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*** NOTICE ***
 

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu­
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid ev ery time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed any
time it is acted before an audi ence. Cur rent royalty rates, appli cations and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro­
vides authors with a fair re turn for their cre ative efforts. Authors earn 
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Con scientious observance of copy right law is
not only eth ical, it encourages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or 
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechani cal, including photo­
copy, re cording, vid eotape, film, or any in forma tion storage and retrieval
sys tem, without per mis sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by pro fession als or ama teurs with out payment of roy ­
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not limited to, the pro fessional, mo tion pic ­
ture, radio, televi sion, videotape, for eign language, tabloid, reci tation, lec­
tur ing, publi cation and reading, are reserved. 

For performance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the permission of the copy right own ers
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted. 
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS 

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all
pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with performances of the play and in
all instances in which the title of the play ap pears for purposes of ad ver­
tising, publi cizing or other wise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The name of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name ap pears, imme diately following the title, and must appear  in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographical information on the author, if included in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial ar rangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
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Playwright’s Notes
 

I started out as an ac tress at the Los An geles County 
High School for the Arts, Sep tem ber 9, 1985. I saw I Don’t 
Have to Show You No Stinking Badges, a play by Luis  
Valdez at the Los Angeles Theater Center that dealt with 
the rac ism in Hol lywood, I re al ized that there was no future 
for me as a Latina actress. There were no roles  being writ­
ten for Latinas besides those of maids, virgins, mothers and 
whores. I told myself that if nobody was writ ing roles for 
Latinas then I would  write them so  that someday  I  could  
play them. 

Since then, I’ve written 11 plays, had 8 pro duced, 8 pub ­
lished, and per formed in two produc tions of Real Women 
Have Curves. These monologues have  been inspired  by  
women that I’ve seen in East L.A. on the bus, or on the 
street and they are also all au to biograph ical. They are me at 
differ ent stages in my life. When you put them all to gether 
you get to un der stand the Latina that  I am. I’m neither  a  
virgin, mother or whore. I have a lit tle of all of them. 
Hopefully these mono logues have cap tured the diversity 
and complexity of young Latinas everywhere. 

Josefina López 
Los An geles 

April 15, 1996 
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CON FESSIONS…
 

A One-Woman Show 

CHAR AC TERS 

ROSIE. . .  . .  . .  . . .  10, a walk ing sponge who has her own 
TV net work in the bath room 

SO FIA . .  16, a barrio girl who has a white boyfriend and is 
tempted to get pregnant to get out of the bar rio 

LOLITA. . .  25, teases and pun ishes men with her pow er ful 
sex u ality 

TIFFANY . .  .  .  20, a valley girl and a Chicana activist who 
finds cour age and strength in Frida Kahlo’s paintings 

YOKO . .  . .  28, a Latino who is trying to pass for Japanese 
so she can get a job as a waitress in a sushi restau rant 

ROXIE . .  30, a self-defense in structor who acciden tally attacks 
a man who was merely going to ask her for the time 

VALENTINA . .  . . .  26, a Chicana activist who is trying to 
organize her people to fight against Proposition 187 

SETTING: A bare stage.
 
TIME: The pres ent.
 

NOTE: Words in Span ish are in bold print. You will find a 
glossary and Span ish terms in the back of the play. 
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CONFES SIONS…was first presented as a work-in-prog­
ress of a one-woman show at Cal i for nia State Uni ver sity, 
Northridge, April 20, 1995, as a Guest Art ist Event, pre ­
sented by The School of the Arts, Arts Ed u cation Eq uity 
Office and The Department of Thea tre. There were two 
per for mances and the orig inal title was CON FES SIONS OF 
WOMEN FROM EAST L.A. The pro duc tion was di rected 
by William Alejandro Virchis; set de sign by Gronk; music 
by Jo seph Julian Gon zalez; and pro duced by Jon Mercedes 
III. The cast was as fol lows: 

DOÑA FLORINDA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cho ral Thuet 
SO FIA . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  Kaddiz Gonzalez 
MARQUEZ-BERNSTEIN, Ph.D. . .  .  . .  .  Catalina Maynard 
LOLITA CORAZON . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  Josefina López 
ROXIE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pola Allen 
TIFFANY . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  Catalina Maynard 
CALLETANA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cho ral Thuet 

