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Dramatis Personae















	

Morales


The Latino chief of police of a tiny town on the border of the US and Mexico.




	Tenor






	
Jake


Morales’ white lieutenant.

	Baritone






	
Cassidy


Morales’ Irish-American captain.

	Bass Baritone






	
Mona


Morales’ white wife.

	Soprano






	
Kane


A labor organizer.

	Dramatic Baritone






	
Emily


Jake’s Latino fiancée and Mona’s best friend.

	Lyric Mezzo-soprano






	

A Young Mexican Girl




	Mute









Mixed Chorus of illegal immigrants, townspeople, migrant workers, wedding guests, the ‘dispossessed’ and the ‘disappeared’.


On-stage Mariachi Band of from four to ten musicians, including a Guitar Player, who play a combination of notated and improvised parts.


























Prologue





House lights up. A highly stylized projection on to a scrim of onion fields. The chorus of the Dispossessed and the Disappeared remains backstage, amplified.




Dispossessed


Dona nobis requiem.


To live is to sleep.


To die is to awaken.







Llegaramos de solapo


entre dos aguas.


Dona nobis requiem.





The house lights dim. The onion-field projection dissolves.  Police cruiser lights roll in. A ghastly pulsating red. Fade.  November, 1968. A moonless night. A desert. An irrigation  ditch, all the way up a steeply raked stage, from which  sixteen illegal immigrants are crawling. They are naked, save  for their underwear. Each carries before him, like a badly  wrapped gift, a cellophane bag containing his few possessions, including a skeleton costume and mask associated  with the Day of the Dead, which they don as they sing. The  ghostly percussion of a Mariachi Band.




Illegal Immigrants


We struck out across the mesas,


the canyons and arroyos,


for days and days.


We saw the ghosts of Cabeza


De Vaca and Benito Juarez


along the way.










We snuck out along the mesillas


and fenced-off coulées


crawling with watchdogs and warders.


We came on Santa Anna and Pancho Villa


where some gulch or gully


made a mad dash for the border.







Leader


I’ve led them across the Rio Grande


to the milk and honey of the Promised Land.







Illegal Immigrants


We strike out across the river,


plastic bags between our teeth.


We know what it’s like to hover


between life and death.


We move like shades between the two


in the desperate hope of breaking through.





There follows a brief spoken call and response between the 


Leader and the rest of the Illegal Immigrants.




Through thick and thin,


dona nobis requiem.


By hook or by crook,


dona nobis requiem.


Come hell or high water,


dona nobis requiem.







In a nick of time,


dona nobis requiem.


For better or worse,


dona nobis requiem.


Over our dead bodies,


dona nobis requiem.







Illegal Immigrants


Over the Rio Bravo del Norte


we carried our earthly goods.


One time in the Sierra Madre


we came on the ghost of Cortés.


He unwound his ragged hood


and he said, ‘Mis compadres,







as you swim across the river


with your lives between your teeth,


you know what it’s like to hover


between life and death,


moving like shades between the two


in the hope against hope of breaking through







to the mile-high other side of the mile-wide Rio Grande


where death hath no more dominion.


It’s a peerless Promised Land


whose arroyos and canyons


are filled not with sand


but milk, mis compadres, and onions …’







We snuck among the sleeping hosts–


the barrios, the auto-wrecks.


We knew we were near the border


when we came on Woodrow Wilson’s ghost.


He was manning his little border post.







Leader


‘I just want to check,’


Señor Woodrow says, ‘that your papers are in order …’





A uniformed and armed Jake has emerged from stage left, carrying a heavy flashlight. He plays the light over the otherworldly faces of the Illegal Immigrants, till it comes to rest on the Leader. The percussion stops abruptly. A moment of uncertainty.




Leader


(Spoken:) San Joaquín …





Jake shakes the Leader’s hands, embraces him, a general sense of relief as they slap backs.




Illegal Immigrants


We struck out across the river,


plastic bags between our teeth.


We know what it’s like to hover


between life and death.


We’ve moved like shades between the two


until now, at last, we’ve broken through.






















Act One



















SCENE 1





The scrim rises and the lights come up suddenly on the main street of a tiny town. The sets are minimal throughout. Some are flown in. The essence of the design is understatement: the reverse of a neon motel sign conjures up a motel; a cantina stage right is summoned up by a few stools, another neon sign and the archetypical swinging doors. The Illegal Immigrants, ushered into the scene by Jake, are swallowed up by a skeleton-costumed and masked throng of Townspeople celebrating the Day of the Dead. The Mariachi Band is now playing at full tilt, accompanied only by percussion in the orchestra.




Townspeople


You’ve been carried across


the threshold of pain.


It’s as if you’ve forced


through some flimsy membrane.


For better or worse


you’ve come to life again







Where the living and dead go hand in hand


to the rhythm of a mariachi band


on the Day of the Dead,


Dia de los Muertos,


when the living break bread


with Coronado and Cortés.


The lines of which you were once so sure
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