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SCENE:

March 15,1967, Havana, Cuba, in the living room of JUAN "ANGEL" PAGOAGA (64 or 65 years old) and Natividad "Nati" Pagoaga. Angel walks onto stage, taking off a light jacket and folding it onto the back of a chair as he addresses three unseen soldiers.

ANGEL

Pardon me, gentlemen, I wasn't expecting you. I was out on my walk. There is a warbler nest my grandson and I spotted last week. He would never forgive me for not going to check on it. You know how children are, matters are so simple to them. He does not see the concerns of the military as more important than a warbler's nest.

Of course, you were once the same, Jaime.

He grins at one of the soldiers.

Thought I wouldn't recognize you? Jaime Rodriguez. I remember you about this tall, about a year or two older than my grandson is now. Your family had fallen on hard times. Your father was an honest, hardworking man, and I trusted he wouldn't come to me for a favor unless he truly needed to. You did not understand all that we discussed that day at my hardware store, but you knew there was work to be done. Honest and hardworking just like your father. I can see it in your face, even now.

Not that you don't look like a proper soldier of the revolution. You and your two associates make quite the serious picture, standing in your khaki with your rifles, in the living room of an old man and his old wife. I have no doubt you could strike me down in no time, right here, until you've turned my rug a new color.

Ah! I've forgotten my manners. Shall I get you gentlemen some refreshments before we begin? You've surely been on your feet all day, beating on the doors of farmers, businessmen, and school teachers, making sure Castro gets his army. What shall I get you? Wine or a cigar, perhaps? But no, forgive me. You know already, I have no such things at my leisure anymore. You must thank Castro for me for stripping me of such vices. 

I've said too much, haven't I? Forgive an old man for his rambles. You're here on business, which we must not stray from. Before I waste any more of your time, tell me why you've come?

He listens as the men explain.

For my son, José? He was summoned to enlist in the military but failed to report for duty? What wicked behavior — but I must confess that I'm in part to blame. You see, I am not Cuban by birth. I come from Basque country, and the Basque people are an independent and notoriously stubborn folk. I sailed here at the age of sixteen to make my way in the world on my own terms, and I raised my son in this manner. Then he grew into a man and found a lovely wife, Maria. They have two sons, the youngest, Carlos, just a few months old, and the oldest, my sweet Josito, who loves me more than I deserve. We lived together with these horrible capitalist ideas of owning our own business, choosing for ourselves how we want to act and speak and love, instead of following a herd of blind, frightened sheep. Thank the Almighty Castro for setting me straight. Now, we have no business, we have no money, no excesses whatsoever.

My insubordinate José. I think I've solved it, gentlemen. He must not have reported for duty because he did not recognize the privilege it is to leave his wife and children to work at a labor camp far from his home on someone else's orders.

(backing up and raising his hands)

Easy, easy, I am in agreement, my son has disobeyed and must be brought in. I'll help you. I'll tell you exactly where he can be found and brought to justice.

(pause)

America. He and his wife and children left two days ago. You'll find that Nati and I entertain no laughing grandchildren here, no family dinners, no music or dancing, or clandestine talk of politics or religion, for the love of Castro, eh? Good riddance! Now we are much better for it. You have been given your uniforms and your rifles, and can do what you please all in the name of equality. 'Hasta la Victoria, siempre!' 

And my wife and I, you've put us in our place, stamped out the great threat to Castro's sovereignty, taken my store, my money, and driven our family to a foreign country, and I am alone for it. Thank God, thank Castro, what's the difference? Ah, you men want to hit me? Want to take me out back and slaughter me like a pig? Or am I worth even that much? I have heard them call me a worm, 'guzano' — enemy of the revolution! Go on then, do it! Stamp out the worm, I do not stop you. Show me what brave men you are!

Where are they going? They’re leaving already? Jaime, why do you make them go? Yes, yes, I am backing off. I am no threat.

He sits and reflects as his anger softens.

It is better that I am quiet. Always, always better to be quiet these days. Those who do not learn to hold their tongue do not last long anymore. That, we've both seen.

Thank you for stopping them, Jaime. It would be a regrettable thing to die so far from my family. Do you have children? A daughter?

Angel leans forward to look at an unseen picture of Jaime's child.

Ahh . . . Sofia . . . Sofia bonita. She has an honest face, like you. I can imagine how you must love her. It is good to see some things do not change.

