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CHARACTERS: 
. 
ROSARIO CRONE: Rosario Castellanos, a Mexican feminist, writer, and 
ambassador to Israel at 49 years old. Her hairstyle is a puffy up-do and her 
eyebrows are painted in strong lines. Her voice is resonant and persuasive except 
when she is extremely flustered. 
ASSISTANT: A professional young woman from the '70s. She is intimidated and 
frantic. 
 
DEATH: The hooded figure of Death carrying a scythe. His face and hands are 
painted as a skull and bones. He is gaunt and tall. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: A fancy French lady skeleton. The wife of DEATH. 
Gaunt and tall. 
 
CALAVERAS: Skeletons wearing clothing from many different social strata. Some 
are fancy, some ratty, some are soldiers. Their faces and hands should be painted or 
clothed as skulls and bones. 
 

 
Scene 1 (part 2) 

 
SETTING: An empty stage, dark except for a strange greenish spotlight. shining on 
a wheeled podium, center stage. The green light occasionally blinks off and on 
with a short electric noise. A Mexican flag that can be easily ripped from its poll 
stands next to the podium. ROSARIO CRONE stands near the podium unaware 
that she is wearing only a bra and panties and gripping a stack of papers. The 
ASSISTANT accompanies her. 
 
The sound of ROSARIO CHILD screaming and pounding on the coffin lid morphs 
into the squeal of a microphone. The assistant is tapping on it. Satisfied it works, 
she turns to ROSARIO CRONE. 
 
ASSISTANT:  
 Testing, testing. OK, I don’t know what that was.  

I think it’s working now. Psst. Ms. Castellanos. Ms. Castellanos. You’re on.   



 
ROSARIO CRONE:   
  What?   
 
ASSISTANT: 
  You're on!   
 
ROSARIO CRONE: (Realizing she is naked) 
  But, why am I in my underwear? Where are my clothes? 
 
ASSISTANT: 
  Uh…Just a minute Mr. President. 
 
ASSISTANT: (Under her breath) 
  How could you forget to pack a suit!?  
 
The ASSISTANT tears the Mexican flag from its stand and wraps it around 
ROSARIO CRONE like a cape. 
 
ASSISTANT: (mutters to self)  

Alright, I think this will work.   
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  
 OK 
 
ASSISTANT: 

(To ROSARIO CRONE)  
Come on! Let’s go! 

  
ROSARIO CRONE: 
  But I can't speak…not like this! 
 
ASSISTANT:   

You can’t speak?! 
Do you know how much work has gone into planning this event?  
Do you know how many people are out there?  

 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

No, no, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you… 
 



ASSISTANT: 
You said you’d speak. Everybody’s counting on you. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
On me? But..why? 

 
ASSISTANT:  

Why? Why are you asking me? This is your show. I’m just here to set up the 
microphone. You’re Rosario Castellanos. You’re like… a superhero!  
 

ROSARIO CRONE feels complimented and stands like a superhero, her cape 
behind her. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

I am? 
 
ASSISTANT:  

You’ve done things that only men can do! Like…write a newspaper column. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Wait, what? No! That’s not… 
 
ASSISTANT:  

And novels, and poetry..and you’re an ambassador and… 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Yes, yes, but why don’t I have any clothes on? 
 
ASSISTANT:  

Please! You have to speak now. The president’s probably wondering why… 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

The president? Is here? 
 
ASSISTANT: 

Of course, he's here. Where else would be? On the moon? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

But, I can’t… 
 



ASSISTANT: 
Look, if you don’t speak now, they will never take us seriously again. 
The FUTURE of WOMEN’S LIBERATION is in your hands. 

 
ROSARIO CRONE takes her place at the podium, We hear the clicking of her 
heels. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: (to self) 

No pressure right. Hey, at least I’ve got my shoes! 
 

She shuffles her large stack of paper. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE:(Into the microphone) 
Achem, Uh, Thank you, Mr. President… 

 
The podium has wheels and moves as she leans on it. (During her time at the 
podium she can struggle anytime to keep the podium in its place to add to the 
anxiety of the scene)  
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Oh! 
 
