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ACT I 

Lights up. Miranda examines herself in the mirror. She doesn’t like what she sees, but she does 
the best she can. She’s clearly nervous about something. 

MIRANDA  
You got this.  
You got this, girl.  
Everything’s gonna be all right.  
Everything’s gonna be all right.  
You got this, Miranda.  
You’ve seen it happen before. You’ve seen it happen a million times to other people, so you 
know how it goes.  
Alright, let’s practice. You’re gonna walk up to him, and you’re gonna say: “Alan! Wow! It’s so 
weird to find you here...” Wait! No. He’ll be there because I called him… That’s fine. That’s fine. 
That was the first round. You’re supposed to screw up the first round, so you get the stupid out of 
you and shine later. So let’s try it again. Remember: This comes naturally, so the first thing that 
pops into your head: “So, Alan, I don’t know about you, but I’m really into... sponges. Yes, 
sponges, because the way they absorb the fluid that surrounds them can mirror our soul’s 
need---” Okay, there’s no way of saving that one.  
[Notices the audience.]  
I know. I’m really bad at this… but not for long. Today’s an important day, so I’m glad you’re 
here and listening. For a while, being listened to has been the only release I’ve gotten. Because 
for every truly difficult problem, there’s one point in the process when you’ve scribbled a 
defeated X over every possible answer, and you know that if you were a film, someone would’ve 
fast-forwarded you to the good parts by now, but that’s not how it works: You’re alive. You have 
to live through the “I don’t know how’s” even if you don’t know how. You have to put up with 
the torrent of longing inside of your chest even when there’s no direction for it to leave you 
through, so you just talk, in the hopes that somewhere in the ripples of your words, what you 
truly need to say will swim its way out... Well, I won’t have to worry about feeling like that ever 
again after today. Today, everything changes. See…  
I have a woman locked in my heart.  
And she’s brave.  
And she’s smart.  
And she’s strange and funny and fascinating.  
But she’s locked in my heart, and the constant pumping of year after year and time after time has 
been beating against the walls of her chamber, closing in on her. More and more and more. It 
goes bom bom bom bom bom  
[The pumping... Is it turning into gunshots?]  
And it made me realize it’s time.  
Today, I let her out.  
Today you let her out, Miranda.  
Miranda? 
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MAMI  
MIRANDA! PAY ATTENTION!  
[The record scratches as the trans is interrupted. Mami has always had a way of doing this.] 
Ay, Dios mio, in Limboland again. I was telling you something important. Now I’m gonna have 
to repeat myself, and you know how much I love that. You listening? Good... I was telling you 
that I took Joaquín to the veterinary today, you know, to give him the rabies vaccine y toa’ esa’ 
pendejá, and when I got there, the vet confirmed it: Joaquín’s balls have grown more than twice 
their size in only one week. I told you I wasn’t crazy! So I left him there so they could see if 
that’s something they need to fix, or if he just has big, giant, ugly balls. I tell you, they’re really 
shocking. You want to see them? Here. I took a close-up. Miranda. Miranda! Pay attention! 
Madre de la altagracia, always going somewhere else in your head! 
EI! Ya paso. Last night happened, and we’re okay now. Mamita, there’s life here, now, so pay 
attention.  
[Phone rings and she picks is up.]  
Hola, mijito. Yes, she’s here with me now and probably left her phone upstairs, because she’s 
always in Limboland... Aja. Okay... It’s Alan, that handsome boy. I’ve always liked him. Says he 
got your message and is waiting for you outside. Says he wants to take a walk in the park or 
something. Ei! Don’t run so fast, or you’ll fall! Miranda, you’ll get hit by a car! Oh, I tell you 
your friend’s here, and you listen, but your mother---[Begins to cook.] yo no se pa’ que yo tengo 
hijo’, total... [Continues to mumble in Spanish. Lights slowly fade on her as we see Miranda.]  

