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DOLORES: Me das asco. 

MARIO: Why? Because I remind you of you. What love did you ever get 
from my dad? He had a sweet mouth, that's all. A syrupy tongue 
that every time he dragged himself home, could always talk you 
back into loving him. That's not the kind of man I want to be. 

DOLORES: You'd rather suffer like a woman instead? 

MARIO: No. 

DOLORES: God made you a man and you throw it away. You lower 
yourself into half a man. 

MARIO: I don't want to fight, 'ama. I'm leaving in the morning. Give me 
your blessing. Send me on my way with the sign of the cross and 
a mother's love. 

DOLORES: No puedo. 

MARIO: You don't have to approve of it, 'ama. 

DOLORES: No puedo. Peepo like you are dying. They got tha' sickness. 
How can I give mi bendici6n para una vida que te va a matar. <?od 
makes this sickness to show peepo it's wrong what they do. Dime 
que te vas a cambiar y te day mi bendici6n. Tu eres el tinico macho. 
I want you to live. 

MARIO: I want to live, too. I can't make you see that. Your god's doing 
all the seeing for you. 

MARIO takes off down the street. 

Scene Thirteen 

The party is over. CEREZITA is looking out the window. DON GILB~RTO 
is asleep in the chair. AMPARO and JUAN are. just finishing the dishes. 
YOLANDA has retired with the baby. BONNIE is asleep on the couch. 

CEREZITA: Mario won't return to us. He will grow ill like his brother ~nd 
we will ignore this brother, this son, this child of ours who failed 
in his manly destiny. 

JUAN puts the last of the dishes away. 

AMPARO: Gracias, Father. But don't tell Dolores I let you help me. She 
kill me. jlmaginese! A priest doing the dishes! 

JUAN: I enjoyed it. 

AMPARO: That's coz you don't haftu do it every day. (She goes over to 
BONNIE, awakens her.) C'mon, mija. Ya nos vamos. 
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BONNIE: Okay. 

AMPARO: Bueno, I guess I better try to get this old man out of here. 

JUAN: You need help? 

AMPARO: No, I'm usetu it. (She goes to DON GILBERTO and nudges him 
awake.) 

DON GILBERTO (startled): Sane contigo, vieja. You had un mont6n de 
chamacos mamando tu pecho. 

AMPARO (helping him to his feet): The only baby I got is right here. 

DON GILBERTO: I was so proud! 

AMPARO: You tell Dolores I talk to her in the morning. 

JUAN: Sure. 

AMPARO (to CEREZITA): Good night, mija. 

CEREZITA: Good night, Dona Amparo ... Don Gilberto. (DON GIL
BERTO throws her a kiss.) 

BONNIE: 'Night, Cere. 

CEREZITA: 'Night, mija. 

They exit. JUAN comes up behind CEREZITA. He stares out the window. 

JUAN: There's nothing to see. The fog's barely a foot from the window. 

CEREZITA: Sometimes I wish it would swallow the whole house up. I 
don't blame Mario for leaving. I'd leave if I could. 

JUAN: You're gonna miss him, aren't you? 

CEREZITA: There's nothing for him here. No Mayan gods. Nothing. 

JUAN (awkwardly): Well, I guess I better go, too. Do you ... need some-
thing before I leave? 

CEREZITA: Yeah, just put a towel over my cage like the canaries. Martyrs 
don't survive. 

JUAN: Cere, I ... 

CEREZITA: I want out, Father! Out into that street! And I will not have 
time for anybody who can't help me. 

She turns her face away. JUAN hesitates for a moment, then leaves. 

JUAN (passing DOLORES roming back into the yard): Buenas noches, senora. 
Gracias. 

DOLORES: Buenas noches, Padre. 
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JUAN starts to say more, but she has already started toward the house. 
He exits. Moments later, the sound of the crop duster passes averhead 
again. DOLORES follows the sound. 

DOLORES: Why don't you just drop a bomb, cabrones! It'd be faster 
that way! 

The lights fizde to black. 
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ACT II 

Scene One 

Several months later, DOLORES is sneaking around the outside of the front of 
the house. Crouching down behind a bush, she peaks into the windows, trying 
not to be seen. JUAN is passing by. He is saying prayers from his breviary, his 
lips maving silently. 

JUAN (nearly bumping into her): Senora Valle. 

DOLORES: jAy, Padre! Me asust6. 

JUAN: ~Que hace, senora? 

DOLORES (conspiratorially) : I'm looking through the windows. 

JUAN: But . .. why? 

DOLORES: To know, Father. 

JUAN: To know what? 

DOLORES: To know what you can see inside the house at night. The 
peepo going by can see through the windows. ~Que vi6, Padre, 
when you were coming up the street? 

JUAN: No se. I wasn't paying attention. 

DOLORES: Next time, Father, you pay attention, eh? So you can tell me 
from how far away you can see wha's going on inside the house. 

JUAN: Certainly, I . . . 

DOLORES: Cere don' wan' the shades down. She wants to look at the 
street lamps, she say. 

JUAN: Es todo lo que tiene, Senora Valle. 

DOLORES: Si, pero anybody que pasa por aqui can see we don' got no 

·1 



128 Act II 

men in the house. Mire, Father. (Indicates the window. JUAN crouches 
down next to her.) Can you tell Cere is sick from here? 

JUAN: What do you mean? 

DOLORES: jQue no tiene cuerpo! 

JUAN: No, no se ve. 

DOLORES: It looks like she could just be sentada, no? 

JUAN: Sf, sentada or stooping behind something. 

DOLORES: Bueno, tha's all I needed to know. Gracias, Padre. 

JUAN: Buenas noches. 

DOLORES: Buenas noches. 

JUAN continues on with his prayers, DOLORES goes inside. YOLANDA 
sits near the baby's crib. CEREZITA is reading. 

YOLANDA: I can't get her to feed. She keeps pulling her face away. 

DOLORES: Pues, no tiene hambre. 

YOLANDA: Yesterday was the same. Look. She just sleeps. I have to 
wake her up to feed her. 

DOLORES: zTiene calentura? 

YOLANDA: A little. I took her temperature about an hour ago. 

