps we’ve been living the same one long day since the creation of mankind.

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: Perhaps this day lasts forever.

BLANCA

If that’s the case, then today is a very, very, very old day.

SALVADOR

Quite possibly so.

BLANCA

The infinity of time, or things, for that matter, is a very dreadful thought. To think that nothing really ever ends, is so pessimistic. I like finality.

SALVADOR

What does finality give you?

BLANCA

Assurance.

SALVADOR

Of what?

BLANCA

That everything is over.

LUISA CORAIMA

And what good does that do?

BLANCA

I don’t trust repetition.

LUISA CORAIMA

Or, is it that you’re afraid of continuity?

BLANCA

Aren’t we all?

SALVADOR

And what about God?

LUISA CORAIMA

God?

SALVADOR

Yes: God.

BLANCA

And what does God have to do with this?

SALVADOR

What does the infinity of time say about God?

LUISA CORAIMA

That God is infinite.

BLANCA

That God is very, very, very old.

SALVADOR

Is it that God is really old, or is it that God doesn’t age?

BLANCA

Who cares?

SALVADOR

That’s a very important question.

LUISA CORAIMA

God is God, and God lives in a different existence, and in a totally different time than we do.

SALVADOR

What do you mean?

LUISA CORAIMA

God doesn’t know of lunar, Mayan, Aztec, and Gregorian calendars, or clocks, or seconds, or leap years, or days, or pendulums, et cetera. 

BLANCA
How do you know?

LUISA CORAIMA

I simply don’t allow myself to believe in the opposite.

BLANCA

That’s dangerous.

SALVADOR

How so?

BLANCA

One should always believe at least the opposite.

SALVADOR

So, every time you say that you hate your mother, should I believe that you love her, too?

BLANCA

Well, that’s different.

SALVADOR

What’s different about it?

BLANCA

I don’t know, daddy. It’s just different.

LUISA CORAIMA

I don’t see what’s different about it.

BLANCA

So, if God is infinite, does that mean that God is irreplaceable?

LUISA CORAIMA

Those are two very different questions.

BLANCA

No: I don’t think so.

SALVADOR

What’s the genesis of your question, Blanca?

BLANCA

If time, and everything else, are infinite, then has God always been the same God we hear of? I mean, can we change Gods as easily as we change popes, pastors, presidents, houses, cars, et cetera?

LUISA CORAIMA

I guess we can, when we abandon one religion for the other.

BLANCA

Yes: But that’s not what I asked.

SALVADOR

Then make yourself clear.

BLANCA

If the very first, and original God, died millions of years ago, then who is God today? If we have a different God today, then how in the world was He elected to be God?

LUISA CORAIMA
Who God is, is not decided in an election.

BLANCA

Then how, according to you, ugly mulata, are Gods elected? Or, should I assume that there’s no democracy in heaven?

SALVADOR

We still have the same God as always, and will always do.

BLANCA

Then we’re living in a dictatorship?

LUISA CORAIMA

No.

SALVADOR

God doesn’t die.

LUISA CORAIMA

We do.

BLANCA

Well, that’s neither nice nor fair.

LUISA CORAIMA

But he’s God: Omnipresent and omnipotent.
BLANCA

Says who?

SALVADOR

He cannot be questioned.

BLANCA

He wouldn’t answer anyway.

SALVADOR

Blanca, enough sacrilege has come out of your mouth today!

BLANCA

But daddy, you call that sacrilege?

SALVADOR

Yes: Your mouth is rotten, and full of shipwrecked dead worms, as always, and your intentions are disrespectful and venomous.

BLANCA

But daddy, you taught me to always tell the truth.

SALVADOR

Not if it hurts others, dear.

LUISA CORAIMA

Dad, you know she doesn’t care about hurting others.

SALVADOR

That’s not good, Blanca. How will you react when someone hurts you one day?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: What will you do with your pain, Blanca?

BLANCA

I’ll swallow it with salt and lemon. But you’ll get hurt, too.

SALVADOR

Everybody does in this life.

LUISA CORAIMA

In this life, pain is our God.

BLANCA

And not, God is our pain?

SALVADOR

Blanca, stop it!

BLANCA

Sorry, daddy.

SALVADOR
If I hear you utter one more blasphemy again—

BLANCA

--Okay, I’ll be good this time, daddy.

SALVADOR

You better.

BLANCA

Why are you trying to silence me, daddy?

SALVADOR

Nobody is trying to silence you.

LUISA CORAIMA

Dad, it would do us much good to get used to the idea that Blanca is our daily bread.

BLANCA

Bitch! Say one more thing to me, and about me, and I’ll kill you!

SALVADOR

Blanca, I’m done telling you, and I’m not going to tell you again! What part of “stop it” don’t you understand?

LUISA CORAIMA

She needs a whooping.

BLANCA

Alright, that’s it, bitch! You’re going down!

LUISA CORAIMA

Come on then!

SALVADOR

Quiet!

BLANCA

(To LUISA CORAIMA)

You ugly ass mulata!

LUISA CORAIMA

You’re a mulata, too!
SALVADOR

Quiet!

LUISA CORAIMA

How I wish that my mom was here, and that those miserable bastards hadn’t taken her. I miss her. We need her.

SALVADOR

One of these days, she’ll walk through that door, smile, and give us all a big hug that’ll last until eternity.

LUISA CORAIMA

For real, dad?

SALVADOR

Forever.

BLANCA

I don’t see how that’s possible. They’re not going to let her out anytime soon.

SALVADOR

Believe, and miracles will happen. Trust, and magic will surprise you. Hope, and you’ll never be alone. Yes, daughters, she’ll come back. We’ll save her from dying in that horrible place.
LUISA CORAIMA

And we’ll all leave this rotten country, and go live in Honduras, where we’ll never be treated like we’re treated here, and from where we’ll never leave.

BLANCA

Oh, my God, I so hope not!

SALVADOR

Why not?

BLANCA

Too many mosquitoes, it’s too hot, and people look like bones, either because they’re too poor to eat, or they’re dying of AIDS. 
LUISA CORAIMA

Sometimes both.

SALVADOR

Well, let’s imagine a better tomorrow for our family, and for our fellow countrymen and country women.

LUISA CORAIMA

Perhaps imagine is the only thing that we’ll be able to do.

SALVADOR

Perhaps so, but at least, now, we’ll have imagined a better today…a better awakening…a better moonrise…
LUISA CORAIMA

…And dreamed a better existence into reality.

SALVADOR

Yes: Let’s imagine and dream, since those are two senses that they haven’t taken away from us, but let’s do it quickly, now that we still can, before they rob us of that, too.

BLANCA

Well, I won’t be joining you then, since I don’t believe that tomorrow will be a better day.

SALVADOR

Do you trust at least that it’ll be a better day?

BLANCA

Absolutely not.

SALVADOR

Do you hope that it’ll be a better day?

BLANCA

Nope.

LUISA CORAIMA

Why are you so difficult, Blanca?

BLANCA

I’m done hoping. I once did, and nothing has changed.
SALVADOR

But never give up. Give yourself that miracle: Hope again, and save yourself from eternal solitude. We’ll help you, dear.
LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: We will.

They go toward her as the lights go out.
Nightmares
Lights on.

ROSARIO and SOFIA DE LA LUZ’s prison cell.
Both women are in chains.

Half of SOFIA DE LA LUZ’s tongue has been amputated, and now she speaks with great difficulty, much like ROSARIO.

The LANGUAGE PATROL is there nearby.

ROSARIO

I had two bad dreams last night.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Nightmares?

ROSARIO

Yes.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Yes: You must have, because I heard you scream twice.

ROSARIO

I’m sorry.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

It’s okay. I would have waked you up to ask you if something was wrong, but I didn’t want to wake you up. I simply assumed that you were having nightmares.

ROSARIO

They were terrible.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What were the nightmares?

ROSARIO

I dreamed that my daughters, and my husband, were galloping on a horse, then they unexpectedly fell off into a mud full of leopards, and then I screamed, and…
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

…And then what?