MIRANDA  
Hi, Alan... [She is very clearly in love with him.] Thanks so much for coming for me. Yeah, I’ve 
been going crazy since last night, and I didn’t want to tell you over the phone, ‘cause it was just 
too important... What? Oh, I’m gonna take a while, so you go first. . . You like someone? What? 
Since when? No, you hadn’t--You hadn’t mentioned her. That’s great. Yeah. What’s she like? 
Brave and smart. Gorgeous too, huh? Yes... Yeah, she must be... wonderful. You should ask her 
out. She’s a lucky girl. [Silence. She’s clearly hurt.] Nothing. I just--I just realized I’m really 
tired, so maybe I should go sleep. What? Oh, I forgot what I was gonna say, so it was probably 
not even that important. 
[Walks back into herself. Then, suddenly, looks at us and takes a deep breath. Jumps back to 
Alan.]  
Except it is... Alan, listen. There’s something I need to say, but first let me make this clear: If you 
like her, then she’s gotta be amazing. That’s a given. I wouldn’t argue against that. I’m not 
interested in competing with other women. I want us all to kick ass in this world... That’s not 
what this is about. But there is something I need to say, and the only thing I ask is that you listen. 
So here goes... Alan... what do you love in the world?  
What makes you tick?  
Like, when everything seems to be collapsing around you and you feel yourself falling into a 
black hole, what thought pulls you out?  
Is it something simple, like fresh air? Or something important, like your family? Is it a 
philosophy? Or an image? Like, a little color on an otherwise black room. Or the thought of 
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someone who isn’t a dancer dancing, but, I mean, really dancing, fully surrendering herself to the 
music and ONLY the music. Grabbing all these ideas of what a body should look like and what it 
should move like to be beautiful and putting them aside for a second, saying, “Y’all can sit there 
quietly for the next few minutes, ‘cause I’m gonna fucking dance...” See, that’s usually my go-to, 
‘cause that’s what freedom looks like to me...  
But sometimes it’s just a good night’s sleep. Sometimes it’s just knowing you’re safe... and 
sometimes... Something different happened last night. Have you ever been woken up in the 
middle of the night by the sound of gunshots? 
Yeah. No, we’re fine. We’re all okay. Hold on, Alan. I’m trying to tell you something, and it took 
me a while to muster this courage, so can you please stay with me? Great.  
I don’t know if I was dreaming when it happened. All I remember is waking up to a blast against 
my ears and realizing that it was coming from a couple of yards outside my house. So I 
catapulted out of my bed and ran to find papi in the hallway. I said, “Papa, those are gunshots! 
What do we do? Where’s mami?” And he told me to stay away from the windows. “The 
windows are dangerous,” he said. “But what do we do?” I asked again, and he just shushed me! 
And then began to pivot frantically around his right foot, you know, as though deciding on which 
direction of the house to run towards. And of course I waited patiently. It was papi. He would 
save me. He had promised me since I was little back in Santo Domingo...  

PAPI  
Mirandita, don’t cry. This world may not seem like a safe place. There are people out here who’ll 
want to hurt you, yes, but guess what? They never will, because I’m here. Papi’s got it. Papi 
always knows what to do. Papi will keep you safe. 

MIRANDA  
But then he began to slow down, and as the centripetal force that kept him girating began to 
lessen until he was standing still, I swear to God, I witnessed hope do the same.  
He just leaned over the railing of the stairs, started to look through the window at the night sky, 
and said something very softly. It might’ve been “Everything’s gonna be all right,” but the 
sentence got lost in the firing. And we just stood there waiting, waiting for it to stop. I looked at 
him. He looked at the moon. And I wondered what the people on the other side of the gun were 
looking at.  
And why I couldn’t save them.  
And I wondered why anyone should ever have to feel as helpless as I did then.  
I wish bravery was as beautiful as they depict it in story books.  
I couldn’t stand the fact that it wasn’t, so I did what I always do. I went somewhere else in my 
head. I became someone else, someone who isn’t so afraid of everything all the time.  
Because if in reality, I couldn’t save them, or my family, or even myself, for that matter, then at 
least, in here, I could. And in my mind, I told papi that everything was gonna be all right, and 
from the inside of my house, I yelled “It’s okay! I got it, guys! I’m on my way!”  
I stormed out the door like a cannon ball from its dwelling cave and landed in the middle of the 
highway.  
It was like being in the eye of the hurricane.  
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There were lines and lines of cars whoosing by me, missing me by a baby-meter.  
The honking was unbearable.  
And I couldn’t see.  
So I had to move.  
I ran through the smoke that used to be air  
and the people who used to care. 
And then... I wished you’d been there.  
Can you believe that?  
You. You came into my head.  
In a battlefield. The world as safe as I knew it pulled from under my feet. In a battlefield... and I 
thought of you. 
How could I not tell you? 
I thought of you. You... with your obscure lists written on the corners of your notebooks and your 
tendency to edit what you say as you say it so many times that you don’t actually end up saying 
anything and your long, late-night tirades on why Siri is definitely plotting to take over the 
world. You... and your unwavering resolution to find the good in people, the strong in people, the 
brave in people. 
How could I not tell you?  
Why did I not tell you?  
Why did I walk away without saying anything?  
Why did the words only come out now that I’m standing in my room, talking to myself in the 
mirror?  
Why didn’t she come out like she was supposed to? 

[Faces us again.] 

Today wasn’t the day I thought it was going to be... I wasn’t always a coward. And the woman of 
my dreams, the woman I could be, wasn’t always stuck inside of me. It was me. I put her in 
there. I locked her in when we were both young and didn’t know who we were or who we were 
to each other, because I thought that if I kept her inside of me, then, out of the two of us, at least 
she could have a safe place to grow up in. So I made out of my heart a minute cell with no 
windows so that no one could break through. Nothing but a heavy, wooden door to keep her 
company, a door that I locked hermetically. But here’s the problem with locking bravery inside of 
your heart: When adversity comes knocking from every side, the walls close in on themselves 
and the only savior is stuck inside. She’s been in there for years. She’s suffered every unfortunate 
event. She’s running out of space and air. I need to get her out, or she might die. I have to think. 
The wooden door. There’s gotta be a key! Did I even think about how I would release her when I 
locked her in? Of course I didn’t. I was a pretty impulsive kid... 