DOLORES: zY que te dijeron en la clinica? 

YOLANDA: Nothing much. They say maybe there's something wrong 
with my milk. They gave me formula . She doesn't want that either. 

DOLORES: Aver . .. (Goes over to the baby, checks for a temperature.) Toda
vfa tiene un poco de calentura. Get some cold toallitas y p6nselas 
en la frente. Tal vez that'll bring her fiebre down. 

YOLANDA: I'm scared she's really sick, 'ama. 

DOLORES: No pienses asf. Traele la toallita. (YOLANDA goes to get the 
wet cloth, applies it to the baby's forehead. DOLORES serves up sopa 
from the stove for CERE, puts a napkin under her chin, begins spooning 
the food into her mouth.) Asf me rechazabas when you was a baby. 
All of a sudden, you dint wan' the chichi no more. 

CEREZITA: That was a long time ago, 'ama. 

DOLORES: But a mother never forgets those things ... cuando su bebe 
turns her face away like that. 

She continues feeding CEREZITA, periodically wiping her mouth. AM
PARO enters carrying a large, rolled-up chart. 
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AMPARO: I'm jus' in time for dinner, eh? 

DOLORES: Sf, comadre. Ya 'sta caliente la cena. 
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AMPARO: No, no. I'm just kidding. Ya coml. (Going to the baby.) Ahora 
zc6mo esta? 

YOLANDA: Igual. 

AMPARO: I'm sorry, hija. (Beat.) Vente. Quiero ensenarles algo. 

YOLANDA: zQue? 

AMPARO: Hice un mapa. (She unrolls the chart onto the table.) A chart of all 
the houses en la vecindad que tiene gente con the health problems. 

YOLANDA: Let me see. 

AMPARO: Miren, the red dots mean those houses got someone with 
cancer. Estos puntos azules donde tienen tumores. Los green ones 
son para birth defects y los amarillos, the miscarriages. 

YOLANDA: What are all these orange dots? 

AMPARO: Bueno, smaller problems como problemas del est6mago, las 
ronchas, cosas asf. 

YOLANDA: Cheezus, it's the whole damn neighborhood. 

CEREZITA: Where's our house? 

AMPARO: Aquf donde estan the orange dot and the green dot. 

CEREZITA: That's me, the green dot. 

YOLANDA (lightly): You put us on the map, Cere. 

CEREZITA: That's right. (They laugh.) 

DOLORES: Go 'head, make the jokes. (To AMPARO:) zPor que traes 
estas cosas a mi casa? 

AMPARO: Bueno,!-

DOLORES: I got one baby que eighteen years later I still got to feed and 
clean and wipe, que no tiene ni la capacidad to put a spoon a food 
in her mouth. I got a grandchild si no 'sta llorando por las ronchas, 
she sleeps all day sin ganas de comer, and I got a son que might 
as well be dead coz almost a year go by and I don' know nothing 
about him. So, I don' need a chart to tell me que tengo problemas. 

AMPARO: I'm not trying to tell you about your problems, comadre. I'm 
trying to tell you que no 'stas sola. 

DOLORES: I am alone and I'm not gointu hold out my hand como una 
mendiga a nadie. 



130 Act II 

AMPARO: No one's going begging. It's not begging to make the govern-
ment pay for what we got coming to us. 

YOLANDA: We need help, 'ama. 

DOLORES: Vete. Take tu comunismo someplace else. 

AMPARO: Ay, Lola, me das vergiienza. Soy tu comadre. Don' make me 
into a stranger. 

DOLORES: Pues ya no te reconozco. You change since they put your 
picture in the papers and on the TV. I think you like it. 

YOLANDA: That's not fair, 'ama. 

AMPARO: No, tiene raz6n tu madre. It does give me somet'ing. It makes 
me feel good to watch peepo que no tiene ni educaci6n ni sus 
papeles, show the guts to fight para sus nifi.os. 

DOLORES: lQue sabes tu? No tienes nifi.os. 

YOLANDA: ~ma. (The baby cries. YOLANDA starts toward it, but DO
LORES intercepts.) 

DOLORES: This is my work. (Patting the infant. The cries subside.) When 
you got a baby, when you feel that baby come out entre las piemas, 
nothing is the same after that. You are chain to that baby. It doesn' 
matter how old they get or how far away they go, son tus hijos and 
they always take a piece of you with them. So you walk around full 
of holes from all the places they take from you. All the times you 
worry for them-where they are, who they with, what they doing. 
All the times you see them suffer on their faces and your hands are 
tied down from helping them. Como se puede sentir una mujer 
whole and strong coma quieres tu with so many empty places in 
her body? El Dias es el unico que nos llena. Not you and not your 
gov'ment. (She goes to AMPARO, grabs the chart from her.) This is the 
las' time I'm gointu say it, I don' wan' this biznis in my house. 

DOLORES throws the chart out the door and goes back to feeding CERE
ZITA, shoving the fvod into her mouth. AMPARO leaves in silence. Fade 
out. 

Scene Two 

Lights rise on front room. CEREZITA is watching BONNIE play. She is con
structing a coffin out of a small shoe box. DOLORES sits on the sofa, softly 
murmuring the rosary. 

BONNIE: We knew she wouldn't make it. The cancer got her. 

CEREZITA: How did you know? 
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BONNIE: She bled through all her openings: her mouth, her ears, her 
nose ... even through her pee hole, she bled. It was outta control. 

CEREZITA: What are you doing now? 

BONNIE: I gotta bury her. I'm making her coffin. 

CEREZITA: The shoe box is her coffin? 

BONNIE: Yeah, but I'm making it real purty inside. I got some valentine 
cards in there and some of Yolie's ribbon for her hair. See, look. (She 
shows CEREZITA the box.) 

CEREZITA: Yeah, Rosie will be nice and cozy in there. 

YOLANDA enters with an overnight bag. She stops at the door, riveted 
by BONNIE's words. 

BONNIE: Lina's gonna die, too, just like this. When they send the chil
dren to the hospital, they never come back. They keep 'em in the 
hospital bed until they put 'em in a box. Then they'll put dirt over 
her face. When she wakes up, she won't be able to breathe cuz the 
dirt will be in her nose and her mouth. (BONNIE shows the box to 
YOLANDA as a kind of offering.) Look, Yolie. 