AC KNOWL EDGMENTS 

Special thanks to: California State University, North­
ridge, the De part ment of Thea tre School  of  the  Arts, Jon  
Mercedes III, Bill Virchis, Catalina Maynard, Cho ral Thuet, 
Pola Allen,  Kaddiz Gonzalez, Felipe Salazar,  Anamarie 
Garcia, my mother, Catalina, the lady who sells corn on the 
cob on the cor ner of First and St. Louis Street, K-mart, Dr. 
Maria Viramontes De Marin,  Gronk and Joseph Julian  
Gonzalez. 

8 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



   

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

   
    

PRODUCTION NOTES 

COS TUME LIST 

ROSIE 

1 shorts over all 
1 cute “kids” top 
1 pair ten nis shoes 
2 hair pen dants for po ny tails 

SO FIA 

1 pair sweatpants 
1 flan nel shirt 
1 pair socks 

LOLITA CORAZON 

1 low-cut spandex flo ral dress 
1 pair red heels 
1 black bag 
1 pair large, gold hoop ear rings 

TIFFANY 

1 brown beret 
1 blouse 
1 pair jeans 
1 pair boots 
1 Native Amer ican vest 
Silver and turquoise jew elry 
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YOKO 

1 Kimono 

ROXIE 

1 pair black jeans 
1 black sleeveless t-shirt that shows off her tattoos 
1 black leather jacket 
1 pair black biker boots 

VALENTINA 

1 pair black pants 
1 red t-shirt 
1 pair black com bat boots 
1 brown beret 

PROP ERTY LIST 

ROSIE 

1 chair 
1 clothes hamper 
1 hand-held mir ror 
1 toilet paper roll 
1 pair heart-shaped sun glasses 

SO FIA 

1 flash light 
1 bed sheet 
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LOLITA CORAZON 

1 empty pill bottle 
1 chair 
1 box female con doms 
1 box male con doms 
cosme tics 

TIFFANY 

chalkboard 
1 letter 
1 piece of paper 
1 po dium 

YOKO 

1 menu 
1 fan 

ROXIE 

1 chair 

VALENTINA 

1 table 
1 card board sign that says: “KILLER TACOS of East L.A. 

Over 1 million served.” 
1 U.S. Citizen application form 
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Glossary/Spanish
 

¡Ah, que la chingada! ¡Se me olvido! Oh shit! I forgot!
 
Amá - Mama
 
Ayy, Papi como me gustas - Oh, Daddy, how I like you!
 
Ayy, que grandototote estas, chulo - Oh, how big you are,
 

cutie. 
Barrio - neighborhood 
Chingóna - (playwrights’  word:)  kick-ass, fighter, femme­

fa tal 
debemos luchar contra la  Proposicion 187!! - we must  

fight against Prop o si tion 187!! 
En mi corazón - in my heart 
Eres mi rey - You are my king 
Gente - my people 
Gringo - slang for Anglo 
Hermano - brother 
es que, es que - is that, is that 
Las rasones que… - the reasons that… 
Las razónes que nuestra raza debe resistir este racismo 

es que la  Proposicion 187 es un  ataque contra  todos. 
Primero comienzan con los Latinos,  despues con los  
Asiaticos, y todos, los demas que no son Anglo-
Saxones. ¿Qual es la differencia entre Wilson  y  Hit­
ler? ¡Si como Hitler  que se  encargo de  tratar de  
desacerse con  toda una raza, asi Wilson  quiere 
desacerse de  nuestra raza! ¡Por eso todos los Latinos  
debemos luchar contra la Proposicion 187!! - The rea­
sons our peo ple must resist this racism is that Proposition 
187 is an attack against all of us. First they begin with 
La tinos, then with the Asians, and then every one else 
who is not an An glo-Saxon. What is the difference be­

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



     
     

       
   

   
        

 
    

 
  

 
  

   
  

  
 

      
   

   
     

      
   

  

tween Wil son and Hit ler? Like Hit ler, who took charge 
of getting rid of a group of peo ple, Wilson would like to 
get rid of our peo ple! That is why all Latinos must fight 
against Proposi tion 187!! 