BABY MIRANDA  
Hi, class, my name is Miranda, and I’m this many. [Six fingers.] Except for this [Points to one of 
the fingers], so I’m this many. [Five fingers.] And I want to talk to the class about violence. My 
mami says that it’s important to educate little girls on violence, because we live in a really 
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dangerous island where there are grown-ups who sometimes hurt little girls’ bodies. My mami 
taught me about rape. You don’t know about rape? It’s when--- Teacher, my mami told me it’s 
important that I know so that if someone touches me in a place where I don’t want them to touch 
me, I can scream. Maybe they should know too, so they can scream if---Why do I have to go to 
the principal’s office?  
Before I go, can I finish my Monday Monologue? Pleeeeease? I’ll talk about something else, real 
quick. Promise. Pleeeeeeeaaaaase. Thank you, teacher. Okay, well, the other thing I wanted to 
talk about is that even though all of the time, I am scared-ed, I have a secret behind my belly area 
and my chest. Do you wanna see it? BAAAAHAHAHAH I’m not gonna show you!  
But I can tell you: I have a princess inside of myself, and when I feel scared-ed and I wanna cry, 
she says, “Everything’s gonna be all right.” She sings, “Everything’s gonna be all right. 
Everything’s gonna be all right...” 

MIRANDA  
The thing about the woman of your dreams is that she grows and changes with your imagination. 
And the thing about your imagination is that it grows with your memories, with what you 
experience, what you see. So in her first stages, the woman of my dreams was a conglomeration 
of princesses who we all know, because when I was little, I would turn on the TV and find...  

DISNEY PRINCESS WOMAN OF DREAMS (song)  
Why talk when you can sing?  
Did you know? - I’ll be saved by a prince  
I talk to birds while I’m waiting 
All around, they say I’m nice  
Beautiful and worth the price  
But something in me wants to use my own hands  
To fight against chance  
To try to  
Oh, why can’t I stop dreaming?  
Could there truly be more?  
Could this courage be hidden behind my own locked doors?  
Don’t know the How,  
But I’ll get there  
Bravery will come; I feel it in the air 

BABY MIRANDA  
[Finishes the song] ’Cause it’s everywhere I am  
Hmmm... [Turns off the TV and knocks on her own heart.] Hey. You’re a princess, right? 
Someday, when we’re both grown up and strong and safe, I’ll let you out, and I’ll be a princess 
too. [Continues to song] I’m so glad I’m dreaming—- [Runs into window and stops suddenly.] 

MIRANDA  
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Oh, right. How could I forget? One day, my parents and I were in a long line outside of the 
movies, waiting to see some kind of Disney film, I’m sure, and I grew impatient, so I went over 
to the windows of the theatre in order to peer into the lobby, which was decorated with posters of 
Snow White and Cinderella and Sleeping Beauty, but right as I began to lean on the glass, I was 
bombarded with my own reflection. Of course I’d seen myself before, but never like this. Never 
hollow and weakly transparent, beaten in the battle for attention by concrete pictures of what I 
should be staring at me from the unreachable world on the other side of the glass. I didn’t look 
like a princess. 

BABY MIRANDA  
My hair is too dark. And so is my skin. I know. My crazy aunt Mariana’s always painting her 
hair. When I grow up, I can paint my hair. And and and if you get a tan when you go out in the 
sun, then if you don’t go out in the sun, your tan leaves until it’s gone, right? 

MIRANDA  
So I thought that, maybe, instead of the movies, I should peruse the local channels. At least the 
women in there shared my features. Only that they were... Well... 

TELENOVELA WOMAN  
José Arcadio Benítez Montañez Santa Iglesia. Los calzones que me prestaste estaban sucios. 
¡Sucios, te digo! ¡Es una traición! Y, por cierto, estoy embarazada y es tuyo. 

MIRANDA  
So that wasn’t gonna work. So there I found myself once again, thinking I’d scratched out every 
possible answer, when...  

MAMI  
MIRANDA! Your friend Anita called me and said that you won’t play with her in the backyard 
because you don’t want to be in the sun or something? Tell me truth: What is going on? Are you 
plotting some kind of vampire conspiracy in the dark? Am I gonna get another call from your 
teacher? Ya yo no puedo con esa mujer.  
Ei, que pasa? Why are you crying, mamita? . . . A princess? Or one of the telenovela 
personalities? I’ll tell you one thing. They do have something in common: They’re both stupid. 
¡Son dos estúpidas! Don’t you spend one more ounce of energy on looking up to someone 
because of how they look. You know what you need? Books. Wait until you’re old enough to 
read good books. If you’re looking for a role model, that’s where you’ll find her, because in this 
day and age, to read a woman’s words is to actually see her.  

MIRANDA  
Mami was right, as usual, even though I wouldn’t know that until years later. When I was around 
seven, we moved away from Santo Domingo and into its neighboring island: Puerto Rico. 
Similar in some ways, but not enough for us to not feel like immigrants, I’d say. Mami has 
always said that to be an immigrant is to be afraid. Afraid of discrimination. Afraid of loneliness. 
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Afraid of not fitting in. And afraid of fitting in... and never returning home. And for me, afraid 
meant the woman inside of me needed to remain locked for her own safety while I continued to 
find the perfect one to model her after... And I did. I found her in a play. The play was La pasión 
según Antígona Pérez, which translates to “The Passion According to Antígona Pérez,” by the 
Puerto Rican playwright Luis Rafael Sánchez. It’s a modern, Latin version of the Greek tragedy 
Antigone, you know, the one in which a woman is incarcerated for burying her brothers, because 
they were enemies of the king. Only in this version, King Creon was a Latin American dictator, 
and the chorus were journalists, and Antígona Pérez’s words lit up the dark cellar in my chest 
from the inside, as if I’d come up with them myself. When the soldiers charged at her, she said... 