Horrified, YOLANDA goes into the kitchen, pours herself a shot of tequila 
and sits at the table. DOLORES goes to her. 

DOLORES: I know what you're feeling. I know what it feels like to have 
a sick baby. When Cerezita come out of me, I dint even wannu look 
at her, I tole the doctors to put a blanket over her head to suffocate 
her, but she scream and scream so loud, the doctors couldn' do it. 
They tole me un grito asi means the baby wants to live with all its 
heart and soul. 

YOLANDA: Evalina's dying, 'ama. My baby's dying. 

DOLORES: No hables asi. You don' know tha'! 

YOLANDA: I know it's a tumor. I know it's malignant. I know what that 
means. 

DOLORES: It means you gottu pray to God. Fijate. Cerezita es un mi
lagro. Every day that she lives, it's prove que el Dias does not forget 
us. 

YOLANDA: He's forgotten you and me and everybody else in this god
damn valley. (Sound of low-flying helicopter suddenly fills the air. Search
lights flood the kitchen windows. YOLANDA rushes to the front door, 
swings it open, runs outside.) Take me! You mutherfuckers! 

DOLORES (going after her): Yolie! No, they'll see you! Mija! (YOLANDA 
is ablaze with light. Chopper sounds grow nearer.) 
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YOLANDA (shouting into the sky): C'mon, you sonavabitches! Take me! 
C'mon! Here I am! Look-it! Shoot me you mutherfuckers! Kill me! 

DOLORES (grabbing her): No, mija! Come back in. (DOLORES and YO
LANDA fall to the ground together weeping as the chopper retreats.) 

YOLANDA: Don't you see, 'ama? I gotta find her killer. Put a face to 
him, a name, track him down and make him suffer the way we 
suffer. I want to kill him, 'ama. I want to kill some ... goddamn 
body! 

DOLORES (stroking her): Si, mija. SL Ya lo se, hija. I know. 

DOLORES helps her daughter to her feet and brings her back into the 
house. The lights fade to black. 

Scene Three 

Lights rise to reveal a political demonstration. ANA PEREZ, in an overcoat and 
scarf, stands before the "cameras" with a microphone. In the distance, the PRO
TES'IORS are approaching, the MOTHERS wearing white bandanas. Their ex
pressions are heavy with the faces of the dying and the memory of the already 
dead. The PROTES'IORS carry signs reading, Boycott Grapes, No Compre 
Uvas, etc. One child holds up a sign saying, Quiero Vivir! and another, I Want 
to Live! The red-and-black Union of Campesino fiags can be seen above their 
heads. DON GILBER'IO and JUAN are among the protestors, as are BONNIE 
and the CHILDREN. A drum beats slowly. 

ANA PEREZ: It's a frostbitten morning here in Sacramento, Jack, but 
that hasn't discouraged the Mothers and Friends of McLaughlin 
from making the long trek up her~ from their home at the southem
·V1ost end of the San Joaquin Valley. 

PROTES'IORS (chanting) : 'iEl pueblo unido jamas sera vencido!' (They 
continue to the beat of the drum.) 

ANA PEREZ: The mothers' demands are quite concrete. They believe that 
the federal government should pay for their families' relocation to 
an environmentally safe community, since federal moneys subsidized 
the building of their housing tract. They further demand that the 
well which provides tap water for the area be shut down and never 
again be used for drinking water. And finally they urge the gover
nor to see to the establishment of a free health clinic for affected 
families and to monitor the growing incidence of cancer in the re
gion. (The PROTES'IORS begin to move downstage. They stand shoul
der to shoulder.) Amparo Manriquez, the founder of Mothers for 
McLaughlin, has approached the capitol steps. I understand they 
have prepared some kind of statement. 
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As AMPARO steps forward, she holds up a picture of a dead child. Each 
of the MOTHERS follows in the same manner. 

AMPARO: Sandy Perez. Died August 15, 1982. Ailment: acute leukemia. 
Age 9. 

MOTHER: Frankie Gonzales. Died March 16, 1986. Ailment: bone cancer. 
Age 10. 

MOTHER: Johnny Rodriguez . Died July 10, 1987. Ailment: adrenal gland 
tumor. Age 5. 

MOTHER: Rosalinda Lorta. Died June 5, 1980. Ailment: chest muscle 
tumor. Age 5. 

MOTHER: Maira Sanchez. Died August 30, 1987. Ailment pituitary tumor. 
Age 6. 

MOTHER: Mario Bravo. Died November 26, 1987. Ailment: cancer of the 
liver. Age 14. 

MOTHER: Memo Delgado. Died October 24, 1988. Ailment: adrenal gland 
tumor. Age 6. 

YOLANDA: Evalina Valle. Died November 2, 1989. Ailment . .. ailment 
. . . era mi hija ... era ... imi hija! 

She collapses in AMPARO's arms. The PROTESTORS advance, forming 
a line of resistance. A POLICEMAN in riot gear holds back the crowd. 
They continue to press forward. 

PROTES'IORS: iAsesinos! iAsesinos! iAsesinos! .. . 

BONNIE slips. AMPARO steps out of the line to retrieve her. The PO
LICEMAN knocks AMPARO down with his nightstick. 

ANA PEREZ: She's been struck! Amparo Manriquez ... oh my god! 
The policeman! . . . (He continues to beat her in slow, methodical blows.) 
Stop him! Jesus! Somebody stop him! No! No! Stop him! 

DON GILBER'IO breaks through the line and throws his body over AM
PARO to shield her. The PROTESTORS scatter. Black out. 

Scene fuur 

JUAN has brought CEREZITA outdoors. The sun is setting. Black silhouettes 
of pecan trees on the horizon, grape vineyards in the foreground. CEREZITA 
is transfixed by the view. JUAN paces back and forth nervously. BONNIE 
is on the porch, softly singing a lullaby. She ties two twigs together in the 
shape of a cross, then hangs her doll onto it, wrapping string around its wrists 
and ankles. 
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BONNIE: 

'Duerme, duerme, negrito, 
que tu mama esta en el carnpo, negrito. 
Te va a traer rica fruta para ti. 
Te va a traer muchas cosas para ti . . : 

JUAN: I got scared. I don't know why. I . . . I could have done some-
thing. They beat her so bad, Cere. 

