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For Jill Yip

* * * *

“The most beau ti ful thing we can ex pe ri ence is the mys te ri -
ous.  It is the source of all true art and sci ence.”

— Al bert Ein stein
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Sep tem ber Shoes was orig i nally pro duced by Geva
Thea tre Cen ter Roch es ter, N.Y., June 3-22, 2003, Mark
Cuddy, artistic director. The play was di rected by Mi chael
John Garcés; scenic design by Troy Hourie; costume de -
sign by Meghan Healey; lighting design by Kirk Book man; 
sound design by Rob ert Kaplowitz; dramaturg Marge Bet -
ley; as sis tant di rec tor Evan Cummings; stage managers
Frank Ca val lo, Joel Markus; as sis tant stage manager
Kirsten Brannen; apprentice stage manager Bryan C.
Romano; pro duc tion manager Mary Kay Stone; cast ing by
Elissa Myers and Paul Fouquet. The cast was:

Huilo/Juan. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . David Anzuelo
Gail . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Maria Elena Ramirez
Cuki/Lily Chu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Socorro San ti ago
Alberto . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jaime Tirelli
Ana/Lit tle Gail . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alicia Velez

Sep tem ber Shoes re ceived its sec ond pro duc tion at the
Den ver Cen ter Thea tre Com pany. The play was di rected by 
Amy González; set and costume design by Chris to pher
Acebo; lighting de sign by Don Darnutzer; sound de sign by
Iaeden Hovorka; music composed by Dan iel Valdez;
production manager Ed ward Lapine; stage manager Erock;
production assistant Kurt Van Raden; production intern
Amanda Meneses and ar tis tic di rec tor Kent Thomp son.
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Sep tem ber Shoes was pre sented at the Ricketson Thea -
tre, Oc to ber 20-De cem ber 17, 2005. The cast was:

Huilo . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Luís Saguar
Gail . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Karmín Murcelo
Cuki . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Wilma Bonet
Alberto . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Herrera
Ana . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Adriana Gaviria

Sep tem ber Shoes was work shopped at Geva Thea tre’s
Hibernatus In ter rup tus: A Win ter Fes ti val of New Plays,
Jan u ary 2002. Di rected by Ka ren Coe Miller; dramaturg
Marge Bet ley; stage man ager Kristen Brannen; ar tis tic di -
rec tor Mark Cuddy; de sign con sul tant G.W. Mercier. The
cast was:

Adriana Sevan, Geno Silva, Ching Valdes-Aran,
An gel Da vid, Ab i gail López.

Sep tem ber Shoes re ceived a read ing at the Mark Taper
Fo rum’s La tino Ini tia tive in Au gust 2001 and in 1999 as an 
A.S.K. Thea tre Pro jects Stage One Read ing.

Spe cial thanks to Eliz a beth Wong, In-Ching Wang.
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SEP TEM BER SHOES
A Play in Two Acts

For 2 Men, 3 Women (with dou bling)

CHAR AC TERS:

CUKI, a mid dle-aged, dark-skinned Latina woman. She has 
a large black birth mark on her face in the shape of a
tear. A clean ing woman.

ALBERTO, a tall, mid dle-aged Mex i can Amer i can male. 
He is a doc tor. Married to GAIL.

GAIL, a mid dle-aged Chi nese Mex i can Amer i can woman. 
Slen der and ag ing beau ti fully. Speaks Span ish very well.

HUILO, a mid dle-aged Mex i can Amer i can male. He re -
sem bles a desert liz ard. He is a thin man. Un shaven and
his hair un kempt. Slow and re li gious.

ANA, a Mex i can Amer i can girl about 13 years old. A
mem ory. ALBERTO’s lit tle sis ter. She wears a faded
China Poblana dress (a tra di tional Mex i can cos tume). It
is the color of faded red. May dou ble as LILY CHU and 
as JUAN.
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Act One

Scene 1

(On stage is a gi ant wooden chair leg painted bright red. 
Carved into the wood are names of peo ple long dead.
Sur rounding the chair leg are var i ous other lo ca tions in -
clud ing a cem e tery plot with wooden crosses, a mo tel
bed, a desert high way road, an old res tau rant coun ter,
an apart ment wall filled with doz ens of shoes nailed to
it. Ev ery thing about the set should ap pear as if it were
vi o lently crushed to gether.

