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A MONOLOGUE IN FOUR SCENES 

MARIA......................A WOMAN IN HER EARLY 20'S 

THE PLAY IS SET IN THE SMALL AGRICULTURAL TOWN OF SAN MARCO IN 
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THE SET 

THE SET IS THE BACK GARDEN OUTSIDE OF THE SMALL CHURCH IN 
THE TOWN. THERE IS A WOODEN BENCH AND NEXT TO IT ON A PEDESTAL 
A STATUE OF "SAN MARCO" THE SAINT OF THE TOWN 
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Scene 1 

Enter Maria. A woman in her early 20 's, simple but well groomed. Her dress is clean but 

old. She comes from a poor background, a family that has lived for years in the town. She 

carries a bag with her possessions and some shopping. It's morning and we hear the 

bells of the church ring for morning service. She looks around ensuring nobody is about 

and runs to the side to make sure everyone has gone into the church. The expression on 

her face is sad and she sighs a few times as she walks around looking at the soundings. 

She places her bag next to the bench and stands looking out to the audience as if trying to 

see something far away. She sighs and stands there looking out. 

Maria: (whispering} I love you! 

She holds her hart as if an enormous pain has stroked her. She bends over and sits on the 

bench. 

Maria: (as if out of breath) Why? Why? ........  

She calms her self as she clears her eyes. She goes to her bag a produces a picture. She 

sits and looks at it with loving eyes. She kisses the picture several times. 

Maria: (looking at the picture, she talks and reacts as if the picture was talking 

back at her) Good morning my love, how are you today? Good, I am glad you slept well. 

Me? Oh, happier to see you. (Pause, she kisses the picture) oh, I don't care if the entire 

world saw us kissing. ... I know we are outside church, but so what.... sorry I know, we 

must behave in front of God. Hey, I bought something this morning, look...(she produces 

out of the bag a small candle holder with a candle) isn't it pretty? For our home. You 

know what is like in this town; you never know when they are going to cut the electricity 

(Pause, she looks at the picture) When you finish building our house, it will be the envy of 

the town, we won't have much to start with, but what we'll have will be so beautiful. Last 

week I was thinking about the wedding, is all going to be so wonderful! We are lucky as 

there is a baptism the day before we plan to get married, so they'll buy flower and we can 

use them for our ceremony, that way we can save a bit of money. And my dress is just a 

dream. Mother finished the main sawing and started doing the detail work with my aunt 



Lupita.( She looks at the picture with a smile and starts to frantically kissing it. She stops 

suddenly as if the picture has told her something.) I don't care if god is watching, he 

should have been watching before! He doesn't care about us, so why should we care. 

Dam him! (she stops knowing she has said a blasphemy. Looking at the Statue of San 

Marco, she speaks as if speaking to it with anger) Why should I care about your God? 

I've never been a good catholic, I know, even though my mother dragged me into church 

every Sunday, (goes to the saint) is this the way he is punishing me? Is this how he shows 

his anger?, his despise towards me?, Why? There are worse sinners than me in this world, 

why pick on me? (Pause) why Roberto? He is a good man; all he ever wanted was for us 

to be happy. He is not like me, he goes to church every Sunday, respects his parents and 

friends, works hard, is honest and even knows his ten commandments. He makes me feel 

special, he is the only person in this world that has ever treated me with respect and loved 

me for who I am. He knows I did not mean to fall into that world, that world of easy 

money and vices, and he rescued me from it, you know! And now, tomorrow morning, 

14th April, he will be gone (pause) gone 2 years after we met (pause) for eve. (she places 

the picture of Roberto by the feet of the saint. Walks to the front of the stage and looks 

out) Tomorrow, at the first sight of light, they are going to execute you. And all because 

you love me, because you were defending my honor! Honor that I had lost a long time ago 

and you gave me back, that sense of being a woman again and not just an object of sexual 

pleasure for men! And now, not even your God that you so claimed to be almighty and 

powerful can help you! (turns to the saint) Do you know why my Roberto is in that prison 

and will die tomorrow? Because he protected me from a man, from a man who thought he 

could just take what wasn't his, just like the rest of them, men who think they own women 

and can do what they like with them! Did my Roberto commit a crime? No! He was just 

protecting me from Luis, the slimy bastard. (pause) It was an accident; my Roberto would 

never kill anyone. It was just a bad fall, that's all. (looks at the statute as if it has asked her 

a question) You don’t believe me? I’ll tell you how it happened. One night, I am at home 

waiting for Roberto, I’ve just finished he dinner and was reading my book, I am not very 

good at reading but I try to better my self, so I am trying to read this book Dona Merche 

gave to me, when I hear a knock at the door. It was the devil himself, Luis. I asked him 

what he wanted and he insisted in coming in and pushed his way into my room. I knew 