CEREZITA: Heroes and saints. 

JUAN: What? 

CEREZITA: That's all we can really have for now. That's all people want. 

JUAN: They want blood? 

CERE glances at him, presses her mouth to the raite button, and comes 
downstage. JUAN looks over to BONNIE. She waves back with the cru
cified doll . 

CEREZITA: Look, Juan, it looks like a thousand mini-crucifixions out there. 

JUAN: What? 

CEREZITA: The vineyards. See all the crosses? It's a regular cemetery. 
OUAN comes up behind her; his eyes scan the horizon.) The trunk of 
each of the plants is a little gnarled body of Christ writhing in agony. 
Don't you see it? 

JUAN: Sort of. 

CEREZITA: See how the branches look like arms with the bulging veins 
of suffering. Each arm intertwined with the other little crucified 
Christs next to it . Thousands of them in neat orderly rows of de
spair. Syphilitic sacks of grapes hanging from their loins. 

JUAN: How do you see these things, Cere? 

CEREZITA: I see it all. A chain gang of Mexican Christs. Their grey win
tered skin, their feet taking root into the trenches the machines 
have made. 

JUAN: They are lifelike, aren't they? 

CEREZITA: They're dead. (Suddenly the sun bursts through a cloud. It bathes 
CEREZITA's face. She basks in it for a moment.) 

The living dead of winter. 
Dead to the warmth of sun on my face 
melting into the horizon. 
Pecan trees like rigid skeletons 
black against the sky. 
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Dead to the deep red and maroon 
the grapevines bleed. 
Dead to the smell of earth, 
split moist and open 
to embrace the seed. 

BONNIE approaches. She carries two small two-by-fours. 

BONNIE: I got the wood, Cere. 

CEREZITA: Bring it here, mija. 

JUAN (stopping her): No! Give it to me. 

BONNIE hesitates, looks to CEREZITA. 

CEREZITA: Dasela. 
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BONNIE (handing the wood over to him): Are you gonna make the cross, 
Father Juan? 

He raises up the two pieces of wood, fonning them into the shape of a 
small, child-sized cross. His eyes are fixed on CERE's. 

JUAN: Yes. 

Sudden flute and tambor. Fade out. 

Scene Five 

The hospital. DON GILBERTO brings AMPARO out in a wheelchair. She has 
a black eye and wears a hospital gown and carries a small purse on her lap. JUAN 
is with them. DON GILBERTO sits, takes out a racing fonn . 

AMPARO: They cut out my spleen, Father. It was completely smash. 

DON GILBERTO: El Doctor Fong . . . es un Chino isabes? He says que 
the spleen is the part of the body que 'sta conectado con el coraje. 

JUAN: It's the place of emotion, of human passions. 

AMPARO: Pues, that policia got another thing corning if he think he 
could take away mi pasi6n. iNo, viejo? 

DON GILBERTO: Yeah, she already been trying to pull me on top of her 
in the wheelchair. She gonna bust her stitches I tell her. 

AMPARO: No seas exagerado. (To JUAN:) The doctor dice que me parezco 
a su madre, que I'm tough like his mother con el dolor. 

DON GILBERTO (teasing): Mi Chinita. 

AMPARO: Canete el hocico tu. El padre came to visit me. I'm the sick 
one. (DON GILBERTO smiles, starts reading the racing fonn . As the 
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conversation ensues, he begins to nod off, then finally falls asleep. The 
newspaper lies draped across his chest.) Y Dolores .. . icomo 'sta? 

JUAN: Yolanda seems to be handling the baby's death better than Senora 
Valle. I had to pull her out of the bushes last night. 

AMPARO: iOtra vez? 

JUAN: This was worse. It was already past midnight, and she wouldn't 
budge. She said she had seen Mario's ghost . . . 

AMPARO: iComo? 

JUAN: That Mario's ghost was trying to get back into the house. 

AMPARO: jQue raro! 

JUAN: She was shaking . . . and as white as a ghost herself. 

AMPARO: Pero ipor que dijo eso? 

JUAN: I don't know. Nobody can reach Mario. 

AMPARO: My comadre is a very scared woman, Father. (Pause.) Mira. 

AMPARO takes a news clipping out of her purse, unfolds it, hands it to 
JUAN. 

JUAN: It's Cerezita. 

AMPARO: Barely two years old and in The New York Times. Fifteen years 
ago, Cere's face was in all the newspapers, then Dolores just shut 
up. 

JUAN: Why? 

AMPARO: She lost her husband on account of it. 

JUAN: On account of what? 

AMPARO: Advertising his sins. She believe Cere was a sign from God 
to make her husband change his ways. But he dint change, he left. 

JUAN: But it was pesticides. 

AMPARO: In her heart, Dolores feels difernt. Nobody wants to be a vic
tima, Father. Better to believe that it's the will of God than have to 
face up to the real sinners. They're purty powerful, those sinners. 
You start to take them on, pues you could lose. This way, por lo 
menos, you always get to win in heaven. Isn' that what the Church 
teaches, Father? 

JUAN: Well, the Church counsels that-

AMPARO: You gointu do the rosary tonight, Father? 

JUAN: Yes. At seven, then the vigil will go on all night. 
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AMPARO: And Cerezita will be there? 

JUAN: Yes, it's at the house. 
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AMPARO (looking over to make sure DON GILBERTO is asleep) : Cuidala, 
Father. Don' let her go out tonight. 

JUAN: But Cere . . . never goes out. 

AMPARO: The men in the helicopters, they're hired by the growers. 
Anybody out en los files tonight, they'll shoot them. They don' 
wan' no more publeesty about the crucifixions. 

JUAN: Then you think Cere-

AMPARO: I don' think not'ing. I'm jus' asking you not to let your eyes 
leave her tonight. Hazme el favor. 

JUAN: Of ... course. 

