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ACT |

Scene One

(At the 'QGar House', in Santa Fe, N.M Bal cony
table facing the Plaza. Margaritas in front of
two al ready-seated | adies: DELIA and

BEATRI Z. BEATRIZ is reading a letter,

silently. They are late-40's, early 50's. DELIA,
unconfortable, fans herself with the nenu.)

DELI A:
lt’s hot here.

BEATRI Z:
(putting letter down:)
No one shivers here in July.

DELI A:
| m ss New York.

BEATRI Z:
New York is a hundred degrees right now At |east here
there’s room enough so you only have to snell your own
sweat .

DELI A:
| can snell yours sonetines.

BEATRI Z:
| am not sweati ng.

DELI A:
Not now; in New York.

BEATRI Z:
Drink your margarita. Relax. You have a cow no natter
where we go. Last year it was the streets of Venice.

DELI A:
Well, they WERE wet.

BEATRI Z:
They are called canals, and they’ ve al ways been
wet. It’s part of their charm

DELI A:

How nmuch | onger do we have here in this city?
BEATRI Z:

| mss vacationing by nyself. You are al ways
conpl ai ning. You never stop.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

DELI A:
You' re conpl aining right now.
BEATRI Z:
No, |"m not.
DELI A:
See? There!
BEATRI Z:
That wasn’t a conplaint. That was the truth.
DELI A:
Oh. | didn't recognize it. An honest bitch. Sorry.
BEATRI Z:
You know, this was not a good idea, comng to Santa Fe.
DELI A:
No. It wasn’t.
BEATRI Z:
Do you really want to go back to New York?
DELI A:
What for? | don’t wanna snell your sweat.
(Silence.)
BEATRI Z:
What’ s wong?
DELI A:
|"mjust... you know.
BEATRI Z:
It’s not the heat.
DELI A:
It’s ten years today.
BEATRI Z:
What is?... Onh, no.
DELI A:
Today.
BEATRI Z:
Al ready?
DELI A:
Ten years.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

BEATRI Z:
| didn"t... |I’msorry.
DELI A:
What for? It’s just ne. | wish | was better about
forgetting.
BEATRI Z:
You don’t want to. You don't have to.
DELI A:
Jorge hinself would have been the first one to
say: "Enjoy yourselves and have a drink.” And |ook --
we are.
BEATRI Z:

He’ d be smling.

DELI A:
He wasn’'t one for nushi ness.

BEATRI Z:
It’s not mushy to renenber soneone you | oved very nuch.

DELI A:
You' re a good friend.

BEATRI Z:
Your ice is melting.

DELI A:
No, | nean it. A great friend. Thanks for getting ne
out of town.

BEATRI Z:

It was your suggestion.
DELI A:

God. You're right. Well, I’'m gl ad.
BEATRI Z:

|"mglad you re glad. Cheers.
DELI A:

Cheers.

(They toast and drink.)

DELI A:
Shall we order another one?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

BEATRI Z:

Renmenber the altitude.
DELI A:

It’s only two stories.
BEATRI Z:

Santa Fe, silly. Seven thousand feet.
DELI A:

W' Il just drink them sl ower.
BEATRI Z:

(cal l'ing soneone:)

VWaiter?... Yes: two nore.
DELI A:

So that letter you were readi ng?
BEATRI Z:

Ch. M nephew.
DELI A:

Jaimto's witing you in Santa Fe?
BEATRI Z:

No.
DELI A:

| didn’t think so. You were reading that letter in New
York. You brought that letter all the way here.

BEATRI Z:
Yes.

DELI A:
You liked it that nuch?

BEATRI Z:
Yes.

DELI A:
Jaimto.

BEATRI Z:
Yes.

DELI A:
He under st ands.

BEATRI Z:

The only one who does. W never tal ked about it. But
he al ways sends his | ove.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

(grabbi ng DELI A" s hand:)
And to you too.

DELI A:
What about the rest of thenf?

BEATRI Z:
Not a word. Jaimto says everyone’s okay, though. And
Clarissa’'s already in first grade. (Sighs) 1°d love

to see that niece.

DELI A:
My famly could not deal with a dyke, either.

BEATRI Z:
You hate that word.

DELI A:
| really do. It’s a funny one. It just wish it wasn't
used to describe a person. A damin Holland,
maybe. Not a person.

BEATRI Z:
VWhere’'s that drink?

DELI A:
Why don’t you fly Jaimto to New York? He would | ove
to conme see sone plays with us.

BEATRI Z:
God. | don’t think Sandra would let him He's too
young.

DELI A:
He's already thirteen.

BEATRI Z:
| don’t think she would let him

DELI A:
| wonder what it would be like to have a sister. [
wonder if even she would have nade ne feel like | had
no famly either

(BEATRI Z drinks.)

