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FADE IN: 

 

INT. LARGE CHURCH ORPHANAGE – THE YEAR 1900 – NIGHT 

 

WIDE SHOT of large room with row upon row of metal-framed beds 

filled with Mexican boys.  Room is sparsely furnished but neat.  

Identical, clean blankets and pillows on beds.  Only one BOY is 

stirring.  Boy appears to be about eight or nine years old. 

 

CU on feet of a large BLACK DOG as it slowly walks on hard tile 

floor making a CLICKING sound. Dog PANTS slowly and heavily. 

 

CU on lone stirring boy.  Boy hears dog’s CLICKING and PANTING 

which grow louder and more menacing. 

 

INTERCUT - BLACK DOG AND BOY 

 

As dog gets closer, the boy grows frantic. Dog’s CLICKING and 

PANTING continue to grow louder.  Finally, dog enters room 

where the boys sleep. 

 

Boy lies on his back, pulls blanket up to his nose revealing 

only frightened eyes. Dog approaches boy. 

 

PANTING and CLICKING almost deafening.  CLICKING stops.  Boy 

holds his breath.  Only dog’s PANTING is heard. 

 

Suddenly, dog jumps on boy’s chest.  Boy struggles to breathe. 

 

After a few frenzied moments, the dog leaves as suddenly as it 

came but now its CLICKING sound is replaced by human FOOTSTEPS 

on the hard, cold adobe floor.  ECU on boy as dog leaves. 

 

MATCH CUT: 

 

INT. BETO’S APARTMENT – NIGHT 

 

ECU of HUMBERTO ISLA VELASCO (AKA “BETO”) in bed bolting straight 

up with a GASP, blinking, frightened by the nightmare.  It is 

obvious that Beto is the boy in the dream. 

 

Beto is in his late twenties, trim, handsome with thin mustache.  

He wears no nightshirt with only perspiration covering his face 

and torso.  It is the year 1927. 

 

He blinks hard and shakes his head.  His breathing slows as he 

realizes it was only a dream. 
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INT. BETO’S APARTMENT – DAY 

 

MONTAGE: “La Calandria” plays in the background as Beto carefully 

prepares his clothes by ironing his shirt and pants, polishing 

his shoes, tying his tie.  CU on his hands and arms as he does 

this. He is meticulous as he dresses.  He redoes his tie several 

times until he gets the length just right. We hear nothing but 

the sounds of Beto getting ready.  When dressed in his sharp 

khakis, crisp white shirt, a red necktie, Beto admires himself 

in a mirror.  His appearance is very important to him but he is 

not a fop.  He is handsome and careful about how he looks. 

  

EXT. DOWNTOWN CITY STREET – DAY 

 

SUPER: “LOS ANGELES, 1927.” 

 

CU of Beto as he walks briskly, hands in pockets, whistling 

while enjoying the bustling sights of the city. 

 

PULL BACK TO REVEAL of all kinds of people - white, Mexican, 

Black, Chinese - dressed in their Sunday best filling the 

sidewalks and jumping into and out of the streetcars. 

 

Noisy food vendors sell anything from icy helados to steaming 

corn on the cob with large dollops of melted but still thick 

cream. 

 

The Big Red Cars - Los Angeles’s streetcars - cause the most 

commotion with their metal wheels SQUEALING on the metal 

tracks.  HONKING Model Ts crowd what is left of the streets. 

 

The vibrant smells of the food and the exhaust and the morning 

swirl together creating an invisible and dynamic spirit of the 

city. 

 

CU on Beto who, without stopping, looks at himself in a freshly 

washed store window and confidently appreciates his looks.  

Beto’s hair is a brilliant black; dark eyebrows and mustache 

accent his angular glistening face. 

 

Beto bounds up the church steps while athletically dodging the 

slower congregants the way a talented high school quarterback 

might do if the playing field were planted on this sacred ground. 

 

Beto stops just within the large, wooden doors.  His eyebrows 

jump up and nostrils flare. 
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Beto spins around and his shoes make a sharp squeak on the tiled 

floor.  He looks down the steps towards the sidewalk and sees a 

pan dulce stand that he had not noticed ever before. 

 

The stand is a rickety affair with two large wooden wheels and 

two large wooden handles, like an oversized wheelbarrow, painted 

a garish green that is the style of such stands in Mexico. 

 

Jutting from the top of the stand is a glass case where various 

types of colorful and sugared pan dulce hang or sit piled on the 

bottom. 

 

A wad of wax paper is stuffed in a corner of the glass case and 

at the side hangs a Hills Brothers tin, filled with coins, which 

is upside down so that the miniature, strolling Turk drinks his 

coffee while standing on his turban. 

 

Several children fight for a place in front of the stand hoping 

to get the best piece of sweet bread that would make a very fine 

breakfast. 

 

CU of MARÍA RIVERA PEÑA who stands behind the pan dulce cart.  

She is no older than eighteen, petite, and wears the simple 

clothing of Mexican women including a shawl that hangs almost to 

her little sandal-shod feet. 

 

Beto is all cat from this point on: he squints in the morning sun 

and slowly, without a sound and in a graceful sideways movement, 

comes down the church stairs and up to the front of the pan dulce 

stand. 

 

The sweet smells fill his nostrils and he takes in María’s 

beauty. 

 

BETO 

(shyly) 

  Good morning. 

 

MARÍA 

(more assured than Beto) 

Good morning. 

(gesturing to the pan dulce) 

 

BETO 

A concha would be good this morning. 
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MARÍA 

They're wonderful.  Two for a nickel. 

 

BETO 

I’ll take four and save something for 

tomorrow. 

 

Beto reaches into his pocket and fishes out a dime.  He hands it 

to María.  She holds it for a few seconds and says nothing while 

staring at Beto. 

 

BETO 

  What's your name? 

 

MARÍA 

María. María Rivera Peña. 

 

Beto pulls a white handkerchief out and wipes his forehead.  He 

looks flushed and is unsteady. 

 

MARÍA 

  And you? 

 

Beto doesn’t answer.  He blinks several times and wipes his 

forehead again.  He looks a bit wobbly. 

 

BETO 

  Sorry? 

 

MARÍA 

(looking concerned) 

  And you?  Your name? 

 

BETO 

  Oh, yes.  Sorry.  Humberto Isla Velasco. 

But people call me Beto. 

 

MARÍA 

(savoring the name) 

  Beto. 

 

BETO 

Why aren't you in church? 

 

MARÍA 

(looking embarrassed) 

I have to work.  We need to make more 
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money.  It’s my uncle’s idea. 

 

Realizing his misstep, Beto becomes embarrassed as well.  He 

doesn’t know where to look.  He glances at María and then at the 

children and then at the pan dulce. 

 

Beto wipes his forehead again and blinks hard. Beto finally 

closes his eyes and starts to fall towards the pan dulce cart. 

 

FADE TO BLACK.  We hear María shriek and glass breaking. 

 

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – DAY 

 

STILL BLACK. 

 

MARÍA 

(VO) 

He's waking. 

 

HANK 

(VO) 

This pendejo better pay for my pan 

dulce cart! 

 

POV Beto who slowly focuses on two faces: that of María and of an 

older man, HANK. 

 

WIDE SHOT of all three of them. Hank and María hover over Beto 

who leans back in a booth. María applies an ice pack to Beto’s 

forehead. 

 

BETO 

(reaching for his face 

and jumping in pain) 

I'm sorry. 

 

HANK 

Sorry won't pay for pinche my cart! 

 

MARÍA 

(softly as if talking to a child) 

Hank, please, he said he was sorry. 

 

Hank is baldheaded, with large brown eyes and a full mustache 

that looks like a very well-worn brush.  He is short but imposing 

like a wrestler and wears a nondescript shirt, opened at the 

collar, with his sleeves rolled up high on his biceps revealing 
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powerful, smooth arms.  A food-stained white apron hangs from 

below his large belly. 

 

HANK 

You're going to pay for my cart!  I work 

hard for everything I've got! 

 

MARÍA 

(gently) 

Hank, please let him speak. 

 

BETO 

I can cook. 

 

MARÍA 

(relieved) 

He can cook. 

 

HANK 

You can cook for me for free for three 

weeks to pay off the broken cart. 

 

Hank turns and goes behind the counter. 

 

HANK 

When you can stand, come back to the 

kitchen.  You'll start today. 

 

Hank disappears through a door that leads to the kitchen. 

 

WIDE SHOT of Beto and María. Beto rubs his head still in pain.  

He relaxes now that the dining room contains only him, María and 

a lone, FEMALE CUSTOMER at one of the tables who was observing 

the scene with quiet satisfaction. 

 

Beto sits up and attempts to straighten his clothing.  His white 

shirt and tie are covered with the now-darkening blood. 

 

MARÍA 

Do you know how to cook, really? 

 

BETO 

(deliberately) 

Yes.  I can cook Mexican food from any region: 

Yucateco, Oaxaqueño, Tapatío, Chilango, Jarocho 

and Norteño. 
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Beto sees that María is impressed. 

 

BETO 

(sitting up straighter 

with some effort) 

I've also cooked on Bunker Hill – kosher 

food.  I've even done Chinese food. 

 

MARÍA 

(through a small laugh) 

Mexican food will do fine here. 

 

AWKWARD SILENCE. 

 

MARÍA 

Hank is really harmless.  He's been like a 

father to me since I left Mexico.  He's my 

late mother's baby brother.  Hank works hard 

and tries to give me the best. 

 

BETO 

Why does he go by Hank?  That’s a gringo’s 

name. 

 

Beto struggles to stand. 

 

MARÍA 

(helping Beto) 

His given name is Enrique which is Henry in 

English.  Hank is short for Henry.  A new 

country, a new name, he tells me. 

 

BETO 

(now standing, unsteady) 

Ah!  A new American. 

 

MARÍA 

Yes.  A new American. 

 

BETO 

(looking down at a menu) 

Pete’s Café?  Who’s Pete? 

 

MARÍA 

The prior owner.  A gringo.  Hank says it 

costs too much to change the sign outside. 
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BETO 

(rubbing his head in pain) 

Ah!  A man careful with money. 

 

MARÍA 

(looking concerned for Beto’s unsteadiness) 

  What do you need? 

 

BETO 

Bathroom.  I need to clean up. 

 

MARÍA 

(pointing to back 

of restaurant) 

Be careful, you have a slight fever. 

 

BETO 

(walking slowly) 

Don't worry.  I'll be fine.  I want to cook 

today. 

 

The nosy FEMALE CUSTOMER stares at Beto.  He smiles at her and 

she turns back to her food. 

 

MARÍA 

Okay then.  I have some aspirin. 

 

BETO 

Thank you. 

 

Beto moves slowly but gracefully towards the restroom.  As he 

walks, María smiles slightly and keeps her eyes on him as he 

walks away from her. 

 

MONTAGE: “Los Laureles” plays in background as Beto’s three weeks 

of no pay as a cook come and go.  Beto cooks in an elegant, 

almost dance-like fashion clearly taking joy in his work.  He 

looks through the pass-through every so often to observe María at 

her various tasks: taking orders from the patrons, serving meals, 

wiping down the tables and counters throughout the day.  At 

night, when the customers are gone, Beto cleans the kitchen and 

sweeps the floor while María review receipts and check the status 

of the kitchen supplies making lists of things needed for the 

restaurant.  Every so often, Hank catches Beto looking at María 

making Hank scowl and forcing Beto to turn his eyes back to his 

cooking. 
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Beto begins to notice certain men making more than friendly 

conversation.  We can see that Beto is sizing up the competition.  

 

First, there is ANTONIO who resembles a wet ferret.  He dresses 

well and leaves very large tips for María.  He orders more food 

than he can finish to show off his money. 

 

The second potential threat is the young, handsome PATRICIO. But 

he is gaunt and his clothes are neat but shabby.  He likes to eat 

at the counter and only orders toast and coffee. 

 

The third threat is embodied in HUGO, a half-German and who came 

each night for dinner.  Hugo is older, about forty, but healthy.  

He proudly drives up to the restaurant in a Model T.  He parks it 

right in front and gets out.  He admires his teeth in the car 

window’s reflection.  He fawns over María as she takes his large 

order. 

 

Throughout, María is polite, smiling to Antonio, Patricio and 

Hugo, but not overly friendly.  MONTAGE AND MUSIC END 

 

INT. KITCHEN OF EL CHOLO - NIGHT 

 

It is the end of a hard day and Beto wipes down the oven and puts 

pots and pans away.  Hank approaches slowly clearly preoccupied. 

 

HANK 

(hands in pocket, shy) 

So, good crowd tonight, eh? 

 

BETO 

(without looking up 

from his cleaning) 

Not so bad. 

 

HANK 

(coughs a bit, self-consciously) 

We’re even now. 

 

BETO 

(stopping, turning to Hank) 

  What? 

 

HANK 

(forcing a smile) 

Our deal.  Remember?  Three weeks free 

cooking to pay for my pan dulce cart. 
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BETO 

(starts to clean again) 

  Yes.  So, I’m done here. 

 

HANK 

(looking panicked and 

forcing a larger smile) 

Who says?  Did I say that?  No.  Not me. 

 

María comes into the kitchen, looking for something.  Hank 

remains silent waiting for her to leave.  She finds what she was 

looking for -- a small pad of paper.  She leaves with a smile and 

quick glance at Beto. 

 

HANK 

(letting a breath out) 

I was thinking.  You know I’ve had trouble 

finding another cook. 

 

BETO 

(turning to Hank) 

No, I didn’t know. 

 

HANK 

Well, I have. 

 

BETO 

How much? 

 

Hank takes out a small paper pad that he uses to take orders and 

writes something on it. 

 

HANK 

That much. 

 

Beto takes the pencil from Hank scribbles something.  Hank looks 

at it, grimaces, and the scribbles something.  Beto looks at it 

without expression. 

 

HANK 

Well? 

 

BETO 

No. 
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Hank looks panicked.  Beto remains silent, cleaning up, letting 

Hank stew. 

 

HANK 

(relenting) 

Okay, okay.  And you’re not such a bad 

cook.  And you don’t talk much.  Not like 

some of those men who keeping eyeing María. 

 

BETO 

(playing dumb) 

Like who? 

 

HANK 

(leaning in and almost whispering in confidence) 

Well, there’s that ferret, Antonio.  I know he 

makes good money managing that club on Main 

Street.  But I don’t trust him. 

 

BETO 

(smiling) 

Who else? 

 

HANK 

That kid, Patricio.  Good, honest but poor as 

a cow.  Can’t seem to keep a job.  And all he 

ever orders is toast and coffee!  But we don’t 

have to worry about him anymore. 

 

BETO 

Why not? 

 

HANK 

Went back to Mexico last week.  Something about 

a nice woman his uncle wanted him to meet.  The 

girl’s father owns a grocery store.  Good money 

in that family.  

 

BETO 

What about Hugo? 

 

HANK 

(eyes narrow) 

He’s my biggest worry.  He had been married 

before but he said that his wife died from 

influenza five years ago. 
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BETO 

Children? 

 

HANK 

No.  He owns a small hardware store on 

Normandie Avenue.  Has a comfortable 

apartment just above the store.  See how he 

shows off his money by parking his car in 

front of here every night? 

 

BETO 

I’d show it off, too, if I had the money 

to buy a car. 

 

HANK 

(lowering his voice) 

Even though he speaks Spanish, I hear he's 

a German. 

 

BETO 

Half. 

 

HANK 

  What? 

 

BETO 

(showing irritation) 

He's only half German.  The other half is 

pure Mexican. 

 

HANK 

Which half?  His mother or father? 

 

BETO 

Why does it matter? 

