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“When we are re ally hon est with our selves we must
ad mit that our lives are all that re ally be long to us.
So, it is how we use our lives that de ter mines what
kind of men we are. It is my deep est be lief that only
by giv ing our lives do we find life.”

—César Chávez

“La necesidad desconoce fronteras.”
“Ne ces sity knows no bor ders.”

—Mex i can Amer i can Prov erb

“But ter flies
Flying Like the Breeze
Sucking Nec tar Qui etly
Colors Ev ery where”

—Kelsey Miguel González, Age 9

“If you have n’t for given your self some thing, how can
you for give oth ers?”

—Do lores Huerta
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play  must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor  must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i -
cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in 
all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois
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The High est Heaven pre miered with Childsplay, Inc., in as so -
ci a tion with Bor der lands The ater in Jan u ary 1999 at the Tuc son
Cen ter for the Per forming Arts and Feb ru ary 1999 at the Tempe 
Per forming Arts Cen ter, Tempe, Ar i zona.

CAST

Huracán . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STEVEN PENA
Kika/Wife. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ALEJANDRA GAR CIA
El Ne gro . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ELLEN BENTON
Doña Elena . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DEBRA K. STE VENS
Moises, Po lice Of fi cial, Ad dict, Un der taker-Bar ber, Hus band . .

JON GEN TRY

PRO DUC TION STAFF

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DAVID SAAR
Sce nic De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . GRO JOHRE
Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CON NIE FURR
Lighting De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AMARANTE LUCERO
Mu sic Com po si tion/Sound De sign. . . . RICK ARECCO & ALLEN LEA
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . GRA HAM WHITE HEAD
Prop erties . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DARREN GOAD
Tech ni cal Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KEN NETH P. LAGER JR.
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MARIE KRUEGER-JONES

Or i ginally de vel oped at Childsplay, Inc. with sup port from the
NEA/TCG Thea tre Res i dency Pro gram for Play wrights.

The High est Heaven was work shopped in 1996 at the New
Vi sions/New Voices Pro gram, The Ken nedy Cen ter, Wash ing -
ton, D.C.
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Spe cial thanks: Da vid Saar, Debra K. Stevens, Gra ham
White head, Rose mary Walsh, Childsplay, NEA/TCG, The Ken -
nedy Cen ter’s New Vi sions/New Voices Pro gram, John Mc -
Cluggage, Mary Hall Sur face, Su san Ma son, Palabras, the San
Jose Rep er tory, CSULA, Isa iah Sanders, Lu cille Ol i ver,
Alejandra Gar cia Iñiguez, and my fam ily.

The High est Heaven re ceived its sec ond pro duc tion with the 
Cen ter Thea tre Group/Mark Taper Fo rum’s P.L.A.Y., Los An -
geles, Ca lif., Feb ru ary 7 – March 4, 2000.

CAST

Doña Elena, Kika, Wife . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CHRISTINE DEAVER
Moises, Po lice Of fi cial, Ad dict, Un der taker-Bar ber . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DAVID FURUMOTO
Huracán . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . OMAR GOMEZ
El Ne gro . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . RICKE V. HOWELL

PRO DUC TION STAFF and CREW

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DIANE RO DRI GUEZ
Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ED WARD E. HAYNES JR.
Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ING RID FERRIN
Lighting De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOSE LOPEZ
Mu si cal Di rec tor/Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . DAVE OSSMANN
Cast ing . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AMY LIEBERMAN
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . BOBBY DELUCA
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . VANESSA J. NOON
Co or di nating Pro ducer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DO LORES CHAVEZ
Ar tis tic Su per vi sor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . COREY MADDEN
Mas ter Elec tri cian . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . EFRAIN MORALES
Pro duc tion As sis tant . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ROB ERT BOYD
Crew Head/Au dio En gi neer . . . . . . . . . . . . . JAMES WITHERALL
Tour Co or di na tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KIMIKO L. BRODER
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THE HIGHEST HEAVEN

A Full-length Play
For 3 Men and 2 Women, some dou bling

CHAR AC TERS

HURACAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a 12-year-old La tino boy.

EL NE GRO . . a Black man in his 50s. Worn like the earth,
he is trou bled by his past.