Un der the in tense desert sun stands DR. ALBERTO
CER VAN TES. He is hold ing an open um brella while his
wife GAIL CER VAN TES stands near a grave. They are
dressed in black. HUILO, the cem e tery care taker stands
off in the dis tance. HUILO wears a tat tered army jacket. 
He is a thin man. His face is un shaven and his hair is
un kempt. Si mul ta neously CUKI, a clean ing woman,
changes a bed in a mo tel room. Her hair is still dark
with a few strands of gray. Her feet are bare.)

CUKI. When I was a girl I lived on a moun tain top among
the clouds where ea gles soared, the un known was still
mys te ri ously mag i cal, and where God could be heard
snor ing at night. I came from a proud fam ily whose peo -
ple were born with large feet. My fa ther had big feet.
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And so did my broth ers. Shoes were un nec es sary be -
cause we had no paved roads or au to mo biles. But Sis ter
Manuela, the par ish nun, be lieved bare feet were a sin,
“Dirty feet mean a filthy soul.” It took Sis ter Manuela
quite a long time to get the en tire vil lage to wear shoes.
“City peo ple have all kinds of shoes. Shoes for work,
shoes for play.” But they looked like tiny lit tle cof fins to 
me. Soon af ter shoes were in tro duced to our vil lage, the
vil lage trans formed. Roads be came paved and side walks
were cre ated. Build ings were erected and trees were cut
down. Kind ness was for got ten and crime be came ram -
pant. Our feet no lon ger felt the earth. We lost touch
with it. My fam ily left our vil lage and moved down to
the city. I never saw so many shoes there in my life.
They never stopped mov ing. There were thou sands and
thou sands of them just roam ing the earth.

ALBERTO. Gail, it’s time.
GAIL. Good bye, Aunt Lily. (GAIL touches the grave.)
HUILO (with a dis tinct Tejano ac cent). Lord, it’s Huilo

callin’. Will you please bless Lily and watch over her?
(HUILO wipes his palms with a rag. CUKI picks up a
man’s shoe.)

CUKI. Shoes can tell you a lot about a per son. I know. I
clean rooms for a liv ing. I can tell you ev ery thing about
a per son by look ing at their shoes. Whether they’re
happy, sad, di vorced, young or old. Take this shoe. It
be longs to a man.

(ALBERTO’s cell phone is heard. He an swers it. HUILO 
ex its.)

ALBERTO. Hello? Hello? Damn it!
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CUKI. He’s about fifty, a pro fes sional, per haps a doc tor.
He drives a brand new red con vert ible Porsche but it’s
go ing to break down. He’s a good dresser but he’s got
flat feet. Likes clas si cal mu sic. His soles are slightly
worn. He’s trou bled. Is he ill? No. Is he hav ing an af -
fair? No. It’s some thing else. He has trou ble sleep ing.
He car ries a heavy bur den. What could it be?

(ALBERTO and GAIL cross to the ho tel room. CUKI
takes the shoe and hides it, keep ing it with her.)

ALBERTO. Hello there.
CUKI. ¡Ay, perdon, Señor, estoy limpiando su cuarto!
ALBERTO. I don’t speak Span ish.
GAIL (en ter ing. To CUKI). Todo esta bien. Siguele por fa -

vor.
CUKI. Gracias, Se ñora.
ALBERTO. I need a drink.
GAIL. Al bert, it’s too early.
ALBERTO. Gail, it’s over a hun dred and fifty thou sand de -

grees out there. It’s never too early to drink in Do lores.
GAIL. You’re right. I’ll have a scotch.
ALBERTO. I’ll make it a dou ble. (GAIL ex its to the bath -

room. ALBERTO pre pares two drinks.) How do you turn 
up the air?

CUKI. ¿Cómo?
ALBERTO. The but ton to the air, where is it?
CUKI. No entiendo.
ALBERTO. Gail!
GAIL (off stage). What?
ALBERTO. Tell her to turn up the air con di tioner.
GAIL. Al bert, when are you go ing to learn Span ish?
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ALBERTO. Well, not to day, def i nitely not to day. (To
CUKI.) No of fense. Gail!

GAIL (off stage). ¿Nos haces el fa vor de prender el aire
acondicionador a lo alto?

CUKI. Claro que si, Se ñora. (CUKI turns up the air con di -
tioner.) ¿Esta bien, Señor?

ALBERTO. Thank you. Sí, gracias.
CUKI (in per fect Eng lish). You’re wel come. 

(CUKI ex its. ALBERTO crosses to the bed and picks up
his one shoe. GAIL en ters in a robe.)