 

HANK 

Shows how much you know.  If his mother is 

Mexican, then I can live with it.  If his 

father is Mexican, then he probably has had 

too much German influence from his mother. 

 

BETO 

He speaks Spanish perfectly. 

 

HANK 

Ah!  His mother must be Mexican, then. 
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BETO 

I think I heard that his mother was the 

German. 

 

HANK 

Bullshit.  Get back to work!  I think your 

mother was a German! 

 

Beto picks up a hot pot of soup as Hank makes this last remark.  

Anger crosses Beto’s face and he struggles with his emotions and 

his desire to pour the soup on Hank.  After a moment, he 

deliberately puts the pot back on the stove. 

 

BETO 

Go to hell.  I don’t need your job. 

 

Beto whips off his apron and throws it on the floor.  He leaves 

the kitchen brushing by a startled and confused María who is 

coming into the kitchen. 

 

MARÍA 

Hank, what happened? 

 

HANK 

(looking bewildered) 

I don't know.  I think I insulted him by 

accident.  I called his mother a German. 

 

MARÍA 

Go apologize.  He's a good man. 

 

HANK 

(Hank’s left eye started to twitch.) 

Good man?  I see how he looks at you. 

We're better off without him here. 

 

MARÍA 

He's a good man and he's a good cook. 

Look at how much business we do now. 

We've had to add another table. 

 

HANK 

(uncertain) 

I can cook again.  I like cooking. 
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María stares at her uncle in silence, hands on hips, waiting for 

him to give in. 

 

HANK 

(trying to sound tough) 

I'll visit him tomorrow.  I'll take care of 

it.  Remember, I was the one who brought him 

in as a cook.  Right? 

 

MARÍA 

Thank you, Hank. 

 

Hank puts his arm around María and kisses her forehead. 

 

EXT. RESIENTIAL STREET – NIGHT 

 

Beto walks with a quick gait to his apartment.  He passes 

apartment buildings with a few children playing but otherwise the 

street is relatively quiet.  Beto hangs his head muttering to 

himself clearly angry.  He reaches his apartment and searches for 

his key as he walks up a few steps to the front door.  After some 

frustration, he finds his key and opens his apartment. 

 

Beto flicks on a light and from his POV, we see a small room 

furnished with a bed, a nightstand, a tall dresser with a hinged 

mirror on top, a table and two chairs.  The floor is hardwood, 

but a nice, thick rug fills the middle of the floor.  The walls 

are bare except for a ten-inch crucifix that hangs above the 

bed's headboard.  A battered but functioning Victrola sits close 

to the dresser with an array of records piled on the floor 

between the dresser and the Victrola.  On the table sat several 

books, in both English and Spanish, and several newspapers and 

magazines.  A sink, a small stove and an icebox clustered 

together at the far end of the room like a family huddling for 

warmth and protection from the cold night.  Through a door, we 

see the bathroom. 

 

CU on Beto surveying his apartment.  Though it is not luxurious, 

it is neat and functional.  He looks disgusted at what he sees. 

After a few moments, he turns off the light, closes and locks the 

door.  Beto stands at his closed door and looks out to the 

street.  He sighs and slowly starts down the steps to the 

sidewalk.  After a while he sees the Red Car (streetcar) and runs 

to catch it.  He hops on and pays the fair.  A few silent 

passengers stare at him as he finds a seat.  He rides for a few 

minutes.  After a few miles, he grows restless and gets off the 

streetcar to walk. 
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The evening is quiet and Beto walks in peace.  Beto walks 

quickly.  We see that time passes, maybe a half hour.  He 

eventually comes to a Synagogue.  He stops.  He hears the sad and 

beautiful rhythms of the Mourner's Prayer, the Kaddish, though 

he, of course, does not know what it is.  Beto closes his eyes 

lets the strange and foreign words wash over him: 

 

  Yit-ga-dal ve-yit-ka-dash she-mei ra-ba 

  be-al-ma di-ve-ra chi-re-u-tei, 

  ve-yam-lich mal-chu-tei 

  be-cha-yei-chon 

  u-ve-yo-mei-chon u-ve-cha-yei 

  de-chol beit Yis-ra-eil,... 

 

Beto opens his eyes and starts to walk again.  He seems calmer, 

somewhat renewed.  He makes a few turns ends up in front of a 

small restaurant.  Beto sniffs at the cooking food.  Hanging over 

the main window is a large, brightly colored sign that said "El 

Cholo Spanish Restaurant" that is anchored on the right side with 

a caricature of a very thin and mustachioed Mexican wearing a 

large sombrero and traditional clothing.  The restaurant itself 

is freshly painted a pleasant sand color with dark green trim and 

a new tile roof that shown dark red in the moonlight.  A sign 

sits in the window that says: 

 

 COOK NEEDED 

 EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 

 

Beto walks towards the front door of the restaurant. 

 

INT. EL CHOLO RESTAURANT 

 

Beto walks into the restaurant.  In the entryway is a high wooden 

table where GEORGE SALISBURY stands.  He’s in his thirties, thin, 

clean-shaven, in shirtsleeves.  George is making marks in a large 

book.  He is British. 

 

BETO 

(direct but pleasant) 

  I'm a cook.  I saw your sign. 

 

Beto extends his hand.  George puts his pen down and takes Beto’s 

hand.  George offers a large smile. 

 

GEORGE 

  I'm George. 
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BETO 

  Humberto.  But people call me Beto. 

 

They finish shaking hands and there’s an awkward silence as 

George looks him over. 

 

GEORGE 

  My wife and I just opened this place. 

  Do you have experience? 

 

BETO 

(looking around) 

  Yes. 

 

GEORGE 

  Your English is good. 

 

BETO 

  Thank you. 

 

GEORGE 

  Not that you’ll need it as a cook.  Besides, 

  my wife is Mexican. 

 

BETO 

  I can read English, too.  The priests taught 

  me.  A long time ago. 

 

GEORGE 

  Good.  Well, now, Beto, go back to the 

  kitchen.  My wife is back there and she'll 

  show you around.  Her name is Aurelia. 

  Don't mess with her if you want to survive 

  here.  Got it? 

 

BETO 

(smiling) 

  Got it. 

 

Beto heads past George towards the kitchen. 

 

GEORGE 

(low voice, shaking head) 

  Poor bloke. 
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Beto walks through the dining area looking around and sniffing 

the delicious smells of Mexican food.  It is a small restaurant 

with only about four or five small tables and one large one for 

bigger parties.  It is clean and somewhat romantic with candles 

on all the tables and very little electric lighting being used 

elsewhere except in the kitchen.  There are a half dozen 

customers spread out at different tables and they seem happy.  

Two young but hefty waitresses work the tables bringing immense 

plates of food on their large forearms to the patrons.  Beto is 

pleased with what he sees. 

 

He enters the kitchen and sees a woman who must be George's wife, 

Aurelia, judging by how she orders about the lone cook, PÁNFILO 

CANO ZELAYA, a young, frightened man.  Though clearly in her 

twenties, Aurelia carries herself with the certainty of someone 

much older.  She is a handsome woman.  Aurelia tastes sauce from 

a large, wooden spoon. 

 

AURELIA 

  Too much salt! Add more tomatoes to fix it. 

  Hurry.  We have hungry people waiting! 

 

At that moment, Aurelia notices Beto standing in the doorway. 

 

AURELIA 

(very business-like) 

  Come in.  Are you looking for a job cooking? 

 

BETO 

  Yes. 

 

AURELIA 

  Where did you work last? 

 

BETO 

  Pete's Café. 

 

AURELIA 

(smiling) 

  Ah!  How is Hank? 

 

BETO 

  Mean. 

 

AURELIA 

(moving closer to Beto) 

  Yes, he is.  But he works hard and he truly 
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  cares for his niece.  I give him credit for 

  that. 

 

BETO 

  As they say, a good lawyer, a bad neighbor. 

 

AURELIA 

(laughing) 

  And he's a lousy cook.  Are you that cook 

  who got things hopping over there? 

 

BETO 

(embarrassed) 

  Yes.  I suppose I am. 

 

AURELIA 

  He fired you? 

 

BETO 

  I quit.  He called my mother a German. 

 

AURELIA 

  So?  My husband’s from England.  No one’s 

  perfect. 

 

BETO 

  She wasn't a German. 

 

AURELIA 

  Oh.  So, you want to work for me, eh? 

 

BETO 

(clearly lying) 

  Yes, I've heard some good things about this 

  place even though it's new. 

 

AURELIA 

(gleefully) 

  And I'll get the benefit of stealing Hank's 

  great cook.  Let's get you going.  Here's my 

  list of recipes.  Look at it.  I don't mind 

  changes as long as it tastes good.  But try 

  to stick to our style.  I'm the boss in this 

  kitchen.  Is that understood? 

 

BETO 

  That's fine with me. 
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AURELIA 

  And this scared rabbit is Pánfilo Cano 

  Zelaya.  He's a friend of my cousin. 

  And he doesn't cook very well, yet.  It's 

  your job to teach him.  (Turning and 

  leaving.)  I have to take care of things 

  right now. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Pretty tough. 

 

BETO 

  Not so tough.  Good businesswoman, though. 

  She'll make this place a success. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I hate cooking.  It gets so hot in here 

  and it's autumn.  Imagine the summer! 

 

BETO 

  A job’s a job.  Besides, cooking is more 

  fun than a lot of things we could be doing. 

  Let's get started here.  (Beto grabs the 

  recipe for the chiles rellenos sauce and 

  read it to himself.)  What's so hard with 

  this?  This is easy.  Let me taste your 

  sauce.  (Beto takes a taste with his 

  finger and cringes.)  She's right.  Too 

  salty. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Well, look at the recipe.  It says season 

  to taste.  It tastes good to me. 

 

BETO 

  Unless you want to buy all your meals here, 

  and then some, you better change your taste. 

  Let's begin from scratch. 

 

With that, Beto quickly adapts to his new surroundings and starts 

a new batch of sauce.  He grabs a pot and pours in tomato sauce 

from a bowl.  Beto adds spices and chopped onions and slows his 

movements at certain points to let Pánfilo absorb every nuance 

and measurement.  When he’s done, he lifts the spoon to Pánfilo's 

lips. 
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BETO 

  Taste. 

 

Pánfilo's face slowly registered pleasure with the spicy but not 

too salty sauce. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Excellent!  I can do this! 

 

BETO 

  Good. 

 

Beto hands the wooden spoon to Pánfilo who takes over stirring 

the sauce.  Beto move on to look at the two new orders that one 

of the large waitresses brought in. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I really can do this! 

 

BETO 

(amused) 

  Experience is the mother of skill.  Start 

  another dish while the sauce is heating. 

 

For the first time since he entered the kitchen, Beto notices 

that Pánfilo is smiling.  He notices that he is smiling as well.  

At that moment, Aurelia appears in the kitchen. 

 

AURELIA 

  More people have come.  Keep things moving. 

 

Aurelia quickly disappears back into the dining area. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Where did you learn to cook?  (Beto is 

  busy reading a recipe respond.)  I said, 

  where did you learn to cook? 

 

BETO 

  I had to learn when I was young.  Never 

  mind.  We have a lot to do. 

 

Beto stops smiling and snatches up the new orders while reaching 

for a fresh skillet. 
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EXT. PETE’S CAFÉ – NIGHT 

 

Done for the day, Beto and Pánfilo walk down the few steps of the 

restaurant to the sidewalk. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I have a car.  (He points to a battered 

  black automobile parked at the curb.) 

  Would you like a ride home? 

 

BETO 

(inspecting the car) 

  Car? 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Better than nothing which is what you have, 

  my friend. 

 

BETO 

  Well, it has tires and a steering wheel. 

  (He pats Pánfilo on the shoulder.)  It's 

  Friday night.  Let's go get a drink.  I'm 

  too awake to go home just yet. 

 

They get in and Pánfilo starts the car which emits a lot of smoke 

with a roar. 

 

PÁNFILO 

(pleased with himself) 

Where to? 

 

BETO 

(smiling slyly) 

  I know a club where a ferret works. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Ferret? 

 

BETO 

  Never mind.  Let's go. 

 

Pánfilo puts the car in gear and drives off. 

 

EXT. THE PLAY ROOM NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 

 

Beto and Pánfilo pull up in front of the club at the corner of 

Third and Main Street.  With large block letters the name "THE 
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PLAY ROOM" is painted in red and yellow above the double doors.  

The words "Music" and "Dining" in smaller, black letters dance to 

the left and right of the large name of the club.  Stylized 

paintings of champagne glasses with many bubbles adorn the 

smooth, tan stucco façade.  Well-dressed Mexican men and women 

wander in and out of the club and Mexican music pours out in 

waves onto the street. 

 

PÁNFILO 

(looking through the windshield at the club) 

  I'm going to find a woman tonight! 

 

BETO 

(smiling) 

  A worthy enterprise. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  You know, Beto, you don't talk like a cook. 

  You sound like a professor.  That's what 

  I'll call you: Professor! 

 

BETO 

  Some professor.  I finished only five years 

  of school before I had to leave.  (Beto 

  begins to shift in his seat.) 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Well, I've had ten years of school and we're 

  doing the same job.  So, that's what 

  education is worth.  (He looks down at 

  himself.)  ¡Hijole! 

 

BETO 

  What's wrong? 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Look at us.  We can't go in looking like 

  this! 

 

Beto scans Pánfilo.  His black trousers were wrinkled and his 

checked shirt had red sauce splattered throughout.  Beto is in no 

better shape. 

 

BETO 

  Look, let's go in the club and head 

  immediately for the bathroom.  We can 

  wash up.  Besides, it's dark in there so 
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  no one will really notice. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Okay.  But if I strike out tonight, I'll 

  blame you. 

 

BETO 

  Strike out?  You're a pinche king with a 

  job and a car.  Any woman would fall for 

  you in a second.  If you can dance, too, 

  you've got it made. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Okay.  Let's go in, Beto! 

 

The two men jump out of the car to the sidewalk and walk into the 

club.  The music is loud.  Antonio meets them at the door. 

 

ANTONIO 

(recognizing Beto) 

  Gentlemen, I see you're here for a little 

  fun. 

 

BETO 

  The dog that lives with hunger will eat 

  anywhere. 

 

 

Antonio let out a short, controlled and joyless laugh.  He is 

clearly annoyed. 

 

ANTONIO 

  You can get drinks in the back room. 

 

BETO 

(feigning shock) 

  Alcohol?  No Prohibition in this part of 

  town? 

 

ANTONIO 

  The cops don’t bother us as long as they 

  get paid their fair share.  Maybe a raid 

  or two around election day, but that’s 

  business. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I'm very thirsty.  Let’s get washed up 
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  and then get a drink. 

 

Pánfilo leaves Beto with Antonio and heads to the back room as 

the music starts up again.  The band sit on a small but sturdy 

stage in front of a red velvet curtain.  The band is a lively 

group of musicians - all men - but with a female lead singer who 

keeps her eyes alert observing the crowd as she sings. 

 

The wooden dance floor is freshly waxed and the dancing couples 

slide effortlessly across its shiny veneer.  The walls each have 

four large and long windows and the streetlights bathe the room 

with a soft glow.  A few electric lights hang from the ceiling 

but burn low and the tables that encircled the dance floor each 

have a flickering candle in a red jar.  Clean, crisp white 

tablecloths almost glisten and murals of tuxedoed and gowned 

revelers adorn the walls.  The room is very crowded and loud with 

laughter.  Though filled mostly with Mexicans, there are a few 

gringos and Blacks. 

 

BETO 

(lighting a cigarette) 

  Antonio, I'm impressed by the club.  It's 

  quite beautiful. 