ANTIGONE 
They will do the most terrible thing. What shatters my dignity. What shakes the very roots of my 
resistance. They will violate my body in the ardent hope that they are violating my spirit. As if 
my loyalty to my brothers didn’t come attached to a sense of sacrifice. They will do the most 
horrible thing in their terms. My body. They will taint my body. Because Creon is the master of 
bodies... But they will leave my heart immaculate. The heart is what matters... They will do the 
most horrible thing. 

MIRANDA  
To this day! I remember the nausea after reading it and almost fainting. It took me some time to 
realize that it was the woman inside of me who shook my whole body, because for once, I’d seen 
something that I didn’t just like, but that I recognized. For once, I’d been exposed to a version of 
a woman whose despair mirrored my worst fears, whose language was also mine, and whose 
idea of hope could save me too. She was the articulation everything I wanted to yell at the skies 
every day:  
No matter with how much strength you come at me, no matter with how much will or 
determination to destroy, no matter how much you break my bones, no matter how deep you 
think you’ve reached, no matter with how much hate, no matter with how much force, there’s a 
part of me that you will only ever be able to touch if I let you.  
And that’s the one I hung my identity to.  
That’s the one I decided to protect as I grew... 

Miranda takes a deep breath. And begins painting. She draws a picture of herself with a red 
heart inside of it. She draws red arrows pointing outward. Papi comes into the room.  

PAPI  
Good morning, chiqui... C’mon. It’s time to get off that bed. Listen. I know you think I’m 
oblivious to everything, but does any of this locking yourself in your room have to do with that 
boy Alan? Okay, okay. I won’t say any more---Do you want food? No food? You know papi can 
make a - how do you kids say it nowadays… You know papi can make a mean rice and beans. 
Ah, Miranda, you’re always on a diet. Just have a little bit--- Okay, okay. Oh, you’ve been 
drawing again. Good. That’s good. Wow, you haven’t drawn since like five years ago, 
remember? When you were thirteen and became obsessed with drawing the character of 



The Windows Are Also Helping: A Solo Show by Alejandra Rivera Flaviá !9

Antígona by tracing your own reflection on the windows of your room? This one kind of looks 
like one of those drawings. I like it. What do I see in it? I see a girl waking up in the middle of 
open-heart surgery... Okay, well, if it’s supposed to be metaphorical... I think the heart and the 
arrows are little too much. You tend to do that to your drawings, add things that are already there. 
Sometimes I think that if you stopped trying to make it pretty, you’d see that it already is. What? 
When I look at you, what do I see? 
I see my little girl. You’ll always be my little girl, you know that? And I will keep you safe no 
matter what. When you need help and feel all alone, whoosh! There I’ll be to save you. Even 
after I die, there I’ll be. No matter what.  
Now, go downstairs and go talk to your mother. She’s calling you... Oh, no. I’m gonna stay here 
and hide. She’s talking so much, it’s making me dizzy. 

MAMI  
¡Mi niña! Congratulations! It’s November 25th. International No Violence Against Women Day. 
I’m not kidding. It’s a real thing. Google it. Mira. Sit down. I know you’re upset about that boy, 
but you’ve been locked in that room talking to yourself for enough time now. I’m your mother. 
One of my jobs is to ground you. So I need to get you in touch with your roots. We may have ten 
years here in Puerto Rico, but there’s a part of you that’s still Dominican, so you should be 
acquainted with this history. So PAY ATTENTION! November 25th is International No Violence 
Against Women Day because that’s the day that the Mirabal sisters were murdered in Dominican 
Republic in 1960. Their names were Patria, María Teresa, and the leader: Minerva. She and her 
sisters were leading a clandestine organization called Las Mariposas, the Butterflies, that was 
meant to overthrow the dictatorship of Trujillo. Trujillo, ese cabrón... the Hitler of Dominican 
Republic. He didn’t just kill people literally on a whim. He also used to go to high schools and 
pick out the girls that he wanted taken to his bedroom.  
Pendejo de mierda...  
But you know what? Minerva and her sisters were murdered, yes, but it was their death that 
made the rest of the world pay attention to Dominican Republic and finally say, “Carajo, 
something’s wrong here.” And that’s how that hijueputa was killed and that dictatorship ended. 
What a sad thing, don’t you think? That not long ago, a Dominican woman had to die in order for 
her courage to be useful. Not even recognized - USEFUL. But I think she knew that... You know 
what she said once? She said “If I am murdered, I will pull myself out of the grave, and I will be 
stronger.” And she did. Sometimes I forget she died. A woman like that, made up of fire and life. 
It’s an easy thing to forget. You’re a lucky girl, to live in this day and age, riding on the shoulders 
of female giants who share your heritage. What do you mean, there aren’t that many real ones? 
There are many. How can you say that? There are so many. There are Minervas all over the 
world, walking around as we speak, and probably don’t even know it themselves.  
We could really use one here, to save Puerto Rico from this crime wave. Think you got some 
Minerva inside of you somewhere? You just might, mija.  
When I look at you, what do I see? I see someone who’s not helping me cook right now, that’s 
what I see. No, no, I didn’t say I wanted your help. You’ll burn down the kitchen. Mira, go talk 
to José. He’s been hiding in his room for like an hour. The principal told us he and his best friend 
were fighting in the cafeteria today, but he won’t talk to me or your papa about it. Maybe he’ll 
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open up to you. You were a terrible child, so I’m sure you’ll be able to empathize with your 
mildly rebellious 7-year-old brother. Miranda, you were a terrible child... When you were four, 
you beat up an 8-year-old boy and then made him eat sand because he told you you had a 
unibrow. Which was true. 
I don’t know. Go talk to José. 