DELI A:

Ch, God. |I'msorry.
BEATRI Z:

It s okay.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

DELI A:
It’s just... | don't know.
BEATRI Z:
It’s -- not easy. Sonetines.
DELI A:
Wiy do peopl e have to nmake everything nore conpl ex than
it all 1s?
BEATRI Z:
| did't help nmuch stealing you away from Jor ge.
DELI A:
Vell, | had sone say there too; it’s not |like I was,
you know, ki dnapped.
BEATRI Z:
After eighteen years of marriage.
DELI A:
That was sone |leap | nmeade, didn't |? Jesus!
BEATRI Z:
What do you get when you cross a lesbian with a
di nosaur ?
DELI A:
Oh Cod.
BEATRI Z:
A Lickal ottapus.
DELI A:
(1 aughs)
Jesus!... That ISreally funny. I'mglad it didn't

have the "d" word in it.

BEATRI Z:
| heard that today. At the "Five and Dine." Two high
school boys.

DELI A:
God. High school was hard. The pretending, you know?

BEATRI Z:
There was a | ot of that.

DELI A:
It was hard. That age was hard.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

BEATRI Z:
It still is.

DELI A:
That age?

BEATRI Z:
No. CQurs. It can be. Hard.

DELI A:
Sonetinmes. And then you get a letter fromJainmto.

BEATRI Z:
(smles)
Yes.

DELI A:
You have a beautiful smle.

BEATRI Z:
And you're irresistible when you' re pissed off.

DELI A:
Am | ?

BEATRI Z:
When you frown, | can’'t even contain nyself.

DELI A:
You’ re gonna nmake ne bl ush between bouts of vomting.

BEATRI Z:
(1 ooki ng around:)
Where the hell are our drinks?

DELI A:
It’s weird to have a famly that nakes you feel as if
you didn’t have a famly.

BEATRI Z:
You make your own.

DELI A:
Yeah... but, you know.

BEATRI Z:
VWhat ?

DELI A:
It would be nice.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

BEATRI Z:
A lot of things would be nice.
DELI A:
Yes.
BEATRI Z:
Do you think if I go behind the bar and start naking
our own drinks they' |l get the hint?
DELI A:
Try it. 1’11 tip.
BEATRI Z:
Look at the trees in the Plaza. Wat a view
DELI A:
It’s nice. Look. Those young |overs down there.
BEATRI Z:
God. They’'re probably still in high school.
DELI A:
How | ong do you think that’ Il last?
BEATRI Z:
Hopefully a long tine.
DELI A:
Fifteen years?
BEATRI Z:
(sm | es)
Si xteen. It’s al nbst sixteen.
DELI A:
W' re getting on.
BEATRI Z:
Honey, we got on a long tine ago.
DELI A:
Look at them Kissing. |In the mddle of the Plaza.
BEATRI Z:
Yes.
DELI A:
Wuldn't it be nice?
BEATRI Z:
It’s a hot day. | hope they’ re wearing sunbl ock.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

DELI A:
Thanks for being here.

BEATRI Z:
Wiy not? We |ove Santa Fe.

DELI A:
Thanks for bei ng HERE

BEATRI Z:
Ch. O course.
(Looks out to the Pl aza)
It’s beautiful out there.

DELI A:
The dri nks never cane.

BEATRI Z:
Who cares?

DELI A:
A lot of things would be nice...
(Beat)
Can you read it?

BEATRI Z:
Huh?

DELI A:
Wiy don’t you read it?

BEATRI Z:
kay.
(Reads letter:)

"Dear Aunt Beatriz: | amwiting to say hi. Can you

believe | start seventh grade next

month? Already. How s Delia? Tell her hi. | dared

mention your nane at dinner. The table got

quiet. Then | nmentioned Delia s nanme too, and | nade
sure | nmentioned it in the sane sentence. You could

hear a pin drop."
(They | augh)

"Then nmom changed the subject. | took a chance. But
didn't care. Wien | growup | promise | will see you

nore often. Thanks for the fifty dollars. | won't
tell anybody. Please say hi to Delia. 1| like

her. This is a secret, but | know that nomstill uses

your rice pudding recipe. But | don’t want to say

anyt hing so she won’t stop. | love you very nuch.
anything you want to do is OK by nme. | mss

you. Jainme. PS: 1'Il wite you sonme nore very
soon. |I’'mgoing to the novies now. "

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

(Sil ence)

BEATRI Z:
(l ooking at the Plaza)
So beautiful, out there.

DELI A:
lt’'s beautiful in here too.

(They | ook at each other.)

DELI A:

A lot of things ARE nice. In here.
BEATRI Z:

Shall | get your drink? You okay?
DELI A:

| AM okay. You?
BEATRI Z:

YOU RE okay?
DELI A:

| am | really am

(BEATRI Z smil es, then nods:)

BEATRI Z:

Then so am .

THE END