ROSARIO

And I woke-up, because I remember seeing you, and then I went right back to sleep.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Yes: Right, I remember that much.

ROSARIO

But then something else happened.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What was it?

ROSARIO

I had the second nightmare.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Right.

ROSARIO

It was a continuation of the first nightmare.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Oh, really, how so?

ROSARIO

Has that ever happened to you?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What has?

ROSARIO

Dream two dreams in the same night?
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Oh, most absolutely.

ROSARIO

But where the second was a continuation of the first?
SOFIA DE LA CRUZ

Was it a continuation, or a conclusion?

ROSARIO

Both.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I see.

ROSARIO

But…Well, more of a conclusion.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What happened?

ROSARIO

Do you remember the mud?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Yes.

ROSARIO

The mud into which my daughters and my husband fell when falling off the horse?
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Precisely.
ROSARIO

Well, in the continuation of the dream, my daughters and my husband, were no longer there.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

And where did they go?

ROSARIO

I don’t know.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What a bizarre dream.

ROSARIO

Very.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Is that how it ends?
ROSARIO

Hardly.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What do you mean?

ROSARIO

I mean not at all.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ
What happens next?

ROSARIO

It gets worse.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Oh, really?
ROSARIO

Terribly so.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How does it end?

ROSARIO

Badly.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What happens?

ROSARIO

The leopards were also gone from what used to be a black swamp.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Oh, I see.

ROSARIO

The black swamp became a red swamp.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

And then what else?

ROSARIO

There was nothing and nobody there, except for red water everywhere, and…

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

…And what else?

ROSARIO

Then something happened that I don’t understand.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ
And what was that?

ROSARIO

I was terrified, so I started running, and running, and running, and running, and running, and running, and running, and running, and running, AND RUNNING—

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

--It’s okay, honey. It’s all over. Tell me what else happened. Who did you see?
ROSARIO

I saw something.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What was that?

ROSARIO

I saw three bleeding human hearts that had been opened: One was in a hammock, one was in a rocking chair, AND—

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

--It’s okay, honey. You’re alright. Everything is going to be alright. And what else?

ROSARIO

The third heart was on top of a rock, and it had a knife on it, and it was being eaten by ants.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Oh, my God, that’s disturbing!

ROSARIO

Yes: It is.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I’m sorry, honey.

ROSARIO

I’m afraid.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I understand.

ROSARIO

Afraid of what’s to come, and what will be. And why not? I’m also afraid of what will not be, but should’ve been.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I share your pain, honey.
ROSARIO

It’s the pain that I don’t want.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Well, who does, honey?

ROSARIO

Oh, this life of woe…and pain!

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

What do you think the nightmares mean, honey?

ROSARIO

Solitude.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

How do you gather that?

ROSARIO

There were three hearts bleeding in three very different objects.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I see.

ROSARIO

I don’t accept this pain.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I don’t, either.

ROSARIO

I’ve never understood what’s all the suffering about?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Tell me about it.

ROSARIO

Will it ever end, sister?

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Maybe death will be good to us. We can only hope, honey. 

ROSARIO

I know, but I want a lot more than hope.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Although it may seem like God won’t let you have anything else other than hope, and although at times it might seem like He’s not on your side, I encourage you to pray about these things, honey. It’ll make you feel better, as well as give you some much needed comfort, peace, and joy.
ROSARIO

I’ve been praying forever.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Good.

ROSARIO

I didn’t think this would ever happen to me.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

We never do, honey.

ROSARIO

Why did it happen to me?
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I don’t know, and don’t forget that it happened to me, too.
ROSARIO

We’re the usual victims of the American Dream.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

For us, it became the American Nightmare.

ROSARIO

Indeed.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Who do you think the third heart belonged to?

ROSARIO

I have no idea.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Did you see who the other two belonged to?

ROSARIO

I have no idea, either.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Perhaps one day you’ll know.

ROSARIO
Perhaps.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Could it have been your heart?

ROSARIO

But I was the one dreaming the dream.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

The fact that you were the one doing the dreaming, doesn’t make you immune from the implications of the dream.
ROSARIO

It very well could’ve been my heart.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Or mine.

ROSARIO

No: You weren’t part of the dream.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

We’re always part of the dream, honey. In fact, everyone you know is always part of the dream, even that disgusting language patrol over there.

ROSARIO

This is true.

Small pause.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

We’ll wait and find out.

ROSARIO

Maybe time will show us the face of the truth.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ
In the same way that you want God to take you back to your daughters and your husband, or bring them to you.

ROSARIO

Yes.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

But they won’t even let you see them.

ROSARIO

Nobody is allowed to visit.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Why is that?

ROSARIO

Because they’re afraid that we’ll speak Spanish to one another.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Rubbish.

ROSARIO

I agree.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I can’t believe that they’ll shoot anybody they catch speaking Spanish in prison. So, if they catch you speaking Spanish while you’re not in prison, they bring you to prison, and if they catch you in prison, they shoot you dead.

ROSARIO

It’s our daily bread. It’s monstrously inhumane, I know, but they’ve done it before, and won’t stop.
SOFIA DE LA LUZ

Yes: When they cut half of my tongue off, they gave me the number of deaths so far since 2017.

ROSARIO

Yes: Approximately three million innocent people.

Long pause.

SOFIA DE LA LUZ

I don’t have any family left in the world, except for my spiritual family in the convent, but they should at least let you see your family, or let them see you. That’s the fair thing to do.

ROSARIO

These people do not know of justice whatsoever. I’m beginning to believe that this country’s dream, of seeing me die, and rot in this damn prison, without seeing my family again, for the very last time, will become true. I long for the day when I can see my husband again, and my two girls. I long for the day when I can cook him his favorite dish again. I long for the day when I’ll see my two girls wake-up in the morning to go to school, and fight to see which one gets to use the restroom first. They fight all the time. There are times when I like it, because it reminds me of how I used to fight with my sister back home in Lempira. There are times, however, when I hate that they fight each other. Sometimes I think that they do it out of mere hate for one another, which is bad, of course. It’s mainly my Blanca who’s always starting something. She’s the difficult and rebellious one. My Luisa Coraima is sweet, loving, and tender. But you know, deep inside of her, I know that Blanca is sweet, loving, and tender, too. She’s just confused. She and I don’t get along very well. She doesn’t like the idea that her mother is black. She’s ashamed of me, and she likes to let me know. She reminds me when we’re at her school, at the grocery store, at the beauty parlor, et cetera. She loves her daddy. Luisa Coraima has always been the one closest to me. I long for the day when I can fight with Blanca again over the smallest trifles, because in a bizarre way, I know that she loves me, and that’s how she best knows how to show it. I long for the day when Luisa Coraima can kiss me on the forehead again, like she did every morning, after she has her breakfast, and before she goes to school. I long for the day when I’ll see my daughters get married to wonderful men, and fulfill their dreams by bringing children into the world. I long for the day when I can be a grandmother, and I can play with my grandchildren. I long for the day when I can celebrate their birthdays, help their mothers change their diapers, give them their pacifier, help them with their homework, and see them 
ROSARIO (Cont’d…)

eventually get married, too, and have children of their own. Yes: I want to live forever. Is it bad to want to live forever? Why aren’t we happy? Why do we have to cry, and long for things to happen again? Why can’t things just stay the way they’ve always been? Why can’t we be happy all the time? Why do we have to live afraid of death? We should just live, let live, and be content. I’m not even asking for us to be happy, because I know that that’s too much to ask. I only want us to be content. Happiness is a short bittersweet season that comes much later in life. Some get it, and some just don’t. I don’t understand the distribution of happiness, or how it comes about, to whom it goes, and to whom it doesn’t, but life is like that. I long for the day when I can speak like a normal human being again. I long for the day when I can speak my native language again without the asinine fear of being persecuted, imprisoned, or killed. I long for the day when my family, and I, can be a family again.
This is an emotionally charged moment for ROSARIO, and her face progressively becomes soaked with tears. 

The words come for her with extreme difficulties, but by taking her time, somehow she manages to be intelligible. 

Her words are too painful and unbearable for SOFIA DE LA LUZ.