Miranda knocks on the door. 

MIRANDA  
Knock knooooock, José. Open up... Alright, little man... Let’s hear it. What happened today at 
school? 

JOSE 
It’s not fair. Why do women get to grow babies inside of them and we don’t? I’m a healthy eater 
and I don’t do crunches, so my stomach is soft and warm. It’s a perfectly good place for a baby 
to grow in. But. It. Can’t... Sofía, the friend of mine who’s not my girlfriend came up to me in 
the cafeteria and sat down on my table. I didn’t even invite her, but she came and sat down, 
which, like, whatever! But then she said “Can you believe someday I’ll have a human being 
inside of me and you never will?” I said, “I could always eat you.” 

MIRANDA  
And that’s what the fight was about?  
Laughs a little, then notices he’s offended.  
No, no, that’s--that’s very serious. Baby boy, believe me, you were born with privileges you can’t 
see right now, but you will in due time. Yes, being pregnant’s a very beautiful thing. I can’t wait. 
I mean, I can. I can! Yes, it is wonderful, but, you know, there are other ways of having human 
beings inside of you. Like, when someone does something brave and is remembered by the 
world, and we keep them in our hearts because they inspire us eternally. Because they were real, 
breathing human beings, so they showed us that it’s possible. They’re people that we actually 
have connections to, who we can somehow communicate with... Of course! That’s why she 
couldn’t come out! Princesses, Antígonas, fictional characters! They weren’t real. She needed to 
be modeled after something real. It’s Minerva! The woman of my dreams is one of the many 
Minervas of the world. I can’t let her die in there again... The key! She was alive before I locked 
her in, before I existed, even. She’s bound to know where the key is. Oh, sorry, little man. It’s 
just... There’s something I gotta do. 

Before getting to where she’s going, she stops to talk to us.  

There’s a part of me that you’ll only ever be able to touch if I let you... Today, I’ll let you. See 
you on the inside... 

We’re gonna meet the woman of her dreams. 
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MINERVA  
Sometimes it’s because it’s cold. Sometimes it’s because my insides are burning.  
Oh, darling, that is NOT how I meant it, but CONGRATULATIONS to you for finally having a 
dirty mind! It was about time.  
But the truth is that, believe it or not, Doubt does visit even me in this tiny jail cell every once in 
a while. Though I must say I much rather prefer your visits, darling. Have I offered you nowhere 
to sit? Oh, how incredibly rude of me! Let me get my bed blanket. Oh, shush! There is no way I 
will let my favorite guest have her tushy on this disgusting, dirty excuse of a floor.  
[Goes to get the blanket] [Gasp]  
OH, MY GOODNESS, DARLING! The cockroaches had children again! Mazel Tov! I assume 
now you’ll need more room for the babies. Not to worry. I will move my blanket to the other side 
of the room. Oof! Let me get ready to go on the loooong journey of one step. Hahahah Ahhhh, 
I’m so funny.  
Honey, lighten up. And calm down. I know you have questions and we’re running out of time, 
but I’d much rather focus on enjoying the little we have. I wish to be listened to. Thank you. 
Doubt came by today.  
She told me about how much I’ll miss the clean air and the view of the mountains and the stream 
of faces that inundate the city sidewalks. And she spoke to me about colors, that sneaky one. She 
knows how much I miss those. Red, in particular. Miranda, you forget: I wasn’t always your 
prisoner. I mean, your protegée. I wasn’t always stuck in your darkest chambers, living a life 
devoid of color. I’ve known red. The color of passion, the color of bravery. Oh, darling, don’t 
cheat yourself by calling me Bravery. I am fabulous, but Doubt has an effect on me too... For 
instance, I try not to look back, but sometimes, in my dreams, I have to, you know, in order to 
remind myself of why I manage to not surrender to the whips of the road. And, in those dreams, 
when I turn around and have my reencounter with the treaded path, I run into a trail of red silk on 
the ground, beaming at me. The unfolding remnants of the red armor of bravery. And of course 
Doubt comes in and makes me wonder if it was me who truly wore it. And OF COURSE I revel 
in pride, if only for a fraction of a second, when I look down to find the color enveloping me like 
an ever-changing halo at the speed of light. And when I wake up here, in darkness once more, 
and I ask the question again, “Was it me who truly wore it?” my own heart sends me the 
confirmation: It was... And it will be again.  
I’m not Bravery, Miranda. I just trust it will come to me when I need it.  
And you should perhaps do the same. In fact, I suspect that’s truly why you came here, to ask 
why I couldn’t come out when you were speaking to that Alan boy. Well, here’s your answer: 
The key that you’re looking for... It’s not him. But you already knew that. And fabulous as I am, 
I don’t know who it is either.  
But I do know you’ll find it. And, if you don’t, it’s totally okay, I’ll just die... Honey, I wouldn’t 
have it any other way! You have to be willing to give up your life for the things that you believe 
in, you know. A little bit each day. You should give up a bit of your time and energy on the things  
that are worth keeping on this earth. You have to be willing to die for the things that you believe 
in. And I believe in you. 
You’ll find it.  
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Oh, dear! I’m sorry to cut this short, darling, but the walls are closing in on us again! I suppose 
you’re not a fan of claustrophobia, so run along! Don’t ever do me the dishonor of doubting my 
strength, darling. But do visit again soon. Good morning, Miranda! 