AMPARO: Bueno. Now give me one of those priest's prayers of yours. 
A ver si me ayuda. 

JUAN: You want me to pray for you? 

AMPARO: Insurance, Padre. 

He smiles. AMPARO closes her eyes as JUAN blesses her. The lights fade 
to black. 

Scene Six 

Later that night. CEREZITA is sleeping. DOLORES is standing by the small 
coffin. It is surrounded by candles and flowers . Trancelike, she takes one of the 
candles and places it on CEREZITA's raite. She kneels before her. 

DOLORES: I can't pray no more to a God no tiene oidos. Where is my 
Dias, mija? I turn to you coz I got nobody left now. Give me a sign 
mi querida virgencita. Enseftame coma aliviarnos del dolor que nos 
persigue en este valle de Iagrimas. 

CEREZITA slowly opens her eyes, sees her mother praying to her. 

CEREZITA: Go to sleep now, 'ama. I'll watch over Evalina. 

DOLORES: Gracias, virgencita. (She rises, carrying the candle, goes to the 
window.) Mario carried death with him. I saw it in his cansancio, in 
the way his head fell down, tan pesada entre los hombros. In the 
way he put one foot onto the porch and then the other . . . and 
then he change his mind. (DOLORES blows out the candle, as she does 
the others by the coffin. With each one, she names her progeny.) I miss 
my babies, mi Evalina, mi Mario, mi Cerezita . . . 
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CEREZITA: I'm still here, 'ama. 

DOLORES (staring at her daughter, momentarily confused): Arturo, do you 
remember when I was big with Cere and the whole house was full 
of babies? 

She exits, quietly muttering to herself. CEREZITA presses her mouth to 
the raite button and goes aver to the small open coffin. 

CEREZITA: Before the grown ones come to put you in the ground, they'll 
untie the ropes around your wrists and ankles. By then you are no 
longer in your body. The child's flesh hanging from that wood makes 
no difference to you. It is . .. you are a symbol. Nada mas. 

JUAN appears at the window, taps it lightly. 

CEREZITA (whispering): Juan? 

JUAN: Yes, it's me. 

CEREZITA: Come in. 

JUAN (entering with a duffel bag): Is everyone asleep? 

CEREZITA: Yes. 

Trying to contain his excitement, JUAN gets down on his knees and starts 
pulling things out of the bag. 

CEREZITA: You hardly look like a gravedigger. 

JUAN: Shovel. Flashlight. Rope. Did I forget anything? 

CEREZITA: Do you know how beautiful .you are? 

JUAN: What? 

CEREZITA: I've never seen you like this. You're almost glowing. 

JUAN: I am? 

CEREZITA: Glowing. 

JUAN: Are the children waiting? (He repacks the duffel bag.) 

CEREZITA: They'll meet us in front of the church. There's time yet. 

JUAN: I saw Amparo today. She knows, Cere. 

CEREZITA: She wouldn't stop us. 

JUAN: No, but ... 

CEREZITA: What? 

JUAN: She says it's dangerous. She says they'll shoot anything that moves 
out there in the field tonight. 
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CEREZITA: Then we11 have to leave the kids behind. I don't need them 
now. I have you. You're not afraid are you, Juan? 

JUAN: No. Yes, I'm scared, but it's exciting. 

CEREZITA: Things are gonna change now, Juan. You'll see. 

JUAN (walks aver to the coffin, blesses it): She looks peaceful. 

CEREZITA: She is. What we do to her body won't disturb her peace. 

JUAN: Yes, I'm supposed to know that. 

CEREZITA: Nobody's dying should be invisible, Juan. Nobody's. 

There is a pause. JUAN prays by the coffin. CEREZITA observes. 

CEREZITA: Juan? ... 

JUAN: Hmm? ... 

CEREZITA: You know when they killed those priests in El Salvador? 

JUAN: The Jesuits. 

CEREZITA: Did you know they killed the housekeeper and her daughter, 
too? 

JUAN: Yes. 

CEREZITA: If the Jesuits died as priests, does that make them saints? 

JUAN: I don't know. They're martyrs, heroes. They spoke out against the 
government. 

CEREZITA: Did the housekeeper and her daughter? 

JUAN: What? 

CEREZITA: Speak out against the government? 

JUAN: I don't think so. 

CEREZITA: I don't either. It wasn't their job. I imagine they just changed 
the priests' beds, kept a pot of beans going, hung out the sabanas 
to dry. At least, the housekeeper did and the girl, she helped her 
mother. She did the tasks that young girls do . . . girls still living 
under the roof of their mother. And maybe sometimes one of the 
priests read to the girl, maybe . . . he taught her to read and she 
. .. fell in love with him, the teacher. (Pause.) Touch my hair, Juan. 

Coming up from behind her, he touches her hair very tenderly, brings a 
strand to his face. He smells it, puts his hand to her cheek, caresses her. 
She maves her cheek deeper into the palm of his hand, moans softly. She 
lifts her face to his. He hesitates, then kisses her at first awkwardly, try
ing to find her mouth at the right angle. CEREZITA moans. Suddenly, 
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JUAN's face takes on a distanced look. He grabs CERE's cheeks between 
his hands. 

CEREZITA: I want to taste you, Juan. 

He hesitates, then kisses her again. CEREZITA's moaning increases, intensi
fies. He comes around behind her, presses his pelvis up against the backside 
of the raite. He brings her head against him, his fingers tangled in her hair. 

CEREZITA: I want the ocean in my mouth. 

She pulls at his shirt with her teeth, trying to bring him back around. 

CEREZITA: Juan, help me. I need your hands. 

JUAN closes his eyes. 

CEREZITA: Juan, look at me. 

He digs his pelvis into the raite, pulling her head deeper into him. 

CEREZITA: Juan, where are you? 

He pushes against her harder, deeper. 

CEREZITA: Open your eyes. Juan. 

He comes to orgasm. 

CEREZITA: Juan. 

He grabs the duffel bag and runs out. 

CEREZITA: Juan! 

After a few moments, the sound of an approaching helicopter, then gun
shots are heard. Black out. 

