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Characters

 

The Madam: A strong voice from someone used to speaking loudly. Her gestures and magnitude are those of someone whose manners did not need to be learnt in books.

 

Odete, the maid: Young, but not so much. New in the house, she does not know who she is dealing with.

 

 

Ambiance

 

An elegant and decadent sleeping room. Closet with dresses and scattered clothes. A dresser with a full length mirror. A big, huge pile of shards of glass and pottery.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Single Act

 

 

Madam

(staring at the mirror, she feels herself) Sick. A corpse. So many hands have already held you, so many fingers have invaded you and now you tumble left behind. Relentlessly disgraced and evil time that never stops! (takes the picture frame, gazes it long and sadly and, with a shout, shatters it against the wall over the shards of glass)

 

(Maid comes in, struck and scared)

 

Maid

Ma'am, is everything fine? I heard a scream.

 

Madam

Yes, you heard screams. It was my contempt calling you, begging for the horror of your presence.

 

Maid

No, ma'am, I did not hear my name...

 

Madam

It is not your name, but what you represent; it is the curse of your existence, it is a cry of mockery, of despair and dislike for your closeness; humiliation and disgust are the ones calling you.

 

Maid

But, ma’am...

 

Madam

The world destroyed in my flab, the voiceless sound of my grinding teeth, the curse of this life doomed to the irrevocable end, to complete destruction. They are the ones calling you, ignoble!

 

Maid

Sorry ma'am, I do not understand a word of what you're saying.

 

Madam

(suddenly calm) And neither could you. Understanding is a grace forbidden to the acephalous.

 

Maid

Ace... Ace what, ma’am?

 

Madam

Come here, do not just stand there. Help me find a decent dress.

 

Maid

Yes, ma’am.

 

While the Madam takes off her clothes, the maid looks for a dress in the closet.

 

Maid

What about this one, ma’am?

 

Madam

Ridiculous.

 

Maid

And what about this blue one? It is so beautiful.

 

Madam

Only a poor thing like you would find that old rag beautiful.

 

Maid

Oh, since you do not like it, can I have it?

 

Madam

No! It is mine! (pause) Come on, hurry, I need a dress.

 

Maid

Ma’am, perhaps this one.

 

Madam

How useless can you be? Do you really want me to go to the party with this thing? Don't you have the closest idea of what this party means to me? (pause) Throw that rag on the bed and get out. I'll find a dress myself. Get out! Go to the kitchen, where you belong.

 

Maid

Yes... yes, ma’am. (Maid leaves)

 

Madam

(She looks for a dress in the wardrobe, throws almost everyone on the floor in an anguished search, and finally takes the dress the Maid threw on the bed. She puts it on.) Pathetic piece of garbage! If she hadn't made a mess of all my clothes I would have found it in a minute. I honestly don't know how I can bear to live with these people. (gets dressed) Yeah, this one actually suits me pretty well. (pause) What does not suit me well is this body! These feet... Oh my God, these harpy feet! So many wrinkles in my hands, an ocean of fingernail polish wouldn't take away the look of dry sticks from my fingers. (picks up a sharp metal nail file and wonders about several uses for the object) My breasts, my beautiful breasts. Men would die to touch them for only a second... But none of them had to die. So many hands and lips on my nipples. My beautiful breasts defied gravity! Always rigid and proud of themselves just like their owner, and now, these two dried drops hanging like a rotten fruit. Oh, disgraced time, evil aging! If only I had married... But no, no man has ever reached my level. Some were even good, but what good is good without money? Others were rich, but what good is it to be rich and only that? I could have married the best, but no one seemed like the best for me. I've never met a perfect man. Me, daughter of the best elite of this town, how could I endure the company of an industrialist who did not know Puccini? Or worse, someone who knew Puccini but could not afford the opera tickets? But who needs a husband? I've had all the ones I wanted for as long as I wanted them. Die, you cursed men! (suddenly furious, she throws the nail file on the dresser and drops perfumes and glasses).
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