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CAST:

FATHER ERNESTO: Construction Engineer. A man keeps starting 
      businesses then mess it up, constantly re-locating to evade his creditors, 
      a handful, heavy drinker...

CELIA: Mother. Short haired, smoker, the first woman to cross her legs in 
      front of everyone around. Catholic. Also one of the pioneers in feminist 
      movement in Buenos Aires.

ANA: Che’s mother. Not the dependent, but almost the boss of the family... Ernesto CHE Guevara.

YOUNG GIRL: Daughter of one of their relatives in Buenos Aires.

ONE OF THE NEIGHBORS

ANOTHER ONE OF THE NEIGHBORS

WOMAN

PRIEST
DOCTOR

HILDA: A slanted-eyed Peruvian woman, who was Che’s girlfriend first, 
      then became his wife. Actually she is the one who made Che, Che.

FİDEL CASTRO

RAUL CASTRO:  Fidel’s brother.

MARİA-ANTOİNA: A pleasant Cuban woman.

MEXICAN:  Maria’s husband.

ALEİDA: Che’s second wife.

TANYA 

AMERİCAN: A CİA agent who was deported from Cuba.

SERGEANT 
COLONEL
GUERILLAS-SOLDIERS 
CHORUS

COMMON PEOPLE

ACT ONE

INITIAL ACT-prologue
(Workers, villagers/farmers, prostitutes, unemployed, in short, common people enter the stage...
A primary school classroom…Right across, a blackboard…

Che sits on a chair right in the middle..

His hands are bound and blood boozes out through his wounded legs…

Petty officer enters…Points his gun towards Che…

Immedeately, lights turn off…

A couple of gunshots are heard…

When the lights turn on again the reflection of the killed Che is reflected on a huge screen…

Che lays on the floor...)
Cripple Ant’s Song

I asked the cripple ant

Where are you going?

You’re ambitious and determined

But do you think that’s enough?

(They all dance...)

(Chorus:)

For a world to be lived in

My goal is to go to pilgrimage

Let the labor find what is worth

Let the children eat ice cream!

(They all dance...)

(People:)

Your dream is a nice dream
But what good is it, it’s useless!

That’s the way it has been and will be

Your efforts are in vain!

(They all dance...)

(Chorus:)

The majority always keep quiet

As if they lie in ambush!

When you see these

Can a heart bear this?
(They all dance...)

                        (People:)

You’re seeing the results,

But you’re still leaving!

Even though you know the outcome
Are you choosing death?

(They all dance...)
                      (Chorus:)

To want the impossible

Befits the men
The heartless named Batistas
Are oppressors on us!

Let the death come to my body!

Doesn’t matter where or how

Doesn’t matter a bit to me, I’m not afraid!

Immortality is the true outcome!

(They all dance...)
                      (People:)

This is our destiny

‘Cause that’s what we’ve learned

The buyer is willing so is the seller

And the open leg is willing

Our life will end

And in a terrible way!

Will it not be a shame for you?

For brave young man like you!
(They all dance...)

                         (Chorus:)

Don’t worry about us

The tears aren’t relevant to us!

Is it important to get a result?

Our intent is good!

(They all dance...)
Wow, look at that intention

The fact of the matter is in the intention!
Of course the goal is to reach

But so what if we can’t reach?

(They all dance...)

The job is to hope for the impossible,

Wouldn’t everyone be glad if it succeeds?

Doesn’t matter who says what to us,

Our intent is good!

(They all exit dancing...Silence...)

I

Birth of Ernesto Che Guevara

(Che’s family; First, dad Ernesto, Grandma Ana and mom Celia get out of a taxi... They enter the courtyard of a house... Celia is almost about to give birth... Yet, she still walks upright, without any help... Ernesto knocks on the door rapidly...)

DAD ERNESTO: Open up! Open up!...

ANA: (Dominant as a man... As if her voice reverberates the earth...) Where have you been? Should Celia deliver in the courtyard?

CELIA: (Without giving away her inner-self...) No reason to get excited... There’s still time...

         (Door opens... It is the young girl who opens the door...)

YOUNG GIRL: Uncle Ernestooo... Anti Celiaaaa... Grandmaaaaaa...