Lonjas - love handles 
Mariachis - traditional Mexican musicians 
Mija - my daugh ter 
Mijita - my dear daughter 
Nalgas - buttocks 
¡O mi dios! - O my God! 
¡Orale! - Hey, yeah! 
Panza - stomach - belly ache 
Pero no se puede - But we can’t 
¡Pos que chingados, estos pinches gringos! - Oh, those  

damn whities! 
Prieta - dark one 
Puta - whore 
Que rico, suave… - How delicious, smooth… 
¡Sabroso! - Delicious! 
¡Si se puede! - Yes, we can do it! 
Tamarind - a tra di tional Mexi can drink 
Te amo, mijita - I love you, dear daughter 
Telenovela - soap opera 
¡Uno, dos y tres! - One, two and three! 
Virgen de Guadalupe - Virgin of Guadalupe 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



     

           
      

     
      

   
    

    

        
      

  
                

         

  
 

      
 

  
      

   
     

  

Rosie “Generation XVHS” Brady
 

AT RISE: Lights fade in. We are in a bathroom. An outline 
of what is sup posed to be a mirror is DL. There is a toi­
let and an ugly beat-up mat. ROSIE, a loud girl with 
crazy hair and a dirty face, tomboyish, runs in, shuts the 
door, and locks it. Offstage we hear screams com ing from 
her broth ers and sis ters who were beaten to the bath ­
room. 

ROSIE (screaming). No, I’m not getting out of the bath ­
room, it’s my turn! You wait like I waited. Go by the fig 
tree and pee, I al ways end up doing that while I’m wait ­
ing for you to finish shaving. Yeah, well tough! (ROSIE 
walks to the mir ror and talks into it.) 

Mirror, mirror, on my bathroom wall, who’s the clever­
est in my family of them all? ’Tis I,  ’tis I!  Ha,  ha, ha,  
ha. 

MOM (voice-over). Mija, don’t forget to wipe your nalgas 
real clean!! Not like the last time. 

ROSIE. ¡¡¡Amá!!!! I always do…most of the time…yeah, I 
do! (ROSIE stares at the mir ror dra mati cally.) Where is  
the “Brady Bunch” at a time like this? How come I don’t 
have a fam ily like the Brady Bunch? Mike and Carol, 
please take me away! (ROSIE spins around as though she 
were about to become “Won der Woman.” She chants 
“Brady” Bunch several times and then stops spin ning 
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10 CONFESSIONS… 

imme di ately. In Newscaster’s voice.) Rosie Garcia, you just 
got adopted by “The Brady Bunch,” what are you go ing to 
do next? (As her self.) I think, I think I’ll…(ROSIE pulls 
out a hand-held mir ror from the clothes ham per and uses it 
as a micro phone.) I  think…(Singing.) I’ll go for a walk  
one day. A sunshine day! Ev ery body sing! A sun shine 
day! (She struts and starts danc ing as though she were 
dancing with her adopted siblings.) 

BROTHER (voice-over). Amá, tell Rosie to get out of 
there, she’s doing the “Brady Bunch” dance again and I 
gotta pee! 

ROSIE. Yes, Mike and Carol, I prom ise, I will never leave 
you. To me, being a Brady is the most im por tant thing in 
the whole wide world! Let’s go camping! With my other 
Bunch, we never went camp ing…You’ll go camp ing just 
for me? Oh, I feel so spe cial! Thank you, Mike, thank you, 
Carol, thank you, Greg, thank you, Mar cia, thank you, 
Peter, thank you, Jan, thank you, Bobby, and even thank 
you, Cindy who, in a cou ple of years, will need a nose job, 
but that’s okay, you’re still cute and you are my sister! 
(She pre tends to kiss Cindy’s cheek.) So let’s go camping 
to the Grand Canyon and let’s go find some Indi ans!! 

(ROSIE spins again like “Wonder Woman,” grab bing a 
pair of heart-shaped sunglasses from the clothes ham per 
and putting them on. She spins her self all the way to the 
toi let seat and sits down on it. Imme di ately she takes 
hold of her seat and she is now on the stu dio set at the 
“Oprah Winfrey Show” making a confession.) 

