
Rosario 
by Alisa Amor 

 
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 (part 2) 
Monolog in the apartment. 

 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Oh! What is that noise? 
 

ROSARIO CRONE peers into the kitchen. She sees a cockroach. 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Ugh, it's a cockroach, 
Ugh. I better get them to spray the kitchen again. 
What is he doing in there anyway? There's no food on the floor. 
He’s just running around in circles. Doesn't look very productive to me. 
Well, who am I to judge?  
 

She sighs and leans against the wall. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
I think I read somewhere that they've been around since life began, and that 
they can survive even a nuclear war. 
Well, not you. You’re going to die tomorrow.  
 



The insect sound gets louder in response.  
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

You know, if I were a philosopher, I would have to think twice about the 
cockroach. 
But, since I'm a poet, and nothing rhymes with cockroach except for what? 
Maybe moach? Is that even a word? 

What about poach? Maybe coach? Hmm…Well, nature calls. 
So, I must bid thee farewell, adios, au revoir, goodnight! 
 

ROSARIO CRONE turns off the kitchen light and walks toward the bathroom. She 
stops outside the door. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 

To pee or not to pee, that is the question.  
She enters the bathroom and shuts the door. We hear a toilet flush. The sink runs. 
We see her washing her hands in front of a “mirror” She looks up from the sink 
and into the “mirror.” 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Oh, that wrinkle! It just keeps getting deeper and deeper. 
There must be some kind of cream... 
If I could just sleep through the night then at least I wouldn't look so tired all 
the time. 
Oh! Look at those dark circles! I look like one of those skeletons. 
Ugh! Well, maybe I shouldn’t look in the mirror. 
Ugh, it’s another cockroach. It’s a little baby one.   
I wonder if they’re a family. Maybe the one in the kitchen’s a girl. 
And who are you? Her little brother? 
Ah! No! Stop! Don’t come any closer, I’m warning you. 
Alright, what have I got in here, a newspaper? 



I said stay away from me! Stay away from me! 
Alright, you’re asking for it.  
Die! Die! Die! 
 

She flails around, wielding a rolled-up newspaper. She kills the baby cockroach. 
Triumphantly she exits the bathroom brandishing the newspaper with the dead 
cockroach. 

 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Oh my God, it’s the one from the kitchen. 
It's coming right at me! 
Leave me alone! Leave me alone! 
 

She jumps up on the couch to escape the cockroach. The cockroach flies onto a 
table and lands near her. It continues to flap its wings disgustingly. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
What do you want? What do you want from me? 

 Are you trying to tell me something? 
 
The cockroach flaps its wings louder. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Was he really your little brother? 
 
The cockroach flaps its wings loudly again in response. 
 
ROSARIO CRONE: 
 Oh, I lost my little brother too.  
 His name was Mario and I miss him so oh oh oh! 



Oh! My stomach. 
 

She falls to her knees and bows to protect her stomach.   
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
What is this? Am I possessed by a demon? 

Or is this just constipation? 

Where did I put that book on Freud?  
Maybe it’s all just psychosomatic. 
Or maybe I'm being punished. 
But why? What have I done?   
I was just thinking about Mario. Ugh! And I was missing him so much. 
Oh, God! It’s almost like he’s in my stomach squeezing my intestines. 
No. But that doesn’t make any sense.   
Mario? Is that you in there? 

Do you remember our secret code? 

Two is for yes. 
One is for no. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE winces as her stomach cramps two separate times in answer. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Ahhh. Aaaah! 

OK, this is ridiculous. 
Aaa! Oh Oh, Mario stop! Are you trying to kill me? Aaaaaaa! Aaaa! 
 

ROSARIO CRONE rolls around on the couch gripping her stomach and talking to 
it. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 



Oh! What did I ever do to you?   
Oh my God. This isn't about that key, is it? 

Aaa! Aaaa! 

Are you..are you accusing me of… murder? 

Aaa AAaaa a a a aaaa!!!! 

How dare you! Of all the ridiculous… 
 

ROSARIO CRONE grips her stomach in pain. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Stop! Stop! Oh, at least give me a fair trial. 
 

The cramps stop. ROSARIO CRONE is panting and weak. She stands and supports 
herself on a dining room chair. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Your honor, I call my first witness. 
‘Cause I remember it all as if it were just yesterday. 
We were eating our breakfast. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE demonstrates the positions of Mother and Mario around her 
dining room table. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Mother was right here. And Mario, you were on her right side. 
And I was over here, on her left. 
When into the dining room comes this cousin with long white hair. 
It was floating around her face like some kind of jellyfish! 

And she announces “I have just had a vision! 
One of your children…is going to die!” 

And mother jumps out of her chair 



Looks at this intruder and she says 

But not the boy! 

But not the boy! Not... 
 

Mario, can’t you see it wasn’t all my fault, 
What about mother? 

What about the day she dressed us up. 
We went from house to house asking every single neighbor. 
Could it be true? Some said yes. 
Someone mentioned witchcraft and someone mentioned hell. 
Well, maybe the children should take communion. 
And we started the very same day. 
She opened her bible and she asked us our names. 
 
Don’t be frightened children. 
That’s the first thing the priest will ask when you’re standing before the 
altar. 
I am going to prepare you for that glorious moment. 
You know nothing about religion, do you? 

Then you must learn the single most important thing. 
Hell..is..real. 
It’s red and hot and full of flames and if you’re bad you’ll go there too. 
So never steal and never lie ‘cause God is always watching you! 

