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  PROLOGUE




  On the Façade of a house in downtown Caracas, Venezuela, a large sign reads RUIZ CHAPELLIN BROTHERS’ ZARZUELA YOUTH COMPANY, Caracas 1895.




  A 30-year-old lady modestly dressed in black, walks frantically up and down the sidewalk in front of the house, she looks up and gestures as if she had gone mad. In the background, a piano and children voices interpret parts of the ‘Zarzuela’ “The King who Fumed” (“El Rey que Rabió”)




  Lady: Virgen del Carmen, please listen to me, I am Carmelita Medina, you know me, and know that our situation isn’t any good since our dear God called Blanco to his side (she crosses herself) and I was left with all these kids to feed. It would be of great help, if the Ruiz Chapellin brothers chose my girls to work in their company… They are so good at singing…! They are talented, you know, (she stops for a moment, to listen); listen to them, Virgencita… they sound like little angels. And, with so much rehearsal they know “The King who Fumed” by heart, they control the staging to perfection… under my supervision, modesty aside. Oh, I’m sorry Virgencita, I’m losing track here… I’m begging you please, my dear Virgen del Carmen, have them chosen, and you, Blanco, dear intercede please, that I feel the urge to make a great stew for the family…




  She suddenly stops, when she sees 3 girls, 13, 10 and 9 years old come out of the house. The girls stay put.




  Lady: Blanca, Conchita, Ernestina… What happened?




  Girls: (Screaming) We were chosen, Mom!!!




  The 3 girls rush toward the Lady and all 4 melt in a happy bear hug. The Lady raises her head and addresses the sky again.




  Lady: Thank you so much my dear Virgin, I knew you’d never fail me.




  

    


  




  SCENE 1




  Mexico, D.F. (1935) LUIS GUILLERMO, 31 and his friend PEPILLO, with a noticeable Spanish accent, walk along Antonio Caso Street while chatting lively. They stop at the door of house #28 and knock on doorknocker.




  Pepillo: You’ll see my friend; she is, like they say here in Mexico, rechula, last year she was chosen the Queen of the Orizaba’s Carnival, her hometown.




  Luis Guillermo: (Who stutters when nervous) T-that beautiful is she?




  Pepillo: Well… in this particular moment she may not look so beautiful… she had an accident, and she’s all bruised up.




  Luis Guillermo: (Concerned) An accident? How did it happen?




  They arrive at the door and knock. Await response from the people in the house.




  Pepillo: Don’t get scared man; it’s not such a big deal! She got hit on her face and is swollen and bruised. The thing is that I was teaching her sister Maria Luisa how to drive; she is the one that I fancy. By the way, regarding driving, that was her debut and farewell; so, we had a crash and Aida, who was acting as a chaperone sitting in the rear seat, banged her face against the back of the front seat and broke her nose.




  Luis Guillermo: Oh, poor thing!




  Pepillo: But you’ll see the pictures, I swear, she’s so beautiful… On top of it, she’s very nice. Mind you, Maria Luisa says she has a strong temper…




  Doña Cata: Yeeesss…




  Pepillo: Hello Doña Cata, this is Pepillo, I’ve come with a friend to visit the girls. That is, of course, if you allow us.




  Doña Cata: By all means, Pepillo, come on in. I’ll call Luisita immediately, but I don’t know if Aida will want to come out. Poor girl, looks like a monster… I’m not sure if she’ll want to see you, whom by the way, she partly blames for the accident. (Laughs) How come you wanted to teach Maria Luisa to drive, she’s so distracted. (Laughs) Just wait a moment, I’ll call them.




  Luis Guillermo: Pepillo, maybe we should consider some other time, it seems that she’ll be reluctant to let us see her.




  Maria Luisa: (Entering) May you gentlemen have a good afternoon, what can I offer you? Would you like a cup of tea, hot chocolate? I made some delicious pastries as well. Mother is trying to convince Aida to join us; the poor thing is so bored, but she’d rather be dead than to let her be seen like that. Besides, she’s very upset at me, as if it was my fault!