ROSIE. Yes, Oprah, I came from a very deprived home. I 
used to sleep on the sofa in the liv ing room with three of 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



   
      

   

     
       

       
     

  
    

      
       

 
  

       
 

     
     

       
     

    
      

 
       

  
    
      

      
    

   
       

11 CON FES SIONS… 

my broth ers and sis ters with the plas tic cover on. Sum mers 
were like sleep ing in a lake and it gets worse, Oprah. One 
of my sis ters was a sofa-wetter. But things changed when 
I was ten and the Brady Bunch adopted me…But why 
should I tell you any more, you can read it all in my best-sell­
ing autobi ogra phy, “The Ex-Gar cia Bunch: Por trait of an 
Op pressed, Beau tiful, Bright, Young Bean.” Oprah, I un­
der stand you had a tough life too, but I, Oprah, grew up 
with 11 broth ers and sis ters and only one bath room. Imag ­
ine, 14 people living in one house and only one  bath­
room. But I don’t want any body to feel sorry for me. 
Because as God is my witness, I will never go hun gry or 
wet again! Ex cept to diet and get rid of this baby fat… 
Oprah, maybe af ter the show we can ex change di ets and 
I’ll give you an au to graphed copy of my book… Great!… 
What are my future plans? I’m glad you asked, Oprah. 
(ROSIE pulls out the hand held-mir ror and looks at her ­
self touching up her hair and make-up. Being very much 
the “star.”) There’s talk of  a miniseries  about  my  life,  
and I’ve got ten offers to re place Heather Locklear on “Mel­
rose Place,” but I’m  thinking  of turning  the show down  
because of Mr. Aaron Spelling, the man who also brought 
you my favor ite show “Gilligan’s Is land.” He in sists that 
I have to get a nose job like his daugh ter and get rid of 
this beautiful Mayan nose. It’s this nose that got me the 
role of Selena as a lit tle girl… (ROSIE looks at her “Ma ­
yan” nose in the mirror and  acts like it’s the most  per­
fect nose.) So I’m going to have to say “no.” Besides, I’d 
rather be on “Friends” and give those guerillas some real  
compe ti tion. I don’t see what men see in them, Oprah, 
they’re blonde, bland, and can’t act their way out of a 
Dorito’s tortilla chip  bag…Don’t believe  the  Enquirer, I 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



        
 
           

     
      

   
     

    
      

  
       

        
    

    
  

         
  

 
    
    

    
           
        

       
   

    
    

 

12 CONFESSIONS… 

was n’t really ab ducted by aliens. That’s not true! I got 
deported, once.

 And yes, the rumors are true, I took on Brad Pitt as 
my lover, how ever, I have warned him that if he wants 
to marry me he has to sign a “pre-nuptial agree ment.” 
I’m sorry if I broke any body’s heart or if I offended any ­
one, but that’s just the way I feel. Also, Oprah, I have to 
be hon est with you, I’m getting my own talk show next 
season, and am com ing out with a new ex er cise video. 
It’s called Az tec Aer o bics. So stop the in sanity and work 
off your lonjas with  my  “Aztec  Aerobics.”  (She grabs 
the toi let paper roll and pre tends it’s a video box. She 
does an Az tec dance. Speaking enthu sias tically.) And  
one, and two, and three! ¡Uno, dos y tres! And  ay, ay, 
ay, ay, ay!! Work it off, work it off!! 

SIS TER (voice-over). Dad!! She’s do ing aer o bics again. 
Get her out of there. I have to take a shower! 

ROSIE (stops ex ercis ing and sits again). Any way, I have to 
go now, Oprah. My limo is wait ing! Yes, Oprah, no one 
can stop me! Be cause…(ROSIE starts sing ing and danc ­
ing as though she were in the movie “Fame.”) Fame!  
I’m gonna live for ever. I’m gonna learn how to fly. 
Strong and forever, people will remember my name! 
Fame! Remem ber, remem ber, remem ber, remem ber, 
fame! 

FATHER (voice-over). Rosie, get out of there! Am I go ing 
to have to re move the door again?! All your brothers 
and sisters are wait ing! (ROSIE dances a lit tle bit more 
and does a grand finale. She runs out trium phantly. 
Lights fade out.) 