ANA: Honey, drop the ceremony... Get out of the way... Come here, you’re gonna help me... Aren’t your parents home?

YOUNG GIRL: They went for shopping... They’ll be here soon...

ANA: Run in... Prepare a washbowl with hot water...

(Young Girl goes in... Then Ana gets arm in arm with Celia and lets her in... Ernesto wants to enter after them...)
ANA: (Her voice…) You wait by the door Ernesto...

(Ernesto waits in front of the door... The neighbors, man and women, who heard the noise, begin to come to the courtyard...)

ONE OF THE WOMEN: What is this noise? Did something happen?

ERNESTO: It’s just my wife will give birth...

ANOTHER ONE OF THE WOMEN: Is there a midwife?

ERNESTO: My wife’s mom knows these things... And she’s is with her right now... 

ANOTHER ONE OF THE WOMEN: What? (To another woman) You’d know these things... Go in...

(Woman goes in...)

ERNESTO: (Pulls out a pocket-cognac from his back pocket... Opens his mouth, drinks...) Is there a place where I can buy a drink? I am nervous, you understand...

       (One of the women leaves running)

ERNESTO: Why did she run away?

ANOTHER ONE OF THE WOMEN: Her man also drinks just like you... She’s prepared... Her house is right here... She’ll bring it right away... We understand the situation. You are not from here, I guess?
ERNESTO: Yes... We stay at Rosario de la Fe... When Celia’s birth pains started, we got on a boat and came here through the Parana River. Because Celia wanted to give birth here, in Buenos Aires... I’m telling you these to end your curiosity ladies... The ones in the house are also our relatives...

ONE OF THE WOMEN: Tell me your name...

ERNESTO: Ernesto Guevara...

ONE OF THE WOMEN: (Bragging) They mentioned about you. Ernesto, the construction Engineer... (Laughs in a peculiar way) Ha ha ha ha ha haaa....

ERNESTO: Yes, I am a construction engineer... But why did you laugh like that heartily? What else did they mentioned...?

ONE OF THE WOMEN: And... And... That you drink a lot... Then you keep starting too many businesses and then keep going under... And then, you keep running away from your creditors... Keep changing towns... And then... 

ERNESTO: (Pretending) Cut it out! Shut up... They spilled everything about me... Won’t I settle the score with these?

(The Woman enters the courtyard with a large group of pack of children, young-old neighbors. 5-6 bottles in her hands... She put them in front of Ernesto...)

ERNESTO: Are these all for me?

WOMAN: For you...

ERNESTO: Am I gonna drink these all myself? Two bottles would have been enough...

WOMAN: My man drinks these at one sitting... If I bring two bottles, he regards it as too little and beats me... You have to do what my man wants perfectly without shortage... Bring it, bring it, take it away, take it away... Get down, get down, get up, get up. Move, move... Take it, take it... Give it, give it… It wouldn’t be any other way with us... 

(Women giggle)

ERNESTO: But I am not your man!

(First Ernesto then the women laugh at the remark... All of a sudden there is silence... All the ears turn to the voice about to come from the door…
Drinking on one hand, Ernesto is turning his ears inside...)
(Neighbors are singing and dancing...)
Hello!

In a short while a baby

Will be welcomed to the World

Will announce with a scream

Hellos to us all!

Baby, baby don’t behave coquettishly

Don’t wait, let out your scream!

Is it a girl or is it a boy?

Can a heart bear this?

Engineer Ernesto is the father,

Celia is the brave mother...

To give birth

They came to Buenos Aires...

They came by a boat
So the baby will be capital-born!

Did they do right or wrong?
Soon they will see...

(Silence… A while later a baby scream is heard… Ernesto gets up and walks wobbly toward the door… Ana is seen with the baby in her arms… Young Girl behind her…)

ANA: Come here Ernesto… Here, see your little one…
(Ernesto walks very slowly, takes the baby in his arms nervously… Right away his eyes slide down to inner side of his thighs…)
ERNESTO: (Delightful..) He has penis! Yes, he has a penis!
     (The neighbors giggle…)

CELIA: (Appears, upright…) Yes, we have a son Ernesto… (Touches the baby) We made this… Both of us… (They hug…) 

(Neighbors…) 

WELCOME TO OUR WORLD

Welcome to our world

You’ve brought delight to us

You were not aware whereas
Did you find our world pleasant?