Luis was there with bad intentions and I tried to take the first thing I could to protect my 

self when he jumped at me and try to kiss me! Not sooner this happened, Roberto arrived 



home and pushed Luis away from me. They got into an argument, they started fighting and 

Roberto pushed him down the stairs in self-defense, after a moment of silence we saw Luis 

lying there without movement. Roberto ran to help him but it was too late. Everyone knew 

how much Roberto hated Luis and as people began to gather outside waiting for the 

police, they all began to shout "murderer!" Roberto and I just held each other with our 

eyes closed; we knew this was no good. Next thing the police arrived and my Roberto was 

gone. After the police took him away they all began to call me murderer and all sorts of 

names, pushing me around as if I was an animal. I ran that night without stopping until I 

was at the top of the hill, far away from all of them.  (Pause, sits on the bench) everyone in 

this god-forsaken town has always hated me, because I was different. Everyone hated me 

because I finally had found happiness with Roberto; they all hate us because we love each 

other. Even your God hated us! (Pause, she takes out of her bag a Tequila bottle and hiding 

from the saint takes a sip and puts it back) The fact is that Luis was never happy I was 

going to marry Roberto. (Goes over to the Statue again and looks at it) My Roberto 

wanted me to leave the club where I worked and I had just told Don Roque, the owner of 

the place, that I was thinking of leaving. One night, a few days before I stopped working, I 

had just left the club and was on my way home when I met Luis, he was drunk, as usual, 

and wanted to kiss me. I told him I was not interested in him any more but he grab me 

again so I hit him so hard in his groin that he bent doubled in pain. I told him that even if 

was the last man in the world I would never marry him. He laughed and garbed me so hard 

and with an evil look in his eyes said, "if you are not mine, you will not be Roberto's or 

anyone else’s, and I will make sure of it" I was so freighted, that look in his eyes, was pure 

evil, it was like I had just seen the devil himself. I ran so fast, far away from him. That 

night I cried until my eyes were dried. I will never forget Luis' evil look that night because 

although he might be dead, he is making dam sure I will not marry Roberto, or indeed 

anyone! (Pause, with anger) So why do you think your God is helping Luis get his 

revenge? (Pause) I never knew God worked with the devil, because that's what Luis was, 

the devil himself. (Calmer) So why doesn’t God help me now? Why doesn’t he help 

Roberto? What did we do wrong? Tell me? (The bells in the church ring. Maria looks up, 

in a soft voice) What does he want from me? 

Lights down. 



Scene 2 

Maria stands by the Saint. It is early afternoon. She is more relaxed as she has been 

drinking. We see the Tequila bottle in the plastic bag on the bench. She looks at the 

picture and then at the saint 

Maria: You know, I think that tomorrow Roberto will become a saint. 

Yes sir, 14th April will be the day my Roberto will become a Saint! (Stops and thinks, and 

answers as if the statute has spoken to her) I think you may be right, there is a San 

Roberto already, alright then he deserves to be an angel (thinks about it again and as if the 

statue toll her something) all right, I understand everyone become an angel, unless of 

course you go to hell like me, in which case you become a devil! I think this town should 

make him a saint and put up his statue in the church, (pause) This town! I have never in my 

life seen such a stupid, ignorant, arrogant, mediocre town! (Pause) Mind you, I've never 

lived anywhere else so I guess is hard to compare... Still, I know there are other towns, 

which are much better, Roberto told me! We are planning.... were planning, to go and live 

somewhere else. We even thought about moving to the city! Now that’s a place I would 

like to live in. Big buildings, lots of cars, restaurants, lots of people. That's the best thing 

about it, lots of people. Nobody knows you, or whom you are, where you live. No gossip. 

People in cities just leave you alone to get on with your life. (She goes over to her 

shopping bag and hiding takes a drink form the Tequila bottle, hides it away again) If 

people in this town had left me alone, my Roberto and I would still be together! I mean, 

they are so full of shit! (looks at the Saint) Sorry (looks at the picture) Sorry my love 

(continuous) they won't even let me see him today. So I have to content my self by sitting 

here and seeing him from the distance. (Sits on the bench and smiles) Ironic, isn't it? The 

only place from where I can see him is where your God lives, your powerful and almighty 

God that will not help us! (Pause) It doesn't matter they won’t let me see him as we can 

see each other all the time. (Walks to the front of the stage) I can see him right now; he is 

sitting in his cell looking at my picture. He is looking so sad, not because he is going to be 

executed tomorrow, but because he knows how much I am suffering, (turns back to the 

saint) He never thinks about himself, ho no, he always puts everyone before him. He 

would give his food to the hungry, and his drink to the thirsty. He always said “Maria, there 

is always someone who needs more than you”. (Goes to the bag and takes the Tequila 

bottle out, drinks from it and looks at the saint) I am sorry, where are my manners, would 



you like a drink? (Waits for a reply) No? I understand, you can’t drink whilst on duty. 