END 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



  

       
     

      
          

    
 

        
    

     
   

        
      

    
   

    
    

  
      

    
       

     
         

       

So fia “The ‘Stu pid’ Girl”
 

AT RISE: Lights are off and we hear loud pop ping noises. 
Lights fade in on SO FIA. She is cute, and in love with 
dark lip sticks and dark eyeliner. She walks in wear ing a 
white sheet covering all of her body except her face. 
(She is supposed to re semble the Virgen de Guadalupe.) 
In one hand she is hold ing a flash light. 

SO FIA. Were those gun shots or were they firecrack ers? I 
hear them every night. I hear them every night and they 
seem so close, but if they were gun shots then the police 
would come, right? Right?! Stuuuupid!!!! They never 
come! It’s sad be cause the police station is only two 
blocks away. So I just pretend I hear firecrack ers or cu­
cara chas popping as someone steps on  them in the  
kitchen floor…How stuuupid, huh? (SOFIA turns on the 
flashlight and di rects the light to the floor. She starts 
stomp ing on the imag inary cockroaches with zeal.) 

They’re like rel a tives who never go away. And the 
worse part is when you’re asleep, they go inside your 
mouth. I remem ber once, when I was little, a cock roach 
got into my ear and my mamá had to pour pee-pee on it 
to kill it. But when she poured it, a drop fell down my 
cheek into my mouth and I ac ci dentally tasted it. Ugggg! 
So now when I see cock roaches, I get grossed out! I 

13
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14 CONFESSIONS… 

hate cock roaches and I hate this house. When I get older 
I wanna have a house that has no cock roaches. A house 
that’s clean with no bugs, no cracks. And a maid. ’Cause 
I ain’t gonna be no statistic.  I’m gonna get an education 
and get the hell out, even if it’s cosme tol ogy school. But 
I ain’t gonna be no statistic. I ain’t gonna walk down the 
street with a panza and  have people  look at me  and  
think “what a stupid chick, didn’t she know about con­
doms?” Yeah I know plenty about con doms and contra­
ceptives and that you can get pregnant the first time you 
do it. I know all that, but I also believe in waiting. I’m 
not dumb, I value my virgin ity…Actually my mother 
values it a lot more than I do, but that’s okay. I want to 
stay a virgin so I can walk down the aisle in a white 
wed ding dress and have it mean something. Not like 
some girls who are seven months pregnant wear ing a 
white dress. Or like Tita who had her  daughter  as the  
flower girl. How stuuuupid!!!! Like we would n’t 
know… 

…I want my life to be different. I’m not gonna have 
sex ’til I get mar ried, that’s what I say. That’s what I say 
to Brian, my white boyfriend, when he says let’s do it 
and I tell him “Look, I’m not like those white girls on 
`90210,’ ” ex cept for la Tori Spelling,  but  she  just  pre­
tends to be a virgin. I’m not Catholic either, but I’m 
gonna save my self for the man I marry ’cause I want my 
virgin ity to mean something, to be special, to share it 
with one man. That’s what my mother tells me. The 
thing I don’t get is, and I ask my mother about this but 
she gives me a real lame ex cuse, how come I can’t go 
bicycling? “’Cause I’ll lose my virgin ity!” Go tree 
climbing? “ ’Cause I’ll lose my virginity!” And can’t 
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15 CON FES SIONS… 

wear tampons? And guys can do whatever they want and 
they don’t have to save themselves? All my mother can 
say is “ ’Cause that’s the way it is.” Like noth ing’s 
gonna change and I’m a girl and that’s my fault. Like no 
matter what I do, it’s just the way it’s supposed to be, so 
I don’t like it. But I still can’t lose my virgin ity…I want 
to do it for my mother. Anyway, I’m too scared to do it. 
Some girls say it really hurts, that you bleed and it feels 
like the guy is cut ting you open, but if you practice with 
one fin ger first, then a second, pretty soon it becomes 
looser. But I wouldn’t know. I’m not scared of pain. I’m 
scared of how I’ll feel about my self after I do it. 
Whether my mother is right. If he won’t care about me, 
like he got what he wanted. At first I used to think that 
if a guy ever said to me “If you love me, prove it to 
me,” I would say “If you love me you would n’t ask me 
to do it.” Just like that. But now that I met Brian, my 
gringo boyfriend,  it’s not as  easy to say  that. It’s not  as  
easy when you’ve kissed and I feel all weird and…(SO-
FIA be comes embar rassed.) …I start feeling, well, you 
know. But I would never do it, ’cause I would n’t want to 
get preg nant and be forced to marry my boy friend like a 
lot of my friends. I can’t imagine get ting pregnant. If I 
did, my par ents would force me to marry Brian, my 
gringo boyfriend, and I  would have to go live with  him 
in Ar ca dia! What would I do there? All they have are 
shopping malls and white peo ple all around. It’s prob a­
bly so bor ing, so quiet. And then I would have to live 
with his parents…His mother’s kinda nice, but she 
would become my mother-in-law…They’re kinda nice 
peo ple, ed u cated and nice-off. Then my name would 
have to be changed to Sofia Taylor. How stuuuuuu pid!! 
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16 CONFESSIONS… 