 

ANTONIO 

(smiling with self-satisfaction) 

  Thank you. 

 

BETO 

(leaning into Antonio, speaking softly) 

  Keep the jotos from me tonight and I'll 

  give you a tip. 

 

ANTONIO 

(pulling back) 

  Cut that shit!  This is a good club.  By 

  the way, I heard that Hank fired you today. 

  How can you tip me without a job?  You need 

  to save your money. 

 

BETO 

(blowing smoke in Antonio’s direction) 

  I quit, he didn't fire me.  Besides, I 

  got a job tonight at a new restaurant on 

  Western.  It looks like a fine place. 
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ANTONIO 

  Well, congratulations!  Sounds like you 

  have everything except María. 

 

Beto’s eyes narrow as he takes a long drag on his cigarette.  

Seeing that Beto is getting angry, Antonio gets nervous and tries 

to calm him. 

 

ANTONIO 

(wiping his forehead) 

  Don't worry, Beto.  I heard that Hank is 

  going to offer you your job back because 

  María asked him to.  Great luck, eh? 

 

BETO 

(clearly lying) 

  I know.  But I think it's better this way. 

  I'm making more money and now I can ask 

  María out without Hank watching every move 

  I make. 

 

ANTONIO 

  Beto, she's here tonight, you know. 

 

As Antonio says this, María walks up to Beto.  She offers a 

smile.  Beto is startled by her appearance.  She doesn’t wear her 

usual long dress and shawl.  Instead, she’s dressed as a flapper 

with her hair brought up behind her head and kept up with a 

sequined headband.  She wears a little makeup and her dress 

shimmers in the candlelight. 

 

MARÍA 

  I'm glad you're here, Beto.  (She smoothes 

  the front of her dress.)  I'm so sorry about 

  what Hank did today.  He promised to visit 

  you tomorrow morning before the restaurant 

  opens. 

 

BETO 

  I got a new job.  At this new restaurant on 

  Western Avenue.  I think it's going to work 

  out. 

 

Beto's eyes remain trained on María's.  She eventually gets 

uncomfortable and looks at her own feet. 
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MARÍA 

  Oh.  I'm not surprised.  You're very 

  talented in the kitchen.  Our restaurant 

  was doing so well in the short time you 

  were with us. 

 

The band starts a slow, rhythmic ballad.  Beto looks interested 

in what he hears. 

 

BETO 

  I would love to dance with you.  I like 

  this song. 

 

María lifts her eyes and smiles. 

 

MARÍA 

  Yes, I would like that. 

 

They move towards the middle of the dance floor as a disappointed 

Antonio wanders back to the front door to greet the patrons.  

Beto puts his arm around María and they start to dance. 

 

BETO 

  I wouldn’t have recognized you.  So modern. 

 

MARÍA 

  I dress in my country clothes when I work. 

  It keeps our customers happy.  I remind 

  them of home. 

 

BETO 

  I don’t need to be reminded of home. 

 

MARÍA 

  Where’s home? 

 

BETO 

(hesitating) 

  Chihuahua. 

 

MARÍA 

  Ah!  What’s so horrible about Chihuahua? 

 

BETO 

  Mamá died when I was born.  Papá himself 

  was never in good health and never remarried. 

  So, it fell on me to run the house and care 
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  for him as soon as I was old enough. 

  When he died, I had no reason to stay so I 

  headed up to California. 

 

MARÍA 

  I’m so sorry. 

 

BETO 

  No need to be sorry.  Worse things happen. 

  (Momentary silence.)  And how about you? 

  What brought you and Hank to California? 

 

MARÍA 

(looking embarrassed) 

  The same thing that brought you and almost 

  everyone else in this club. 

 

BETO 

  A fresh start? 

 

MARÍA 

  Yes, a fresh start. 

 

Pánfilo suddenly comes up to them. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Beto, there you are.  I thought you were 

  going to get cleaned up.  Look at me. 

  Good as new and I’ve already had a couple 

  of drinks. 

 

BETO 

  Pánfilo, this is María Rivera Peña.  I 

  used to work for her uncle, Hank.  María, 

  this is Pánfilo Cano Zelaya.  He's the 

  other cook at my new job. 

 

The two men look at María in silence for a few moments.  She 

grows uncomfortable. 

 

MARÍA 

  Please, let’s find a table and sit. 

 

The threesome work their way through the dancing couples and find 

an empty table. They sit and Pánfilo keeps his eyes on María. 
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PÁNFILO 

  Which restaurant does your uncle own? 

 

MARÍA 

  Pete's Café. 

 

María suddenly blanches and her eyes widen while looking at 

Pánfilo. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Never been there.  But you look familiar. 

  What part of Mexico are you from? 

 

MARÍA 

  Oh, Beto, look how late it is!  (She 

  Points to the large clock that hangs 

  over the front doors of the club.)  Hank 

  will be waiting for me outside in a 

  couple of minutes.  I need to be there 

  or he'll worry. 

 

BETO 

  Invite him in and let him have a drink. 

 

MARÍA 

  No, he hates any place where he has to 

  spend money.  I really should go, Beto. 

  (She stands up.)  Good to meet you, Pánfilo. 

 

Beto and Pánfilo stand up. 

 

BETO 

(not happy to let her go) 

  When can I see you?  Do you like the 

  picture show?  Tomorrow is Saturday.  There 

  must be some great pictures out right now. 

 

MARÍA 

  Come by the restaurant tomorrow night 

  after dinner.  You'll be done with work 

  and so will I.  We can decide what to 

  see.  And you can explain to Hank that 

  you have a new job. 

 

She nods and walks out of the club. 

 



 29 

BETO 

  Let's get a drink.  (Pánfilo doesn’t 

  answer because he’s in thought.) 

  Pánfilo, what's wrong? 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Nothing.  Never mind.  Let's go to the 

  bar.  (He puts his arm around Beto.) 

 

BETO 

  How much have you had, already? 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Professor, let me put it this way: you 

  have a lot of work ahead of you! 

 

The band breaks into a seductive melody and the two men wander to 

the bar. 

 

BETO 

  So, what do you think of her? 

 

PÁNFILO 

  She's a lovely girl.  A lovely girl. 

  

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT 

 

María runs along the sidewalk crying.  The streets still rumble 

with automobiles and Red Cars. 

 

EXT. THE PLAY ROOM NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 

 

Hank stands by his car searching for María.  He looks worried. 

 

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT 

 

CU on María as she continues to run along the sidewalk crying.  

She finally reaches PERSHING SQUARE, a park.  She finds a bench 

beneath a streetlamp.  A statue of General Pershing is not far.  

ECU on María as she tries to compose herself. 

 

FLASHBACK – MARÍA AND HANK IN MEXICO – MORNING 

 

Hank and María, a few years younger, walk up to a little 

residence attached to the side of a church.  The door is open, so 

they enter.  There is a large wooden desk in the middle of the 

room and two of the walls are filled mostly with large, 
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illustrated religious books.  A younger Pánfilo sits at the desk 

and looks up when Hank and María walked in.  His eyes focus on 

María.  She grows uncomfortable. 

 

HANK 

  We're here to see Father Cano.  We wired 

  ahead that we were coming.  I'm Enrique 

  Rivera. 

 

PÁNFILO 

(coughing, embarrassed) 

  Oh, yes.  I'll get my brother. 

 

Pánfilo disappears into the back room.  Hank and María stand in 

silence not knowing where to look.  Hank pretends to admire the 

books on the shelf.  In a few seconds, Father Cano comes out. 

 

FATHER CANO 

(shaking Hank’s hand) 

Welcome!  And this must be your niece. 

 

Neither Hank nor María say anything.  Pánfilo returns to his 

desk. 

 

FATHER CANO 

(gesturing to the door he came from) 

  Please.  Let’s go to my office.  We can 

  talk there. 

 

Hank and María walk towards the door. 

 

FATHER CANO 

(to Pánfilo) 

  We'll be busy for about an hour. 

 

INT. FATHER CANO’S OFFICE 

 

FATHER CANO 

  So, Enrique, you said that you needed to 

  talk.  But why come out here to Guadalajara? 

  Why couldn’t you talk to Father Carrillo? 

 

HANK 

(shifting in his seat) 

  May I speak the truth?  (Father Cano nods.) 

  Well, you see, Father Carrillo, well, 

  he, how should I put it? 
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FATHER CANO 

  Try. 

 

HANK 

  Well, let me put it this way: If you want 

  the entire town of Ameca to know your 

  business, tell it to Father Carrillo. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  I see. 

 

HANK 

  I mean no offense. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  None taken.  Priests are as human as you 

  and your niece. 

 

HANK 

(no longer hesitant) 

  As they say: a cross on his chest but 

  the devil in his actions.  In fact, some 

  townsfolk make up very flattering 

  confessions so that Father Carrillo can 

  spread gossip and put the confessors in 

  the best possible light. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  I understand.  Enough of Father Carrillo. 

  How can I help you? 

HANK 

  It’s getting difficult living in our 

  town.  Now that María is approaching 

  the age when young girls start thinking 

  about a future.  A marriage and family. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  Difficult?  How so?  She’s a lovely 

  young woman. 

 

The three sit in awkward silence.  Hank turns to María as if to 

ask if it’s okay to continue.  She nods. 

 

HANK 

  Well, you see, father, it’s like this. 

  María’s mother, my late sister, never… 
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  eh…never married.  And I promised her 

  to raise María. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  You did the right thing.  (Pause.) 

  Where’s María’s father? 

 

HANK 

  Papá flew into a rage when he found 

  out my sister was with child.  And 

  once he found out who the father was, 

  he became murderous. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  Who was he? 

 

HANK 

(almost whispering, in shame) 

  An Indian.  He worked for Papá at the ranch. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  An Indian? 

 

HANK 

  Can’t you see how dark María is? 

 

FATHER CANO 

(getting impatient) 

  She’s a beautiful young woman.  She’s 

  as much a child of God as you. 

 

HANK 

  Of course, Father. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  So, where is María’s father? 

 

HANK 

  Papá threatened to kill him if he didn’t 

  leave the village.  So, he left and we 

  haven’t seen him since.  Before my sister 

  died, I promised to take care of María. 

  I’ve been like a father to her. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  And God blesses you for that.  Continue. 
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HANK 

  The villagers.  They’re cruel.  And it’s 

  getting worse the closer my niece comes 

  to becoming a woman.  The things some of 

  them say I can’t even repeat here so close 

  to God’s house.  And none of the good 

  families will ever let their sons court 

  her. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  People can be cruel in order to make 

  themselves feel better about their lot 

  in life.  And a small town such as Ameca 

  can be even more cruel than the city. 

  But remember this: Jesus suffered from 

  such cruelties and more.  María deserves 

  a chance to live a full life. It may be 

  time to search for a new home. 

 

HANK 

  I don't like running. 

 

FATHER CANO 

(leaning forward) 

  Is it running to protect your family? 

  Doesn't God ask you to protect those who 

  are being hurt? 

 

HANK 

  Well, yes, I suppose so. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  What does María think? 

 

The two men look at María who slumps in her chair as if giving 

up. 

 

FATHER CANO (CON’T) 

(softly) 

  María, what do you want to do? 

 

MARÍA 

(whispering) 

  Whatever Enrique decides is fine. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  No.  Enrique wants to know, too. 
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The priest looks at Hank for concurrence and gets a reluctant nod 

from him.  The sit in silence as María thinks.  Finally, she 

blurts out her answer. 

 

MARÍA 

  I hear that California is a good place. 

  Many Mexicans live there.  I hear there 

  are lots of jobs, too. 

 

Hank and the priest Are startled. Father Cano looks again at 

Hank. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  Well? 

 

HANK 

(sighing) 

  Let me think about it. 

 

MARÍA 

  You remember our neighbor, Eutimia Ruiz? 

  When her husband died, she joined her 

  sons in California.  Remember? 

 

María sits up gaining energy as she speaks. 

 

HANK 

  I’m not up on my neighbors’ problems. 

  I have enough of my own. 

 

MARÍA 

(ignoring Hank) 

And I heard that Eutimia has started a 

wonderful new life with her sons in a big 

city in the northern part of California.  I 

hear she lives very comfortably and that 

they live in a neighborhood with many 

Mexicans. 

 

HANK 

  You hear a lot of things.  Some are true, 

  but mostly you hear exaggerations.  Good 

  stories. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  I've heard such things, too.  Your niece's 



 35 

  suggestion of California makes more sense 

  than staying where you're at right now. 

  You don't want to do that, though, do you? 

  For her sake, you don't want to do that? 

 

HANK 

  No. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  It’s settled.  California. 

 

María smiles broadly at Father Cano.  Hank looks confused. 

 

EXT. FATHER CANO’S OFFICE 

 

Father Cano’s office door opens and the three come into the entry 

area where Pánfilo sits.  Father Cano shakes Hank’s hand and then 

nods to María. 

 

FATHER CANO 

  Good luck.  I will pray for both of you. 

  Pánfilo will show you out. 

 

Father Cano returns to his office.  Pánfilo stands and shows them 

to the door. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I hope my brother was of help. 

 

HANK 

  Yes, I think. 

 

PÁNFILO 

(admiring María) 

  Good-bye. 

 

MARÍA 

(shyly) 

  Good-bye. 

 

Hank and María leave. 

 

END OF FLASHBACK. 

 

ECU of María as she shivers a little, but she looks calm, almost 

determined not to let her past haunt her.  She stands, takes a 

deep breath and starts to leave the park. 
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EXT. BACK ALLEY OF THE PLAY ROOM NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 

 

A lone light bulb hangs from the side of the building.  In the 

shadows, a hulking MAN clutches Beto by his collar.  The man 

punches Beto in the face. 

 

MAN 

  ¡Pinche cabrón! 

 

The man releases Beto who falls hard onto his knees.  Beto stays 

in that position for several seconds looking as though he were an 

obedient altar boy waiting for his cue from the priest to ring 

the bell.  The man stands over Beto almost as if considering 

whether he needs to strike Beto again.  The man gets ready to 

punch again but Beto falls backwards and lies in a heap of 

garbage.  Pánfilo lies motionless a few yards from.  The man 

slowly walks away. 

 

MAN (CON’T) 

(muttering) 

  Pinche cabrón. 

 

EXT. THE PLAY ROOM NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 

 

María sees Hank in front of the nightclub.  Drunk and happy 

people pass Hank as he looks frantically at the faces of the 

women.  María runs and embraces a surprised Hank. 

 

HANK 

  Where have you been?  I looked for you 

  in the club and outside.  I’ve been here 

  almost an hour. 

 

MARÍA 

  I’m so sorry. 

 

They hug.  Hank puts his arm around her and leads her to his car. 

 

EXT. BACK ALLEY OF THE PLAY ROOM NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 

 

PÁNFILO 

(weak whisper) 

  Beto?  (Long pause.)  Beto, can you hear 

  me? 
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But there is no answer.  Pánfilo lies silently as if he’s afraid 

to call out again and again hear no response.  Finally, Beto 

responds. 

 

BETO 

(weakly) 

  I hear you. 

 

There is more silence as the men slowly gathered their wits and 

strength.  Eventually, they’re both sitting up. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Why were his fists so big?  God did an 

  evil thing when he made those fists. 

 

BETO 

  You did a stupid thing when you challenged 

  those fists! 

 

Beto grabs his ribs and winces. Pánfilo starts to stand. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  He insulted us!  What did you expect me 

  to do?  Run like a pinche coward? 

 

BETO 

  He was a fool and you shouldn't give a 

  damn what a fool says.  Especially when 

  he weighs twice as much as you! 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I figured the two of us equaled one of 

  him. 