(Takes another swig, leans against the statue with the bottle in one hand) He was a good 

person; he is a good person, unlike me. You know (pause) what's your name? (Reads 

the inscription) San Marco? Are you the patron of this town? You name is all over it! 

San Marco, can I call you that? I just feel we are getting to know each other well. 

Anyway, San Marco, I don't like drinking, in fact I have never drank in my life. I used 

to have little sips of Roberto's drink, though he never drank a lot. We used to giggle so 

much as I would take a sip and then cough like crazy. He used to say; "you should 

never drink alcohol, flowers only drink water" He used to call me flower. But today this 

flower is dried and there is no water around! (Drinks again) As I came out of the house 

this morning I remember how my father used to say "If you are feeling blue, a drop of 

tequila will do you good" so I felt I needed a drink and went to the shop and bought this 

tequila, good stuff you know. I told the man in the shop that it was for my granddad and 

he believed me! In this town if you are a woman, you can’t even buy a drink without 

someone sniggering about it! Anyway, I thought, a little drink might just help me through 

the day, and night, and tomorrow 14th April. You know what is interesting about 14th 

April? It seems to be a day when they kill innocent people! President Kennedy was 

killed on the 14th April, I saw a documentary once on it and it was the day the titanic hit 

the iceberg and sank killing hundreds of people! I saw that film with Roberto. (She 

walks to the front again and looks out) tomorrow, 14th April, when we hear the sound of 

those bullets go through my love, another innocent man has died on the 14th April 

(pause) they don't realise they are not just shooting Roberto, they are shooting me too, 

those bullets will go through my hart and kill me too. (Pause, trying to be brave) 

anyway, there is nothing we can do. (She goes and sits on the bench) Are you sure you 

don’t want a drink? This stuff is good! (Pause) 14th April will be a day I will not forget, 

that’s for sure! (Drinks again) San Marco, did you know that there is also a remote 

possibility that they might not execute him? 

 

Lights go out 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Scene 3 

Night. Maria comes in pulling her dress down; she has been to the toilet in the bushes. 

She is now drunk. Looks at the statue and picks up the bottle. Takes the last swig of it but 

realises is empty and throws it away. Looks at the saint again. 

Maria: (cheeky) Marco?...... I hope you weren't looking when I was doing 

a pi! Is naughty! Or as you say, it's a sine, (she laughs) I feel we really got to know each 

other well, bonded, you and me, you don't mind me calling you Marco, do you? All this 

“San” business is too formal for someone you feel you know well. You know Marco; 

you are the first saint I find I can talk to. (She thinks about it) In fact, you are the only 

Saint I know! Take this as a compliment, you are special, there is something about you I 

like. I think everyone in this town likes you; otherwise they wouldn’t have given it your 

name, San Marcos Del Rio! (Thinks) Don’t you think is a bit obvious it should be San 

Marcos by the river? We are by a river! (Laughs) I suppose some times you have to point 

out the obvious. (Looks at the Saint) Can I tell you a little secret? (Looks from one side 

to the other and then speaks softly) I don't feel as bad as I did this morning. I feel that 

even though I'm about to loose the best thing that ever happened to me, there is still 

something left for me. I don't know what it is. Something to help me through my pain and 

help me get back on my feet, (pause) I think is your influence and all your wise words! 

(Moves away and looks out towards the audience) I been thinking, I might move away 

from this town, after we buried Roberto. His body might be underground but his spirit 

will be in me, and we can go anywhere we like. I thought of going to Mexico City, what 

do you think? I know Roberto will be happy there, he was mad about the city, he never 

stopped talking about it. We'll be able to do all the things we always wanted to do. Go to 

the cinema; take long walks in the park. Even go to the theatre, (pause) I have never been 

to a theatre. He has, when he was a young boy; his father took the family to Puebla to 

see a play. Puebla is a nice city too, Roberto said, but not as exiting as Mexico City (turns 

around as if the Saint has just said something) I know it will be crowded! But I don’t 

think it will be that bad! Beside, in the city no one knows you, so you can be who you 

want to be! I'll have to save some money of course; I don't know anyone there. They say 

is a dangerous city. But I know how to look after myself, and Roberto will be with me, 

always protecting me. (Pause, then with excitement) Hey, why don't you come with us! 