But sometimes I think he has to blink. 
Because the night before the ceremony when someone left the key in the 
chapel door, I just took it. I don’t know why.  
I didn't even think. And you didn't stop me either. 
You said you were scared that you would choke on the host and that you 
would die right there at the altar. I was just trying to save you. 
And then Nana came and she put us both to sleep. 



And then I awoke to a horrible scream! 
You said “The key! The key! Put it back in the door! 

God saw us. He's angry. The Devil! He’s coming!” 

Oh, oh what have I done? 
Oh! And what do I do now?  
I can’t put it back in the door. God will know it was me. 
 
The doctor said, "I'm sorry Senora, but there's nothing we can do". 
And mother fell to the floor screaming. And that’s when I knew. 
God thought you took the key. 
I wasn’t going to die. 
I got away with it.  
I survived. 
It should have been me. 
But Mario, none of it was real. 
We lived in a fantasy world. You died of appendicitis. 
I have to live in the real world now. 
I have to get up and go to work tomorrow! 

After you died, I was so lonely.  And nothing's really changed. 
I’m still lonely. 
Thank God I live near the ocean. 
There’s something about the sound of the waves. 
 It’s comforting. Like when Nana used to sing to us. 
Do you remember her song?  
 

ROSARIO CRONE hums to herself. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Hmmm hmmm 

I can’t remember. I wonder what happened to her. Once I thought I saw her 



walking down the street. It was an Indian woman wearing her same colored 
ribbons. And I ran right up to her to give her a big hug. But she just looked 
at me. She didn’t recognize me. Honestly, I wouldn’t recognize her either. 
It’s been so long. I can’t remember her face. 
She’s just gone. And Mario, you’re gone too. 
And now my husband is gone. 
Well, he’s not dead and gone. I mean We’re just divorced. 
Is it hot in here? All of a sudden, I feel, claustrophobic. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE walks toward a window. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Maybe I'll open a window. I think I need to breathe some fresh air. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE opens the window which is a tiny bit stuck. She looks out into 
the night. The wind is strong. She takes a big breath and sighs suddenly romantic. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Ah...That's better. 
Oh, Ricardo! 

When am I finally going to get over you? 

And why is my chest so tight? 

Do I have asthma now? 

Oh! Oh! I can't breathe! I can't breathe! 
 

ROSARIO CRONE clutches her chest and her arm reaches out for support. She 
knocks over a delicate vase near the window. It crashes to the floor. She kneels, 
gasping frantically trying to repair the damage. 
  
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Oh no my vase! Oh, I loved that vase.  



I brought it all the way from Mexico! 

  Oh, Ricardo...Why?  
Why did you have to break my heart? 

Into tiny little pieces! 

  
ROSARIO CRONE smashes the pieces of her vase further and cuts her hand which 
bleeds. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
            I'm so lonely 

            and my body 

            how it longs to be born in your embrace. 
            Sometimes I've got to fight back. I need to know my own strength 

            I wish we could let it go. 
            Whoa, baby, we could have been a family. 
            Just you and me and Gabriel. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
            But lonely 

            I'm pounding on these walls 
 
ROSARIO CRONE pounds on the wall leaving streaks of blood. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
I'm crashing into a door that just won't open 

          It never opens! 

  
ROSARIO CRONE almost knocks a painting off the wall with her pounding. She 
collapses in the corner, in a semi fetal crouch. She notices a spider web and waves 
it out of her face. 
  



ROSARIO CRONE: 
            And I'm hiding in the corner 
            Where insanity, insanity! 

            Weaves its web! 

  
ROSARIO CRONE dances with the shadows in her apartment which whirl her 
across the room. She is left spinning,  knocking over knickknacks. She falls to the 
floor with a crash, writhing on the floor in agony. 
After a moment, she looks around the room, realizing the damage she has done to 
her pristine apartment. She gasps. 
  
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Oh no. Look what you’ve done! 
It’s me. I’m the problem.  
I’m chaos. I ruin everything. 
I don’t belong here. 
I’ve got to start taking responsibility. 
I’ve got to stop blaming everybody. 
I’ve got to clean this place up. 
Where’s the broom? 
 

She slowly gets up and finds a broom.  She begins to sweep up the broken pieces.  
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Oh great, just what I needed, more work. I’m so tired. 
And no matter what I do, it’s always wrong.  
There’s always something missing. 
How the hell do you have a career and a family at the same time? 
There’s got to be another way.  
Another way to be human and free.  



 

ROSARIO CRONE notices that her hands are shaking wildly and stops sweeping. 
  
ROSARIO CRONE: 

Oh, why can't I stop shaking? 

Maybe I just need to get something to eat. 
Oh great, now I’ve got to go in the kitchen. I hate bugs! 
Maybe it’s better if they don’t spray.  
All this late-night snacking…. 
I've gained almost 5 pounds in one week! 

How is that even possible? 
(To cockroach) 
Look, I’ll make you a deal.  
You just keep me out of the kitchen and I’ll let you live. And I won’t spray. 
 

We hear a loud stomach growl. 
 

ROSARIO CRONE: 
Oh! Was that my stomach?  
(To stomach) 
Oh, shut up already. 
I know they say you should trust your gut but this is ridiculous. 
If you wanted me to trust you, you would help me lose some weight! 
 

Lights and Scene. 
 