Care taker of the mon arch but ter flies.

KIKA. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Huracán’s mother. A mem ory.
  (May also play the WIFE)

DONA ELENA . . . . . . . . a dark-skinned Mex i can widow.
Old, pos ses sive, petty and dis turbed.

MOISES, THE PO LICE OF FI CIAL, THE AD DICT, THE
UN DER TAKER-BARBER and the HUS BAND may be
played by one ac tor. A fool. Re lated to Doña Elena.
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BUT TER FLY EF FECT: Both pro duc tions in cor po rated
a small fan which was rigged be low the stage. A small hole 
was cut on the stage floor to al low the ac tor to re move the
cut piece and re lease the but ter fly con fetti over the fan al -
low ing the but ter flies to float high into the air. The float ing
but ter flies seen through out the play were rigged on long
poles and ma nip u lated by ac tors.

MU SIC: The Ne gro spir i tu als used in the play are be -
lieved to be pub lic do main. They are: O, Sit Down Ser vant, 
Some body’s Call ing My Name, Could n’t Hear No body
Pray, Roll, Jor dan, Roll. Mu sic is avail able at the back of
the playbook.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Glos sary

Andale: Go on!
’Amá: Mother.
Amigito: Lit tle friend.
’Apá: Fa ther.
Ay, que susto!: Oh, what fright!
Cabezon: Knuck le head, hard headed.
Choc o late: Choc o late candy.
Cu ca ra cha: Cock roach.
Conejo: Rab bit.
Dia de los muertos: Day of the Dead: A hol i day which

blends the pre-Hispanic Aztec beliefs honoring the dead
with the Catholic Church’s All Saints’ and All Souls’
Days (November 1 and 2).

Deportados: Those who are de ported.
El Diablo: The Devil.
Gringo: A North Amer i can cit i zen.
Guitarra: Gui tar.
Idiota: Id iot.
Imposible: Im pos si ble.
Indio: In dian.
La Llorona: The Weeping Woman. A leg end hav ing this

ghostly woman wandering along canals and rivers crying
for her missing children. Told to frighten children into
behaving.

Mariposa: But ter fly.
Mijo: My son.
Monarca: Mon arch but ter fly.
Mu cha cho: Boy.
Nana: Grand mother.
No hay de que: You’re wel come; don’t men tion it.
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Oruga: Cat er pil lar.
Pobrecito: Poor lit tle one.
Primo: Cousin.
Querido: My love.
Santuario de las Mariposas: But ter fly Sanc tu ary
Señor: Mis ter, Gen tle man.
Se ñora: Madam, Lady.
Sí: Yes.
Tia: Aunt.
Toma: Here.
Tontos: Dummies.
Viejo Ne gro: Old Black Man.
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THE HIGHEST HEAVEN

SCENE 1

SETTING: The 1930s, when Amer ica was in the mid dle of
the De pres sion. Dur ing that pe riod thou sands of Mex i -
can na tion als, as well as Amer i cans of Mex i can de scent
were re pa tri ated to Mex ico with or with out their con -
sent. The set ting takes place in var i ous lo cales and should
only be sug ges tive. Ti tle pro jec tions are op tional.
SOUND: A Ne gro spir i tual is heard. Sev eral mon arch
but ter flies ap pear flut ter ing over the stage. Their wings
glow, re veal ing deep vi brant col ors.

AT RISE: “The Great De pres sion. Oc to ber 1931. The
mon arch but ter fly be gins his jour ney.—La gran De -
presión. Octubre 1931. La mariposa monarca comienza
su viaje venturoso.” SOUND: A train sta tion. It is cha -
otic. Noisy. Dusty. Lights rise on a young La tino boy
named HURACAN hold ing a suit case. He is scared and
alone. KIKA, Huracan’s mother ap pears.

KIKA. Huracán!
HURACAN. What is it, ’Amá?
KIKA. Grab your things.
HURACAN. But why?
KIKA. They’re tak ing us away.
HURACAN. Who is?