Scene Seven 

Dawn. MARIO is lying on a park bench, wearing a jacket, the collar turned up, 
a knapsack at his feet. He has a constant cough. JUAN walks by. Still in his 
priest's clothes, he appears somewhat disheveled. 

MARIO: Got a cige.rette? 

JUAN: Mario. 

MARIO: Hello, Father. 

JUAN: We'd almost given you up for lost. 

MARIO: You're out pretty early. 

JUAN: I . . . couldn't sleep. 
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MARIO: I've forgotten what sleep is. 

JUAN: Why didn't you answer my messages? 

MARIO: Wasn't even sure I was coming until I found myself hitching out 
on the interstate. 

JUAN: You been to the house? 

MARIO: Yes. Well ... almost. 

JUAN (indicating the bench): May I? 

MARIO: For a cigarette. 

JUAN: Oh, right. 

MARIO gets up. JUAN sits beside him, lights up a cigarette for each of them. 

JUAN: You shouldn't be smoking, Mario ... with that cough. 

MARIO: Lung cancer's the least of my worries, Padre. (They sit in silence 
for a few moments. Sounds of the highway can be heard in the distance.) 
This place is strange. Just one hundred yards off that highway, and 
you're already right smack back into the heart of the Valley. In min
utes, it feels like you never left, like it won't ever let you leave again, 
. . . like a Chicano Bunuel movie. (JUAN smiles.) 

JUAN: Except it's too real. 

MARIO: The city's no different. Raza's dying everywhere. Doesn't matter 
if it's crack or ... pesticides, AIDS, it's all the same shit. 

JUAN: Do you regret going, Mario? 

MARIO: No. (Pause.) I've always loved sex, Father, always felt that what
ever I had crippled or bent up inside me that somehow sex could 
cure it, that sex could straighten twisted limbs, like . . . the laying 
on of hands. 

JUAN: Like tongues of fire. 

MARIO: Yeah. Even holy like that ... with the right person. (Pause.) 
And when you love your own sex, and they got your own hungry 
dark eyes staring back at you, well you're convinced that you could 
even cure death. And so you jus' keep kissing that same purple 
mouth, deeper and harder, and you keep whispering, "I'm gonna 
wipe all that sickness outta you, cousin:' And then weeks and 
months and maybe even a year or two go by, and suddenly you 
realize you didn't cure nothing and that your family's dissolving 
right there inside of your hands. 

JUAN (pause): And your blood family, Mario? .. . 

MARIO: I've had to choose, Father. I can't come home. I'm not strong 
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enough, I'm not a woman. I'm not suited for despair. I'm not suited 
to carry a burden greater than the weight of my own balls. (He picks 
up his knapsack.) 

JUAN: You're leaving? 

MARIO: I'm sick, Father. Tell my family in whatever way you can. (He 
starts to exit.) 

JUAN: Mario. 

He hands him the pack of cigarettes. MARIO smiles and walks off. Fade 
out. 

Scene Eight 

A few hours later. YOLANDA wears a black slip and is ironing a black blouse. 
CEREZITA watches her. 

YOLANDA: My mom hasn't said one word to me about Lina. She just 
keeps asking what time mi 'apa's coming. What are we gonna do? 
We barely got a family left. (She puts on the blouse, starts to button it.) 

CEREZITA: You gotta leave this place. 

YOLANDA (grabbing her breasts): jCarajo! I can't stop them. I can't stop 
them from running. 

CEREZITA: What? 

YOLANDA: My breasts. They're so heavy, Cere. They're killing me. 
Nothing takes the pain away. They want a mouth and there's no 
mouth to relieve them. They feel like they're gonna burst open. I 
wish they would, I wish they would spill onto everything, tum 
everything to milk. Sweet milk. My baby's sweet mouth, I miss my 
baby. (Her breasts run.) Look at me. I'm a mess. They're dripping all 
over me. (She grabs a bunch of tissues, continues stuffing them into her 
bra, taking them out and stuffing more in.) Every time I think of her, 
they run. Nobody told my body my baby is dead. I still hear her 
crying and my breasts bleed fucking milk. I remember the smell of 
her skin and they bleed again. My body got used to being a mother, 
Cere. And then it's cut off .. . like that! A child's not supposed to 
die before her mother. It's not natural. It's not right. That's why you 
hear about women throwing themselves in front of speeding cars, 
blocking bullets to save their kid. I get it now. It's not about sacri
fice. It's instinct. (She pulls at her breasts.) I want to rip them off of 
me. They feel like tombstones on my chest! 

CEREZITA (presses the button to her raite, crosses to YOLANDA): Sister! I 
wish I had arms to hold you. 
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YOLANDA: Cere . . . 

CEREZITA: It's almost over now, 'mana. You gotta get outta here, start 
a new family. 

YOLANDA: I'm afraid, Cere. I think my womb is poisoned. 

CEREZITA: No. Let me take the pain away. Your breasts, they're so heavy. 

YOLANDA goes to her, opens her blouse and brings CERE's face to her 
breast. The lights fade to black. 

Scene Nine 

BONNIE holds her doll in one hand and a large pair of scissors in the other. 
CEREZITA watches her as she begins to cut the doll's hair. 

BONNIE: This isn't going to hurt you, hija. It's for your own good. 

CEREZITA: Bonnie, vente. 

BONNIE goes to her. They huddle together, speaking in whispers. 

CEREZITA (aloud): After this there will be no more sacrificial lambs. Not 
here in this valley. No more. 

BONNIE nods and exits as JUAN enters. CEREZITA will not look at 
him. 

JUAN: I came to see if you were all right. (Pause.) Cere, turn around. 
Please .... I heard there were gunshots. The children-

CEREZITA: The children were waiting for you. They were waiting for 
you with their little flashlights, their children's shovels, their chil
dren's hearts. 

JUAN: I lost heart. 

CEREZITA: Yes, you lost heart. 

JUAN (pause): After I left here, I just started driving north. I didn't know 
where I was going, I was going nowhere. The fog was so thick. I 
could barely see the front end of the car. (Pause.) And it suddenly 
hit me, how this had happened once before, that I had done this 
before, somewhere else with some other-

CEREZITA: Pobre? 