 

Pánfilo is finally standing using the brick wall of the club for 

support.  He absent-mindedly wipes the dirt off his pants as if 

it would help his overall appearance.  Beto still sits. 

 

BETO 

  You let yourself lose control.  You let 

  the booze take over.  (Beto rubs his right 

  eye.)  Ouch! 

 

Pánfilo hobbles over to Beto and helps him up.  Beto winces in 

pain. 
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BETO (CON’T) 

  We've got to get to your car.  Can you 

  drive? 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Yeah.  But Let's get you standing. 

 

Slowly, with help, Beto stands. 

 

INT. PÁNFILO’S CAR – NIGHT 

 

Pánfilo drives in silence looking over at Beto every so often to 

see if he’s okay.  Beto is in great pain, his face is battered, 

his left eye almost closed. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Let's get you to a hospital. 

 

BETO 

(through his teeth) 

  No!  I won't go to one.  Doctors take 

  your money and then they'll probably 

  kill you anyway.  Get me home.  I just 

  need to get cleaned up and sleep. 

 

Pánfilo sees that it was no use arguing with Beto so continues to 

drive. 

 

PÁNFILO 

I'm so sorry, Beto. 

 

INT. HANK’S HOME KITCHEN – DAY 

 

Hank sits at his kitchen table reading a newspaper.  María 

prepares food, humming, in a good mood.  She pours coffee for 

Hank.  He looks up and notices his niece’s happiness. 

 

HANK 

  You’re happier than last night. 

 

MARÍA 

  We’re all entitled to a new start. 

 

HANK 

(puzzled) 

  Well, yes. 
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María pours coffee for herself and then sits down.  She pats 

Hank’s arm and smiles.  He smiles back. 

 

INT. LARGE CHURCH ORPHANAGE – NIGHT 

 

Beto is having his nightmare again.  WIDE SHOT of large room 

with row upon row of metal-framed beds filled with Mexican 

boys. Only one boy is stirring. 

 

CU on feet of a large BLACK DOG as it slowly walks on hard tile 

floor making a CLICKING sound. Dog PANTS slowly and heavily. 

 

CU on lone stirring boy.  Boy hears dog’s CLICKING and PANTING 

which grow louder and more menacing. 

 

INTERCUT - BLACK DOG AND BOY 

 

As dog gets closer, the boy grows frantic. Dog’s CLICKING and 

PANTING continue to grow louder.  Finally, dog enters room 

where the boys sleep. 

 

Boy lies on his back, pulls blanket up to his nose revealing 

only frightened eyes. Dog approaches boy. 

 

PANTING and CLICKING almost deafening.  CLICKING stops.  Boy 

holds his breath.  Only dog’s PANTING is heard. 

 

Suddenly, dog jumps on boy’s chest.  Boy struggles to breathe. 

 

After a few frenzied moments, the dog leaves as suddenly as it 

came but now its CLICKING sound is replaced by human FOOTSTEPS 

on the hard, cold adobe floor.  ECU on boy as dog leaves. 

 

MATCH CUT: 

 

INT. BETO’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

 

ECU of Beto in bed bolting straight up with a GASP, blinking, 

frightened by the nightmare. 

 

EXT. BETO’S APARTMENT – DAY 

 

Pánfilo knocks on the door and waits.  He’s cleaned up and 

bruises cover his face.  Beto finally answers the door. Pánfilo 

is shocked by Beto’s appearance.  Beto moves away from the door 

and Pánfilo enters. 
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INT. BETO’S APARTMENT 

 

Beto slowly walks over to a wash basin. Pánfilo follows. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  I'm such a fool! 

 

BETO 

  Yes.  I have no argument with that. 

  I have to get ready. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  You can’t work like this. 

 

BETO 

  I can't lose another job! 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Okay, Beto.  What can I do to help? 

 

Beto pours water from a pitcher into the basin. 

 

BETO 

  Make some coffee.  I need coffee. 

 

Beto slowly starts to wash.  He’s in great pain.  Pánfilo walks 

over to the sink, gets the coffeepot, and fills it with water.  

He sheepishly looks over to Beto. 

 

INT. EL CHOLO RESTAURANT, KITCHEN – DAY 

 

Aurelia angrily arranges pots on the stovetop.  Beto and Pánfilo 

enter the kitchen through the back door.  Aurelia looks up. 

 

AURELIA 

  You're late!  (Then she notices the 

  shape they’re in.)  My God!  Can you 

  work like that?  You men get a little 

  money and drink too much and end up 

  like this.  Can you two work? 

 

BETO 

  Yes.  Yes, I can work. 

 

Aurelia shakes her head and leaves.  Beto slowly reaches for an 

apron.  Pánfilo remorsefully looks at Beto. 
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EXT. EL CHOLO RESTAURANT – NIGHT 

 

Beto and Pánfilo walk out of the restaurant. 

 

BETO 

  Pánfilo, drive me home.  I want to 

  wash and shave and put on nice clothes. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Why not just go home and sleep.  María 

  will understand.  Besides, you're not 

  As handsome as you were two days ago. 

 

Beto doesn’t smile at this joke because his sense of humor is as 

beaten down as his body. 

 

BETO 

  Drive me home. 

 

Beto walks ahead towards the car and a chastened Pánfilo follows. 

 

INT. PÁNFILO’S CAR – NIGHT 

 

Pánfilo drives and every so often glances over to Beto.  Beto is 

deep in thought. Pánfilo doesn’t dare speak first.  Beto finally 

breaks the silence. 

 

BETO 

  Papá sent me to live in a home run by 

  the priests where other little boys went. 

  He did that not in anger but because he 

  felt he couldn't care for me properly. 

  Most of the other boys were orphans but 

  a few were like me with mothers who died. 

  Papá would visit every week.  When he got 

  sick, he brought me back home.  I was 

  about nine.  I stopped going to school 

  because Papá needed me at home.  I did 

  almost everything: cleaning and cooking 

  and washing the clothes.  We didn't have 

  much money because Papá couldn't work 

  anymore.  I used to wash him when he got 

  too sick to do it himself.  I'd have the 

  same routine each morning.  He was always 

  very proud of how he looked and he never 

  felt like he was himself unless he was 
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  shaved and washed and dressed even if he 

  never intended to leave his house.  I 

  would wake before the sun was up and 

  start the coffee and put the pan dulce 

  on a large platter and put that in the 

  middle of the breakfast table in the 

  large kitchen that we had.  I then would 

  walk upstairs to Papá's room carrying hot 

  water in a big basin with some soap and a 

  clean, white towel hanging from my arm. 

  As I approached, I could smell his 

  illness.  It wasn't a strong smell.  Just 

  a little nagging smell.  And no matter 

  how clean he was, the room still had that 

  smell. 

 

Pánfilo listens attentively but grows uncomfortable and lets out 

a little cough.  Beto continues. 

 

BETO 

  So, I would knock and he would already 

  be awake and he would say, “Come in, 

  Beto, I'm ready for you.”  And I would 

  grab the large cold doorknob and open 

  the heavy wood door and find him 

  sitting on the edge of his bed, in his 

  pajamas, smiling almost in pride 

  because he was sitting up without my 

  help.  And I would put the basin next 

  to him and we would begin our little 

  routine.  First, he would take his top 

  off and I would wash his face and shave 

  him.  He seemed to relax when I did 

  this.  He closed his eyes and hum and I 

  would scrape his face with the straight 

  razor.  And then I would wet a small 

  wash cloth and soap it up and wash his 

  arms, chest and armpits.  He would then 

  take off his pajama bottoms.  But he 

  would wash himself at that point and I 

  would turn my back on him to give him 

  privacy.  When he was done, he would 

  put on clean underwear and say, “I'm 

  okay, now.”  Then I would help him 

  choose his pants and socks and shoes 

  and help him finish dressing. 

  Sometimes he would put on a tie, too. 



 43 

  After all that, he would be very tired. 

  But he would take my arm and come 

  downstairs for breakfast.  We did this 

  every morning for the last eight years 

  of his life.  I started doing it when 

  he was forty-nine and I was twelve. 

 

When Beto finishes, the two men sit in silence.  Pánfilo drives 

slowly and deliberately trying to make the ride as smooth as 

possible.  Pánfilo finally pulls up in front of Beto's apartment. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Do you need help getting ready? 

  

BETO 

  No.  I’m not my father yet. 

 

Beto moves carefully as he gets out of the car and walks to his 

front door. 

 

PÁNFILO 

  Can I do anything for you, Beto? 

 

Without turning around or stopping, Beto answers. 

 

BETO 

  Yeah, give me your car for tonight. 

  Leave it right there. 

 

Beto disappears into his apartment.  Pánfilo pauses for about ten 

seconds.  He then lets out a little laugh and shakes his head 

realizing that he has no choice but to comply.  He gets out of 

the car, slams the door.  Looking up to the night sky, he puts 

his hands in his pockets and starts his walk home. 

 

INT. MOVIE THEATER – NIGHT 

 

Beto and María sit side by side in a crowded theater.  People 

smoke freely and there’s a giddy excitement in the air.  María 

wears a simple but modern dress, not of the flapper style that 

she wore at the club. 

 

MARÍA 

  A comedy will make you feel better. 

 

Beto self-consciously touches his swollen eye. 
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MARÍA (CON’T) 

  You'll look better in a week or so. 

 

BETO 

  Beauty and the Beast, that's what we 

  are. 

 

María laughs. 

 

MARÍA 

  As Hank likes to say: It's better to 

  be one-eyed than to be blind. 

 

BETO 

  Just remind me never to drink with 

  Pánfilo.  He's a good man but a stupid 

  drunk. 

 

At the mention of Pánfilo's name, María grows embarrassed. 

 

MARÍA 

  Did he say anything about me? 

 

BETO 

  He said you were a beautiful girl and 

  I told him to keep away from you 

  because I found you first!  Why? 

 

María doesn’t answer.  She looks away.  Beto gets suspicious. 

 

BETO (CON’T) 

  Why did you want to know if Pánfilo 

  said anything about you? 

 

MARÍA 

(slowly) 

  We know each other from Mexico. 

 

BETO 

(worried) 

  You weren't in love with him or anything, 

  were you? 

 

MARÍA 

(laughing a little) 

  No, no.  Nothing like that.  Hank and I 

  just met him at his brother's church. 
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  You know his brother is a priest. 

 

BETO 

  Oh, is that all. 

 

The lights go down and the crowd grows quiet.  Beto stares up at 

the screen and María nervously glances as Beto. 

 

EXT. MOVIE THEATER – NIGHT 

 

Beto and María walk out of the theater.  Beto is smiling, María 

is not because she is deep in thought.  They reach the car and 

Beto opens the passenger door to let María in, but she hesitates. 

 

BETO 

  Hungry?  Want some ice cream? 

 

MARÍA 

  I'm not hungry.  Let's go to Pershing 

  Square.  Let's sit and talk a little. 

 

Beto is puzzled by María’s seriousness. 

 

BETO 

  Sure. 

 

MARÍA 

  I know a nice bench. 

 

Beto closes the passenger door.  María grabs Beto's arm and they 

start to walk. 

 

EXT. PERSHING SQUARE – NIGHT 

 

Beto and María walk silently into the park.  They see the same 

park bench that María sat in the previous evening.  As they 

approach, they see a low dark shadow to the left of it.  As they 

get closer, they see that it was a black dog, a mix of some type, 

large and clearly without an owner.  When it sees them, its ears 

perk up and it shows its teeth.  Beto and María stop about ten 

yards from the bench. 

 

BETO 

  Let's go.  Let's find a different 

  place to sit. 
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MARÍA 

  No. 

 

Without a pause, she leans down and picks up two small stones.  

In one fluid movement, she throws one of the stones at the dog 

and hits it squarely on its forehead.  The dog lets out a YELP 

and runs away. 

 

MARÍA 

  There, now we can sit. 

 

María walks towards the bench.  Beto catches up to her and they 

sit down.  Beto starts to put his left arm around María but he 

stops with a twinge of pain in his ribs.  He reluctantly puts his 

arm down.  María sees that he is in pain, so she moves closer to 

him and puts her head on his shoulder. 

 

BETO 

Where did you learn to throw like that? 

 

MARÍA 

I grew up on a ranch.  You learn to scare 

unwanted animals in ways that won't kill 

unless you need to.  One day, when I was 

about eight, I was feeding the chickens.  

That was the one chore my grandfather let me 

do without him there.  I was in the middle 

of all these hungry clucking birds that were 

trying to get the feed from my hands because 

they couldn't wait.  Anyway, I noticed the 

red and black snout of a fox poking out from 

behind a large bush.  He had been watching 

me, I'm sure, trying to figure if he could 

make a kill while I was there.  I was very 

small then. 

 

BETO 

(smiling) 

  Then? 

 

MARÍA 

(returning the smile) 

Very funny.  So, I see him, and I get 

scared.  I can't move, and I start to see 

him creep out from behind the bush.  He 

decided that I wasn't a threat.  I was 

terrified.  Can you imagine a little eight-
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year-old not only surrounded by noisy 

chickens but with a fox moving in for a 

kill?  I thought he wanted to eat me.  I saw 

a stone not far from me.  But I couldn't 

move, and the fox got closer.  He kept his 

eyes on mine like he was reading my thoughts 

and he knew that I was frightened and that 

he had the advantage.  Then, one of the 

greedy chickens pecked my hand trying to get 

some feed.  That broke me from my trance, 

and I reached for the stone and threw it 

hard at the fox.  And I hit him.  I hit him 

hard and he ran.  After that, I wasn't 

scared anymore, and I always carried two 

stones with me when I fed the chickens. 

 

They sit in silence for a few moments.  Beto looks at her with 

great pride. 

 

BETO 

  May I have the other stone? 

 

MARÍA 

  Why?  It’s just a stone. 

 

BETO 

(laughing) 

  It’ll remind me never to argue with you! 

 

She hands him the stone and he puts it in his pocket.  They sit 

for a few moments in silence. 

 

BETO (CON’T) 

  What an evil fox. 

 

MARÍA 

  No.  A fox can't be evil.  No animal 

  can be evil.  They're just what they 

  are.  They live without being able to 

  tell whether God is judging their 

  actions.  They just exist. 

 

BETO 

  Well, you know my father always said: 

  “A fox may lose its teeth but not its 

  nature." 

 



 48 

MARÍA 

  But a fox's nature is simply to be a 

  fox, nothing more. 

 

BETO 

  So, only people can be evil? 

 

MARÍA 

  Yes.  People can be evil.  They can 

  do evil things.  They know God watches 

  and judges. 

 

BETO 

  Have you known an evil person? 

 

She looks very small at that moment. 

 

MARÍA 

  Yes. 

 

BETO 

  Really?  I haven't.  I've known stupid 

  people but no one really evil.  Who 

  have you known who's evil? 

 

MARÍA 

(closing her eyes) 

  My mother. 

 

María lets out her breath in one long exhale that makes fog in 

the cool air.  They sit in silence.  Beto gently looks at her. 

 

BETO 

  How could an evil person give birth 

  to you? 

 

MARÍA 

(opening her eyes) 

  My mother never married my father. 

 

BETO 

  And for that, do you really believe 

  that your mother was evil? 

 

MARÍA 

  She loved him very much.  She used 

  to tell me about how gentle he was 



 49 

  and how he loved her, too.  But she 

  couldn’t disobey my grandfather when 

  he put an end to it.  You see, my 

  father was an Indian. 

 

BETO 

  That doesn't sound like an evil woman 

  to me.  It sounds like a woman with a 

  heart who made the wrong decision. 

 

MARÍA 

  You mean she shouldn't have been 

  intimate with him? 