Miranda wakes up abruptly. She goes to the painting again. Now she adds arrows extending 
outside of the heart, but remaining in the body. 

PAPI  
But why do you want to leave Puerto Rico, Mirandita? We love you so much. You have 
everything you need right here, where I can take care of you. Antonia, tell this girl she’s thinking 
nonsense.  
MAMI  
Cesar, she should be able to go to college wherever she wants. She’s turning into a woman.  
PAPI  
But if the good ones keep leaving, what will be of this poor island? Don’t do this to us. 
MIRANDA  
I’m not doing this TO you. This whole “never fitting in,” always-going-somewhere-else-in-my-
head thing wasn’t my idea. You know this. You know I’ve felt strange. And it’s not your fault. I 
need you to know that. It’s not your fault... And I know things aren’t good here. And I know this 
place needs saving, and I know that you think I can do it, but the truth is, that after all this trying, 
something inside of me’s telling me that my birth was dedicated to different battles. I’m not 
saying I know which ones they are. I don’t. They might be less noble that this one. In fact, they 
probably are. All the same: I need to do this. There’s something I need to find, and I don’t think 
it’s here anymore. No. Even if you wanted to, even if you tried very hard, you couldn’t save me 
anymore. I’m grown. And even if I wanted to, even if I put my entire heart into it, I could never 
be the Wonder Woman that this place needs... I’m so truly, painfully, profoundly sorry... And I’m 
not at the same time. 

ACT II 
We’re in college. He comes out with a radio? 

IDIOT  
Dude, dude, snap a picture of me. Let me see it. Let me see it. Oh, man, what am I gonna have to 
do to look ugly in a picture, man? Yeah... Hey! You’re the girl I sang R. Kelly to when I got 
drunk last weekend. Miranda, right? You didn’t seem to like me then. How do you like me now? 
When I look at you, what do I see? When I look at you, I see... Ahem... I see the possibility of 
putting a flag over conquered territory. You know what I mean? I mean, a man’s shirt over a 
woman’s naked body. Psh! Conquered. 
Oh, baby don’t get mad. What’s the deal? We’re just talking. Don’t go hysterical on me. Why 
you walking away? 

MIRANDA 
Ugh… 
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MAMI  
Miranda, I haven’t heard from you in more than two weeks. I thought you were dead! 

MIRANDA  
Hi, ma. Sorry. I’ve been so busy, I sometimes feel guilty about sleeping. Everything is... fine, 
except lately, I keep getting slapped in the face with my own ignorance. And I still haven’t found 
what I’m looking for, and I’m running out of time. But I think it’s because I’ve had it all wrong: 
What I seek is not a person; it’s a notion. And I have leads on where to find it! It must be hidden 
somewhere in ideologies such as feminism. I’d no idea of how much I’ve been unconsciously 
complicit in my own dehumanization. Like, ma, take, for example, wearing heels. If you really 
think about it, you’re voluntarily subjecting your body to pain under the premise that it makes 
you more beautiful and more of a woman. So you’re equating being a woman to being in pain! 

MAMI  
Ay, Miranda, stop reading feminist theory. Or you’re gonna abandon the heels, then the lipstick, 
and then you’re gonna cut your hair and become a man... Ay, mi niña se va a convertir en un 
hombre.  
No, no, don’t throw those theoretical terms at me. Because I don’t understand them, and it just 
takes me out of the conversation when I have much to say about it. You say that heels hurt 
women, yes? Well, they also elevate us. They make us rise. They teach us discipline... Don’t call 
me ignorant. I might not have been exposed to the amount of information you have, but my 
thoughts still matter because I’m part of this world too.  
And stop talking to me about privilege as if it only belonged to white people! We are all born 
with some kind of privilege and into the same world, where we all have to learn how to work 
with what we have. Being a woman of color is a privilege too, because whatever you achieve, no 
matter how small, you move two whole oppressed communities forward with you. Wouldn’t it be 
great if you could move three? Sometimes I wish you were gay.  
Miranda! Are you in Limboland again? Pay attention to me! 

MIRANDA  
Sorry, ma. Alan’s calling me on the other line. I gotta go. I’ll call you soon. I love you. Bye...  
Alan? Alan? ... Butt dial. 

We’re at the airport. 