JUAN: Yes. (Pause.) I turned the car around. 

CEREZITA: Why? 

JUAN: I had to come back. See you. 
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CEREZITA: We had a plan, Juan, a plan of action. But your small fear 
stopped you. 

JUAN: I couldn't after that. I

CEREZITA: After what? 

JUAN: It shouldn't have happened. 

CEREZITA: Stop, Juan. 

JUAN: I'm a priest, Cere. I'm not free . My body's not my own. 

CEREZITA: It wasn't your body I wanted. It was mine. All I wanted was 
for you to make me feel like I had a body because, the fact is, I 
don't. I was denied one. But for a few minutes, a few minutes be
fore you started thinking, I felt myself full of fine flesh filled to the 
bones in my toes .... I miss myself. Is that so hard to understand? 

JUAN: No. 

CEREZITA: And I'm sick of all this goddamn dying. If I had your arms 
and legs, if I had your dick for chrissake, you know what I'd do? 
I'd burn this motherless town down and all the poisoned fields 
around it. I'd give healthy babies to each and every childless wom
an who wanted one and I'd even stick around to watch those babies 
grow up! . .. You're a waste of a body. 

JUAN: Cere .. . 

BONNIE reenters, carrying the small cross. The CHILDREN stand be
hind her. 

CEREZITA: I'm not gonna let you stop me, Juan. Nobody's going to stop 
me. 

The lights fade to black. 

Scene Ten 

JUAN has exited. In the half-darkness, the CHILDREN surround CEREZITA 
and begin to transform her as BONNIE cuts away at CERE's hair. Moments 
later, they scatter. The lights rise to reveal DOLORES standing in the doorway. 
A brilliant beam of light has entered the room and washes over CEREZITA. She 
is draped in the blue-starred veil of La Virgen de Guadalupe. Her head is tilted 
slightly toward the right, her eyes downcast in the Virgin's classic expression. 
DOLORES is riveted by the sight. The raite is covered in a white altar cross 
with the roses of Tepeyac imprinted upon it. The cross rests at the base of the 
raite. The light, brighter now, completely illuminates CERE's saintlike expres
sion and the small cross. DOLORES drops to her knees. 

Heroes and Saints 145 

DOLORES: Mi virgen. 

Black out. 

Scene Eleven 

The baby's coffin has been brought out, draped in a funeral cloth of white. 
DOLORES stands by it, praying softly, then crosses to la virgen. She lifts up 
the veil slightly and touches CEREZITA's face. DOLORES exhibits a calm not 
previously witnessed in the play. 

DOLORES: And you usetu have such beautiful beautiful hair. But it was 
you, mi virgencita, that made this sacrificio para nosotros. (Crossing 
herself with the rosary, she kneels before the image of la virgen.) "El quinto 
misterio doloroso, la crucifixion:' Querida virgen santisima, watch 
over nuestra baby Evalina. 

She begins to pray the rosary. YOLANDA enters, wearing a black chapel 
veil. 

YOLANDA: i,Esta lista, 'ama? ... Cheezus! What's wrong with her? 
Why are you praying to her? 

DOLORES: It was a sign from God. 

YOLANDA: What sign? Cere-girl. Answer me! 

DOLORES: Ya no 'sta. 

YOLANDA: Whadayou mean, she's not there? Cere? 

DOLORES: She went already to another place. 

YOLANDA: What place? 

DOLORES: A place inside herself. She said she was going on a long 
jomada. She tole me with her eyes. 

YOLANDA: No, 'ama. 

DOLORES: She gave me a sign, a sign of the cross. Esta maftana I found 
it, just like this. (She takes the cross, holds it up to her.) The sun was 
coming in por la ventana y la cruz estaba iluminada en luz. We've 
had no pertection, hija. La virgencita will protect us now. 

YOLANDA: Cere. Talk to me. 

DOLORES: jimaginate! Un milagro un nuestra propia casa. 

YOLANDA: '.Arna, what did you do to her? 

DOLORES (pause) : I pray, hija. 

In the distance the sound of singing and the slow beat of a tambor. 
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EL PUEBLO (singing): 

'Oh Maria, madre mia! Oh consuelo, del mortal! 
Amparadme y guiadme a la patria celestial!' 

BONNIE comes into the house and approaches DOLORES. 

DOLORES: <,Que quieres? 

BONNIE: La cruz, Dona Lola. It's the funeral. 

DOLORES (as if realizing for the first time): The funeral. 

DOLORES reluctantly hands the cross over to her. YOLANDA goes to 
the coffin, hesitates for a brief moment, then tenderly lifts it up and carries 
it out to meet the procession, following BONNIE. Hearing the voices 
approaching, DOLORES pulls the curtain around CEREZITA. Outside, 
ANA PEREZ addresses the "camera." 

ANA PEREZ: This is Ana Wrez coming to you live from McLaughlin, 
California. Today is the funeral of Evalina Valle, the tenth child to 
die of cancer in this small Valley town. 

JUAN, dressed in full vestments, accompanied by altar boys and EL 
PUEBLO, passes before the Valle house. They crane their necks to get a 
glimpse of CEREZITA, but DOLORES stands resolute before the window, 
shielding her from view. YOLANDA gives the altar boys the coffin. They 
all continue in procession, BONNIE leading with the cross. 

ANA PEREZ: Although funerals are becoming commonplace here in 
McLaughlin, rumors of a miracle occurrence in the family of the 
deceased have spread rapidly and have already attracted a huge fol
lowing. Just before nine this morning, it was reported that Dolores 
Valle, the mother of Cerezita Valle, found a wooden cross in the dis
abled girl's sleeping chamber. The cross was illuminated in a won
drous glow and from that moment the young virgin has· ceased to 
speak and has assumed an appearance and affect strikingly similar 
to the Virgin of Guadalupe . . . (She spies YOLANDA as the proces
sion passes. This . . . virgin, this saint is your sister? 

YOLANDA: I don't want to talk to you. 

ANA PEREZ: The priest asked to be here. 

YOLANDA: Father Juan? 

ANA PEREZ: He said there was to be a crucifixion. 

YOLANDA: My god! jMi hija! (She rushes off to catch up with the procession.) 