The pain contained in ROSARIO’s words, makes listening to them, a very intense moment for SOFIA DE LA LUZ, who becomes shoulder and pillow for ROSARIO. 
SOFIA DE LA LUZ, speechless after listening to ROSARIO, uses her rosary to pray “Our Father” and “Hail Mary.” 
Later, ROSARIO does the same. 

As soon as they are both individually finished, they start the prayers again, but this time together, as the lights slowly begin to fade, then the lights go out. 
Things Fall Apart
Lights on.

The “house” of the Segovias.

This time, however, their walls are blue.

Their flowers and fruits remain the same.

The LANGUAGE PATROL is not there.

BLANCA

Daddy, you must’ve lost your mind!
SALVADOR

Yes: I might have.

BLANCA

How you gonna teach me Spanish knowing what we’re going through?

SALVADOR

Who cares?

LUISA CORAIMA

The language patrol is not here today.

BLANCA

Yes: But they got cameras and eyes everywhere in the house, and they’re listening to our conversations right now.

SALVADOR

Luisa Coraima!

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes, dad?

SALVADOR

Where did we leave off?

BLANCA

No! Don’t do it, daddy!

LUISA CORAIMA

Are you sure you wanna do this, dad?

SALVADOR

Yes: I’m sure.

LUISA CORAIMA

Dad, what you’re doing is very dangerous.

SALVADOR

I know. Now tell me what lesson we were on, before the whole world changed?

BLANCA

Daddy, daddy, daddy…I don’t want to get locked up, or die.

SALVADOR

Oh, you’ll be alright, dear. Don’t worry. We’ll all be alright after today.

BLANCA

Why after today? What’s going on, daddy?

SALVADOR

Today is the day.

BLANCA

What day?

SALVADOR

The day of salvation…The day everything changes…The day time passes…The day that we’ll all age…After today, we’ll no longer be the same.

BLANCA

Are you okay, daddy?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: He’s alright.

BLANCA

He sounds like he’s missing a screw.
SALVADOR

It’s time.

LUISA CORAIMA

Time for what?

SALVADOR

For the end to begin.

BLANCA

What do you mean, daddy?

SALVADOR

No more house arrest.

LUISA CORAIMA

How do you figure that?

SALVADOR

We’ve been saved.

BLANCA

Saved? Are you nuts today, daddy?
LUISA CORAIMA

By whom?

SALVADOR

Wait and see.

LUISA CORAIMA

Wait and see what?

SALVADOR

No more of this shit.

BLANCA

What shit, daddy?

SALVADOR

This shit.

LUISA CORAIMA

What’s going to happen to us today, dad?

SALVADOR

Call it flying…Call it a miracle…Call it hope…Call it sleep…Call it magic…I call it time.
BLANCA

Are you going to blow their heads off, daddy, like in the movies?

SALVADOR

No: Something better than that.

BLANCA

What, daddy?

LUISA CORAIMA

You’re really beginning to worry me, dad.

SALVADOR

Don’t be.

LUISA CORAIMA

But you’re acting weird and saying weird things.

SALVADOR

I’m fine, really.

LUISA CORAIMA

You sure?

SALVADOR

I’m positive. Now, Luisa Coraima, tell me where we ended our Spanish lesson last time.

LUISA CORAIMA

We were working on the meaning and pronunciation of Spanish words that have the letter ñ. 

BLANCA
Don’t listen to her, daddy!

SALVADOR

That sounds just about right.

BLANCA

She’s lying, daddy! Look at her, she’s smiling! She’s laughing at my misery! Aren’t you going to tell her something?

SALVADOR

You’re hallucinating, Blanca.

BLANCA

No: I’m not, daddy! Look at that smiling bitch! The bitch is smiling!

SALVADOR

Yes: I’m beginning to remember now. You had some serious problems pronouncing some of those words. God, 
SALVADOR (Cont’d…)

in my mind, it feels like a hundred years have passed. What were some of those words, Luisa Coraima?
BLANCA

I don’t want half of my tongue cut off!

LUISA CORAIMA

Niño was one.
SALVADOR

Yes: Say it, Blanca. Niño.

BLANCA

I’m not going to say a word!

SALVADOR

Oh, yes: You will!

BLANCA

No: I won’t!

SALVADOR

Don’t make me lose my temper!

BLANCA

Then you’ll have to kill me!

LUISA CORAIMA

Mañana was another word.

The noise of an approaching helicopter is heard.

BLANCA

There’s the helicopter again, daddy! They’re here to kill us this time! They’re here to kill us!

The helicopter again. 
A lot louder and closer.
SALVADOR

Say mañana!

She does not. 

He hits her. 

She cries. 

A letter from above falls in the center.

They all notice the letter.

SALVADOR is the first to go toward the letter.

He reads it, and immediately becomes engulfed in its devastation.

This letter destroys him emotionally, and he can’t move for several minutes.

During a long pause, BLANCA and LUISA CORAIMA go to where he is.

They read the letter off of his shoulders.

They, too, become irreparably damaged by the letter, and are emotionally paralyzed.

All three are inconsolably in tears on the ground.

SALVADOR crumbles the letter.

BLANCA

NO! NO! NO!
LUISA CORAIMA consoles and comforts her through a warm embrace.

LUISA CORAIMA

We’ll be alright. We’ll be alright. We’ll be alright.

SALVADOR, suddenly, gets up to leave.

As he gets up, rain falls from above. 

His daughters look at him, but this time, they don’t stop him from leaving.

They, instead, look at the rain that is falling inside.

The helicopter ceases making noise.

SALVADOR gradually, yet painfully, walks away as the lights go out.

(End of Part One. Intermission.)

Part II
7 February 2037
 Memories
Lights on.

The “house” of the Solomons.

Ten years have passed.

The “house” maintains the same look of ten years ago, except that the walls are now green instead of yellow.

Also, instead of oranges and gardenias, they now have mangos and daisies.

BEGONIA and LUISA CORAIMA are conversing in the corners of their walls.

LUISA CORAIMA

It makes me happy that you decided not to drink today, Mrs. Solomon.

BEGONIA

Oh, come on, all these years, and you still call me Mrs. Salomon? Begonia. Call me Begonia.

LUISA CORAIMA

I can’t get used to calling you by your first name.
BEGONIA

But it would please me so much to hear you call me Begonia.

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m sorry, but I can’t. I didn’t even call my mother by her first name.

BEGONIA

Ha! It just dawned on me that ten years have passed, and I haven’t even asked you your mother’s name.

LUISA CORAIMA

Rosario.

BEGONIA

That’s a beautiful name.

LUISA CORAIMA

She was a beautiful woman.

BEGONIA

Did you call her mom, or Rosario?

LUISA BEGONIA

Mom.

BEGONIA

Then that’s it: Simply call me “mom.”

LUISA CORAIMA

I don’t think that I can, but I’ll try. It might take a while.

BEGONIA

It’s okay. Take as much time as you need. I won’t force you to do something that you don’t want to do.

LUISA CORAIMA

Thank you, Mrs. Solomon.

BEGONIA

You’re welcome, honey.

LUISA CORAIMA
This day must be very hard and painful for you.

BEGONIA

Oh, yes: It is, honey.

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m sorry again.

BEGONIA

No: There’s nothing for you to be sorry about. It wasn’t your fault. The one who is to blame, is the one who’ll pay for it.

LUISA CORAIMA

You’ve told me this before, but I forgot: How old would he have been today?

BEGONIA

Twenty-eight.

LUISA CORAIMA

So, he was eighteen when he died.

BEGONIA

Precisely. He hanged himself on his birthday.
LUISA CORAIMA

I’m so sorry, Mrs. Solomon.