Hey, papi. I’m home. Yeah, what a semester, eh? I’ll be waiting by the street in front of terminal 
C. See you soon... [Grabs the phone.]  
Contacts: Alan... No...  
It’s so simple, heart. You love him. It’s so simple. You love him, and he doesn’t feel the same 
way. And that’s completely fair, but oh, my God, the feeling it leaves you. I don’t understand 
how this kind of pain is useful, this questioning of your own existence because of someone else’s 
perception of you. You ask yourself “If he doesn’t love me, what’s wrong with me?” when you 
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know it’s wrong to even wonder. I’m a feminist. I grew up with parents who constantly reminded 
me of my worth. How can my brain allow you to feel this way, heart? How can you allow 
yourself to be so intertwined with someone else’s name? I’m not even trying to be poetic. I’m 
just bitching. You know better.  
But you know what? You feel this way. So feel this way.  
BREAK, heart. Break. 
You can advocate for equality and still feel heartbreak.  
What you can’t do is wait for someone else to unlock you.  
Do it yourself, open from the inside, and break already!  
Break, my friend!  
Don’t harden. Don’t implode.  
Don’t let her die in there.  
Break, so there’s a path for her to walk through.  
Break, so light can shine through.  
You are small, yes.  
You are fragile, yes.  
It will hurt, yes.  
But break, so there’s a wound to heal.  
Break, so you can heal.  
There is no key. There’s just you and me. So, please, break open! 

Car horns very loudly. Headlights. CRASH. BOOM. CRASH. 

ACT III 

FIXER  
Some intense scratches on her arms, but she’s mostly just in shock. I’m sure she’ll be alright in a 
few days. She’s a lucky girl, you daughter, sir. Very lucky you were there when the car was 
approaching and tackled her out of the way. Pure serendipity, if you ask me... She keeps saying 
that she didn’t want to be back in this island. Can’t figure out why. It’s always been paradise for 
us Europeans. Anyway, she didn’t want me to touch her. I’m assuming it’s PTSD, and it should 
leave with time, but if it doesn’t, give me a call, and just remind her: She’s a lucky girl... 

MAMI 
Ay, Cesar, nuestra nina. She almost died... 
PAPI  
See what I told you, Antonia? Miranda’s always so distracted, never aware of her surroundings, 
always in Limboland, somewhere in her head. She could have died in the airport of our own 
home. That’s it. She never leaves this house again.  
MAMI  
Cesar, no. She’s turning into a woman. Accidents happen.  
PAPI  
Don’t raise your voice at me.  
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MAMI 
I have literally kept the same volume this whole time. You should calm down.  
PAPI  
Don’t tell me what to do.  
MAMI 
Ay, padre santo. I’m atheist, and you make me wanna pray! No, no, no, stop it now. She’s waking 
up...  

PAPI  
Ay, mi niña. How are you feeling? 

MIRANDA  
Hey, daddy... It’s okay. I’m okay. Papi’s got it. Papi always knows what to do. Papi will keep you 
safe... You never lie, do you? If only I could’ve done the same thing for her... 

We’re at Minerva’s cell. 

MINERVA  
This is my last visit before my execution. Soon I’ll be crushed by the only four walls I’ve known 
in the past two decades... Oh, darling, don’t cry. Don’t cry. You have not failed me. Do you have 
ANY idea what a journey it’s been for me, even if I’ve only been able to see everything through 
the windows of your stories? Don’t cry, Miranda. Don’t cry, darling girl. I want to see you be 
strong in my last minutes here. HA! You say that I’m stronger than you’ll ever be, but who’s the 
one who’s kept me going? You think I know how to live? Honey, I’ve been improvising this 
whole time... Don’t cry. Everything’s gonna be all right.  
Everything’s gonna be all right. 
When I die, I will pull myself out of my grave, and I will be stronger.  
Tonight is to be celebrated.  
Tonight I must be brave.  
Tonight, if only for a second, I see color again…  
[Interlude in which she takes off her attire to reveal the red dress underneath.] 
Oh, Miranda, the best parts of my life are flashing before my eyes! I feel like I made it outside! 
Oh, Miranda, the light! The light. And everything’s so fast. I can see two race lines elongate 
themselves around my slow movements, around my body that can’t help but feel so delightfully 
tiny in the midst of this macrocosm of actions. A lifetime waiting for color, and here it is.  
The people go about their business, tracing their own destinies on the sidewalks with colors they 
leave behind: blue, green, yellow, subtle, red, beautiful, black, sullen, silver, determined, pink, 
ready, coming, be there soon.  
The windows are also helping.  
They multiply the view with their reflections, giving us all an infinity to look forward to. And 
me, one to look at. [She kneels.]  
And it’s no longer cold, even though it never was.  
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Lights fade on her as she leaves us. Miranda’s alone on her bed. She looks at the remnants of 
Minerva. 

MIRANDA  
What I always forget about Minerva is that she dies in the end. Sort of in that same way that I 
can be mean to my mom, because I forget she can get hurt. 
A woman like that, made up of fire and life. It’s an easy thing to forget.  
Miranda cries softly on the bed. A knock on the door. Little José comes in. 

JOSE 
Mami told me to come here and tell you I love you so that you feel better… I love you, and I 
want you to feel better, because someday, a human being should be lucky to be inside of you. 
And I’ll get to play with him. Or her. And that’ll be great too.  
When I look at you, what do I see? None of your business! That’s in my head! That’s mine! 
When YOU look at you, what do YOU see? 