 
ASSISTANT: (whisper) 

I think one of the wheels is loose. Just try not to lean on it...OK? 
 

ROSARIO CRONE:  
OK, sorry sorry. Um, Thank you, Mr. President.  
And now, without further ado. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE taps her stack of papers on the podium and glances at it before 
she begins. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

I'd like to talk about women's liberation, and we must talk, 
because silence is an accomplice! 
To a terrible crime against humanity... 
 

ROSARIO CRONE gets a frog in her throat which starts with the word crime. 
 



ROSARIO CRONE: (Clearing her throat, trying to get the words out) 
Humanity, humanity, ahem, ahem. 
 

ASSISTANT: 
Here’s some water. 
 

 
ASSISTANT hands ROSARIO CRONE a glass of green glowing liquid. 
 ROSARIO CRONE continues to clear her throat. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Are you sure that’s water? Achem. 
 

ASSISTANT: 
Of course, it’s water. Come on, drink, drink! 

 
ROSARIO CRONE glugs it down. It’s got a kick but it does return her voice to 
normal. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Brrrr…whooo! 
  Wait, where's my speech? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE's speech has been replaced by a large book. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

This is a book of recipes! 
Don Quixote’s dinner? That sounds very…literary.  
What happened to my speech? I could have sworn it was right here.  
It was on the podium! 
Well, this is embarrassing Aaa! Great! What? 

 
A drop falls on ROSARIO CRONE’s face. She does not realize it is blood.  
 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Now the roof is leaking?  
 
She wipes the drop off with her hand. Suddenly she notices the red color. 
  



ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Oh my God. It's blood! But… where is it all coming from? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE stumbles away from the podium, looking up to find the source 
of the blood. She sees nothing but blackness. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

What’s up there? It’s all just black. Aaaa! 
 
A drop of blood falls in her eye. She wipes it away. As the drops fall faster, 
ROSARIO CRONE is covered in red.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

How did I get on stage? And how do I get off? 
Why am I in my underwear?   
None of this makes any sense. 
Can someone turn the lights on, please? 
Why can't I see the audience? 

 
The theater lights go on suddenly. In the audience, the hooded figure of DEATH 
stands holding a scythe. Behind him in a line are all the other CALAVERAS as if 
frozen in a dance. Dry ice and lighting provide extra drama to this scene. We hear 
the shaking and clicking of “bones” 
DEATH stands frozen, staring intensely at ROSARIO CRONE with glowing eyes if 
possible. Suddenly, from behind him, LA CALAVERA CATRINA emerges.  
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: (To DEATH) 

Darling, it’s not polite to stare. Now, remember what I told you. First, you 
smile… and then, you introduce yourself.  

 
DEATH: 
 I..AM...DEATH!!! 
 
ROSARIO CRONE is terrified and looks for an escape. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Achem. What my husband means to say is simply that… 
 
DEATH: 
 GIVE ME YOUR BONES! 



 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

I’m terribly sorry. You must forgive him. He doesn’t mean to be rude. You 
see, no one ever taught him about manners and etiquette. But he's learning. 
Aren't you darling? 

 
DEATH groans cutely. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: (confidentially)  

How many times do I have to tell you? When you scare them, they run away.   
 
DEATH continues to groan sweetly and rests his head on his wife’s shoulder, 
looking up into her eyes. The CALAVERAS make noises of exasperation and 
disgust in the background. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

This would all be so much easier if you could just learn to be a little bit more 
polite. Give me your bones…..? 

 
DEATH: (sweetly)  

Please? 
 

THE CALAVERAS cough and groan in embarrassment. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

There, was that so hard? (She touches his “nose” affectionately) 
 
(To ROSARIO CRONE) 
We will be needing them immediately if you don't mind, as we’re on a rather 
tight schedule, you see.  

 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 But I can’t give you my bones. I'm still using them! 
 
All CALAVERAS are offended and gasp and grumble. CALAVERA CATRINA wags 
her finger. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

Mind your manners! 
 



ROSARIO CRONE:  
But what did I say? What did I say? I didn’t mean to… 

 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

The flesh does not use the bones, my dear. That is terribly offensive.  
 

CALAVERA:  
She can use this bone if she wants to. 
 

THE male CALAVERAS snicker and chortle. 
 

CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Oh darling! Such vulgarity.  
 
CALAVERA CATRINA hides her head under DEATH’s arm. DEATH comforts her. 
He growls at the CALAVERAS to stop joking. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 It simply cannot be tolerated.  

Indecency in all its forms must be eradicated with civility. 
 
DEATH: 
 Huh? 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 (sighs)  

Never mind.  
I’m sure she will become more agreeable once she sees the error of her 
ways.  
Now pay close attention dear. You’ve got it the wrong way ‘round, you see 

 
CALAVERA CATRINA approaches ROSARIO CRONE slowly, her shadow looming 
larger and larger until she is on stage. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 

The bones use the flesh.  
We wear you, like…. this dress.  
And darling I wouldn’t be caught dead in something so passé 
 

 



CALAVERA CATRINA:  
What a waste of a waist. 

 
CALAVERA CATRINA squeezes ROSARIO CRONE hard, as if looking for her 
bones. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Ow! Ow… 
 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

Tell me, why must the living  
have such terrible taste?  
 

CALAVERA CATRINA caresses her own skeletal waist approvingly. 
DEATH approaches the ROSARIO CRONE, reaching out his skeletal hand 
imploringly. His shadow looms larger and larger with each step. 
 
DEATH: 
 GIVE ME YOUR BONES…PLEASE! 
 
In a panic, ROSARIO CRONE cannot speak. Her mouth opens and closes.  
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:   

Well, if you’re going to say something, speak up! 
We haven’t got all day. 

 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Look! Look! What’s that over there? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE points to the back of the theater. CALAVERA CATRINA turns to 
follow her finger.  
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

Over where? 
 

DEATH: 
 Huh? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE runs away, frantically searching with her hands for a way out. 



Not finding one, she climbs the curtain to get farther away from DEATH.  
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

Oh! I hate it when they run away! 
 

Tell me, why must the living go to such embarrassing extremes? 
Like climbing up a curtain in your underwear. How vulgar! 
Have you given any thought to what would happen if you fall? 

(To DEATH) 
Well darling I’m afraid we’re going to have to do this the hard way after all 

 
DEATH stands center stage facing the audience. The spotlight focuses only on him.  
 
DEATH:  

Ten hut! 
 

The male CALAVERAS form a marching unit and approach DEATH. 
 
DEATH: 

And halt. 
Bones!  
 

CALAVERAS: 
 Bones! 
 
DEATH: 
 Bones! 
 
CALAVERAS: 
 Bones! 
 
DEATH and CALAVERAS: 
 Bones! Bones! Bones! Booooooooonnnneeesss! 
 
As DEATH reaches the climax of his chant, his eyes glow, and lightning crackles 
behind him. 
 
 With a battle cry, The male CALAVERAS rush towards the stage. 
ROSARIO CRONE quickly descends from the curtain or other precarious position 
and grabs the empty flag pole in an attempt to fend them off. After a few swings, 



she knocks a few skeletons over. One falls on the CALAVERA CATRINAS dress and 
rips it.   
 
CALAVERA CATARINA:  

Oh, my dress! My beautiful dress.  
 

With a great heave, ROSARIO CRONE rolls the podium into the bunch of 
CALAVERAS. It topples them like bowling pins.   
In the confusion, ROSARIO CRONE runs to the other side of the stage. The 
spotlight follows her and gradually, we no longer hear the CALAVERAS. 
 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

OK, you’ve got to think, think..think!  
There’s got to be an exit, somewhere in this theater. 
Or maybe I can just be… part of the audience. 
Excuse me, excuse me...do you mind if I sit here? 
 

The spotlight follows ROSARIO CRONE as she finds an empty seat and attempts to 
pretend to be an audience member. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Whew! That was close! 
 
Suddenly A CALAVERA appears from behind. 
 
CALAVERA:  

Boo! 
 
With a swish, a second CALAVERA grabs the Mexican flag, leaving her 
uncomfortably naked.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Give that back! Give that back! 
  
The first CALAVERA has grabbed ROSARIO CRONE’s arm and is tugging on her 
to pull her out of her seat.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Let me go! Let me go! 



 
She is forced up and into the aisle.  Luckily the skeleton's arm breaks off and he 
stumbles backward. Another CALAVERA grabs the flag and dangles it in front of 
ROSARIO CRONE. She attempts to grab it but instead stumbles and passes 
through it like a bull through a cape. 
 
ALL CALAVERA’s: 
 Ole! 
 
ROSARIO CRONE attempts to run but CALAVERAS come from every side.  
 
Amid the chaos, several CALAVERAS grab ROSARIO CRONE and escort her 
roughly to center stage where DEATH awaits. Dressed in underwear and covered 
in drops of blood, she is shivering and crying.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

OK! OK! OK. OK. 
 
The music and the crowd gradually quiet.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

You win. You win! But, can I just ask one question? Please? 
 
DEATH groans, annoyed. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

What happens after you take my bones? Do I just disappear? 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

Only the flesh disappears. You will come with us. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Wait. So, you’re inviting me to…live with you? 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  

Well, not live, exactly. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE:  
Oh, I’m so sorry. I think this has all been a terrible misunderstanding. 

 



DEATH growls and raises his scythe, ready to remove ROSARIO CRONE's bones. 
Lightning crackles behind him. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: (To ROSARIO CRONE) 
 Would you please be quiet! 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  
 No, no, no! I have to apologize. Your dress!  

It’s ripped because of me.  
 

ROSARIO CRONE kneels in front of CALAVERA CATRINA and holds up her 
ripped hem. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

Please, let me make it up to you! 
 

DEATH growls, ready to remove ROSARIO CRONE’s flesh with the scythe, holding 
it aloft. 

 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 But my husband! 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Your husband is famous, isn't he? 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Well, yes… 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

How come I’ve never heard anything about you before? 
 

CALAVERA CATRINA:  
 About me? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Well, just between us women, I don’t think you get enough credit for the 
good work you do. 
 

CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Well, at least someone appreciates… 



 
ROSARIO CRONE:  
 Do you ever get to hold… that? 
 
ROSARIO CRONE points to the scythe which is humming with power and 
attracting lightning strikes in the background. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  
 The scythe? Well, no. As a woman, it’s not my place to… 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Or command the army? 
 
The CALAVERAS hear this and begin to mumble and grumble among themselves. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 The army!? But I’m a lady! I couldn’t possibly. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  

But why not? Just because you’re a woman?  
 

CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Well… 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Have you ever heard about women’s liberation?  

I’d be happy to organize a series of lectures. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  
 Well, that does sound rather…Darling? 
 Darling what do you think about… 
 
The angry CALAVERAS now do not hide their disdain. They call out to DEATH. 
 
CALAVERA 1: 
 Hey! I’m not takin’ orders from no Dame. 
 
CALAVERA 2:  
 You can’t tell us what to do. 
 



CALAVERA 3: 
 You can take your manners and shove ‘em up your boney little ass! 
 
CALAVERAS continue to improvise their anger at CALAVERA CATRINA’s 
megalomania as needed. 
 
CALAVERA 4:  
 I’ll show you good manners! (makes loud burp sound) 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA:  
 Oh! Oh! How dare you!  

Darling! Darling!  
 
DEATH: (Lowering his scythe. To ROSARIO CRONE) 
 GO! 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Darling? 
 But, what are you doing? 
 
DEATH: (Pointing his long bony finger elsewhere) 
 GO! PLEASE! 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 But where are you sending her? She belongs with us now.  

She can’t just return to the land of the living. 
  
DEATH:  

GO… GO… SOMEWHERE ELSE! 
 
ROSARIO CRONE hesitates a moment and runs away into the darkness. 
 
CALAVERA CATRINA: 
 Darling, you have to be reasonable. You can’t just send her anywhere you 
please. 
 
DEATH screams in frustration. 
 
The lights dim as DEATH, CALAVERA CATRINA, and the CALAVERAS continue 
to argue. 



 
 

Lights and Scene. 
 