BEGONIA

It’s okay. God has taught me how to find comfort. He taught me how to talk to Him. Over the years, He has taught me how to make my tragedy into something good. As you know, ten years ago, I tried to kill myself so that I could be with my son, but I failed. Every day that I’ve been alive, I can’t avoid asking myself why I failed that day. I so wanted to die that day, so that I could finally be united with Russell, but God let me live for a reason. Today, I know that you were that reason. I may not be able to do anything else in this life, but I came back to life to take care of you. This life of mine might end tomorrow, but I’d die happy knowing that I didn’t die that day, because I was supposed to look after you. The world might fall into a billion pieces tomorrow, and finally end, but I would end it knowing that I made of you a wonderful young lady. Yes: I was a coward, and didn’t help my people to overcome adversity, as I said that I would, but I helped you, honey, so that in due time, you, in turn, could help our people. You’re the chosen one. You’re the change that our people need. You see, Luisa Coraima, now I understand that everything happens for a divine reason. God always has a plan. I wanted to be the one to do something about our people, but God had other plans. He had long chosen you to be the one, the savior. You’re the salvation of our people. That’s God’s will, Luisa Coraima. I’m only here to help you get there. My role is to lead you into victory. And when I’m no longer useful to you, to the world, and to God’s divine plans, I know that I’ll die, but at least I’ll die a happy death. I’ll see my dear Russell again. You see, God wants me to earn that pleasure.
LUISA CORAIMA

I’m forever grateful, Mrs. Solomon. God’s blessings will fall upon you infinitely. But no: You’re not 
LUISA CORAIMA (Cont’d…)

going to die. You’ll live forever, so that you can see me become a successful politician.
BEGONIA

But I don’t want to live forever. Oh, God no! Do you know what living forever means? It means living with white hair, wrinkles, and a cane. No: I have to see my son again. He needs his mother.

LUISA CORAIMA

And as my surrogate mother, I need you, too.

BEGONIA

We’ll see. But you, more than anybody else, my dear, know that that’s not my decision to make.

LUISA CORAIMA

It’s selfish, I know, but God will keep you around for me. I asked Him for it.

BEGONIA

You did?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: Ten years ago, after my sister and I were imprisoned for life in your house, after my father ran away from the language patrols to avoid being deported, and hence I became your caretaker during your illness, and you were so good to me, after all that, I asked God to keep you around forever, and to not take you away from me, since He had taken my mom and my dad away from me. I told Him that I would forgive Him if He did that for me. So, having said that, Mrs. Solomon, I know that you’re going to bury all of us in this house. You’ll probably live long enough to bury the house, too.

They laugh together and embrace tenderly.
BEGONIA

Oh, you’re a sweet one, Luisa Coraima. So unlike your sister Blanca.

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: She’s a lost case.

BEGONIA

Poor soul.

LUISA CORAIMA

Poor, indeed: She continues to torture herself and to condemn herself to solitude.

BEGONIA

Why is she like that?

LUISA CORAIMA

Who knows!

BEGONIA

I don’t understand her. To be offered everything, and to want nothing of it. It seems silly to me.

LUISA CORAIMA

She’s always been like that ever since she was a child. She reached the height of her torments, however, ten years ago, I remember it vividly as if it was yesterday, the day when we received that letter from the government telling us that my dad’s sentence was immediate deportation back to Honduras. That letter, I’ll never forget, was an absolutely fatal stab in the heart for her, for me, and for my dad. We’re no longer the same since that fatal day of the letter from the government.

BEGONIA
Oh, God, I know, and to think that my husband is to blame for that decision, too.

LUISA CORAIMA

He’s the culprit of everything, Mrs. Solomon.

BEGONIA

Every day that passes, and I see his face, I’m reminded of that, and then I’m possessed by the intense desire to put a knife in his eyes.

LUISA CORAIMA

You and me both, Mrs. Solomon. But killing him won’t solve the problem. We must get rid of this man the lawful way.
BEGONIA

There are no more laws, honey. This is 2037, and he is the law.

LUISA CORAIMA
I know, which is why in seven years, I’ll be running for Minister of Internal Affairs.

BEGONIA

Are you really sure that you can win the election?

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m one hundred percent positive, Mrs. Solomon.

BEGONIA

I don’t know. It’s not easy. You have to know a lot of people in politics, have a lot of money, and be cynical and sinister. And you don’t fit that profile, honey. You’re much better than that.

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m not there yet, I know, but a lot can happen in seven years, and in seven years, I’ll be there. I’ll run against him, and he’ll have to pack his office and vacate. Then I’ll have him incarcerated and tried for decades of abuses, offenses, corruption, genocide, and other high charges of violations of human rights. His crimes will be paid for with his execution, and that’ll be the happiest day in the entire history of the whole human race. There’ll be no more Richard Solomon. He’ll have ceased to exist. His kingdom will have collapsed, and I’ll take over and heal our wounds.
BEGONIA

Make sure that he’s executed by hanging, so that he knows what it feels like. And so that while the rope is burning his neck, he can remember our son Russell, who hanged himself because his father didn’t love him enough to spend time with him.
LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: When he’s dying like a rooster, he’ll remember the day his son hanged himself.

BEGONIA

And you’ll be remembering the suffering of your parents, and the suffering of your sister.

LUISA CORAIMA

And my own suffering, and the unjustified suffering of an entire race…
BEGONIA

…The inhumane murder of an entire continent…
LUISA CORAIMA

…Your very own suffering, Mrs. Solomon.

Long pause.

BEGONIA

Once you become the new Minister of Internal Affairs, the first Latina to do so ever, will you look for your parents?

LUISA CORAIMA
Absolutely, Mrs. Solomon. The very first thing I’ll do, is to find out if my mother is still alive and incarcerated, and if she is, then I’ll grant her a ministerial amnesty right away, and I’ll give her her carte blanche. I’ll also permanently abolish the Spanish in America Prohibition Act of 2017.
BEGONIA

What about your dad?

LUISA CORAIMA

I’ll run a meticulous search for him all over the city, all over the country, and all over the world, and if I find him, I’ll bring him from exile, cancel his deportation, grant him a ministerial pardon, and also give him his freedom.

BEGONIA

Well, you have very noble and humanitarian desires, and for that, and much, much more, honey, I am to remain forever proud of you. May God bless you, honey. Every day I pray to God that He grants you the wisdom and fortitude that you need to see your dreams become true. I also pray that he’ll give you the opportunity, and the skills, that you’ll need, in order to end  
BEGONIA (Cont’d…)

twenty-eight atrocious years of dictatorship. I wish you all the best.
LUISA CORAIMA

Thank you, and will do, Mrs. Solomon. Will do.

BEGONIA

There’s only one thing that I’ll ask of you.

LUISA CORAIMA

And what’s that, Mrs. Solomon?

BEGONIA

Don’t forget me.

LUISA CORAIMA

That’ll never happen.

BEGONIA

When you find your parents, remember this poor old woman.

LUISA CORAIMA

Always, Mrs. Solomon.
BEGONIA

Will you leave me to go live with your parents?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes and no.

BEGONIA

What do you mean?

LUISA CORAIMA

As my surrogate mother and grandmother, you’ll come to live with us wherever we go.

BEGONIA

That’s sweet, nice, and all, honey, but I’m becoming older as the seconds pass by, and I don’t want to bother you.

LUISA CORAIMA

You’ll never be bothering me, Mrs. Solomon. 

BEGONIA
Will you let me take my memories with me?

LUISA CORAIMA

I’ll help you take them. We’ll put them in our hearts.

BEGONIA

And the glorious and magnificent wind will take them to my son.

LUISA CORAIMA

By express mail?

BEGONIA

Absolutely.

LUISA CORAIMA

It’ll get to heaven faster than we think.

BEGONIA

Yes: That’s what I want.

LUISA CORAIMA

A lot faster than it would take you, if you took it yourself, Mrs. Solomon.

BEGONIA

This day and age, I suppose so, my darling.

They smile.
LUISA CORAIMA
Every time we send our memories to a loved one in heaven, it only costs us a smile.

BEGONIA

And what if the loved one is alive?

LAURA CORAIMA

Then it’ll only cost us a hyacinth.

BEGONIA

A hyacinth?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes.

BEGONIA

And where do these delicate and precious flowers grow, my darling?

LUISA CORAIMA

Not in our hair, like magnolias grow in our hair. Hyacinths, for our living loved ones, grow in our tears, when we weep for them, because we miss them as if they were dead.

BEGONIA

May God bless our tears.