Storms out angrily. 

MAMI  
¡José! Coño, salió al pai... No, nothing, Cesar, nothing. I didn’t say anything. Miranda, talk to us. 
You haven’t talked in so long. We miss you.  
PAPI  
We miss hearing you talk. Like when you get excited when someone mentions Star Wars.  
MAMI  
Ay, sí, Cesar, and then she turns into a radio.  
PAPI  
¿Verdad que sí, Antonia? And then we can’t find off button...  
MAMI 
Jajaj Exactly...  
They laugh back and forth. 
MAMI 
Mirandita, come on, we’re just kidding...  
PAPI  
Miranda, please open up to us... I know you say you don’t like anything about this island, but 
we’re also here. You also managed to grow here. So why lock yourself in there when there’s 
enough room for the good out here too? Don’t miss out. You have to open up. No matter how 
hard I try, I can’t do it for you. It has to be you, because no matter with how much love your 
mother and I come into this room and try to talk to you, no matter with how much care or hope, 
there’s a part of you that we’ll only ever be able to reach if you let us. 

MIRANDA 
...I failed, dad. I went out there looking for something, for something that would make me be the 
best that I could possibly be. And I could’ve found it, but I failed. Because these things that I 
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want to be, I’m capable of them. I can be brave and strong. I can inspire and move people. I can 
do it, but I haven’t done it... So I’ve failed. 

MAMI  
Oye, Cesar, we made a dramatic one, didn’t we? You have failed, you say? And yet never have I 
felt prouder to be a mother than at this very moment. You just said to me, “I’m capable of doing 
the things I want to do.” We’ve given you education, yes, we’ve given you love, yes, and I’m 
satisfied with all those things, but to be able to say that I installed that thought in a woman in this 
world, that “I can do it, I can be it” thought... that’s my greatest achievement.  
Miranda, if I only point out your flaws, it’s because your virtues are too obvious to me. And I 
know you won’t listen to me, because I’m your mother, but look at you. You look so powerful in 
that red dress. 

MIRANDA  
In what red dress? I’m wearing--- I’m wearing it?  

Yes. She’s wearing it. She’s twirling around in it. She’s laughing with it. She makes it back to the 
wall and fills the emptiness of the chest, the white parts of the drawing, with that powerful red 
dress. She looks at herself as mami interrupts her dreaming with “Miranda. Miraaaanda.”  

MAMI  
MIRANDA, PAY ATTENTION! Ay, Dios mio, in Limboland again. I was telling you something 
important. Now I’m gonna have to repeat myself, and you know how much I love that. I said it’s 
Alan, that handsome boy. Says he found out about your almost accident and is outside, waiting 
for you. He’s a handsome boy. I’ve always liked him. Go talk to him, give him a kiss for me. 

MIRANDA  
Okay, I will... But mami, papi, you wanna know something funny? For all the time I spend in my 
head, I’ve never dreamt of perfect parents... because I’ve never had to.  

Miranda goes outside. She sees us and smiles. Then she heads over to him.  

MIRANDA  
Hey, Alan... It’s been a while. Yeah, sorry I’ve been so unreachable. I’m okay. Just some 
scratches... Alan, I’m fine. I’m actually better than ever. Because, well, just now, before walking 
out of my house, I stopped for a second to look at you through the window, waiting for me. And 
as I looked at you, I was all of a sudden bombarded with my own reflection. And... I liked it. I 
liked looking at myself looking at you. I looked hopeful. I looked the way I feel. Which is nice to 
know now that I like the way I feel...  
I’m in love with you.  
Yeah, I am.  
It’s ridiculous - you’re everywhere. You’re written on the pages of my books, embedded in the 
paintings on the walls of my room, and even in my memories of when I was a little girl, as 
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though you’d always been there, as though you were the imaginary friend that I could never 
bring myself to invent when I was five, because you already existed, Alan.  
Your arms are my favorite hang-out spot, because somehow, everything looks better from over 
there. Each of your pupils is a compass that tells my feelings which way’s North. 
And sometimes I can’t tell if the force of gravity has increased or if I just miss you.  
Yes, you, because in the least weird of ways, you kind of remind me of my parents. No, not 
exactly in the insane aspect, but in the fact that you make me comfortable enough to celebrate 
even my wildest idiosyncrasies, like ever since I found out I’m lactose and gluten intolerant, all 
of my nightmares take the form of a terrorist lasagna.  
What I’m trying to say, rather unsuccessfully, I’m beginning to believe, is that when everything 
seems to be collapsing around me, you’re one of my go-to thoughts. You pull me out of black 
holes, because you’re one of the things that I love most from this world...  
And I thought it’d be a real shame if you kept walking around the earth without knowing that... 
[To Alan, to us] without knowing the fact that your mere existence, devoid of any 
embellishments, could be more stirring than a lifetime of fear.  
We all need to know that. It helps.  
So take that for your day. Take it however you may.  
What? Sorry, I didn’t catch that. Alan? Alan, are you mumbling? 
She laughs.  
Oh, my God. Oh, my God, I like sponges too... 
She laughs.  

End of play. 