9
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KIKA. Men with guns and badges!
HURACAN. Where are we go ing?
KIKA. They’re tak ing us away on a train to Mex ico!
HURACAN. But why?
KIKA. I don’t know! Where’s your fa ther?
HURACAN. ’Apá was right be hind us.
KIKA. I’ve got to find him. Stay here.
HURACAN. Can’t I go with you?
KIKA. I’ll be right back. Ev ery thing is go ing to be fine.
HURACAN. How do you know?
KIKA. I just do.

(SOUND: An other train whis tle blast is heard. HURA -
CAN sits on a suit case.)

KIKA. Re mem ber, when you’re scared God’s watch ing.

(KIKA ex its. EL NE GRO, an old black man, ap pears.)

EL NE GRO (to HURACAN). Boy?
HURACAN. Huh?
EL NE GRO. That suit case be longs to me.
HURACAN. My ’amá told me to wait here.
EL NE GRO. You’re sittin’ on it.
HURACAN. That’s what she said.
EL NE GRO. What are you lookin’ at?
HURACAN. You must be San Mar tin de Porres.
EL NE GRO. Who?
HURACAN. The pa tron saint of the de fense less. Have you

come to an swer my prayer?
EL NE GRO. I ain’t San Mar tin.
HURACAN. But he’s black like you. Am I in heaven?

10 THE HIGHEST HEAVEN
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EL NE GRO. You ain’t dead and I ain’t no saint! This is
Misas, Mex ico, boy. Don’t you know where you at?

HURACAN. No, my ’amá said to stay here.
EL NE GRO. They all gone, boy. You’re on your own. An -

dale, I got a train to catch. (HURACAN watches as EL
NE GRO picks up his suit case and waits for the train.
Then…) I can’t do it. I can’t get on. (EL NE GRO ex its
as the train leaves.)

HURACAN (yell ing). ’Amá!

SCENE 2

“Far from home a small cat er pil lar searches for food.— 
Lejos de su casa una pequeña oruga busca comida.”
No vem ber. El dia de los muertos—The Day of the Dead. 
A cem e tery. A re mem brance for the dead. Like a Diego
Rivera paint ing shawled women kneel whis per ing
prayers be fore the graves of their dead. Can dles burn,
fresh cempasúchil (mari golds) flow ers adorn, candy
skulls and bread lie out on plates in vit ing the lost souls
to par take. A wealthy woman, DONA ELENA, dressed in 
black, and her ser vant, MOISES, en ter. DONA ELENA
stands be fore her hus band’s tomb.

DONA ELENA. Help me down, Moises.
MOISES. Sí, Doña Elena.
DONA ELENA. Bring me his bas ket.
MOISES. Here it is, Doña Elena.
DONA ELENA (kneels at a grave). Porfirio, my dear

sweet dead hus band, I bring you wine from your vine -
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yard, bread from your bak ery and meat from your
rancho. (To MOISES.) What are you look ing at, Indio?

MOISES. Noth ing, Doña Elena.
DONA ELENA. Turn your back and cover your ears. This

con ver sa tion does n’t con cern you.
MOISES. Sí, Doña Elena. (He turns his back and cov ers

his ears.)
DONA ELENA. I’m afraid I don’t trust your un wanted

son, Porfirio. You cre ated him but he’s noth ing like you. 
None of those “cous ins” are. There’s the banker, the
bread maker, the har lot, the nun, the po lice of fi cial, the
ad dict and this Indio half-breed. Your in fi del i ties have
cost me dearly, Querido. I spit on you. (She spits and
then crosses her self.) But I re mem ber you, hus band, as a 
faith ful wife should on the Day of the Dead. I want all
of those “cous ins” to know how loyal I am. (Pause.) It
gets me things.

(HURACAN en ters and crosses to DONA ELENA.)

HURACAN. Se ñora, may I have a piece of sweet bread?
DONA ELENA. No, you may not. This food be longs to me 

and my dead hus band.
HURACAN. But I’m hun gry.
DONA ELENA. Begging won’t do you any good. I gave at 

church. Moises?!
HURACAN. Please, I have n’t eaten all day.
DONA ELENA. I don’t care! Moises?! (She hits MOISES

with her cane. He un cov ers his ears.)
MOISES. Ay! Doña Elena?
DONA ELENA. What are you do ing?
MOISES. Talking to the spir its, Doña.