LUISA CORAIMA

And as He infinitely blesses our tears, may He also drown all our fears.

They embrace as the lights go out.

Judgment Day
Lights on.

The “house” of the Solomons again.

SOLOMON is alone in his corner. BLANCA, meticulously, walks in.

BLANCA

(Sotto Voce)

Richard.

SOLOMON

What?

BLANCA

Are we the only ones in the house?

SOLOMON

Yes.

BLANCA

Where did my sister and your wife go?

SOLOMON

Begonia had a doctor’s appointment, and Luisa Coraima went with her.

BLANCA

Good.

SOLOMON

Why?

BLANCA

I need to talk to you.

SOLOMON

About what?

BLANCA

About something very serious.

SOLOMON

When isn’t it “serious” with you?

BLANCA

This time I’m very serious.

SOLOMON

Yeah, right!

BLANCA

You have to listen to me.

SOLOMON

Why should I?

BLANCA

What I have to tell you concerns you greatly.

SOLOMON

Is that right?

BLANCA

Very much so.

SOLOMON

What do you want from me? Money?
BLANCA

No: I don’t want your dirty money.

SOLOMON

Then what?

BLANCA

I need you to listen to me.

SOLOMON

Come on, Whore of Babylon, I don’t have time for your shit. What the fuck do you want now? Can’t you see I’m busy working?

BLANCA

We need to talk.

SOLOMON

I don’t talk to whores of your kind.

BLANCA

Richard, we need to talk.

SOLOMON

I’m not going to beg you to tell me whatever the fuck it is!

BLANCA

(Lachrymose)

I’m pregnant with your child…again.
SOLOMON

What the fuck did you just say?!

BLANCA

I said I’m pregnant…again!

SOLOMON

What the fuck?! No: You can’t be fucking pregnant! And no: It can’t be my child! To another dog with that bone!

BLANCA

But it’s your child. I haven’t had sex with anybody else.

SOLOMON

That’s a lie! Whore!

BLANCA

You know it’s true!

SOLOMON

I want you to understand something: You’re my concubine, not my wife! And the concubines of public figures don’t get pregnant! Did you understand that?! You know what that means, don’t you, Whore of Babylon?

BLANCA

Is this how you pay me for opening my legs to you all these years?!

SOLOMON

That was the job I gave you as part of your imprisonment!

BLANCA

But you weren’t supposed to do that!

SOLOMON

I can do whatever the fuck I want! I’m the Minister of Internal Affairs.

BLANCA

I can make you lose your ministry!
SOLOMON

Don’t you dare!

BLANCA

I can tell the country, and the whole world, some horrible things I know about you!
SOLOMON

I’ll kill your ass first, motherfucker! You know exactly what that means, don’t you?!

BLANCA

No.

SOLOMON

Well, it means get the fuck away! It means get the fuck out of my face! And it means keep your mouth shut for your own good, and for the own fucking good of your fucking mother and your fucking sister! Is that clear?!

BLANCA

I don’t care about my mother and my sister! You can kill them if you so desire! I only love my daddy, but he’s a fugitive, and nobody knows where he is!

SOLOMON

Well, I’ll look for him under the rocks, and even under the sea, if necessary, and when I find his renegade ass, I’ll kill that motherfucking wetback with my own hands!

BLANCA

And that day, will be the end of you, because I’ll kill you!

SOLOMON

Sure you will, Whore of Babylon! Now, get the fuck outtahere, bitch! Get the fuck outta my face, before I shoot your lying ass!

BLANCA

And what are we going to do about this baby?

SOLOMON

You’ll kill that bitch in the same way that you killed the other five!

BLANCA

You want me to have yet another abortion?!

SOLOMON

Precisely!

BLANCA

But I’ve already had five, Richard!

SOLOMON

Then one more won’t hurt you!

BLANCA

What if it kills me?!

SOLOMON

Even better!

BLANCA

You’re the devil incarnate! You disgust me!

SOLOMON

That’s not what you tell me in bed when I make love to you every night!

BLANCA

You don’t make love to me every night, Richard! No: You rape me every night!

SOLOMON

Whatever, Whore of Babylon!

Long pause, then, surprisingly…

BLANCA

I’m having this baby.

SOLOMON

Not in my house.

BLANCA

Then I’m leaving this green cage.

SOLOMON
You can’t. You’re in prison, darling.

BLANCA

Then I’ll escape into oblivion like my daddy did.

He grabs her by the neck, and threatens to strangle her.

SOLOMON

This much I can promise: You wouldn’t get very far. Your father taught me an invaluable lesson, and there are language patrols everywhere, who have instructions to shoot anybody a hundred times dead who tries to leave this house without my signed permission.
BLANCA
I’m doing it anyway.

He stops the strangling gesture.

SOLOMON

Well, that’s your call. At least you won’t be able to say that I didn’t warn you. Good day.

He tries to leave, but to his, and BLANCA’s surprise, LUISA CORAIMA and BEGONIA, speechless and outraged, walk in. 

They all look at each other painfully. 

BEGONIA tries to confront the situation by slapping SOLOMON, but fails, and he stops her in time, instead.
SOLOMON

Calm down, witch!

He violently pushes BEGONIA to the side. 

LUISA CORAIMA rescues her.

BEGONIA

(To SOLOMON, then BLANCA)

We heard everything!

SOLOMON

Very good, old hag. I’m proud of you. You’ve always been great at listening behind closed doors. If you’ll both excuse me for a moment, I have a lot of work to do.
BEGONIA

Murderer!

SOLOMON

Good day, ladies.

He leaves. 
BEGONIA, rightfully incensed and in pain, goes toward BLANCA. 
She explodes and slaps her. 
LUISA CORAIMA slaps her, too.
BEGONIA

(To BLANCA)

I expected it of that pig, but how could you?!

LUISA CORAIMA

(To BLANCA)

I’m ashamed of you!

BLANCA

(To LUISA CORAIMA)

You fucking bitch!

BEGONIA

How could you do this to me?!

LUISA CORAIMA

You’ve dishonored us!

BLANCA

I could strangle you both right now!

LUISA CORAIMA

You’ve stained the memory of our parents!

BEGONIA

I gave you food, clothes, and a roof!

BLANCA

No: Wait a minute, old lady! You gave me hell! She was always your favorite!

BEGONIA

That’s because she’s always been the good one!

BLANCA

And I’ve always been the bad one! Yes, old lady: I’ve heard that story before!

BEGONIA

I want you out of my house first thing tomorrow morning.

BLANCA

There’s nothing that would please me more, but your husband, the Minister of Internal Affairs, won’t let me.

BEGONIA
He will. I’ll talk to him tonight. I don’t want to see you in my house anymore.

BLANCA

But before I leave, I want you to know that your husband, for ten years, always preferred my pussy. He preferred my pussy because it was young, vigorous, juicy, and delicious. He came to my bed many times stressed out, and begged me to give him pleasure, and relief, because he couldn’t go to you, because you disgusted him. Everything on you was old, while everything on me, was young. Everything about you, reminded him that he was going to die one day, but everything about me, reminded him that he could live to see another century. And on top of that, you were an alcoholic bitch. Why would he fuck an old alligator like you, when his old dick would work and feel better inside me? I gave him what you never gave him. He found it in-between my legs, in my mouth, and in my ass every time he came. I’m without a mask now, and I hope that you die crying. And you, too, daughter of a dead black bitch.

BEGONIA
Ungrateful dirty whore!

LUISA CORAIMA

You’ve caused us an irreparable damage, Blanca!

BEGONIA

I curse the day I allowed you to live in my house!

BLANCA
A plague on you and your house!

LUISA CORAIMA

I spit on you!

BLANCA

I do, too!

BEGONIA

Get out of my sight…now! Get out!

LUISA CORAIMA

Calm down, Mrs. Solomon. This is not good for your poor and weak heart.

BEGONIA

Oh, good child, how sad my heart feels.

BLANCA

I hope what you now know ends up killing you.

BEGONIA

Tell me why you hate me so much.