GAIL. Oh, that’s better.
ALBERTO. Your drink. Cheers.
GAIL (cools her self off by stand ing in front of the air con -

di tioner). Oh, that’s nice.
ALBERTO. That clean ing woman…
GAIL. What about her?
ALBERTO. I think she stole my shoe.
GAIL. Why would she do that?
ALBERTO. She’s got big feet. I don’t know.
GAIL. Why would she steal just one shoe?
ALBERTO. Ask her.
GAIL. Al bert, I’m sure it’s around here some where. You

just have to look care fully. You’re like a tor nado. Ev ery -
thing lies scat tered with you. You never find things un til 
days later.

ALBERTO. Okay, I’m a messy pig I ad mit it but you’re a
neat freak.

GAIL. No, I’m not.
ALBERTO. Yes, you are. Why is it you clean our house

ev ery time the clean ing lady ar rives?
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GAIL. Peo ple’s im pres sions are im por tant to me.
ALBERTO. She’s a clean ing lady. It’s her job.
CUKI. That’s the way I was raised, end of dis cus sion.
ALBERTO. Clean freak.
GAIL. Pig.
ALBERTO. Did you hap pen to no tice that woman was n’t

wear ing any shoes?
GAIL. No.
ALBERTO. What kind of per son goes to work with out

wear ing shoes? You think she’d get fired for some thing
like that.

GAIL. You’re for get ting this is Do lores.
ALBERTO. Yeah, a town called “Sor row.” Pop u la tion: 129 

for got ten souls. Where the odd and ec cen tric are just
part of the col or ful land scape. You know, I’ve seen her
be fore.

GAIL. Who?
ALBERTO. That bare footed woman, but I just can’t place

where.
GAIL. Al bert, she did n’t take your shoe. It’ll turn up. Trust 

me.
ALBERTO. This town is still suf fo cat ing. It’s as if we

stepped back into the 1950s.
GAIL. I know it was n’t easy for you to re turn.
ALBERTO. That’s an un der state ment.
GAIL. But we’ll make the best of it.
ALBERTO. So I should stop whin ing?
GAIL. It is n’t easy for me ei ther, you know?
ALBERTO. Your Aunt Lily found a way to bring you

back.
GAIL. I don’t think dy ing was part of her plan.
ALBERTO. I’ll miss the old lady.
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GAIL. You never re ally knew her.
ALBERTO. Hey, I tried.
GAIL. She never wanted me to leave.
ALBERTO. She chose her life and you chose not to fol low 

it. No re grets.
GAIL. No re grets.
ALBERTO. We sur vived this aw ful place, and we’ll get

through this too. We’re still a team?
GAIL. Team.
ALBERTO. Good. Rest in peace, Lily. (ALBERTO fin ishes 

his drink.)
GAIL. There were faces of peo ple I did n’t rec og nize at her 

fu neral to day.
ALBERTO. We’ve been gone a long time.
GAIL. I could n’t re mem ber her friends’ names.
ALBERTO. I did n’t un der stand one con ver sa tion. They all

spoke Span ish way too fast.
GAIL. I’m sure they think I’m rude for not rec og niz ing

them.
ALBERTO. The desert heat is still un bear able and the air

foul.
GAIL. Aunt Lily looked so peace ful.
ALBERTO. I prom ised I would never come back.
GAIL. But you did.
ALBERTO. I’m not good at keep ing my word.
GAIL. I’m glad you did n’t. Thank you.
ALBERTO. This place con jures mem o ries I thought I’d

long ago bur ied.
GAIL. Such as?
ALBERTO. Un fin ished things. Things un set tled.
GAIL. You’re be ing cryp tic.
ALBERTO. Never mind.
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GAIL. There is n’t one good mem ory of this town?
ALBERTO. No, not re ally.
GAIL. We made love in this room over thirty years ago.

(Beat.)
ALBERTO. Okay, that was a good one.
GAIL. We’ll only be here for an other day, fin ish some de -

tails—
ALBERTO. And we’ll go back to our lives, prom ise?
GAIL. …prom ise. (He goes to kiss her. She turns her head 

away. Lights fade.)

Scene 2

(Desert moon light. ANA steps into the moon light sing ing 
a tra di tional lul laby in Span ish. She wears a China
Poblana dress (a tra di tional Mex i can cos tume), and her
hair is braided into po ny tails with rib bons and a flower
in her hair. Ev ery thing about her is the color of faded
red. ANA dances mo men tarily. She stops when HUILO
en ters car ry ing a lan tern and climb ing up the gi ant red
chair leg. He re sem bles a desert liz ard. He re moves his
weld ing glasses and takes out a slip of pa per from his
jacket pocket.)