 

BETO 

  No, not that decision.  The decision 

  to let him go without her.  That was 

  a mistake. 

 

MARÍA 

  What choice did she have? 

 

BETO 

Do you have choices?  If you met a man that 

Hank didn't like, would you choose Hank over 

him? 

 

MARÍA 

Of course not.  But this is a big city and 

it isn't Mexico.  Why do you think we came 

here?  I don't blame my mother for listening 

to her father and staying on the ranch.  

That's how it is in Mexico. 

 

BETO 

She doesn't sound like an evil person to me. 

 

MARÍA 

(sighing) 

  No, she doesn't. 

 

They sit in silence lost in their own thoughts. 

 

BETO 

It's getting cold.  Let's go to the car and 

I'll drive you home. 
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Beto looks exhausted and in pain but he is happy.  As María 

starts to stand, Beto suddenly kisses her on her cheek.  She 

blushes but she looks at Beto and smiles. 

 

MARÍA 

Let's go.  I've had a good time tonight. 

 

BETO 

  Me, too. 

 

As they both stand, Beto notices the dog that had earlier tried 

to keep them from the park bench was hiding in the bushes and was 

probably watching them the entire time they were speaking.  The 

dog waits until they were twenty yards away and then it walks 

back to its old spot to the left of the bench. 

 

EXT. PETE’S CAFÉ – NIGHT 

 

Beto and María drive up to Pete's Café and park.  They see a 

light in one of the windows in the second-floor apartment. 

  

MARÍA 

  Hank's waiting up for me.  He's very 

  protective. 

 

BETO 

(teasing) 

  No, really? 

 

MARÍA 

He promised to take care of me when Mamá 

died.  (She sits closer to Beto.) 

 

BETO 

Hank is a good man.  He's like a mother bear 

who protects her cubs.  I'm glad he's there 

for you. 

 

They sit in silence for a few moments looking forward and then 

Beto suddenly laughed. 

 

MARÍA 

  What? 

 

BETO 

  I keep on thinking of one of the Negro 

  songs I like to listen to on the radio. 
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  It's a song about a man who wants to 

  know if his girlfriend really loves him. 

  There's a line that I can't get out of 

  my head: "Baby, is you with him, or is 

  you with me?  'Cuz if you ain't, set me 

  free!" 

 

MARÍA 

(laughing) 

  What does it mean? 

 

BETO 

  Well, he wants to know if his girlfriend 

  is in love with someone else or with him. 

  And he needs to know or else he'll go 

  crazy. 

 

MARÍA 

  It's a good question.  But why doesn't 

  he know already? 

 

BETO 

  Sometimes men are stupid. 

 

MARÍA 

  And sometimes they're not. 

 

María touches Beto's arm and they look at each other momentarily. 

 

MARÍA 

  Goodnight. 

 

BETO 

  This was a special night. 

 

MARÍA 

  Yes, it was. 

 

And with that, Beto gets out and walks around the car to open the 

door for María.  She gets out, kisses him quickly on the cheek 

and, before he could react, she hurries up the stairs to the 

apartment above the restaurant.  Beto grins and slowly goes back 

to the car.  He puts it in gear and heads home. 

 

MONTAGE OF COURTSHIP: “Y Andele” plays in background as we see 

Beto’s courtship of María starts in earnest.  At first, we see 

Beto show up at Hank’s apartment, flowers in hand, to pick up 
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María.  Hank scowls as María comes into the room and Beto takes 

her out.  We see them on various dates sometimes for dinner and 

walks in the park, at the movies. 

 

Beto shows up at Hank’s apartment holding flowers but this time 

he gives him a nice cigar.  Hank looks surprised; he smells it 

and gives tacit approval. María comes into the room and is a 

little surprised by what she sees; she and Beto go out.  We see 

Beto and María having dinner and later walking the city street 

arm-in-arm chatting happily. 

 

Beto shows up at Hank’s apartment with flowers and gives Hank a 

bottle of wine.  Hank now smiles and chats with Beto.  María 

comes into the room and has trouble getting Hank to let Beto go.  

We see Beto and María dancing at the club. 

 

Beto shows up at Hank’s apartment with flowers but nothing for 

Hank.  Hank looks disappointed.  Beto says something to Hank, 

Hank smiles, nods and grabs his coat.  María comes in and is 

surprised to find out that Hank is coming out with them on 

their date.  But she understands, smiles and they go out.  We 

see them laughing and eating at a restaurant.  As Hank is 

talking, Beto and María glance at each other happily. 

 

INT. PETE’S CAFÉ – NIGHT 

 

MR. AND MRS. SÁNCHEZ, a cheerful portly couple, eat happily at a 

table.  Hank walks up to their table. 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

  Hank!  Jorge and I were just talking 

  about the rumor. 

 

MR. SÁNCHEZ 

  Is it true? 

 

Hank leans close to talk in confidence. 

 

HANK 

  So, you’ve heard? 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

  Oh, yes!  Such wonderful news! 

 

MR. SÁNCHEZ 

  News couldn’t be better. 
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HANK 

Yes, it’s wonderful.  It gets delivered 

next Friday. 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

  Delivered? 

 

MR. SÁNCHEZ 

  Friday? 

 

HANK 

  Yes.  My new stove.  It’s beautiful! 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

  Well, that’s wonderful news but it’s 

  not what we were talking about. 

 

MR. SÁNCHEZ 

  Not at all. 

 

HANK 

(laughing) 

Can’t a man have a little fun?  Of course, 

I know.  My little María and Beto.  He’s a 

good man.  And María loves him so much.  

How could I not give my approval? 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

Let me help choose the gift.  Men aren’t 

very good at such things. 

 

HANK 

Thank you so much but I've already made a 

choice.  It's beautiful.  Men can do a few 

things right, you know. 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

Suit yourself.  I was just trying to be of 

help.  Nothing more, nothing less. 

 

HANK 

You're kind and I do appreciate it.  But I 

think I did the right thing. 

 

MR. SÁNCHEZ 

  I’m sure you made a wonderful choice. 
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Mr. Sánchez gives his wife a look as if to say, say something 

nice. 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

  Eh, yes, Hank.  We’re certain you made 

  a fine choice. 

 

Hank smiles and pats Mr. Sánchez on the back with a laugh. 

 

EXT. LA PLACITA – NIGHT 

 

ECU inside of trumpet blaring.  PULL BACK to see mariachis 

performing a loud, joyous “La Charreada.” 

 

LONG SH0T of the plaza and we see a large, Mexican wedding 

reception.  Tables are filled with food, people dance, children 

run around, the guests eat and drink.  At the main table sit the 

wedding party: Beto, María, Hank and Pánfilo with his date, 

Ernestine, one of the hefty though pretty waitresses from El 

Cholo.  People come up and ad lib congratulations, patting Hank 

on the back, shaking Beto’s hand, hugging María. 

 

CU on Hank as he signals for the mariachis to stop their music.  

They comply and Hank stands, champagne glass in hand, ready to 

make a toast.  Behind Hank sits an immense object covered 

clumsily with a gray tarp. 

 

HANK 

  Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for 

  attending this joyous occasion. 

 

BETO 

(whispering) 

  He looks genuinely happy for us. 

 

She answers by widening her already expansive smile. 

 

HANK 

  As many of you know, I am the owner and 

  proprietor of Pete's Café. 

 

BETO 

(whispering) 

  Free advertising. 

 

MARÍA 

  Sshhh! 
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HANK 

  My restaurant catered all this wonderful 

  food that you see here today. 

 

He gestures to the large table still laden with the plentiful 

remnants of the feast.  The crowd cheers for the food was indeed 

wonderful. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

  And if anyone has a wedding or baptism 

  or a simple fiesta coming up, just come 

  on by Pete's Café and we can plan a most 

  wonderful menu for you and your family. 

 

Another cheer rises from the crowd.  Hank clears his throat and 

he clearly enjoys being the center of attention. 

 

HANK 

  In any event, my friends, I want to toast 

  to my niece and her new husband. 

 

Hank lifts his glass high towards the couple and the crowd 

follows suit.  Beto and María look at each other with 

anticipation. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

María, my beautiful and good niece.  May God 

give you his love as you have given me 

yours.  May you build a good home for your 

husband and give him healthy children.  Life 

is not always easy and that you well know.  

But remember that even at its most painful, 

life is still a gift from God.  So, use your 

time here on this earth well and be happy in 

all that you do. 

 

Hank's eloquence surprises all.  The sound of sniffles and crying 

echo in the Plaza.  Hank, clearly proud of the people's reaction, 

turns his gaze to Beto. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

(smiling malevolently) 

  Beto, you are now responsible for my 

  María.  If you ever do anything to 

  hurt her, I will kill you with my own 

  two hands. 



 56 

 

The crowd no longer sniffles but lets out a collective gasp.  

Beto is horrified and María's smile slips from her face.  Then 

Hank grins a big toothy grin. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

(smiling gently) 

  But I have no worries because you are 

  a good man! 

 

And with that, the crowd lets out a big cheer of relief.  The 

cheer subsides. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

  As you two probably know, many of us 

  pulled together a little money to buy 

  an appropriate wedding gift. 

 

Hank gestures to the large object behind him. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

  Well, this is as good a time as any to 

  open it, don't you think? 

 

The crowd lets out another cheer.  Beto, clearly embarrassed, 

stands up and leads María to the mysterious canvas tarp.  With a 

loud one, two, three from their friends, they fling the covering 

off the large gift.  Then there’s silence.  Hank looks on with 

pride waiting for another cheer, but none comes.  Then slowly, a 

low murmur fills the Plaza.  CU on guests whispering to each 

other.  We hear comments like, WHAT A PERSONAL GIFT, and IN MIXED 

COMPANY? and HOW EMBARRASSING. 

 

MRS. SÁNCHEZ 

(whispering to her husband) 

  See!  He should have let me help! 

 

Hank looks around at his friends and they avert their eyes.  He 

looks back at María and Beto and they just stare at the gift.  

Large beads of perspiration form on Hank’s already damp face. 

 

There, right by the head table, stands an unassembled, wooden bed 

and mattress.  The wood is beautiful dark mahogany intricately 

carved and polished to a high sheen.  Though exquisite, Hank 

clearly had not realized that the gift was of such a personal 

nature that it was an inappropriate gift to present at such a 

public event.  Finally, realizing that her uncle would be 
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mortified if she did not act quickly, María throws her arms 

around Hank. 

 

MARÍA 

(in a theatrical voice) 

  Enrique, it’s beautiful and so thoughtful! 

  Beto and I thank you with all our hearts. 

 

Hank smiles and blushes.  The crowd seems to relax.  Beto stands 

up and thrusts his hand out to Hank and Hank takes it and shakes 

it with great strength as he holds his niece in his left arm. 

 

BETO 

  Thank you, Hank.  Thank you. 

 

Hank simply grins and now feels a great sense of success at his 

choice of wedding gift. 

 

HANK 

  Enjoy it and may it bring you and my 

  niece great luck in making a family. 

 

The crowd cheers, the mariachis break into a song, and the 

festivities continue. 

 

MONTAGE: The wedding party continues with dancing, laughing, 

eating and drinking.  Hours pass and finally we see some of the 

last revelers giving their good-byes and wandering from the 

Plaza.  As María speaks with several guests, Hank sits 

comfortably, drink in one hand, cigarette in the other.  He looks 

exhausted but content.  Beto sits across from him; he smiles also 

feeling exhausted but happy.  After a few moments of sipping 

their drinks in silence, Hank begins. 

 

HANK 

(gently) 

  You can’t live in that little apartment 

  of yours now that you have a wife, you 

  know that Beto? 

 

BETO 

(sitting up) 

  Why not?  I’ll have enough money in a 

  few years to get a bigger place. 

 

HANK 

  Don’t get me wrong.  I know that you’ll 
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  do fine by my niece.  But my place above 

  the restaurant is so big -- four rooms! -- 

  and another person won’t crowd things. 

  You two can have the largest bedroom. 

 

They sit in silence as Beto considers this kind offer. 

 

BETO 

  Okay.  I will be honored. 

 

Hank reaches over and slaps Beto on the shoulder and laughs. 

 

HANK 

  You’re a good man! 

 

Hank takes a puff from his cigarette and becomes serious. 

 

BETO 

  What’s wrong? 

 

HANK 

  Nothing.  But I have a little story to 

  tell you. 

 

Hank lets narrow streams of smoke rise slowly from his nostrils 

and mouth. 

 

BETO 

(confused) 

  A story?  Now? 

 

HANK 

(clearing throat) 

  It’s a short one.  But it’s important. 

 

Beto sits back in his chair and makes himself comfortable. 

 

BETO 

  Okay.  Tell me story. 

 

Beto crosses his arms and settled in for something that he was 

certain would be amusing.  Hank takes another puff from his 

cigarette. 

 

HANK 

There was a man who lived in a small Mexican 

fishing village with his wife and three 
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children in a two-room wooden house not far 

from the shore.  The man was not a fisherman 

like the others.  No.  Instead, he made the 

fishing nets that were used by the 

fishermen.  He had long delicate fingers 

that were put to good use tying the tiny 

knots of the nets that he made.  His nets 

were the best in the village because they 

could withstand heavy catches and he earned 

a good living selling them to the fishermen.  

The man lived a quiet but loving life with 

his bride of ten years and his children ages 

one, three and five. 

 

BETO 

  This is quite a gentle tale. 

 

Hank raises his hand to silence Beto.  Beto looks over to María 

and gives her a loving look as she talks to several guests.  He 

turns back to Hank. 

 

HANK 

I have more.  Listen.  The man's daily 

routine was set early on in his marriage and 

he veered from it only in emergencies such 

as when one of his children got sick or when 

a terrible storm blew into the village.  

Each morning, his wife served the man strong 

black coffee and two pieces of pan dulce.  He 

would eat his sweet bread and drink his 

coffee at their too-crowded dining table 

while his children played more than they 

ate, and his wife attended to her never-

ending chore of cleaning.  After eating, the 

man would kiss his wife and children and 

take his little bag with his lunch and head 

off to his little shop that was about ten 

minutes away by foot.  When he got to his 

shop, he would open all the windows and sit 

down to his work of making fishing nets. 

 

Hank takes a drink and then puffs on his cigarette.  Beto waits 

patiently for Hank to continue. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

The man had a view of the ocean from his 

little shop.  To rest his eyes, he would 
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look up from his work every so often and 

focus on the waves as they hit the sand.  

Sometimes he would be mesmerized by the 

waves and lose track of time.  After 

finishing a full day of making and selling 

nets, he would pack up his empty lunch bag 

and walk home to his family.  One day, the 

man sat in his shop and looked out the 

window and saw a rowboat sitting on the 

sand.  He had never seen it before and did 

not notice who had put it there.  He put 

aside the net that he was working on and 

went out to inspect the boat.  It was a 

simple boat with both its oars set inside.  

There was no net or any personal belongings 

in it and no name on its side.  The man 

looked around and saw no one.  The sun shown 

brilliantly as it hung at its highest point 

and even made the man's dark skin burn hot.  

He looked out to the ocean and saw the 

little island the people called “The Horned 

Toad.”  It was called that not because 

horned toads populated the island but 

because its silhouette resembled a horned 

toad. 