BLANCA

I hate you, because like everybody else, you preferred this bitch instead of me. I also hate you, because you allowed me to grow up like a nobody, and a stranger, in your house, while you gave this bitch all of your riches and attention. I became the Minister’s whore, while your favorite girl, was being home-schooled getting an education. I hate you, for letting your husband take advantage of me, and rape me repeatedly.
BEGONIA

I didn’t know.

BLANCA

Why didn’t you suspect it whenever I spent hours in his office?

BEGONIA

I thought you were his secretary.

BLANCA

I was becoming his whore, the Whore of Babylon, as he calls me.

BEGONIA

If I had known about his actions towards you, trust me, I would’ve stopped it immediately.

BLANCA
What would you have done, knowing that he was the law, and couldn’t denounce him?

BEGONIA

I would’ve killed him.

LUISA CORAIMA

And I would’ve helped her.

BLANCA

Liars.

LUISA CORAIMA

Why didn’t you tell us anything?

BLANCA

What for? That wouldn’t have changed anything.

LUISA CORAIMA

We could’ve done something.

BLANCA

I wanted him killed.

BEGONIA

Poor girl.

BLANCA

I wanted him to stop raping me.

LUISA CORAIMA
He will.

BEGONIA

We’ll stop him.

BLANCA

I wanted him to die and burn in hell.

BEGONIA

He will, baby.

BLANCA

Both of us together.

LUISA CORAIMA

What an awful day.

BLANCA

Justice is an unfair and terrible commodity.

She tries to leave, but…

BEGONIA

Where are you going?

BLANCA

To find refuge, and to understand my destiny.

BEGONIA

Where?

BLANCA

In the merciful red sea.

BEGONIA

Why?

BLANCA

I feel dirty like a fish, and I smell like death.

LUISA CORAIMA

You can’t leave.

Long pause, then…

BLANCA

I’ve already left. Peace be with you.
Ants fall from above. 
She’s covered with ants as she walks away in the middle of the rainfall of ants. 
The lights go out.

“Posterity Will Do Us Justice”
Lights on.

The “house” of the Solomons.

SOLOMON comes screaming boisterously from his room, wobbling and grabbing his throat, which is unbearably burning and itchy. 

His neck, and his face, are completely red. 
He comes to the center.

He speaks with absolute difficulty throughout, as if half of his tongue had been cut off.

SOLOMON

Poison! Poison! Poison! Somebody poisoned me! Help! Help! Help! Somebody poisoned me! I need a doctor! Will someone please drive me to the hospital?! I need a doctor! An ambulance! Somebody please call an ambulance! I’m dying! I’m dying! Death is near! My throat is itchy and it hurts! My neck is red! Save me! I need to run for re-election again in seven years! For Christ’s sake, there’s a fire on my throat! There’s a fire on my throat! Poison! Poison! Somebody please take me to a hospital! Have pity! Please have mercy! Poison! Poison! A horse! A horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse to take me to the hospital! My kingdom to anyone who has a horse that can take me to the hospital! Treason! Treason! Treason! Treason!
Long pause. 
BEGONIA walks in, then LUISA CORAIMA, and then BLANCA, in that order. 

They are not horrified. 

They look at him.

Which one of you three, Whores of Babylon, poisoned me? Which one of you three, Whores of Babylon, had the audacity to end my life? I’m a man of politics, you know, and whoever did this, will severely pay for it with her life. Now, which one of you was the jokester? Whose fucking idea was this?

There is no response. 
The three women watch him agonize. 

Small dramatic pause. 
SOLOMON’s neck is getting redder by the minute, and his wobbling intensifies. 

He resumes his swan song.
SOLOMON (Cont’d)
I hate immigration, and I hate immigrants, but there’s nothing, in the whole fucking world, that I hate more, than you all fucking wetbacks! And let me tell you something: You all won’t win this war! No: You’ll lose because you all are inferior and nobodies, and because we, the citizens of this country, hate all your wetback asses! Yes: You’ll lose, especially because I’ll continue to fight against you all, and exterminate each and every one of you until there’s not a single one of you left. So far, I’ve only gotten rid of eleven million of you! And yes: There’s millions more of you out there, and millions more to come, I know. But I’ve contributed to society by getting rid of eleven million of you. I’ve done my share of good work in the world. And long after I’m gone, somebody worse than me, I know, will continue where I left off, and finish what I wasn’t allowed to finish. Yes: You think I’m evil, but wait till you see what the future holds. Every one of you, will perish! Meanwhile, I’ll make sure that everyone of you gets killed! And you’ll continue to come to the United States, I know, and I’ll continue to cut your tongues off, because this is the United States of America. In America, we don’t speak no Spanish here, because since 2017, thanks to me, English is the official language of this country. But Spanish, no, no, no. I’ll continue to say no to Spanish, because it’s an impure language. It’s the language of fucking wetbacks! You know, I’m a product of immigrants myself. My folks came from Hungary, and they spoke a pristine European language. Yes: My Hungarian folks were superior than you all wetbacks who come from that Latin American wasteland, that piece of shit of the world, where everybody continues to dump a large malodorous shit and walk away, because the people are fearful cowards, and they’re letting it happen. Yes: You fucking Latin American wetbacks, are condemned and cursed to infinite lamentations and genocide, as long as you continue to let those idiots shit all over your countries. But the beautiful, and uncorrupted European race, will live on, until the very last days of mankind! Long live Europa! Now, let me ask you one more time again: Which one of you three, Whores of Babylon, had the smart idea?

Small pause, then…

BEGONIA

Not I, Richard.

She looks at BLANCA.

BLANCA

I didn’t do it.

She looks at LUISA CORAIMA.

LUISA CORAIMA

It wasn’t me either.

All three look at each other. 
SOLOMON moans due to a very intense stomach ache that surprises him. 

He vomits profusely all over. 

He unexpectedly and dramatically collapses on the ground. 

He wobbles like an irate and infirm dog. 

An abundance of foam gushes out of his mouth.
He dies.

Long pause.

BEGONIA

He died the death he deserved!

BLANCA

He died like the dog that he was!

LUISA CORAIMA

He died like a rat!

BEGONIA

Poor dictator.

LUISA CORAIMA

America’s last dictator for sure.
BLANCA

All dictators will die like him.
LUISA CORAIMA

A new America was born today. 

BEGONIA

We must bury the old one as soon as possible. 

BLANCA

Yes: Before it starts to smell.

BEGONIA

We must call the press.

BLANCA

Yes: The press must be told the truth.

BEGONIA

What truth?

LUISA CORAIMA

That Richard Solomon, the Terrible Leopard, Minister of Internal Affairs, is finally dead, and is no more.

BLANCA

Americans have a right to know, that their fear, no longer exists…That it has breathed its last…
LUISA CORAIMA

…That the victory is ours.

BLANCA
Do we, by all means, agree on that fact?

BEGONIA

With what fact?

LUISA CORAIMA

That the victory is most certainly ours?

BLANCA

Absolutely.

BEGONIA

Yes: Indubitably.

Small pause, then…

BLANCA

I’ll go call the press, then I’ll call the flics and an ambulance, so they can come pick up the cadaver.

LUISA CORAIMA

Sounds good to me.

BLANCA

I’ll be right back.

She leaves.

BEGONIA

Okay.

Long pause.

LUISA CORAIMA

What are we going to say?

BEGONIA

To whom?

LUISA CORAIMA

The press.
BEGONIA

The truth, of course.

LUISA CORAIMA

But we don’t know the truth.

BEGONIA

Yes: We do.

LUISA CORAIMA

No: We don’t.

BEGONIA

I know the truth.
LUISA CORAIMA

You do?

BEGONIA

Yes.

LUISA CORAIMA
How do you know the truth?

BEGONIA

I just do.

LUISA CORAIMA

I see.

BEGONIA

But we don’t have to tell that truth.

LUISA CORAIMA

What do you mean?

BEGONIA

It’ll be our secret.

LUISA CORAIMA

But…I…

BEGONIA

It doesn’t matter.

LUISA CORAIMA

Are you sure?

BEGONIA

I’m positive.

LUISA CORAIMA

Then what will we say?