EL PUEBLO have arrived at the church steps. JUAN prays over the 
coffin, blessing it with holy water. YOLANDA hovers near the coffin. 
DON GILBERTO arrives with AMPARO in the wheelchair. ANA PEREZ 
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stands on the sidelines, obseroing. The church bells toll. 

JUAN: Senor, hazme un instrumento de tu paz. Donde hay odio .. . 

EL PUEBLO: Que siembre yo amor; 

JUAN: Donde hay injuria . . . 

EL PUEBLO: Perd6n; 

JUAN: Don de hay duda ... 

EL PUEBLO: Fe; 

JUAN: Don de hay deseperaci6n . . . 

EL PUEBLO: Esperanza; 

They continue praying. In the Valle home, DOLORES has covered her 
head with a black rebozo. She starts to exit. 

CEREZITA: Let me go, 'ama. 

DOLORES: Hija? 

CEREZITA: I know about death. I know how to stop death. 

DOLORES: <,Has visto la cara de Dios? 

CEREZITA: Si, 'ama. I've seen the face of God. But I'm not free. 

DOLORES: No entiendo. 

CEREZITA: You tie my tongue, 'ama. How can I heal without my tongue? 
Do I have arms or legs? 

DOLORES: I cut them from you. 

CEREZITA: No 'ama. You gave birth to me. Eres mi madre. 

DOLORES: Si ... 

CEREZITA: Now, let .. . me .. . go. 

Church bells resonate throughout the town. They call her to action. She 
turns back the curtain. DOLORES is stunned by the resolve in CERE
ZITA's eyes. There is no need for more words. DOLORES pushes the raite 
with la virgen out the door. 

JUAN: Pues es dando ... 

EL PUEBLO: Que recibimos; 

JUAN: Es perdonando ... 

EL PUEBLO: Que somos perdonados; 

JUAN: Y es muriendo ... 
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EL PUEBLO: Que nacemos a la vida eter-

Upon the sight of la virgen, the prayer is interrupted. A hush falls over 
the crowd. 

JUAN (to himself): My God, Cere, what have they done to you? 

They arrive at the church steps. DOLORES calls out to ANA PEREZ. 

DOLORES: Come, senorita. Come see how my baby se vuelve a santita. 
Come show the peepo. 

ANA PEREZ is noticeably shaken by the image of CEREZITA. She signals 
to the "cameraman" to begin filming. In procession, EL PUEBLO bring 
forth pictures of their dead and deformed children in offering to la virgen. 

EL PUEBLO (singing): 

'Oh Marfa, madre mfa! Oh consuelo, del mortal! 
Amparadme y guiadme a la patria celestial!' 

The singing continues as they pin milagros to the white cloth of her raite. 
DOLORES raises her hand to quiet the crowd. CEREZITA's eyes scan the 
faces of the people. There is a pause. 

CEREZITA: Put your hand inside my wound. Inside the valley of my 
wound, there is a people. A miracle people. In this pueblito where 
the valley people live, the river runs red with blood; but they are 
not afraid because they are used to the color red. It is the same color 
as the river that runs through their veins, the same color as the sun 
setting into the sierras, the same color of the pool of liquid they 
were born into. They remember this in order to understand why 
their fields, like the rags of the wounded, have soaked up the color 
and still bear no fruit. No lovely red fruit that el pueblo could point 
to and say yes, for this we bleed, for this our eyes go red with rage 
and sadness. They tell themselves red is as necessary as bread. 
They tell themselves this in a land where bread is a tortilla without 
maize, where the frijol cannot be cultivated. (Pause.) But we, we live 
in a land of plenty. The fruits that pass through your fingers are too 
many to count-luscious red in their strawberry wonder, the deep 
purple of the grape inviting, the tomatoes perfectly shaped and 
translucent. And yet, you suffer at the same hands. (Pause.) You are 
Guatemala, El Salvador. You are the Kuna y Tarahumara. You are 
the miracle people too, for like them the same blood runs through 
your veins. The same memory of a time when your deaths were 
cause for reverence and celebration, not shock and mourning. You 
are the miracle people because today, this day, that red memory will 
spill out from inside you and flood this valley con coraje. And you 
will be free. Free to name this land Madre. Madre Tierra. Madre 
Sagrada. Madre ... Libertad. The radiant red mother ... rising. 

Heroes and Saints 149 

JUAN moves to the center of the crowd to give a final bendici6n. MARIO 
appears upstage. He goes to DOLORES. They embrace. EL PUEBLO 
kneel as JUAN blesses them and all those witnessing the play. BONNIE 
approaches JUAN with the cross. 

BONNIE: Now is it time, Father? 

JUAN nods, then takes the cross from her. Another child brings JUAN 
some rope. He goes to CEREZITA, touches her cheek, and releases the 
locks on the raite. Her eyes do not leave him. He puts her mouthpiece 
attachment in place. They both turn to YOLANDA. YOLANDA now 
understands that she is to offer up her dead infant. She goes to the coffin, 
takes it from the altar boys, kisses it, then hands it over to JUAN. CERE
ZITA presses her mouth to the button of her raite and slowly turns toward 
the vineyard. The tambor begins to beat slowly, while EL PUEBLO watch 
in silence. JUAN and CEREZITA head out to the vineyard. CEREZITA 
pauses briefly as she passes her mother. 

CEREZITA: Mama. 

DOLORES blesses her. CEREZITA and JUAN proceed offstage into the 
vineyards. Moments later, the shadow and sound of a helicopter pass over
head. EL PUEBLO watch the sky. Then there is the sudden sound of 
machine gun fire. EL PUEBLO let out a scream and drop to the ground, 
covering their heads in terror. MARIO suddenly rises, raises his fist into 
the air. 

MARIO: Burn the fields! 

EL PUEBLO (rising with him): jEnciendan los files! (They all, including ANA 
PEREZ, rush out to the vineyards, shouting as they exit.) jAsesinos! 
jAsesinos! jAsesinos! 

Moments later, there is the crackling of fire as a sharp red-orange glow 
spreads over the vineyard and the Valle home. The lights slowly fade to 
black. 

End 