HUILO (slowly). Francisca Acevedo, Ar nold Acosta,
Gaudencio and Licha Adame… Adame…

(He puts the pa per away and be gins to chisel a name
into the chair. ANA crosses to GAIL and ALBERTO
asleep in bed.)
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ANA. ’Beto, wake up. It’s time. ’Beto. (She shakes
ALBERTO awake.) ’Beto, wake up!

ALBERTO. Huh?
ANA. How do I look?
ALBERTO (sit ting up). ¿Ana?
ANA. Wake up, sleepy head, I’m ready. (She picks up her

dress skirt and dances a few steps in the moon light.)
ALBERTO. What are you do ing here?
ANA. I’m from here, loco. Waiting in this desert land scape 

of dreams. Come on!
ALBERTO. What do you want with me?
ANA. Take me to the school dance.
ALBERTO. What school dance?
ANA. The most im por tant one in the whole val ley, ¡Tonto!
ALBERTO. No, I’m not tak ing you.
ANA. But I have to go.
ALBERTO. No.
ANA. If you don’t take me you’ll be sorry.
ALBERTO. What are you go ing to do, tat tle on me?
ANA. If that’s what it takes. I’ll tell Papi you sneak out at

night and run with your crazy vago friends.
ALBERTO. You better not say any thing or you’ll be in big 

trou ble.
ANA. Oh, I’m scared!
ALBERTO. Brat!
ANA. Stu pid!
GAIL. Al bert…
ALBERTO. ¡Mocosa!
ANA. ¡Cabezón!
GAIL. Al bert? (ANA steps into the shad ows.)
ALBERTO. ¿Ana?
GAIL. Who are you talk ing to?
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ALBERTO. What?
GAIL. You’re talk ing in your sleep.
ALBERTO. Was I?
GAIL. Did you take your sleep ing pills?
ALBERTO. No. I’m fine. Go back to sleep.

(GAIL lies back in bed. ALBERTO gets up. ANA dances
in the moon light. CUKI en ters with arm ful of shoes. She
drops them near the wall and ex its. HUILO re moves a
small piece of pa per from his pocket.)

HUILO. Luz Ma rina Amaya, Javier Alfonso Angulo,
Delfino Ar royo, Maximino Avila…Avila.

(He be gins to chisel away as ANA bounces back into the 
room.)

ANA. ’Beto, please take me to your school dance!
ALBERTO. You’re not old enough.
ANA. But you prom ised.
ALBERTO. Not this time.
ANA. Why not?
ALBERTO. Be cause big broth ers don’t bring their lit tle

sis ters to a high-school for mal, it’s em bar rass ing.
ANA. You don’t want to take me ’cause you met a girl.
ALBERTO. No.
ANA. But I taught you how to dance.
ALBERTO. I know you did.
ANA. Mom helped me make this dress ’cause you said

you’d take me!
ALBERTO. Well, I changed my mind!
ANA. Oh, please, ’Beto!
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ALBERTO. No!
ANA. I hate you! (ANA cries.)
ALBERTO. Ana, your face—
ANA. You make prom ises—
ALBERTO. Those tears—
ANA. —and break them.
ALBERTO. They’re red.
ANA. ’Beto, why am I bleed ing?
ALBERTO. What’s hap pen ing, Ana?
ANA. Please make it stop!
ALBERTO. I don’t know how!
ANA. Make it stop! (ANA dis ap pears into the dark ness.)
ALBERTO. Ana, don’t go! ¡No te vayas! ¡Ana!
GAIL. Al bert?
ALBERTO. Ana was here.
GAIL. Ana, your sis ter, Ana?
ALBERTO. She spoke to me.
GAIL. Al bert, she’s been dead for many years.
ALBERTO. She would n’t stop bleed ing.
GAIL. It was a night mare. You’re sleep walk ing again.

Come to bed. I’ll rub your back.
ALBERTO. I can’t sleep now.
GAIL. You want to talk about it?
ALBERTO. No.
GAIL. Don’t stay up late. Re mem ber, we’ve got a long day 

to mor row.
ALBERTO. You know, we don’t have to do this. We can

go straight home right now.
GAIL. I have things to set tle.
ALBERTO. But, Gail—
GAIL. I’m not leav ing un til I do.
ALBERTO. Fine!
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