BEGONIA

We’ll invent it.

LUISA CORAIMA

To make something up?

BEGONIA

Yes: We’ll make up another truth.

LUISA CORAIMA

What truth?

BEGONIA

I don’t know.

LUISA CORAIMA

But I thought that you knew.

BEGONIA

Let me think about it.

LUISA CORAIMA

But will the American people believe it?

BEGONIA

No.

LUISA CORAIMA

But…

BEGONIA

So what?

LUISA CORAIMA

But…

BEGONIA

You’re worrying too much about this, honey.

LUISA CORAIMA
I…

BEGONIA

Who cares?

Suddenly, the walls turn red.

LUISA CORAIMA

Let’s give it a try.

BEGONIA

We will.

LUISA CORAIMA

We’ll have to see if it works.

BEGONIA

I know it will.

LUISA CORAIMA

Very well then.

BEGONIA

Leave it to me. I’ll take care of it.

An unexpected and painfully boisterous howl is heard.

LUISA CORAIMA

What in the world was that horrible noise?

BEGONIA

I don’t know.

LUISA CORAIMA

I wonder.

BEGONIA

It sounded like a cat agonizing. But I’m too old, and I don’t hear too well these days.
LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: It did, actually. Maybe a coyote.
BEGONIA

Well, we don’t have a coyote, but we do have two cats: Dolores Magnesia and Tempestad. Maybe it was Dolores Magnesia meowing.

LUISA CORAIMA

Should we go see?

BEGONIA

No: Let’s not bother. She’s probably just hungry, although I just fed her and Tempestad about an hour ago. But they’re ravenous cats.

LUISA CORAIMA looks at the dead body. 

The lights slowly begin to fade.
LUISA CORAIMA

Perhaps we should make the cats eat him. If they make him disappear, it’ll be easier for us to invent a truth. Don’t you think?

BEGONIA

Don’t give me any ideas. But you have a point there: He does deserve to be eaten by the cats.

They smile.

Another unexpected and painfully boisterous howl is heard, but this time it is a lot worse and more lucid than the first.

LUISA CORAIMA

Oh, my God!

BEGONIA

What, child?!

LUISA CORAIMA

God, no! Not her, too!

BEGONIA

Speak!

LUISA CORAIMA

Oh, my God!

BEGONIA

Oh my God, what?!
LUISA CORAIMA

That was Blanca.

BEGONIA

Blanca?

They look in the direction of BLANCA’s room. 

LUISA CORAIMA is devastated, and gradually begins to fall apart emotionally. 

She is an ocean of tears.

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes.

BLANCA

Are you sure you heard right, honey?!

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes.

BEGONIA

What a tragedy!

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m afraid she’s dead!

BEGONIA tries to console and comfort LUISA CORAIMA by embracing her truly affectionately. 
This lasts for about two minutes, until LUISA CORAIMA runs to storm into BLANCA’s room. 

BEGONIA follows her. 

They get to BLANCA’s room, and witness the horror of her reality.
LUISA CORAIMA

NO!

LUISA CORAIMA screams loudly. 
Lights out.

Farewell
Lights on.

The “house” of the Solomons immediately after “Posterity Will Do Us Justice.”

SOLOMON’s cadaver is intact exactly where it was at the end of “Posterity Will Do Us Justice.”

The walls are still red.

BEGONIA and LUISA CORAIMA bring BLANCA’s dead body to the center.

They meticulously and gently place her cadaver far away from SOLOMON’s.

BLANCA’s dead body is like a red sea due to the constant flux of blood.

BLANCA’s cadaver has a knife stabbed onto her heart, which continues to emit blood.

LUISA CORAIMA pulls out a bloody letter from BLANCA’s dress, and she reads it as follows:
LUISA CORAIMA

Dear Luisa Coraima: How ironic is it, isn’t it, to live all your life afraid of death, and at the end, to finish off your life by begging death to take you away from this worthless life of torture. You’re reading this letter because I’ve chosen to terminate my own life. It’s the written testimony of the pain that I was going through as a human being, which inspired this horrific act. After all, sister, nobody will miss me. No: Not even you. Not even our parents, who only God knows where they are. Not even Mrs. Solomon. And I must confess, that I won’t even miss myself, either, for it’s true, that in life, I was a detestable human being. I said, wished, and did some appalling things to a lot of people, who loved me, and only wanted my well-being. I didn’t know how to love them, but even worse, I didn’t know why I had to love them. I was never taught that. My intent in writing this letter, is that it’ll be an apology to those people whom I hurt. Many years ago, you warned me that somebody would hurt me in life, because I had hurt so many people. You were right, Luisa Coraima. Later in life, I learned my lesson, when God decided to punish me with pain. This, is my posthumous apology, to each and every one of them. First and foremost, I owe an apology to our parents, especially to our poor mother. Please find them, sister. I beg you to do this in my memory. When you’ve found them, I want you to tell our 
LUISA CORAIMA (Cont’d…)

mother, if she’s alive, how sorry I am for all the insults, all the rejection, all the offenses, and all the racist name-calling. Please tell her, that I never hated her, like I said many times that I did. No: How could I hate my own mother? Something larger than me, must have taken possession of me, to say and do the things that I did. I meant none of them in harm. Tell her, that I never hated her for the beautiful color of her skin. Tell her, that I’m proud of her. Tell her, that after having been pregnant six times, and after having been forced to kill my children before they were even born, I now understand what it means to be a mother. Now, I know everything that she was going through whenever I rejected her love. Tell her, that now I know the price of motherhood, and that it’s the most beautiful thing that a woman could wish for herself. Thank her, for me, for being the good mother that she was, despite my challenges to her. Most importantly, tell her, that for ten years, I longed for her day and night, and that I always looked forward to her release from prison, and to her return home. Tell her, that I prayed daily for her freedom. Tell her, also, that I’ll miss her, like I’ve missed her these last ten years. Quite frankly, I don’t know how I survived without her. I don’t know how people like me, who like to play tough, survive without love, the love of others. I guess we don’t. We never have. We never will. We need love. We need each other. Tell her, too, that for ten years, I cried day and night for fear that I’d never see her again. Afraid that she was dead, and would consequently never hug me again, I condemned myself to a life of eternal solitude, perdition, and damnation. Secondly, please tell my daddy, that I’m sorry for betraying him. Tell him, that I’m sorry, that I didn’t become the woman that he dreamed that I would become. Tell him, that I didn’t mean to disappoint him. In all this, Luisa Coraima, please assure them that I die happily, for in death, I’ve found the peace, and joy, that I denied myself through the pain of life. Thirdly, I owe you an apology of the size of the world. I apologize for everything. I apologize for having always envied you, and for being jealous of you. I always looked up to you. Please know that my whole aim in life, was always to be a little more like you, and a little less like me. I failed. That’s my misery. Also, apologize, on my 
LUISA CORAIMA (Cont’d…)

behalf, to Mrs. Solomon, for the irreversible pain and damage that I caused her. Thank her, for everything she did for us. Thank her, for caring for us, and for loving us like the angel that she is, even when we didn’t deserve it. I’m leaving this life with fond memories of her, of you, of our mother, and of my daddy. When we’re gone from this world, all we have left, are our memories of this world, our memories of the people we loved, and our memories of the people who loved us. And of course, and most importantly, we remember our heritage and our language. We remember that beautiful and hopeful Spanish word that has that inscrutable and unpronounceable letter ñ. We begin by remembering mañana. Your sister, who’ll always love you, Blanca Segovia.

She finishes reading. 

The letter drops out of her hand. 
Throughout her intense and highly emotional reading of the letter, LUISA CORAIMA has been weeping inconsolably.
LUISA CORAIMA

(Incredulous)

Is that it? Is this all she wrote?

BEGONIA

Yes, honey.

LUISA CORAIMA

No: This can’t be true.

BEGONIA

Unfortunately, it is, honey.

LUISA CORAIMA

So…she’s dead…and I’ll never see her again?!

BEGONIA
May she finally rest in peace.

LUISA CORAIMA

I didn’t see this coming.