12 THE HIGHEST HEAVEN
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DONA ELENA. Crazy Indio. Help me up. Go away, you
wretched boy.

MOISES. You heard the Se ñora. Go!
HURACAN. But I’m dizzy from hun ger.
DONA ELENA (tempt ing him). Then take the bread.
MOISES. Doña?
DONA ELENA. Be my guest.
HURACAN. Thank you, Se ñora. (HURACAN reaches for

the sweet bread and DONA ELENA hits him with her
cane.) Ouch!

DONA ELENA. Stu pid boy. I said, “no” the first time.
Now do you un der stand? My pos ses sions are not to be
touched. Not! Not! Not! (HURACAN hides.) Moises,
you should be more at ten tive.

MOISES. Sí, Doña Elena.
DONA ELENA. I tire of this coun try’s filth, its lack of cul -

ture and mostly of its poor. My dead hus band and I
started with noth ing. We be came quite suc cess ful and re -
spected. Why must we carry the poor on our backs?

MOISES. I don’t know…

(DONA ELENA hits MOISES with her cane.)

DONA ELENA. I was n’t speak ing to you. If only you had
lived, Querido. We would have been rid of El Ne gro by
now. Taken what’s ours. Ev ery one would fear us. But
you died too soon. Once again, leav ing me to clean up
your mess. El Ne gro is like a can cer. How I hate him.
But I’ll find a way. Find his weak ness. Then strike. (To
MOISES.) Why has n’t Don Porfirio’s tomb been
cleaned? I’m ashamed at how dirty it looks. There’s dust 
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ev ery where. One can never be clean in this god for saken
coun try. Take me home!

(DONA ELENA and MOISES exit, HURACAN be gins to
eat as in cense burns and prayers are whis pered. MOISES
re en ters.)

MOISES. The dead must be re spected, mu cha cho. Leave
an of fer ing.

HURACAN. Huh?

(MOISES places some coins on the tomb stone.)

MOISES. If Doña Elena catches you we’ll both be in trou -
ble. Se ri ous trou ble. (MOISES be gins col lect ing food
from other tombs and plac ing it on Don Porfirio’s
tomb.) She’s go ing to tell my cousin, the po lice of fi cial,
and he’ll come look ing for you. You better leave now.
You can’t stay here. She does hate ful things to peo ple,
es pe cially chil dren.

HURACAN. Have you seen my ’amá? I lost her at the
train sta tion.

MOISES. No, I’m sorry, I have n’t. But what do you ex -
pect? The whole sta tion was a di sas ter. It’s been like
that all month. Peo ple ev ery where. Screaming and cry -
ing. It makes no sense. And now ev ery one’s gone.

HURACAN. Do you know where the train went?
MOISES. Maybe south. I’m not sure.
HURACAN. But I have to find my ’amá.
MOISES. You can’t go back there. Not even into town.

Doña Elena has spies ev ery where.
HURACAN. Please help me.
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MOISES. There’s noth ing I can do. If Doña Elena knew I
was talk ing to you…

HURACAN. I want my ’amá.

(SOUND: A coy ote’s howl is heard off in the dis tance.)

MOISES. Per haps you can go into the for est.
HURACAN. For est?
MOISES. That’s where El Ne gro lives. No body ever goes

there. Ev ery one’s afraid of him, but not me. I’ll go find
him for you. But if Doña Elena finds out I helped you…

HURACAN. I won’t say a word.
MOISES. Good. Here, take this blan ket. It’ll be cold to -

night. It’s all I can give you. And re mem ber my cousin
will be look ing for you.

HURACAN. Who?
MOISES. The po lice of fi cial.

(MOISES ex its. HURACAN wraps him self in the blan ket. 
A mo ment later he pushes ev ery thing off the tomb in an -
ger.)

HURACAN. Why is this hap pen ing to me?! Where are you,
’Amá?

(“The small cat er pil lar re mem bers his past.—La oruga
pequeña recuerda su pasado.” El valle—The val ley ap -
pears. A barn sits on the edge of a green field and the
val ley is filled with blue sky. KIKA, Huracán’s mother,
en ters car ry ing a laun dry bas ket.)