  Luis Guillermo: (Shaking her hand) It is my pleasure, Maria Luisa, my name is Luis Guillermo Blanco, a friend of Pepillo; Venezuelan, but I work here in Mexico.




  Maria Luisa: We do know many Venezuelans. Here in our Hostel there are several political exiles from your country, Arturo Uslar Pietri, Miguel Otero Silva… Do you know them?




  Luis Guillermo: By name, yes indeed, such good writers… but I’ve been away from my country for many years.




  Maria Luisa: Come Pepillo; help me bring some pastries and tea.




  Maria Luisa and Pepillo go to fetch the snacks.




  Doña Cata: (Entering) It seems that I convinced her… What do you do for a living, young man?




  Luis Guillermo: I am a Theatre Producer. I represent Lupe Rivas Cacho’s Comedy Troupe; do you know of her?




  Maria Luisa and Pepillo return and place some trays on the table.




  Doña Cata and Maria Luisa: Of course, it’s unbelievable that you work for such a well-known company, considering that you are a foreigner I mean. If that were the case, we would love to attend a show. We like it very much when they present “Las Chiapanecas”. It is such a cheerful piece, we love it. La Rivas Cacho or Pingüica… isn’t that how they call her? She’s phenomenal.




  In that moment, Aida shows up with a shy attitude, covering her face with a short mask.




  Luis Guillermo: Not one more word to be said, you’re all invited.
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  Aída, Queen of Orizaba’s Carnival, Veracruz, Mexico, 1934




  Luis Guillermo stops when he sees Aida with the mask, and holding a laugh continues.




  Luis Guillermo: …but we will go when you feel better, miss…




  Aida: …Aida… Right now I look like an elephant, but not even when I get well I would want to go see Rivas Cacho! She’s totally mad. I don’t know how you can work with such…




  Luis Guillermo: (Cutting in, with an expression of amazement) What a coincidence, I love elephants! Although never seen one with a mask. Could that be the reason you’ve captivated me? (All laugh) And about the Lupe Rivas Cacho’s spectacle, it’s phenomenal, I truly recommend it… and the invitation is still open.




  Doña Cata and Maria Luisa: (At the same time) Aida, for God’s sake, don’t be so imprudent, don’t you realize Luis Guillermo represents her?




  Aida: Well, that’s my opinion and I like to express what I think.




  Luis Guillermo: Of course, of course, we’re all free to express what we think. I like sincere people.




  Pepillo: (Whispering) I told you, you were going to like her… and she truly has a strong personality.




  Aida: Hahaha, (to Maria Luisa in a whisper) Thank God I’m wearing the mask and they can’t see how blushed I am.




  Maria Luisa laughs out loud while everybody takes a sit in the living room and tangle up in an amicable conversation, while enjoying the tea. Luis Guillermo and Aida sit next to each other and a spot light beams on them both, who immerse themselves in a small game in which Luis Guillermo, daringly, tries to take her mask off while her, in an extremely shy attitude, almost flirty, won’t let him. It feels as if no one else was around. The scene goes dark.




  A spotlight shines on Aida who sits holding a tray with empty cups on her lap. Maria Luisa enters and sits next to her; both start chatting in a living room corner.




  Aida: (Sighs) Ay, Maria Luisa, what a charming man… He swept me off of my feet…




  Maria Luisa: Aida, I don’t recognize you, you have a boyfriend already. What are you planning to do with Don Francisco? He is very gentle, has a great position and he treats you like a queen; this is a handsome guy, but in regards of his economical situation…




  Aida: So, if you like Don Francisco that much, keep him for yourself.




  Maria Luisa: Of course not, he is in love with you, not me.




  Aida: I know, but when I met Luis Guillermo I realized I’m not in love with that old bag Francisco, as you guys call him. I wrote to him (showing an envelope) ending our relationship, and you know what I did already? I flushed the gold chain he gave me down the toilet.




  Maria Luisa: You did what? But you could have given it to me, or at least give it back to him.