BEGONIA

Me neither. I expected everything from her but this.

LUISA CORAIMA

Maybe I could’ve stopped her.

BEGONIA

I’m sorry, honey. But—
LUISA CORAIMA

--Maybe if I would’ve taken better care of her—

BEGONIA

--The worst thing you can do to yourself now, honey, is to blame yourself for what happened.

LUISA CORAIMA
I don’t accept it. Things weren’t supposed to end like this. That wasn’t her destiny. She lived somebody else’s destiny. Maybe mine. Maybe yours. Maybe she died, so that you and I could live. 

BEGONIA

What can we do against our fate?

Long pause. 

LUISA CORAIMA goes toward BLANCA’s cadaver.

She stares at it with constant disbelief.

Unexpectedly, she dramatically takes the knife out of BLANCA’s heart, and drops it on the ground, as the lights go out. 

19 July 2047
 Victory
Lights on.

The “house” of the Solomons.

Another ten years have passed.

The walls are white.
LUISA CORAIMA is in her corner of the “house.”

She looks very professional and business-like.

BEGONIA, much older, with white hair, wrinkles, and a cane, walks in.

BEGONIA

Good morning, honey.

LUISA CORAIMA

Good morning.

BEGONIA

Have you had breakfast?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes.

BEGONIA

Good. How was it?

LUISA CORAIMA

Delicious as always.

BEGONIA
I made it with love, as always.

LUISA CORAIMA

(Smiling)

I know.

BEGONIA

Oh, yes: I almost forgot to tell you. Please forgive me, for I’m very old, and I forget things.

LUISA CORAIMA

That’s okay, Begonia. 

BEGONIA

You’re a saint.

LUISA CORAIMA

No: I’m not, but thank you, anyway.

BEGONIA

Yes: You are.

LUISA CORAIMA

If you insist.

BEGONIA

I guess part of being wise is to forget things.

LUISA CORAIMA

That’s exactly right, Begonia. What did you have to tell me?

BEGONIA

See, I had forgotten again. As you now very well know, one of the perks of being a public figure, especially a renowned world politician, is that you’re well known all over the world, and everybody wants to work for you. Especially now that you’re the new Minister of Internal Affairs, you’ll begin to see a lot of that, and much more.

LUISA CORAIMA

I think I already have for the last two years, but why do you say that?

BEGONIA

A beggar is here to see you.

LUISA CORAIMA

Me?

BEGONIA

Yes.

LUISA CORAIMA
Where is he?

BEGONIA

He’s outside.

LUISA CORAIMA

How do you know that he’s here to see me?

BEGONIA

Well, it’s clear that he’s not here to see me. That much I know is true.

LUISA CORAIMA

Did he say that?

BEGONIA

No.

LUISA CORAIMA

Then, how do you know that he’s not here to see you?
BEGONIA

Because he said that he wanted to speak to the lady of the house. And the last time I checked, that’s you.

LUISA CORAIMA

Well, actually, you’re the lady of the house. This is still your house. Remember?

BEGONIA

True. I remember that.

LUISA CORAIMA

Then…What does that tell you?

BEGONIA

I don’t know. Don’t try to confuse me with your mumbo-jumbo. I’m an old woman. All I know, is that that old man, is here to see you.

LUISA CORAIMA

Ah, bingo…so…he’s an old man?

BEGONIA

Yes.

LUISA CORAIMA

I see. I knew it.

BEGONIA

What are you trying to insinuate?

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m not trying to insinuate anything.

BEGONIA

Sure you aren’t.

LUISA CORAIMA

So…a beggar, eh?

BEGONIA

Yes: A beggar.

LUISA CORAIMA

What could he possibly want?

BEGONIA

Well, I asked him, and he said that he wants to be the new gardener of the house. He saw the advertisement for the job opening in the Victory Gazette.
LUISA CORAIMA

How did he look to you?

BEGONIA

Oh, he’s in terrible, terrible, terrible conditions. Very bad shape, in fact. He seems like he hasn’t eaten in years, and even worse, he smells like he hasn’t taken a shower in several years, and yes: I almost forgot, that he has a huge beard that comes all the way down from his face to his stomach.

LUISA CORAIMA

Let him in.

BEGONIA

Are you sure?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes: I’m one hundred percent positive.

BEGONIA

But…

LUISA CORAIMA

…We’ll see if he deserves a chance.

BEGONIA

Muy bien, entonces, mi vida.
She leaves. 

LUISA CORAIMA puts her briefcase down. 

Long pause, then BEGONIA comes back accompanied by a very old man, a homeless beggar with white hair and wrinkles, who walks in.
This old man produces a strong and ineffable reaction in LUISA CORAIMA. 

She intensely stares at him throughout what follows.

She is unable to stop looking at him.

It is the unbearable call of recognition, and the joyous pain of celebration. 

He wheels in a shopping cart that is loaded with gardener’s tools (shovel, rake, etc) and miscellaneous and personal stuff (clothes, canned food, etc). 

He wears gardener’s clothes.

BEGONIA

This is Mr…What’s your name again? I forgot.
OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

They call me Old Smelly Beggar, Missis Old Lady.
LUISA CORAIMA

And is that your name?

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

I suppose so, Miss Pretty Eyes, but I have no earthly idea, and it makes no difference to Old Smelly Beggar.

BEGONIA

And why not?

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Old Smelly Beggar is by himself, Missis Old Lady.

LUISA CORAIMA

And where’s your family?

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

They all dead, Miss Pretty Eyes.

LUISA CORAIMA, by now, almost speechless, is an inconsolable ocean of tears.

LUISA CORAIMA

Dead?

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Yeah: Dead, Miss Pretty Eyes.
BEGONIA

And how did they die?

Long pause. 

The lights slowly begin to fade.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Some died in the war; some died of cholera; some died of unhappiness in the heat; some died of insomnia; and some died of loneliness.
BEGONIA
What a big family.

LUISA CORAIMA

Loneliness?

BEGONIA has, by now, noticed that something terribly quaint, other than her visible tears, is happening to LUISA CORAIMA.
OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Yeah: There ain’t nobody who loved them good.

BEGONIA

That’s terrible.

LUISA CORAIMA
And you’re looking for a job, I hear.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Yeah: The earth cleaner. Old Smelly Beggar need him a job to eat, and a roof to sleep, or else, Old Smelly Beggar gone die of sadness and hunger one of these days.

LUISA CORAIMA

The job is yours, and you’ll eat, and live here.
BEGONIA smiles profusely.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Thank you, Miss Pretty Eyes.

LUISA CORAIMA

You welcome.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

When can Old Smelly Beggar start?

LUISA CORAIMA

Anytime.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

You mean to tell me that Old Smelly Beggar can start aight now?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Old Smelly Beggar gone work hard, Miss Pretty Eyes.

LUISA CORAIMA

(Painfully tearful)

I know. Go with Missis Old Lady. She’ll tell you what to do, as well as show you around the house.

BEGONIA

Come, dear. Follow me.

They leave.
OLD SMELLY BEGGAR takes his shopping cart. 

LUISA CORAIMA turns around, and gives them her back.

She weeps profusely.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR turns around to speak to LUISA CORAIMA.

BEGONIA also turns around.

She, too, weeps.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Miss Pretty Eyes?

LUISA CORAIMA

Yes?

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Why is Miss Pretty Eyes crying?

Long pause, then…

LUISA CORAIMA

I’m crying of happiness.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

That’s not good. Crying of happiness, I mean. Too dangerous. People die because of that. You ain’t gone die, too, like my folks, are you, Miss Pretty Eyes?

Long pause, then…

BEGONIA
Not anymore, dear. Not anymore.
She smiles. 

Long pause, then…

LUISA CORAIMA

From now on, I’ll only die of love and peace.

OLD SMELLY BEGGAR

Good.

BEGONIA

Let’s go, dear.

She leaves with the old man, but turns around again to look at LUISA CORAIMA, who, weeping, has her back to them.

They leave.

LUISA CORAIMA

From now on, I’ll only die of love and peace.

She half-smiles, and looks upward, as the lights go out. 

(End of play.)
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