KIKA. Huracán, you’ve got chores!
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HURACAN. But I’m hun gry, ’Amá.
KIKA. There’s plenty of time to eat later.
HURACAN. I hate chores, ’Amá. Why can’t we have a

maid like in the mov ies?
KIKA. Andale!

(She takes the bread away and hands HURACAN a cof -
fee can. He be gins to feed the imag i nary chick ens.)

HURACAN. It’s so hope less. Things only get messy again.
KIKA. If ev ery one went around think ing like that noth ing

would ever get done. Laun dry would never get washed.
Rooms would never get cleaned. Your socks and chonies
would never get starched and ironed.

HURACAN. It would be my kind of heaven.
KIKA. Well, heaven would n’t be very clean now, would

it? God would be very un happy. An gels fly ing with
filthy wings? Imposible.

(SOUND: A train whis tle is heard off in the dis tance.)

HURACAN. The train’s on time!
KIKA. I hate how it rum bles past our home. There’s dust

ev ery where. My heaven is go ing to be a place with out
rail roads and trains or specks of dirt any where. Your fa -
ther prom ised he’d be back now. We live in the United
States where ev ery thing’s on time ex cept for him. (A lit -
tle wor ried.) Where can he be?

HURACAN. Maybe he’s buy ing some thing.
KIKA. He won’t go into town. It is n’t safe. Peo ple are be -

ing sent away. So, you stay near me.
HURACAN. Do you know what’s to day, ’Amá?
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KIKA. It’s Tues day.
HURACAN. Yeah, but it’s not just any Tues day. There’s

some thing spe cial about this Tues day. Re mem ber?
KIKA. No.
HURACAN. ’Amá.
KIKA. Of course I re mem ber! You’re grow ing so quickly.

You’ll never be eleven again. (She kisses him on the
cheek.)

HURACAN. So?
KIKA. So?
HURACAN. So, is there any thing I should open now,

’Amá?
KIKA. Ay, Huracán, can’t you wait to cel e brate to night?
HURACAN. No!
KIKA. You’re just like your fa ther. Imposible. (She gives

HURACAN a small gift wrapped in bur lap.) Happy
Birth day, Huracán!

(HURACAN im me di ately opens it. It is a glass jar with a 
mon arch but ter fly.)

HURACAN. It’s a but ter fly!
KIKA. It’s not just any but ter fly, Huracán. It’s a monarca.

A king but ter fly.
HURACAN. What am I sup posed to do with it?
KIKA. Make a wish and then let it go.
HURACAN. But I want to keep it.
KIKA. It is n’t for you to keep.
HURACAN. But what kind of gift is that, if I can’t keep it?
KIKA. You’re sup pose to make a wish. Then let it go, and

your wish will come true.
HURACAN. Will my but ter fly ever come back?
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KIKA. No, but one of his chil dren might. And when he re -
turns, Huracán, there’ll be thou sands of mon archs with
him danc ing like leaves in the wind. They’ll stop here to 
rest their weary wings and quench their thirsty mouths.
When they do we’ll dampen the earth with fresh wa ter.

HURACAN. Why?
KIKA. So the flow ers will be strong to feed these maripo -

sas their sweet nec tar. It’s a glimpse at God’s heart.
HURACAN. God’s heart?
KIKA. It’s a bless ing, mijo.
HURACAN. How come you know so much about things?
KIKA. Not ev ery thing co mes out of a book, Huracán. Who 

taught you to tell time by read ing the sun?
HURACAN. You did.
KIKA. Who taught you to eat cac tus with out prick ing

your self?
HURACAN. You.
KIKA. There are many ways to learn and they don’t all

come from a book. The earth has se crets. If you watch
and lis ten closely she’ll share them with you.

HURACAN (clos ing his eyes). Okay. Done. Time to go,
mariposa. Fly!

(HURACAN opens the jar and re leases the but ter fly. The 
mon arch but ter fly flut ters off into the blue sky. SOUND:
A si ren is heard. KIKA sees some thing off in the dis -
tance.)

HURACAN. What is it, ’Amá?
KIKA. Oh, no, they’re com ing this way!
HURACAN. Who is?
KIKA. Men with guns and badges!
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