They may need a Saint there? Unless of course there is already a “Saint Mexico City” (As if 

the statue just spoke) Oh right… I suppose you are right, you couldn't come with us, you 

belong here, San Marcos without San Marco, doesn’t work does it? It would just be “Del 

Rio”, and that could be confusing! (Pause) I suppose I also belong here. (Pause, sits 

down as she thinks) I don't want to go away. I know belong here. I never asked for 

much! All I ever wanted was to be happy, and I found that happiness in 

Roberto. All I wanted was a house, and children. (Turning quickly to the saint) 

the ones we were going to have of course. (Pause and with a smile) did you know that 

Roberto and I never did it? He was a gentleman and wanted to make things right. Poor 

love, he really wanted to believe that our first night would be my first! I would have 

been, with him, and that was good enough for him, I never insisted, I wanted to get to the 

altar and not feel ashamed of myself. And I wanted Roberto to know he was getting a 

good woman, even if the rest of the world thought different. He really wanted me to 

come to God and believe I was a good woman. He told me that the past did not matter, 

that God forgives everything and everyone. And you know what, for a while I believed 

him. I really thought God had forgiven me and was giving me a second chance, but no, it 

was all a lie! (Pause) God has never loved me; he took my father away when I was a 

young girl, when I needed him most, and now he is taking my love as well, when I need 

him most! (Pause) I am a good woman, (pause) why can’t God see that? (Looks at the 

Saint with tears in her eyes) Why can’t you see that, (pause) why won't you help me. 

What do you want me to do? Tell me?, I'll do it. I am a good person. Do you want me to 

come to church to pray every Sunday? Is that it? I left God once before because he took 

something precious away from me, I came back to him and he now does the same, why? 

I cannot change the past. I can’t undo what I did wrong. I had to run away from him, and 

took what life gave me, what he put in front of me! Was he testing me? Did I choose 

wrong? Perhaps so. Do I regret it? Why should I! (Pause, walks away from the Saint and 

paces up and down as if thinking, the comes back to him) all right, I want a second 

chance. I know he can give me a second chance. If you help me, if you help Roberto, I 

promise you to be the best person this church has ever seen. I will teach my children to 

love God, to be good Catholics, to be good servants of your church, we will be at service 

every Sunday, I will say my prayers every night, I will bring you flower and light a candle 

on your day, lights candles on this date, this 14th of April that I will never forget. I will 

cherish and love my husband, I will follow my ten commandments, I can learn them by 

hart, I want to be a good woman, and I am a good woman! I promise you to live in peace 



with God. I will do anything you want me to do, but please, I am asking you, I am begging 

you, save my Roberto! It is not his fault! He is a good man! (She drops to her knees in 

front of the saint) Please God forgive me. Forgive me for everything I did and save my 

Roberto! You took my father before; please don’t take him as well! (She looks up to the 

sky) When morning comes, and the first ray of sun appears in the sky, and all we can hear 

is the singing of the birds, the silence, and not a single sound of bullets in the air, then I 

will know you mercy, I will know that there is a God up there looking after us, and for 

that God I will live! And I will show you my devotion not only through my love for you 

but I will go from here, your home to the prison to collect my Roberto on my knees. On 

these knees I rest upon, as I show my devotion for you now.  

 

Lights go out



Scene 4 

As the lights come up, it is early morning. Maria lays dawn a sleep next to the saint. 

There is a gentle singing of birds. Maria begins to open her eyes. As she sits up, there 

is the sound of a single trumpet playing in the distance. Maria stands and slowly walks to 

the front of the stage. 

Maria: (speaking over the trumpet) this is it God, show me your mercy! 

(Turns and walks to the saint and touches his feet. Picks up Roberto's picture. Looks at 

it and to the saint) Thank you, thank you for showing me the way; I know you and 

God will help me. I know understand what this is all about. I know understand that 

love for God is more than just a prayer. 

The trumpet stops playing. Maria holds onto the picture as hard as she can, waiting to 

hear the sound of the bullets. 

  Maria: (holding Roberto’s picture very close and her eyes closed) this is it 

San Marcos, silence means there is a God and I am devoted to him (pause) the single 

sound of a bullet means you lied to me! And I will burn in hell. 

Silence. Maria holds in agony waiting for the sound of shots. Nothing happens. We can 
hear the birds singing. Suddenly realising what has happened Maria in an emotional 
outcome drops to her knees. 

Maria: (with tears in her eyes and looking up to the sky) Thank you God, 
thank you for showing me your mercy and giving me hope, thank you for giving me my 
life back! (Holding onto the picture) Roberto! I am coming! 

 
On her knees, she starts to move to the front of the stage towards the audience as if going 
to the prison. As she gets to the edge of the stage there is a single trumpet and then the 
sound of shots of riffles. 

Maria: NO! 

Lights out. 