  Aida: No, the thing is that in the letter I tell him that I don’t ever want to see him again, and also, let him know what I did with the chain; so that he has no excuse coming here pretending to get it back.




  Maria Luisa: Aida! How rude of you! Are you crazy?




  Aida: Crazy for Luis Guillermo! If you knew what an interesting life he’s had, the stories he’s told me, places he’s visited, people he’s met; he is also a very hard worker and I love that. He is good looking, a gentleman, although I have the feeling that he has suffered a lot.




  Maria Luisa: Oh my dear God and Virgen of Guadalupe, now we’re in trouble…




  Aida: Do you want me to tell you something he told me?




  Maria Luisa: Yes, yes, go on.




  Aida: Well, let me tell you that in 1900’s Venezuela, his grandma Carmelita Medina and her 3 young daughters Blanca, Conchita and Ernestina, had a vaudeville spectacle that they’d present in small theaters in the city and in towns throughout the country.




  Maria Luisa: Vaudeville? It sounds more like “Brotheville” to me.




  Aida: Maria Luisa! I demand respect. This is Luis Guillermo’s family I’m talking about. Blanca is his mother…




  Maria Luisa: What do you care, you don’t even know them.




  Doña Cata: (Entering) Luisa! Don’t you go complaining later that she doesn’t want to tell you nothing.




  Maria Luisa: Hm, I’m sorry, but what I am listening to doesn’t sound very good, considering that would be Aida’s family if she gets to marry him.




  Doña Cata: (Laughs) For God’s sake! You are already talking about marriage? You just said she doesn’t even know them!




  Aida: So I fell in love without knowing him! Once I get to know him, I’ll better marry him!




  Doña Cata: Uuuuuu, once this girl gets an idea in her mind…




  Maria Luisa: Ok, fine, go on, I promise not to interrupt…




  Aida: Florangel, which was another of Carmelita’s sons acted as the presenter, pianist and assistant.




  Maria Luisa: Hmmm




  Aida stares at her with a threat, Maria Luisa stays quiet. Scene fades to black.




  

    


  




  SCENE 2




  Caracas (1900). It is a small theatre in Caracas. On the stage, in a wardrobe which leaves a lot to be desired, Carmelita and her daughters Blanca, Conchita and Ernestina, present their successful vaudeville show. Presenter enters the scene.




  Florangel: Ladies and Gentlemen, good evening. We are about to begin the hilarious spectacle by Carmelita Medina and her daughters Blanca, Conchita and Ernestina (They start appearing on the stage and take their positions). Today’s Folk Song will make you laugh and forget all your problems, at least momentarily… Before we begin, what do we have here? Oh, yes, a “The Magic Lantern” issue (Applause). Truly, we all got scared by the earthquake a few days ago, but it seems that the one who got scared the most, as I read here (lifts the pamphlet), was our dear President Castro whom allegedly jumped out of a balcony at Casa Amarilla and fell in the middle of the street… Ouch, poor thing, and he twisted his ankle. (Audience laughs) And what did the courageous Cipriano said? (He mockingly reads)




  “Once a terrible noise I heard, and crushed dead thought I would be,




  Was so loud the cracking I heard, that about Zoila, my God, I forgot…




  I left like lightening in an open race




  Once on the street I shouted to Guacamayo, who said




  “Cipriano, if mending ways you will do, be aware of the people




  Hunger cannot wait any longer”




  




  The audience applauds and laughs. A group of policemen enter the theatre and walk over to the stage. Florangel crumples the page he tears from the pamphlet and puts it in his mouth. Unintelligible with his mouthful he continues… Audience laughs out loud.




  Florangel: Our first number tonight is imported from Italy, or France? Maybe Spain? It doesn’t matter; the thing is that it had begun to sting… “The Flea”!




  Audience laughs.
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    Presenter, Florangel, rushes to the piano and starts playing. The three young ladies sing the Folk Song.




    “There is an evil flea that’s bugging me




    Because it stings and then hides and I can’t grab it.




    Runs and runs under my dress making fun of my modesty




    Its impertinence makes me mad and once I get it alive




    To this vile I’m looking for
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