No? So fia Tay lor, mmmm. Sofia Taylor… (She be comes 
embarrassed and gives herself away.) All right, all right, 
so I did it! Busted! “Stuuupid,” I tried to fool you huh, 
yeah I did it, busted…(SOFIA sits on the floor, still 
wrapped in the sheet.) 

…So he’s kissing me and he’s getting ready. But I 
hear a noise and I tell him stop. And he asks me “Are 
you sure you want to do this?” Then I say “Whatever 
hap pens we’re both in this to gether.” Then he con tinues 
kissing me. But I hear an other noise and I’m scared. He 
tells me to stop be ing para noid. I’m not Catholic, but, 
boy, do I feel guilty…He gets on top of me and he’s try ­
ing to find my hole and then I see her…She’s wearing a 
white wed ding dress and her veil touches my face as she 
stands above me looking down with a sad look, the kind 
of look my mother gets when my father has gone out to 
the bar and doesn’t even invite her. The bride looks at 
me and begs me not to do it. She tells me (In a dif ferent 
voice.) “Don’t do it. Wait. Do that for your mother who 
couldn’t get mar ried in white. Do it for her. Save your ­
self.” (SOFIA lies on the floor remi nisc ing with the sheet 
cov ering her body.) 

I imag ined my mother look ing at me, cry ing. And all 
I can tell her is, but I love him and he loves me, isn’t 
that good enough? And she tells me “Don’t be a puta! 
Your mother didn’t raise you to be that way!” I’m not a 
puta. “Yes, you are!” She screams at my face, and it 
hurts. It hurts because I don’t want to be a puta to my 
mamá. I think of all the times I stayed home, looked the 
other way, crossed my legs, wore long skirts, walked 
home fast, kept away from boys, all so that no one 
would ever call me a puta. Now, why am I a puta? And 
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17 CON FES SIONS… 

why is my virgin ity so im portant! My pussy is only a  
small part of who I am. I’m not an ob ject that if it’s 
messed up it’s no lon ger good. I’m a good per son and 
I’m intel li gent, and I’ve got dreams! And I ain’t gonna  
be no statis tic! (SOFIA slowly sits up.) 

…So Bret, Brian, or whatever his white-ass name is,  
gets inside me and I don’t feel any different, ex cept 
some pain. I don’t feel dirty, I don’t feel used, I don’t 
feel worth less, I don’t feel scared. But I tell him to stop. 
“Get out of me.” He doesn’t under stand, but he gets out. 
I tell him. “Put on a condom. I don’t want to get preg ­
nant.” (SOFIA, stands up. She stares at the ground.) 

The next day my mother sees me and I can’t look at 
her. I avoid her eyes, but my mother knew right then and 
there. “You did it last night, didn’t you?” I looked away 
and told her that was none of her busi ness. “You’re a 
puta.” She says. And I’m hurt ing inside but I keep look ­
ing away. I look away trying not to let her words tear at 
me…Someday I’m go ing to get out of here, but not by 
getting pregnant. ’Cause the barrio, or as my gringo ex- 
boyfriend, Brian, called it, the “ghetto,” is not where you 
live. The ghetto is in your mind. (We hear gun shots.) 
Were those gunshots or firecrackers? Stuuupid!!! I’m so 
stu pid…They’re gun shots. (Fade out.) 

END 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois




