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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. 
 
 

Scene 2 
Monolog in the apartment. 

 
 
 
SETTING: A fancy apartment in Tel Aviv with a bedroom and a living room with a 
sofa and an elegant dining room table. Doors lead to a "bathroom" and 
"staircase." An opening leads to a "kitchen". The furniture is slightly exotic, a 
mixture of Israeli, Arab, and Mexican. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE wakes up gasping, terrified, in her bed. Her body jerks 
awkwardly to a sitting position as she grasps at her heart. A fan rattles beside the 
bed. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

(Gasps) 
 Oh, Oh, Oh Oh!!! 

 
 
ROSARIO CRONE turns the fan off, still grasping her heart. Hearing a strange 
noise, she turns the bedside light on by pulling its chain.  The strange noise turns 
out to be a motorcycle. It speeds away. In the quiet, we hear the ticking of the clock 
and the sound of ocean waves in the distance. ROSARIO CRONE grabs a music 
box she keeps by her bedside, winds it up and it begins to play a comforting song. 
She holds the box closely and watches the little ballerina go round and round. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Sometimes, and don’t try to say it’s not important. 



Because, you say it doesn’t happen very often. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE winds the music box to make it turn faster. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Your brain just breaks. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE releases the winding mechanism on the box and it returns to 
normal speed. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

And you can’t understand anything 
You lose all sense of direction. 
And nothing makes sense anymore.  
 

The music box slows to a crawl and stops. ROSARIO CRONE winds it furiously. 
When the music starts, she stands up and begins to anxiously turn on all the lights 
in her apartment. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

The day becomes just a sequence 
of confusing things that happen and things you’re supposed to do. 
And you do them because it’s what you’ve always done. 

 
ROSARIO CRONE walks to the typewriter on a table in her bedroom. She picks up 
a piece of paper. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

You live your life like a letter. To whom it may concern  
And when you give your classes, you hear yourself talking 
And in the night, you write in black and white 
Something to feed the printing press tomorrow. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE continues her stroll to the living room, running her finger along 
a piece of furniture. She nods with satisfaction when she finds no dust 
The shadows of the cook and the maid walk across the back wall, cleaning the 
house, carrying food, and bringing lists to show ROSARIO CRONE. After 
“talking” to them, ROSARIO CRONE walks to the dinner table and stands behind 
a chair. 
 



ROSARIO CRONE:  
 And you watch, but only on the surface. 
 The way they run this house, the perfect 
 Coordination of many different programs.  
 The menu plan, the seating chart, the diplomatic dinners. 
 

Because the businessmen have ulcers  
and the intellectuals are always hungry. 

 And this one’s from South Africa. But be sure not to mention apartheid. 
 Cause we can always talk about the weather. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE opens a drawer and takes out a postcard. She gazes at it with 
longing. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  
 And when it’s late at night and you have trouble sleeping. 
 You minimize everything you’ve lost. 
 Your love is gone, your family. 
 The way it was when you lived in Mexico. 
 But now you live in Israel and your son,  

sometimes he needs to see his father. 
 And that’s a good thing. I just wish they would write me a letter. 
 Even if it’s only just a postcard. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE sits at the table studying a crossword intently. She puts the 
music box next to her.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE:  
 And I think there must be something missing. 
 In this crossword puzzle, I think there’s a mistake. 
 That makes this one impossible to solve. 
 I just keep spelling out the same word, Chaos.  

And I can’t get back to sleep 
 Unless I take the cap off this bottle 
 
ROSARIO CRONE struggles to take the cap off a small bottle of pills she has kept 
in her robe. It finally pops open. 
  
ROSARIO CRONE:  
 And unless I take a valium. 



 Which condenses into one chemically pure little pill. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE holds up a little pill and stares at it. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 The order of the world. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE pops the pill in her mouth and washes it down with a glass of 
water that she pours from a pitcher on the table. She hears a soft noise in the 
kitchen, like an insect. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Oh! What is that noise? 
 

 