 

Hank took another drink of his champagne. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

The man often wondered what was on the 

island.  He had heard that getting there was 

very difficult because of the crosscurrents 

that had to be navigated.  He thought for a 

moment about his wife and three children and 

his little home.  The man then turned and 

walked back to his shop and retrieved his 

lunch and walked back to the rowboat.  He 

looked around again and, without hesitation, 

he pushed the boat to the edge of the water, 

got in and started rowing in the direction 

of the island.  The man enjoyed the broad 

movements of his arms as he rowed.  It 

contrasted with the delicate work he did 

each day making fishing nets.  He breathed 

deeply the ocean smell.  Rowing was easy and 

pleasing without any fight from the 

notorious crosscurrents he had heard about.  
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Several white egrets flew by the boat and 

landed in the water nearby.  The man rowed 

with his back to the island and the egrets 

stayed along side of the boat hoping the man 

would throw them some bread.  The man looked 

over his shoulder and saw the island in the 

distance. 

 

Hank takes a puff from his cigarette.  Beto is entranced. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

After a half-hour of rowing, the man stopped 

to eat.  He opened his bag and pulled out a 

tortilla filled with carnitas and he ate it 

slowly enjoying the feel of the tender meat 

in his mouth.  The man then opened his 

bottle of red wine and drank deeply.  He 

wiped his mouth and put the bottle away in 

his bag and started to row again.  The 

island was much farther than he had 

realized.  Eventually, the man grew tired 

because he had entered the crosscurrents 

that made it harder to row.  Without 

warning, the boat jerked and started to 

twirl and spin and the oars flew in every 

direction.  The egrets flew away helter-

skelter.  The man tried to stay calm and 

attempted to gain control over the oars but 

to no avail.  Every few seconds as the boat 

went round and round, the man could see the 

island which, by now, was only about one 

hundred yards away.  But the man could not 

calm the boat and one of the oars flew up 

and hit the man hard on his forehead and he 

fell to the bottom of the boat. 

 

BETO 

  What happened next? 

 

HANK 

The man felt himself slip from this world 

into the next.  His soul left his body and 

stood over the still figure lying on the 

bottom of the boat.  The man looked so small 

to himself.  The water became calm and the 

boat eventually was still.  The egrets flew 

back and landed by the boat.  The man's soul 
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looked at the island.  With one movement of 

his outstretched arms, the man's soul rose 

into the air.  He aimed himself towards the 

island and flew around it.  It was a 

beautiful island with many trees and plants 

and waterfalls.  The sand of its beaches 

gleamed a white different from the darker 

sand of the mainland. 

 

Beto’s eyes widen like a child’s.  Hank enjoys the attention. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

After surveying the island, the man turned 

to the mainland and passed over the little 

boat where his body lay.  He then glided 

towards the shore and over his little shop 

and eventually he found his little house.  

The man entered a window of his house and 

found his wife working in the kitchen.  She 

could not see him but she looked up 

momentarily when he came close to her.  The 

man noticed that his wife was indeed quite 

beautiful and had lovely brown skin and 

gleaming black hair.  He used to notice such 

things but with time he had forgotten how to 

look at her.  The man then went out the back 

door and entered the yard where his children 

would be playing.  And they were there, as 

he anticipated, playing loudly and joyously.  

He watched them move and yell and laugh and 

his heart filled with a love that would have 

made him cry but he was a spirit so he could 

not cry.  The man looked up into the sky and 

before he knew it, he was floating again 

over the little house and he headed back to 

the boat. 

 

Hank takes a sip of champagne. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

In awhile, he was again over the boat and he 

looked down upon his still body.  Without 

warning, the man started to fall, and he 

fell fast and silently.  All went dark.  He 

heard a voice.  The voice said, ‘Mateo, are 

you all right?’  The man opened his eyes.  

He lay at the bottom of the rowboat that now 
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sat on the shore.  Several fishermen looked 

down on him.  “Did you try to go to the 

island by yourself?” asked one of the 

fishermen.  “What a dangerous thing to do 

with such a small boat,” said another.  The 

man rubbed his forehead and realized that he 

was not dead but very much alive.  He 

thanked the fishermen and after gaining his 

strength, he walked home.  It was almost 

sunset. 

 

Hank clears his throat. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

The man entered his little house and saw 

his wife.  She said hello and they gave 

each other a little kiss.  His wife noticed 

the bruise on her husband's forehead but 

said nothing.  His children came in and ran 

to the man and hugged him.  That night, 

they had a very good dinner of fish and 

vegetables and bread.  The next morning, 

the man's wife served the man strong black 

coffee and two pieces of pan dulce.  He ate 

the sweet bread and drank the coffee at 

their too-crowded dining table while his 

children played more than they ate, and his 

wife attended to her never-ending chore of 

cleaning.  After eating, the man kissed his 

wife and children and took his little bag 

with his lunch and headed off to his little 

shop that was about ten minutes away by 

foot.  When he got to his shop, he opened 

all the windows and sat down to his work of 

making fishing nets.  After an hour or so, 

the man looked out his window and saw the 

same little rowboat that he saw the day 

before.  He set his work aside and grabbed 

his lunch bag and walked to the boat.  The 

man looked around and saw no one.  He put 

his lunch bag in the boat and pushed it to 

the edge of the water.  He looked around 

again and, without hesitation, he pushed the 

rowboat into the water, got in and then 

started to row in the direction of the 

island. 
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BETO 

  No! 

 

HANK 

Several white egrets flew by the rowboat and 

landed in the water nearby.  The man rowed 

with his back to the island and the egrets 

stayed along side of the boat hoping the man 

would throw them some bread.  The man looked 

over his shoulder and saw the island in the 

distance.  The sun was hot, and the man 

smiled as he rowed towards the island. 

 

Beto throws his arms to his side in disbelief. 

 

BETO 

  Why did he do that? 

 

HANK 

(smiling) 

Why do men do stupid things?  He had 

everything that he could want.  Yet, he was 

willing to risk it for a little thrill. 

 

BETO 

(getting the point) 

Don’t worry, Hank.  I know what I have.  And 

I won’t lose it. 

 

HANK 

  Spoken like a true man. 

 

María wanders over and puts her arms around her new husband. 

 

MARÍA 

  Is my big Uncle talking off your ear? 

 

HANK 

No.  By the way, my niece.  Has your husband 

told you how beautiful you look? 

 

BETO 

(smiling) 

Of course, I have.  I appreciate what I 

have. 
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HANK 

  I know you do. 

 

Hank downs the last of his champagne, stands up and puts his 

hands on his hips. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

Well, young ones, I have one more gift for 

you. 

 

BETO 

(standing) 

  Hank, you’ve already done so much. 

 

María nodded in agreement. 

 

HANK 

No, no, no.  There is money left from the 

collection I took up.  It all didn’t go to 

buying the bed, you know. 

 

Beto and María wait in anticipation. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

Newlyweds shouldn’t have to stay in their 

ordinary apartment on their first night as 

man and wife. 

 

María blushes; Beto smiles and puts his arm around her. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

With the remaining money, I made a two-night 

reservation at the Mayflower. 

 

BETO 

  Oh my God! 

 

Hank offers a content and proud smile. 

  

MARÍA 

Thank you, Hank.  (hugging her uncle) But, 

will we have a problem checking in?  

Because... 

 

HANK 

It’s paid for and besides.  I know a few 

people who work there.  You both speak 
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English and you look so nice in your wedding 

clothes.  You won’t be turned away. 

 

BETO 

Thank you.  You’ve made this day beautiful 

and perfect.  We couldn’t have asked for 

more. 

 

Hank’s eyes moisten and he hugs María tightly with one arm.  

 

HANK 

Just remember.  When I’m an old man, think 

of this day when you grow tired of me. 

 

BETO 

You have many years ahead of you before you 

can start talking like that. 

 

They all laughed.  The Plaza grows quieter as the joyous crowd 

thinned even more.  A band of narrow clouds eases over the bright 

moon and creates a gentle glow that blends with the electric 

streetlights.  María reaches over to a bottle of champagne and 

quickly pours out three glasses of the amber liquid. 

 

MARÍA 

  One more toast. 

 

HANK and BETO 

(raising their glasses) 

  Yes. 

 

MARÍA 

(raising glass) 

To the two most important men in my life.  

Thank you for all that you have done and all 

that you will do. 

 

Hank and Beto easily could tears at that moment as they look at 

María who is resplendent in her wedding gown.  They drink in 

silence. 

 

INT. MAYFLOWER HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT 

 

Beto and María lie in bed, her head on his chest.  He kisses 

the top of head softly as he looks off.  She smiles softly. 
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MARÍA 

  She would have liked you. 

 

BETO 

  Perhaps. 

 

MARÍA 

(lifting head to look at Beto) 

Don’t say that.  She would have.  (putting 

head down) There’s no reason why she would 

not have liked you. 

 

BETO 

(joking) 

All right.  She would have liked me.  There.  

Happy? 

 

MARÍA 

Very.  (getting up on one elbow to look 

directly at Beto) I know you’re joking but 

she would have liked you. 

 

BETO 

  Why? 

 

MARÍA 

Because you love me.  And that would have 

made Mamá happy. 

 

BETO 

  No other reason? 

 

MARÍA 

  What more is there? 

 

BETO 

 

Well, mi amor, I can cook Mexican food from any region: 

Yucateco, Oaxaqueño... 

 

MARÍA 

(laughing) 

Yes, yes.  I know... 

 

BETO 

...and Tapatío, Chilango, Jarocho and 

Norteño. 
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MARÍA 

(laughing) 

Yes, yes.  You told me so the very first day 

we met. 

 

María stops laughing and then kisses Beto’s forehead, and then 

his eyelids, nose, each cheek, and finally chin. 

 

BETO 

Smothered with kisses by my wife. 

 

Beto shifts so that he’s over her.  He repeats her pattern of 

kissing.  She laughs.  Finally, he kisses her lips.  The kiss 

gets deeper and very passionate. 

 

FADE TO BLACK but we hear them breathing, kissing.  Finally, 

 

MARÍA 

(VO) 

  I love you. 

 

MONTAGE: As “Por Un Amor” plays in the background, we see Beto 

and María begin their lives together in little, silent vignettes: 

 

First, they’re sharing Hank’s apartment but the place is small, 

so they continually bump into each other.  Hank tries to smile 

and be patient, but he is losing patience.  Beto looks 

embarrassed, his manhood being challenged. 

 

Second, Beto and María stand on the porch of a modest but neat 

home.  A MAN in a suit hands Beto some papers and shakes his 

hand.  The man leaves, and Beto opens the door.  They peek in, 

not believing that they now own a home.  María hugs Beto and they 

kiss. 

 

EXT. BETO AND MARÍA’S HOME – DAY 

 

The sun shines brightly on a warm day.  Hank walks towards Beto 

and María’s house.  He feels the heat and wipes his brow with a 

handkerchief.  Hank finally reaches the front door and knocks 

but there’s no answer.  He knocks again but still no answer.  

He looks nervous.  He slowly opens the door and peers in. 

 

HANK 

(softly) 

  Hola.  Beto? María? 
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Still no answer. He ventures in and repeats his greeting but in 

a normal voice.  No answer.  Hank tries not to panic but 

perspiration forms on his brow which he wipes again.  He 

ventures deeper into the house, towards the bedroom, while 

trying to brace himself for whatever he might find there.  The 

door is slightly ajar.  Hank takes a deep breath and slowly 

pushes it opened.  A smile eases onto his lips as his eyes take 

in the scene: María sits in bed reading a magazine while Beto, 

fully clothed except for shoes, lies on the bed snoring loudly.  

When María sees her uncle, she puts a finger to her lips and 

motions for him to sit in the chair near her.  Hank kisses his 

niece and sits.  María looks about six months pregnant. 

 

MARÍA 

He’s been so worried about me and taking 

care of everything, he just collapsed when 

he got home. 

 

HANK 

He shouldn’t worry so much.  If you listen 

to the doctor, we’ll have no problems.  

Right? 

 

María looks down at Beto and touches his hair. 

 

MARÍA 

Of course, I’m listening to the doctor. 

 

HANK 

I would expect nothing less from you. 

 

They sit in silence for a moment. 

 

MARÍA 

(cautiously) 

  Why haven’t you gotten married? 

 

HANK 

(surprised) 

Such a question to ask your uncle. 

 

MARÍA 

  I’m sorry. 
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HANK 

(smiling) 

No, don’t be.  It’s a good question but I 

don’t have a good answer.  In fact, I don’t 

have an answer at all. 

 

MARÍA 

Haven’t you loved someone enough to marry? 

 

HANK 

(sighing) 

María, you are a very lucky woman.  And, in 

many ways, so was your mother.  You both 

have known what it is to fall in love.  I 

never have and perhaps I never will.  But I 

can’t worry about that.  I have a wonderful 

life with you, Beto and soon a great niece 

or nephew.  I’m healthy as a bull and now I 

don’t have to work as hard as I used to.  I 

have no complaints. 

 

MARÍA 

But you would make such a good father. 

 

María suddenly jumps and lets out a little noise.  Hank stands 

quickly. 

 

HANK 

  What is it? 

 

MARÍA 

  I’m fine.  The baby just kicked. 

 

Hank sits down. María reaches for his hand and places it on her 

belly. 

 

MARÍA 

  Feel that? 

 

Hank closes his eyes and smiles. 

 

HANK 

(opening eyes) 

  Yes.  Yes, I feel it. 

 

MARÍA 

Nothing can go wrong with a kick like that. 
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HANK 

And with a kick like that, it’s obvious 

you’re having a boy. 

 

María stifles a laugh. 

 

MARÍA 

You’ve called me a stubborn mule many times.  

Maybe it’s a girl who is as stubborn as me. 

 

Hank lifts his hand from María’s belly and strokes her face. 

 

HANK 

No matter.  No matter.  A healthy baby is a 

healthy baby. 

 

Beto lets out a snort and shifts in his sleep so that the back of 

his tousled head faces María and Hank. 

 

HANK (CON’T) 

  And Beto will be a fine father. 

 

Hank returns his hand to his lap.  María looks down at Beto. 

 

MARÍA 

  Yes, he will.  Yes, he will. 

 

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - DAY 

 

Beto and Hank sit on a couch.  The room is filled with smoke. 

Red-eyed and rumpled, Beto puffs away on his cigarette as Hank 

thumbs noisily through the Times while clenching a cigar 

tightly between his teeth.  One other nervous father-to-be sits 

in a corner chair rubbing his hair, fidgets. 

 

HANK 

  This is what you and María need. 

 

Hank attempts to put the paper into Beto’s line of vision. 

 

BETO 

  What? 

 

HANK 

  A car.  Look.  Isn’t it beautiful? 
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BETO 

(not looking at paper) 

  Yes, sure. 

 

HANK 

Enough room to take everyone to the beach 

or maybe to San Diego.  Or even San 

Francisco. 

 

BETO 

  Yes.  San Francisco. 

 

Hank pulls the paper back and admires the ad. 

 

HANK 

A real beauty.  And so many colors now.  

Look, it says here that you can get it with 

a green body and black top. 

 

A door suddenly opens, and a NURSE enters the waiting room.  

She is white, middle-aged, short, thin and all starch.  She 

coughs and tries to wave away the thick smoke.  Beto and Hank 

jumps to their feet. 

 

NURSE 

(coughing) 

  Mr. Isla? 

 

BETO 

  ¿Sí?  I mean, yes? 

 

NURSE 

Come with me.  You may see your wife now. 

 

The nurse starts to turn. 

 

BETO 

  And? 

 

The nurse continues to walk away. 

 

NURSE 

And you’re the father of a very plump baby 

girl.  Please follow me.  And no smoking 

while visiting. 

 

Beto turns to Hank. 
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BETO 

(grinning) 

  A baby girl! 

 

Hank slaps Beto on his back. 

 

HANK 

Just as I predicted, Beto!  And she’s 

plump, too! 

 

NURES 

  Gentlemen.  Please. 

 

Beto buries his cigarette in the brimming ashtray and Hank 

sticks his cigar into the pile, too.  The grinning men break 

into a trot and follow the nurse down a hall.  They catch up 

with the nurse who suddenly stops at room 104. 

 

NURSE 

You may visit for ten minutes.  Then she 

must rest. 

 

The nurse turns on her heel with a loud squeak and walks away.  

Beto steps gingerly into the room with Hank right behind him.  

They take a simultaneous breath as they rest their eyes on 

María and the baby.  María looks relieved, tired and joyous. 

 

BETO 

  Mi amor, She’s so beautiful. 

 

Beto kisses María’s lips gently and then kisses his dozing 

daughter’s forehead. 

 

MARÍA 

  Our first baby. 

HANK 

A girl, just as I predicted.  And plump, 

too.  The way a healthy baby should be. 

 

Beto pulls a chair close to the bed and sits. 

 

HANK 

  So, what will she be named? 

 

BETO 

  Mi amor, what about a name? 
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MARÍA 

I was thinking of something pretty but 

strong. 

 

BETO 

  Like what, mi amor? 

 

MARÍA 

(looking down at the baby) 

  Carmela. 

 

BETO 

(in wonder) 

  Carmela.  Carmela. 

 

HANK 

Carmela.  I like that.  There’s no Carmela 

in the family.  She’ll be the first! 

 

Beto touches the baby’s pouty, red cheek. 

 

BETO 

  Baby Carmela.  Perfect. 

 

MONTAGE: Rousing 1930s boogie-woogie music in the background.  

Carmela comes home and starts her new life.  First, we see Beto 

and María giving her a bath, feeding her, changing her diaper.  

Time passes.  Beto, María, Hank and Carmela sitting on a blanket 

at the beach.  Carmela is now a toddler, maybe two years old, and 

playing amongst the laughing adults.  We see that María is 

pregnant. 

 

In their living room, CU on Carmela as she blows out three 

candles on a birthday cake.  The table is strewn with wrapped 

gifts, plates, cups, etc.  Pull back to see many other children 

at the table (her friends), Beto and Hank.  We pull back further 

and see María sitting to the side, smiling, holding a newborn 

boy, ENRIQUE.  Beto comes over to her, kneels, touches the baby 

gently, and then kisses María. 

 

On their front lawn, Beto helps Enrique, now about one, take 

his first steps.  Carmela jumps rope off to the side with two 

of her friends.  María comes out of the house and, from the 

porch, smiles upon her family. 
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BLACK SCREEN. 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

Do you want to hear one of my famous 

stories?  It’ll help you relax and 

eventually you’ll be asleep. 

 

ENRIQUE 

(young boy’s voice – VO) 

Yes!  Uncle Hank says you tell wonderful 

stories! 

 

MARÍA 

(VO) 

Mi cielo, don’t make it too scary.  You 

don’t want to give Enrique nightmares. 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

Don’t worry.  We’ll be fine.  We can’t wake 

up your sister so try not to make too much 

noise, okay? 

 

ENRIQUE 

(VO) 

I’ll be quiet.  Just start. 

 

EXT. – WAVES CRASHING ON BEACH – DAY 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

This story is called, “Don de la Cruz and 

the Devil of Malibu.” 

 

ENRIQUE 

(VO) 

  What’s Malibu? 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

Oh, it’s a beautiful beach not too far from 

here.  We went there when you were a baby.  

We’ll go again sometime.  May I start my 

story? 
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ENRIQUE 

(VO) 

  Yes! 

 

As Beto tells his story, we see it enacted as if it were a movie 

within a movie. 

 

BETO 

(V0) 

Many years ago, Don Jesús Reymundo de la 

Cruz married the Devil.  La Diabla.  As most 

of us know, the Devil who lived in 

California was female so she was La Diabla, 

not El Diablo.  Because the Devil has many 

identities, he resides in most towns and 

cities and may be a man or a woman.  It all 

depends on what is needed.  So, in Southern 

California, the Devil is a woman.  In Mexico 

City, a male. Don de la Cruz married La 

Diabla to gain great power and wealth as 

payment. 

 

ENRIQUE 

(VO) 

  What about Malibu? 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

I was getting there.  La Diabla lived in 

Malibu.  It was the year 1822.  In that 

year, Don de la Cruz was a wealthy man of 

thirty-two.  For ten years he had been the 

secret husband of La Diabla and, as I said 

earlier, she paid him well for his services.  

Don de la Cruz owned and operated the 

largest bank in Los Angeles.  Through very 

little effort, he held one, two sometimes 

three mortgages on most of the town's prime 

and not-so-prime properties.  He lived in a 

thirty-room mansion built in the French 

style and ten servants met all his needs.  

Don de la Cruz dressed impeccably, and he 

looked handsome with a trim figure and white 

skin and black hair. 

 



 77 

ENRIQUE 

(VO) 

  What’s “impeccably”? 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

He dressed very nicely just like me.  Now, 

no more interruptions.  Where was I?  Oh 

yes.  Anyway, Don de la Cruz said he was 

Spanish not Mestizo-not an ounce of Indian 

blood ran through his veins, he said.  When 

he walked the streets, people bowed and 

lowered their eyes and Don de la Cruz felt 

important like a king.  But at the age of 

thirty-two, Don de la Cruz grew bored and 

weary of his success.  Not that his success 

was not earned.  Oh, no!  Being the husband 

of La Diabla was a painful and ugly chore!  

Though she was as beautiful as any creature 

that walked this earth, she was evil and 

horrible.  Don de la Cruz had to spend his 

nights at La Diabla's home under the rocks 

of Malibu in a cave-lined with the souls 

conquered by her-just out of sight of the 

wandering Chumash Indians, for they were the 

Malibu people, different from their 

relatives in town.  And it was one night in 

April 1822, Don de la Cruz was with La 

Diabla and raised the subject of his 

boredom. 

 

“I need a challenge,” Don de la Cruz began 

slowly knowing that La Diabla had a horrible 

temper and reacted with lightning speed to 

anything resembling a threat to her power. 

 

La Diabla turned to her husband and hissed, 

“I'm not challenge enough?” 

 

“I mean,” continued Don de la Cruz, “my 

wealth and power within the town doesn't 

mean much to me anymore.  It's too easy.  Do 

you know what I mean?” 

 

La Diabla smiled.  Of course, she knew what 

he meant.  She had expected this day to come 

and so she had planned a response for his 
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plea.  “In one month, you will have a 

challenge.” 

 

Don de la Cruz jumped.  “What will it be?” 

 

La Diabla smiled and said, “You will know it 

when it presents itself to you.  And, in 

order to prepare you for that day, you will 

not share my cave with me during that time.”   

So, Don de la Cruz and went to his thirty-

room mansion built in the French style with 

the ten servants who met all his needs and 

he waited for his challenge. 

 

Throughout the month of April, Don de la 

Cruz wondered who or what his challenge 

would be.  A warrior, perhaps?  A natural 

disaster like a storm or flood?  What, he 

wondered, did La Diabla have in mind?  As he 

thought, and the days passed, Don de la Cruz 

noticed little changes in his town.  Slowly, 

one by one, the landowners paid off their 

mortgages and withdrew their money from his 

bank.  And, as Don de la Cruz walked through 

the town, people no longer bowed and lowered 

their eyes as they had before, but instead 

they whispered and pointed and sneered and 

showed no respect for the great Don de la 

Cruz.  Finally, the greatest insult 

occurred: each and every one of his servants 

left his mansion.  There was no one left.  

No one to cook for him, to dress him, to 

keep the horses brushed and fed, no one to 

care for his every need. 

 

Don de la Cruz grew angrier and angrier and 

angrier.  But he dared not go to La Diabla.  

He knew better.  So, he waited.  The twenty-

second day, the twenty-third, and finally 

the thirtieth day arrived on a sunny spring 

morning.  And Don de la Cruz rose from bed 

and bathed and dressed and cooked for 

himself a big bowl of menudo-for he had 

taught himself to cook because he no longer 

had any servants! -- and he drank much 

brandy and waited.  At ten in the morning, 

he still sat at his dining table after 
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finishing three bowls of the tripe and 

hominy soup and a whole bottle of brandy.  

And he sat and waited.  “Enough!” he finally 

yelled and shoved his bowl and glass and 

bottle and candelabra onto the hardwood 

floor and stomped out of his mansion.  And 

he froze in mid-stride, in the middle of his 

grand porch. 

 

Standing before Don de la Cruz was the 

entire population of the town.  Just staring 

at him.  All he could hear was their 

breathing, in unison, and not one bird or 

other creature dared make a sound.  He stood 

on his porch, frozen, in mid-stride for one 

full minute as his brandy-soaked brain tried 

hard to absorb what faced him at that 

moment.  And then he noticed her.  A little 

girl, maybe thirteen or so, standing in the 

middle of the crowd.  She looked like-no, I 

can't describe her-that would be impossible.  

But let me say that to Don de la Cruz, she 

looked like everything that La Diabla was 

not.  And she wore a simple brown dress and 

her skin was brown as well, like the Indian 

that she surely was, and she wore no shoes.  

The girl carried a large wood box and Don de 

la Cruz could see that carved on the box was 

an eagle with a serpent in its beak and the 

eagle was perched on a cactus. 

 

Ah! thought Don de la Cruz.  Pistols!  La 

Diabla has sent her challenge to me.  

“Little girl,” he said.  “Are you my 

challenge with your box of pistols?” 

 

The little girl said nothing but motioned to 

a man next to her and the man quickly 

brought a table and then two chairs and put 

them between the girl and Don de la Cruz.  

She set down the box on the table and opened 

it.  And she said: “No pistols.  Dominoes.” 

 

Don de la Cruz stood on the porch.  He 

started to shake.  And then he started to 

laugh.  And he laughed with all the strength 

of his body.  “Dominoes!” he yelled.  “That 
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is my challenge!”  And he laughed some more.  

The crowd remained dead silent. 

 

And the girl threw down the challenge: “If I 

win, you will leave this town forever.” 

 

Don de la Cruz asked, “And if I win, what do 

I get?” 

 

The girl smiled: “Whatever you want.” 

 

Don de la Cruz thought for but a moment and 

said, “I want my freedom.”  The crowd didn’t 

know what he meant by this, but the little 

girl gave a nod of her head to show that she 

understood. 

 

“Yes,” said the girl.  “Yes, that is a 

bargain.”  And she sat down and poured out 

the dominoes on the table and they made a 

rattling sound like the sound when an old 

man dies and lets out his last breath. 

 

Don de la Cruz walked slowly down the porch 

stairs, his beautiful black boots making a 

loud sound with each step.  And he sat down.  

The girl did not show any fear.  She simply 

said: “Choose your dominoes.”  So, the man 

and the girl chose their dominoes, and each 

lined them up and examined their choices.  

“You may go first,” said the little girl.  

And the crowd laughed. 

 

“NO!” yelled Don de la Cruz.  “I will not be 

embarrassed by a little girl!  You will go 

first.”  The little girl shrugged a little 

shrug and complied.  She put down a double 

six.  Don de la Cruz's face turned as purple 

as a ripe fig.  For, as any child knows, the 

person who picks a double six always goes 

first.  So! he thought, she was trying to 

humiliate me!  Don de la Cruz yelled, “You 

will lose!”  But the game continued and 

lasted for two full days.  Piece by piece, 

the pattern of dominoes grew into an angular 

snake with many eyes and the girl remained 

calm.  At one point, hours into the game, 
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Don de la Cruz remarked: “Little girl, you 

look familiar.  Who are you?  Do you live 

around here?” 

 

“We have never met before,” she said and put 

down a domino with a one and a five on it.  

“Never before.”  And Don de la Cruz shrugged 

and continued the game.  It was now the 

first day of May and finally, the little 

girl put down her last domino and there were 

no more to pick from the pile of dominoes 

that had once sat on the side of the table.  

Don de la Cruz's eyes widened.  He felt ill.  

He was hungry and he had a terrible headache 

and his stomach hurt. And now he had lost to 

a little Indian girl!  He grabbed the table 

and threw it to the ground almost hitting 

the little girl's face with the edge of the 

table. 

 

The little girl stood up and said: “I win.  

You lose.  You know what to do!”  The crowd 

drew near so Don de la Cruz decided not to 

pull his gun. 

 

“Okay, little girl.  I may be many things, 

but I never cheat when I gamble.  I have 

lost.  And I will honor my part of the 

bargain.”  And he went into his mansion, 

gathered up some belongings, and packed his 

horse.  As he galloped out of the pueblo of 

Los Angeles, the crowd cheered and carried 

the little girl on their shoulders and 

started a wonderful fiesta that lasted two 

weeks. 

 

ENRIQUE 

(VO) 

  Oh, that was good! 

 

BETO 

(V0) 

Oh, it’s not done.  What happened to that 

little girl?  Well, she eventually was 

given the honor of running Don de la Cruz's 

bank and she grew wealthy and powerful and 

eventually held one, two or maybe three 
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mortgages on most of the town's prime and 

not-so-prime properties.  She lived in Don 

de la Cruz's thirty-room mansion built in 

the French style with ten servants who met 

all her needs.  She also dressed 

impeccably, and she looked beautiful with a 

trim figure and brown skin and black hair.  

When she walked the streets, people bowed 

and lowered their eyes and she felt 

important like a queen.  And she laughed to 

herself when she remembered how Don de la 

Cruz thought he remembered her.  She did not 

lie.  They had never met.  But she looked 

familiar to Don de la Cruz because she was 

his daughter -- the result of Don de la 

Cruz's many years of being La Diabla’s 

husband.  She was born fully formed that 

month when the devil and her lover were 

separated. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Enrique sits straight up in his bed with an excited look in his 

face. 

 

ENRIQUE 

  Oh my God! 

 

This outburst wakes Carmela.  She curled up in the other bed, 

back to Beto and Enrique.  She lifts her head from the pillow. 

 

CARMELA 

Please, quiet, I’m sleeping.  (She puts head 

back down on pillow.) 

 

Beto and Enrique let out a muffled laugh. 

 

BETO 

(standing) 

  Good night, mijo. 

 

Beto bends down and kisses his son’s hair. 

 

ENRIQUE 

  Good night. 
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Enrique snuggles into his large fluffy pillow.  Beto walks back 

out to the sitting room where María sits on the sofa reading.  

Beto sits next to her.  The room is simple but comfortable. 

 

MARÍA 

(putting book down in mock concern) 

Did you scare him with that fantasma? 

 

BETO 

(smiling) 

Oh, he’ll have wonderful dreams tonight. 

 

MARÍA 

He’s such a funny boy, you know. 

 

BETO 

(gently touching her hair) 

  How do you mean? 

 

MARÍA 

He’s so much like you but he sees and hears 

things that you would normally ignore. 

 

BETO 

(still fascinated by her hair) 

He’s what they call a sensitive soul. 

 

María reaches for Beto’s hand and kisses it, looks at 

him. 

 

MARÍA 

Yes.  That’s it.  So, we must be a little 

careful.  Don’t you agree? 

 

BETO 

  Yes, of course, my love. 

 

Beto puts his arm around her and she snuggles into him. 

 

 

INT. BETO AND MARÍA’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 

 

WIDE SHOT of María sits in a large, leather chair.  Beto stands 

across the room by the fireplace, hands in pockets, looking 

down.  The room is filled with tension.  María stares at Beto 

in anger.  Beto lights a cigarette. 
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MARÍA 

Why, Beto?  Why? 

 

Beto moves into a chair by the fireplace.  He looks over to a 

nearby, small table and flicks ashes into an ashtray.  He 

avoids María’s stare.  The crickets’ chirping invades the house 

through the open windows. 

 

MARÍA (CON’T) 

Please tell me why?  Why do you have to do 

it? 

 

Beto lets out a narrow line of smoke from his lips.  He finally 

looks up and makes eye contact with María. 

 

BETO 

I already have done it. 

 

MARÍA 

But Enrique isn’t even eight years old!  

What will he do?  And what about Carmela?  

What about me? 

 

BETO 

It’s the right thing to do.  For my 

country. 

 

MARÍA 

You’re not a young man.  You don’t have to 

do this! 

 

Beto puts his cigarette out and stands again. 

 

BETO 

(steadily) 

It’s done.  It’s done.  I’ve enlisted. 

 

María is speechless.  She searches Beto’s face but all he 

offers is a tough stare.  She averts her eyes and looks out the 

bay window and notices that the sliver of a moon looked sharp 

and ominous like a scythe.  Beto softens and walks over to her, 

gets on one knee, and touches her folded hands. 

 

BETO (CON’T) 

Mi amor, the United States needs men, good 

men.  And I’m as American as anybody else. 
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María can’t believe what she’s hearing and then looks 

disgusted.  She pulls her hands from Beto’s, stands and walks 

over to the fireplace where he had stood. 

 

MARÍA 

Is that it?  You must prove something to 

yourself?  I know that you love this 

country!  But what about us? 

 

Beto stands and slowly approaches María. 

 

BETO 

Hank agrees.  He’d do the same if... 

 

María is even more shocked at this.  She moves away from Beto. 

 

MARÍA 

(raising her voice) 

Hank knows already?  He knows? 

 

BETO 

(holding his hand up) 

Sshhh!  The children are sleeping! 

 

MARÍA 

I don’t care.  Did Hank already know about 

this? 

 

BETO 

Yes, he knows.  And he said that he’d do 

the same if he were younger.  You don’t 

understand.  You’re a woman. 

 

MARÍA 

(with contempt) 

Men call it being a man.  While they run 

off and fight wars, who worries about us, 

the ones left behind?  You think Zapata and 

Villa and now Roosevelt are heroes, but 

they separate and destroy families!  How 

could you do this? 

 

María and Beto are at a standoff with little more to say.  

Slowly, a tear falls from her eye. 

 

BETO 

Mi cielo, you must understand. 
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MARÍA 

(softly) 

Is there anything that I can say? 

 

Beto ventures closer and then ever so slowly he wraps his arms 

around María.  She falls into his chest weeping. 

 

INT. UNION STATION - DAY 

 

Beto is in an army uniform.  María, Hank, Enrique and Carmela 

are in their Sunday best.  The station is crowded with young 

military men and their families.  Hank has a comforting arm 

around María’s shoulder and the children are fussing with Beto.  

Beto hugs and kisses Carmela.  There is a loud announcement 

that Beto’s train is boarding. 

 

BETO 

I must go. 

 

Beto hugs and kisses Carmela.  He goes on one knee and looks 

Enrique in the eye. 

 

ENRIQUE 

  Bye, Papá. 

 

Beto is having trouble controlling his emotions.  He hugs 

Enrique who hugs his father tightly.  Beto pulls back. 

 

BETO 

You’re our big man, you know that?  Don’t 

grow too much while I’m gone. 

 

Enrique laughs.  Beto stands and shakes Hank’s hand.  Beto then 

turns to María.  They stare at each other in silence.  Finally, 

they fall into a hug. 

 

MARÍA 

(almost a whisper) 

  I love you. 

 

A more senior officer walks by. 

 

OFFICER 

  Move it, soldier. 

 

Beto pulls away from María as the officer walks past them. 
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BETO 

  I love you.  All of you. 

 

He grabs his bag and walks through the gate along with other 

military men.  He turns and smiles before disappearing.  Hank 

lets out a sigh. 

 

HANK 

He will be fine.  Time will pass fast.  I 

promise. 

 

María puts on a brave face for the children. 

 

MARÍA 

  Hungry? 

 

ENRIQUE AND CARMELA 

  Yes! 

 

MARÍA (CON’T) 

How about Grand Central Market?  You can 

have whatever you want. 

 

The children are delighted and start talking to each other 

about the different foods they might get.  They start to leave 

the station.  Hank looks at María.  She smiles at him. 

 

INT. BETO’S AND MARÍA’S BEDROOM - DAY 

 

In silence, María makes the bed.  She does this slowly, 

loneliness weighing heavily on her every movement.  Before she 

can finish making the bed, she touches a picture of Beto that 

sits in a frame on the nightstand.  She turns to the closet and 

opens it.  Slowly, María caresses one of Beto’s shirts, and 

then she pulls out one of his blazers, hugs it, and breathes in 

his scent.  She puts it back in the closet, closes the closet 

door, but keeps her hand on the door.  She leans into the door, 

closes her eyes, and lets out a sigh. 

 

Just then, little Enrique runs in and embraces María’s legs.  

She squats and hugs her son tightly.  She then pulls back and 

sees that Enrique has something in his hand. 

 

MARÍA 

  Mijo, what is this? 
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ENRIQUE 

(excitedly, rushed) 

I found this, I found this in the yard.  

Look, look!  I want to save it for Papá! 

 

Enrique opens his hand and a small moth flits about. 

 

MARÍA 

(laughing) 

  It’s a moth! 

 

Enrique tries to catch it.  It leads him out of the room.  

María walks back to the bed with a bittersweet smile and 

continues to make the bed. 

 

INT. BETO AND MARIA’S KITCHEN – DAY 

 

María washes dishes while Carmela and Enrique play on the floor 

with toys.  They are a couple of years older.  Hank sits at the 

kitchen table reading the paper.  They hear a soft knock on the 

front door. 

 

ENRIQUE 

  I’ll get it! 

 

Before María can stop him, Enrique runs to get the door.  He 

comes back alone. 

 

MARÍA 

  Mijo, who is it? 

 

ENRIQUE 

  A man. 

 

Hank jumps up looking nervous. María shoots him a look of dread.  

They rush to the door and see the back of a soldier on the porch. 

María gets weak.  She’s afraid that it might mean Beto is dead 

and this soldier has come to give the news.  The soldier slowly 

turns, and it’s Beto.  He offers a huge grin. 

 

MARÍA 

  Mi amor! 

 

They fall into each other’s arms. 

 

BETO 

  Enrique didn’t recognize me. 
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María smothers him with kisses.  She cries.  Hank pats Beto on 

the back.  The children come.  Carmela recognizes Beto and hugs 

him.  They all improvise hugs and hellos.  Enrique begins to warm 

up to Beto, getting caught up in the excitement. 

 

ENRIQUE 

  ¿Papá? 

 

Beto lets go of María and bends down to Enrique’s eye level.  He 

stares at him with great love and then hugs him. 

 

BETO 

  Yes, mijo, yes.  Your Papá is home. 

 

Beto stands up and looks into María’s eyes. 

 

MARÍA 

You were supposed to come home next week. 

 

BETO 

Sometimes the Army makes a good mistake.  

Are you all right?  You look tired. 

 

MARÍA 

I’m fine.  Don’t worry. 

 

They hug. 

 

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY 

 

María keeps her eyes trained on the silver cigarette case that 

DR. TEMPLETON clutches in his right hand.  The glint of light 

bouncing off the silver at times forces her eyes to blink, but 

she does so only for a moment, and then she resumes studying 

the byzantine design on the case’s surface.  After a few 

moments of concentration, she discerns the contours of a rose, 

an overblown and sensuous example of the flower.  Dr. Templeton 

pops the case open, withdraws a cigarette and, in doing so, 

breaks María’s trance.  He snaps it closed and taps a cigarette 

on the flat, smooth back of the case.  Dr. Templeton then 

slides it back into his breast pocket and puts the cigarette 

between his narrow lips.  María’s eyes sadly follow the 

glistening and perfect silver as it goes into hibernation in 

the cave of Dr. Templeton’s tweed jacket.  The doctor snatches 

a wooden match from a weighted leather cup on his desk and 

strikes the match on a rough patch on the side of the cup 
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allowing the flash of the flame to billow and then subside 

before drawing it near his cigarette. 

 

Taking a deep drag on the cigarette, the doctor lowers his head 

and looks over his glasses at María.  He allows the smoke to 

leak from the corners of his mouth and then, as if in 

irritation with the mechanics of smoking, he blows the 

remaining smoke from his nostrils with all the strength of his 

lungs so that he looks like an angry dragon.  The plumes of 

smoke rise and then linger about the doctor’s unruly bush of 

red hair that seems to spring from his head as if trying to 

escape. 

 

MARÍA 

What else, Dr. Templeton? 

 

DR. TEMPLETON 

There’s nothing else, really.  The cancer 

has gone on too long for us to do anything. 

 

MARÍA 

And the time.  How much did you say? 

 

DR. TEMPLETON 

(sighing) 

Six months to a year. 

 

He puts his hand on María’s shoulder.  The nurse tries not to 

make much noise as she goes about picking up and putting away 

medical files in the back of the office. 

 

DR. TEMPLETON (CON’T) 

I can give you something to take, when the 

pain gets... 

 

His words trail off as he turns and walks to a large glass 

cabinet. 

 

MARÍA 

Why not surgery? 

 

María slowly puts her right hand on her left breast.  The 

doctor finds a bottle, closes the cabinet and walks back to his 

patient. 
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DR. TEMPLETON 

As I said, Mrs. Isla: it’s progressed too 

far.  We couldn’t do surgery because we 

wouldn’t get it all.  It would just weaken 

you and cause you needless pain. 

 

María lets her hand drop to her side.  She averts her eyes from 

Dr. Templeton’s.  She stares at a beautiful calendar that hangs 

over the doctor’s massive oak desk.  At the top of the calendar 

is the year “1943" emblazoned in bright blue ink, with little 

Easter bunnies peeking from behind the numbers while colored 

eggs roll about the foreground.  She finally looks at the 

doctor’s eyes.  The stark angles of Dr. Templeton’s face soften 

and he manages a weak smile. 

 

DR. TEMPLETON (CON’T) 

Here.  There’s nothing wrong with using 

these when you must.  If the pain 

eventually gets too great, we can talk 

further. 

 

María takes the bottle. 

 

MARÍA 

Thank you, doctor.  Pray for me. 

 

DR. TEMPLETON 

(embarrassed) 

Yes, Mrs. Isla.  Of course, I’ll pray for 

you. 

 

With that, María smiles and walks out of the office.  She 

passes the nurse who is now attending to the next patient. 

María steps out into the cloudy afternoon and walks towards the 

waiting streetcar as she reaches into her purse to find a dime 

for the fare.  She gets on and sits.  She stares at nothing in 

particular, lost in her thoughts. 

 

INT. BETO AND MARÍA’S FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT 

 

Enrique lies on the floor reading a comic book while listening 

to Glenn Miller’s Serenade in Blue played on their RCA radio. 

Carmela can be seen in the background in the kitchen cooking 

something.  María walks into the house.  She stands in the 

entryway looking at her children wistfully. 
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MARÍA 

  How are my babies? 

 

Enrique looks up and smiles but Carmela does not hear her mother 

and keeps on cooking.  María closes the front door. 

 

INT. BETO AND MARÍA’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 

 

María sits in bed as Beto undresses.  He sits on the bed and 

looks at her.  He doesn’t know yet about her prognosis. 

 

BETO 

  What would I be without you? 

 

MARÍA 

(trying to smile) 

Very happy with some other wife, I suppose. 

 

Beto laughs but he notices that María did not laugh with him.  He 

gets concerned. 

 

BETO 

How was your visit with the doctor?  Did he 

find out why you’ve been so sore? 

 

María looks away. 

 

BETO (CON’T) 

My love, what did the doctor say? 

 

Beto leans closer to María and gently turns her face with his 

hand.  Their eyes meet.  She is crying silently.  She falls into 

his arms and he holds her tightly. 

 

BETO (CON’T) 

  Mi amor, tell me everything. 

 

INT. ENRIQUE AND CARMELA’S BEDROOM – DAY 

 

CU on Enrique, he blinks, shows no emotion.  The camera stays on 

his face as Beto and Carmela talk. 

 

BETO 

(VO) 

So, mijo, Mamá is going to need us to be 

extra helpful.  Okay? 
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Enrique doesn’t answer. 

 

CARMELA 

(VO) 

Enrique, do you understand?  I’m helping 

with the cooking.  You can help by cleaning 

our room. 

 

Enrique nods slowly.  He shows no emotion.  Just blinks. 

 

INT. BETO AND MARÍA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

SUPER: “ONE YEAR LATER” 

 

María lies on their bed, eyes closed, with Beto sitting in a 

chair beside her.  She is very thin and much of her dark skin is 

taken over by a lifeless parchment color but her long hair was 

still beautiful and black.  Beto strokes María's hair.  She looks 

peaceful.  She opens her eyes. 

 

MARÍA 

  Don't be afraid. 

 

Beto is startled but quickly recovers; he thought she was asleep. 

 

BETO 

Who, me?  I'm as brave as little David from 

the Bible.  Nothing can scare me. 

 

MARÍA 

Good, because I'm not scared.  (closes eyes 

again) I'm not scared. 

 

BETO 

  Why do you ask? 

 

MARÍA 

I just wanted to know.  You used to read so 

much.  Your books in English....  You don't 

read anymore. 

 

BETO 

I don't have time.  There's too much to do.  

But my books will always be there. 
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MARÍA 

I miss how you used to read to me.  I didn't 

understand everything, but I liked it.  Will 

you read to me now? 

 

BETO 

  Of course. 

 

Beto caresses her forehead.  He then goes to his bookshelf and 

reaches for a book.  He goes back to his chair and opens the 

book. 

 

BETO (CON’T) 

(reading) 

"In my younger and more vulnerable years my 

father gave me some advice that I've been 

turning over in my mind ever since." 

 

MARÍA 

(without opening eyes) 

  What does “vulnerable” mean?" 

 

BETO 

It's like how you feel when there's no one 

there to protect you.  Like you feel when 

you're young. 

 

MARÍA 

  Oh, I know. 

 

Beto’s heart is breaking.  He touches her face.  He turns back to 

the book and re-reads the first sentence. 

 

BETO 

(reading) 

"In my younger and more vulnerable years my 

father gave me some advice that I've been 

turning over in my mind ever since." 

 

EXT. GRAVEYARD – DAY 

 

It is a cloudless, beautiful day.  Beto, Hank, the children and 

others stand by the casket which is being lowered into the grave.  

The PRIEST walks over to Beto and shakes his hand gently.  Beto 

almost doesn’t know the priest is there. 
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PRIEST 

She was a good woman, Beto.  She is with God 

now. 

 

The priest ad libs condolences with Hank, Carmela and Enrique.  

The priest walks away to speak with the other mourners.  Beto’s 

eyes wander to a gravestone across the way and sees a large, 

black dog.  The dog looks at Beto and then walks away slowly.  

Enrique tugs on his father’s sleeve.  Beto looks down at his son.  

Beto’s face softens and he goes to one knee to be eye-to-eye with 

Enrique. 

 

ENRIQUE 

  Will God take care of Mamá? 

 

Beto tries hard to maintain his composure. 

 

BETO 

  Of course, mijo, of course. 

 

Beto stands.  Carmela hugs him.  Hank puts his hand on Beto’s 

shoulder; Hank’s grief is great, too. 

 

HANK 

We should get back to the house.  People 

will be coming. 

 

Beto nods.  They start walking.  CU on Beto.  SLOW FADE to 

FLASHBACK of Beto and María dancing at the club.  Soft dance 

MUSIC starts.  We watch for a few moments as they dance, smiling 

at each other, young and happy. 

 

FADE OUT 

 

THE END 