Hunger-Fullness, Night-Day,

Wealth-Poverty, Beating-Cruelty,
Being a woman is another worry

Get use to it, grow up with these!

Club, torture, gallows,

Gunning down on the streets

Waterlessness is a terrible sorrow
Get use to it, grow up with these!

Diphtheria and whooping cough
Smallpox and malaria,

Unemployment and work related accidents,

Get use to it, grow up with these!

Heart-attack and cancer

High blood pressure and diabetes

Asthma and many more

Get use to it, grow up with these!

When the night falls
In the moonlight

Rebellion, betrayal and tongue-lashing,

Get use to it, grow up with these!

Whose fairy-tales turned into snakes

And the snakes into enemy,

Did you find it pleasant, can’t be known

But you came, welcome!

(Neighbors and everyone dance…)

II

Che’s Baptism Ceremony

(A church in Buenos Aires… People take their place, wearing their cleanest clothing...)

BAPTISM

In Buenos Aires

At a baptism ceremony

To be held at the church

An official name will be given to Che…
They’ll dip him into the water three times

And the Priest will whisper

The father’s name is the tradition…

Your name is Ernesto
Everyone has worn their cuties

What’s more, there is food

And it cost a lot

So don’t say it’s only baptism…

Today this baby
Will come to believe in Jesus
And he will live for Him

Because he is born again…

(Accompanied with the prayers and the songs, Che as dressed up, taken inside by Celia, Ernesto and Ana…

Che is brought to the baptismal section… Here he is undressed and washed… Che is dipped into the water three times in the hands of his father and mother… Or spill water from his head three times…)
PRIEST: (Whispers into the baby’s ear…) Ernesto… Ernesto… Ernesto… (Louder voice…) I baptize you in the name of the Father, Son and the Holy Spirit… (He wipes holy oil on the baby’s forehead, chest, bottom of his feet and his palms… As the baby is brought back inside the prayers and the songs continue…)
He has been an accepted baby

To God’s exaltation

Because he is Christian,
So is his family!

From now on for Jesus

I dedicate my life

Leaving my bad life behind

I begin a new one…

ERNESTO: (To audience, as if he is confused…) When did this boy have a bad life? It’s been only two days since he was born…

ANA: (Quietly…) Don’t sin Ernesto… Don’t upset the people!

If I have two shirts

One to that one who has none.
Could the neighbor of the hungry

Have an inner-peace?

(Ernesto and his family are serving cake, pastries and sherbet to the guests and the guests are dancing…)
III

Our Childhood Determines our Destiny

(People singing as they dance:)

MEN’S DESTINY

What do you think

Determines men’s destiny?

Does it happen all of a sudden,

The creature named men, namely us?
“You have, I don’ts,

Lived little moments,

Sicknesses, deaths,

Floods, earthquakes!

Fires, poverties,

Wars, massacres,

What do you think determines

The men’s destiny?

Lovelessness, betrayal,

Moneyless, misery!

Does it happen all of a sudden,

The creature named men, namely us?

Desires, passions,

Jealousies, envies,

Goodness, badness,

The essence of the destiny is, childhood!

(Celia is bathing in the river with Che in her arms… Ana and Ernesto sitting on the riverbank, watching them… From time to time, little excessively, Ernesto shoots his cognac bottle straight up to his mouth… In the background people are picnicking next to the river…)
CELIE: (On one side she is dipping the baby into the river and on the other…) Oh my dark-eyed Teté… He has grown and is bathing in the river… Look at him! How cleverly he’s looking out to the world with his dark eyes… You are a wonderful baby Teté!
ANA: Celia! Get that boy out of the water! It’s been almost half an hour!

ERNESTO: Nothing will happen to my tiger… Plus he’s got a penis! (He takes another sip.) Wash my boy good, wash him good… Wash his pipi good too… Let him grow fast, and his pipi! ‘Cause all the girls of Argentina are waiting for him…. (He laughs at his own remark…)

ANA: Stop being immoral Ernesto… Don’t push the boy in to bad ways already…

ERNESTO: Going to the girls is the good way Ana...
ANA: Instead of chattering boringly, you better hide… Aren’t those your creditors just ahead?  
ERNESTO: (Looks over a little scared…) Which ones?
(Bursts in to laughter… Che starts to cough..)

ANA: (Gets up.) Get the boy out of the water already!

(Celia wraps Che with towel and brings him as she wipes him..) 
CELIA: I thing he swallowed water…

ANA: Tab his back…
(People continue with the song…)

The Childhood is the determining factor

For men’s Destiny

Rest is empty words,

That’s the fact of the matter!
(As the people dance, Celia comes in front of the Doctor with Che in her arms. Ernesto waits standing. Che’s coughing continues from time to time.)
CELIA: (As the Doctor examines) We had taken him to another doctor before you… He said “it was bronchitis”… We used the medication he prescribed… But he didn’t get better…
DOCTOR: (Thinks) Chronic asthma bronchitis… This child has had pneumonia before… (Examines a while more…) I am sorry to say but your child has asthma…

(People continue with the song…)

The Childhood is the determining factor

For men’s Destiny

Rest is empty words,

That’s the fact of the matter!
(Che, lying on a bad, waiving his arms madly, his mouth open trying to breathe… Obviously he is having asthma attack… Celia, Ana and Ernesto are in his bedside…)
CELIA’S SONG

My black-eyebrowed, black-eyed,

My darling, my baby.

He is fluttering like birds,

My darling, my baby

When my soul is screaming,

It is my heart that is torn to peaces

It is another thing to be a mother,

My darling, my baby!
Mother’s one little baby,

His ache doesn’t end inside of me,
Please don’t flutter like that,

My darling, my baby.
If I could just touch my hand,

And if you could get better

Run towards the green countryside,

My darling, my baby!

(Che’s fluttering continues… He is really struggling to breathe…)
ANA’S SONG

Grandson, my grandson
Part of my part grandson,

While you writhe in pain

How can I find peace?

Your pain is my pain

Your struggle is my struggle,

Get up from your bed with a smile,

That’s what I wish from my God

My heart, my inner-self is aching,

I lived enough, my dear boy

Let him live instead of me

Please hear my voice my God!

(Ernesto is drunk once again… Yet extremely sensitive… Lifts up his hands to the heaven:)

ERNESTO’S SONG

Let him not die my God, let him not die,

My dark-eyed son!

Great God, what is my crime?
Don’t let him suffer its pain!

Won’t he run to the girls?

Will he go in the black earth
Without meeting them?

Let him not die my God, let him not die!
The ones deserve to die

Let them go in the black earth!

My dark-eyed son

Let him not die my God, let him not die!
(People continue with the song…)

The Childhood is the determining factor

For men’s Destiny

Rest is empty words,

That’s the fact of the matter!
IV

Reading Is The Solution To Imperative Staying Home! 
Or Youthfulness Determines Men’s Destiny, Not Just Childhood!
(Chorus:)

District of Cordoba

Is in Alta Gracia

Until he’s seven years old

Che and his family…

(Che and Ana are playing inside)
CELIA: Ernesto! Stop stuffing your face and let’s talk a little…

ERNESTO: Don’t stick your nose into my business woman! It doesn’t stop us from talking… Go on, say it…

CELIA: Then open your ears wide and listen… It’s time for Teté to go to school… Are you aware of it? Hey, I am talking to you mister!
ERNESTO: Wow, did he really grow up that much?
CELIA: He did, he did… You can’t even see the tip of your nose…  What are you aware of anyway, let alone you’d be aware of your son? Look at him, he’s grown… He hasn’t even gone over the garden fence for six years… Yet all of his peers have signed up to school already… So what are we gonna do? Do you understand? How is he gonna go to school with this illness?
ERNESTO: I found the solution long time ago… We won’t send him! But how shall we keep him occupied? ‘Cause he is board… I’ll teach him how to play chess…
CELIA: Only chess won’t do… Let me teach him how to read on the other hand … 
ERNESTO: (He is happy, he takes another sip from the bottle...) I’ll buy the books…
(CHORUS:)

Che learned from Celia

How to read, imperatively.

And the chess from Ernesto.

The school is almost at home.

CELIA: (Teaching Che how to read…) Okay Teté okay… Now read these sentences… Don’t be afraid… Trust in yourself and read…Without hurrying… Come on…
CHE: (Reads one-by-one…) Father… Buy… Me… Honey… Teté … Here… This… Is… Honey… Eat… As… Much… As… You… Want…
CELIA: Well done! Live long my Teté … Now read that…

CHE: (Faster) Father buy me a horse… There Teté this is a horse… Teté look at the horse… Ride it to the mountains… Don’t drink by just saying “it is not worth depriving yourself for the fear of bad result”… Otherwise you will be like your father! Teté come home… Go to sleep early, get up early… Wake up Teté, wake up… Teté drink warm milk… The bell rang… Teté run to the school… Hang the flag…

CELIA: Bravo to my dear Teté … Now you deserved a huge kiss…
(Hugs and gives an over exaggerated kiss to her son…)

(Chorus:)

He first read Jules Verne

Around the world in eighty days

From Leagues Under the Sea to the Earth
His imagination without boundaries!

Alexandre Dumas
Pardaillans, musketeers,

Heroes, adventures…

His imaginative power is expanding…

ERNESTO: (Playing chess with Che..) Teté, the fundamental of chess… (He takes a sip..) Is to be aware of which dangers will each step take you… Without a doubt, this is relevant if you play the game according to the rules… You’ll say to me, “Are you applying what you teach me in your life?” Look Teté … Don’t pay attention to what your daddy does, but do what he says… Because even though what he practices may not be, but without a doubt, what he teaches is right…

(Chorus:)

From time to time he’s at school,

But generally he is at home.
He too is like Celia

Takes delight in danger.

Father is busy

With constructing a golf course

Big chunk of his earnings

To asthma medication…

In the Spanish Civil War

Che and his family

On the side of the republicans …

Che is now a man-at-arms…

ERNESTO: (Teaching Che how to use guns…) Hammer, sight, muzzle… Hand shouldn’t shake… Pull the trigger Teté, pull!
         (Che pulls the trigger, blows-up the targeted brick…)

ERNESTO: Bravo to my tiger…

(Chorus:)

He destroys to the pieces with one shot

Without causing the bricks to ricochet.

From time to time Decomeron,

Miguel de Cervantes.

A year later while the Nazis

Produce fire and blood

His father is a member of Accion Argentina

Che is proud!
Neruda and Nazım Hikmet,

Steinbeck, Faulkner, Lorca,

Jose Marti and Gandhi,

He keeps reading…

Youth too determines

Men’s destiny!

Rest is empty words,

That’s the fact of the matter!

(People dance…)

In Buenos Aires

At a University
He is studying engineering

Also working on a freeway…

His boss is very happy of him

Because he doesn’t take bribe!

His earnings to the books!

Sad news, Ana is ill!

(Ana sleeping on her bed… Celia is on her bedside… Che enters in, agitated…)
CHE: What is it mom? What happened to grandma?

CELIA: (Gestures him to be quiet and takes him outside) She has tumor in her brain… She’s paralyzed on one side… (Lights up a cigarette…)
CHE: She was a mountainous woman… I don’t wanna believe it…
CELIA: This is life Teté … You are borne, grow up, get old and die…
CHE: Still, it’s hard to accept it…
CELIA: Don’t worry…
CHE: Life is like climbing a mountain mom… It’s hard to climb… Makes one old… Yet getting down is easy… Where is dad?
CELIA: He must have passed-out somewhere…
CHE: Are you still fighting?
CELIA: Once in a while… But not like we use to…
CHE: Why not?
CELIA: We got tired of it…
CHE: I think I am getting the wrong education… Engineering is not for me… I should be a doctor… 
CELIA: Did you just decided?
CHE: Yes…
CELIA: Is it because of your grandma?
CHE: Partly yes… And partly… For you all…

(Ana’s moaning can be heard… Quietly they enter… Ana smiles after seeing Che…
Che fights hard not to cry… Touches her hand, cresses her face… Tears are quietly dropping from Ana’s eyes…
Turns her head so Che can’t see her crying…

All of a sudden Ana is motionless…)

CELIA: (Holds on Che’s hand…) Come!...
(Che and his mother get out in front of the door…)

V

Education On One Side and Politics On The Other

(Chorus:)

Che started studying medical science right away…

Also started his interest in political life in Argentina

And started a relationship with the radical party…

He started to participate in the students’ movements
Started to explore the Pacific coast with his friend Alberto…

(Together with his friend Alberto, they are moving on a beat-up motorcycle… His family and a crowded group send the two off…)

He got to know the lepers in Leper Colony in Peru and worked with them…
(With Alberto, they are carrying the non-working motorcycle like a bicycle, dripping with sweat…)

He was thrown in jail by the men of Colombian dictator Laureano Gomez…

After his last exam, he got the title of “Doctor” from Buenos Aires Medical Faculty for his research on allergies…

Went on to a journey to Latin-America with his friend…

For the practices of Paz Estenssoro, who came into power by a public uprising in Bolivia:
CHE: They give DDT to the lice, locals… But this will not be enough to solve the essential problem as to the reason for the lice… Unless you eliminate the causes, you can’t change the consequences…
(Chorus:)

He came to Guatemala with a recommendation letter written by one of the government members’, Juan Angel and he met with the Peruvian Hilda Gadea, who lives in this country as an exile.
VI

Slanted-Eyed Peruvian Hilda

(A Café…

Group of girls and boys at tables…

Latin-music playing deep background…

Che is sitting on another table…

Hilda enters through the door… In an instant Che sees her, as if taken by her… 

Che is looking at Hilda insistently… Hilda too sees Che… Looks for a while then escapes her eyes… Then looks again…

The two keep looking and they never take their eyes off of each other…)

CHE: (Comes next to Hilda…) Hello…
HILDA: Hello… You must be the person I came to meet…
CHE: (Extends his hand…) Ernesto Guevara… In short, Ernesto… How did you know?
HILDA: They had said you were very handsome… (Extends her hand…) Hilda Gadea Acosta… In short Hilda… But everyone calls me La China…
CHE: Why?
HILDA: Because of my slanted eyes…
(Without letting go Hilda’s hand, he takes her to the table… Sits down… Now as if the voices around them has disappeared…) 

CHE: Where are you from?
HILDA: From Peru…
CHE: Where were you born?
HILDA: Lima…
CHE: I should have known it from your eyes… You’re so beautiful…
HILDA: Thank you… And you are very handsome…
CHE: Why are you in this Country?
HILDA: Because of opposition to the Military régime… I felt suffocated in Lima… But I miss my homeland… Have you seen Peru?
CHE: With a friend of mine, we jumped on a motorcycle and took a trip to South America… 
HILDA: Great… You’re a doctor…
CHE: Yes, I work partly in a hospital…. Where are you staying at?
HILDA: At house very close by here… In an apartment where the refugees stay…  
CHE: We are almost neighbors… I also stay in a rooming house… Just a little ahead… But it’s a very poor rooming house…
HILDA: Are you interested in politics?
CHE: Why do you ask?
HILDA: Because you’re very handsome… 
CHE: Don’t the handsome be interested in politics?
HILDA: They do, but if they can find time…
CHE: I can set apart time… I am a member of Guatemala Communist Party… And I am an unpaid doctor of the Union… Plus I love literature…
HILDA: I am happy to hear that… I also like literature… Which writers do you read?
CHE: Salgari… Jules Verne… Alexandre Dumas… Dostoyevsky… Tolstoy… Gorky… Neruda… Nazım… The most important, is Freud… There are so many… Which one should I count? I’ve read whatever I could get my hands onto during my childhood… Of course even now I still continue to read…
HILDA: If I didn’t hear wrong, I think you said “the most important is Freud”…
CHE: Yes, it is…
HILDA: Why?
CHE: Because the sexuality is life’s basic element… 
HILDA: Sure, sexuality is important too… But it is never the basic element of life… That’s a simple approach… But I am still happy that you’ve read all these books… But don’t forget one thing… Just literature leaves one unproductive… “Where is the world heading? What is the salvation for mankind? When will be the end of capitalism?” You need to research these… For example, you need to learn the roots of possession… What good is it you’ve read all of these, if you don’t know Marxism? You must read Kropotkin’s “Memories of a Revolutionist” and Mao’s “New China” immediately, without losing time… I can give you these books…
CHE: I would like that… I’d like to read them right away…

(They get up… They are walking… Stopping from time to time, they continue their discussion… They come in front of an apartment…) 
HILDA: How should a woman be according to you?
CHE: You mean, how should my woman be, right? First of all, woman should be like a woman… Exuberant, without boundaries… Her love, without boundaries… Must have dreams, without boundaries… Must be giving without boundaries… Sexuality without boundaries… She must kiss my hands and feet, my chest and my lips and all parts of my body with the same desire… Must be trustable… Person behind her word and upright… Must have pride but not towards me… Must be behind me, next to me and around me all the time… And the most importantly, she must have broken the chains in her head altogether… She must think of contentment as blessing…
HILDA: (Waits for a while, thinks…) Good!
CHE: Well then, how should a man be according to you?
HILDA: You mean, how should my man be, right? (Thinks..) First of all, man should be like a man… Exuberant, without boundaries… His love, without boundaries… Must have dreams, without boundaries… Must be giving without boundaries… Sexuality without boundaries… He must kiss my hands and feet, my breasts and my lips and all parts of my body with the same desire… Must be trustable… Person behind his word and upright… Must have pride but not towards me… Must be behind me, next to me and around me all the time… And he must have broken the chains in his head altogether… He must think of contentment as blessing… And the most importantly, he must be aware as to why he came to this world… 
CHE: (As if making witty remark…) So then, there’s no objection for me to marry you… Plus you’re healthy…
HILDA: (With smile…) In order to understand if what you’re saying is serious or not, I need to think… And for this, I need some time… I need to get to know you… Wait for me… I’ll bring you the books…
CHE: Let me come too… We’ll select together…
HILDA: No… It’s a little too early…
(Hilda goes in…) 

(CHE:)
MY WOMAN

My God, I’m confused!

What a girl is this Hilda?

She affected me all of a sudden

This slanted-eyed, know it all girl…

She must be my woman,

Must straighten me out,
Organize, pull me together,

She must be my woman!

They use to say “love-at-first-site”,

I would not have believed anyone,

And now it’s upon me,

Woman, my woman!

I fell in love with her eyes,

Eyes, oh my, those eyes,

They are not just with me,

But also connected with the world.

She must be my woman,

Must straighten me out,

Organize, pull me together,

She must be my woman!

(Hilda enters… She extends the books to Che… Che takes them… Pulls the girl towards himself… Wants to kiss her… Hilda turns away her head…)
HILDA: No!
(Hilda runs to the apartment… Turns back and looks at Che… Che’s sadness attracts her… She again comes running to Che… Kisses his cheeks and enters the apartment running…)

VII

Did Things Get Out Of Control Or What?

(Chrous:)
Che and Hilda are meeting quite often now…
(A party at a house… Youth are dancing as boys and girls …)

CHE: (Realizes what’s playing is tango…) Shall we dance?
HILDA: Okay…
(They start to tango… Che is using his shoes as if skating…)

HILDA: (Really enjoys the situation…) Very nice… Very nice…

(As if they are alone… Because of their happiness they are flying as it were…)

(Chorus:)

Che is reading, constantly studying,

Without let up he’s studying!

Meets with the immigrants,

Hilda is always with him,
Fidel Attacks!

The barracks of Moncada

He is listening to the natives
Of the arrested Fidel!
Mayas at Guatemala,

Inca and Aztec nobles,

Che has chosen his side,

At Salvador and Honduras!

Man is man’s own worm,

It might be romantic, yes,

Now Moncada is a passion too,

The Cubans are his comrades!
Dancing with the wolfs has started!

Hilda head on the shoulder,

Is she the advisor or what?

This little girl named Hilda!

In his dreams it’s uprising,

To participate in the fight!

Now they call him Che,

Of the traveling Physician Ernesto!

VIII

ASTHMA ATACK

(The room where Che is staying in the rooming house… Books and magazines all over… Che is having hard time to breathe… Can’t bear it anymore, gets up from the bed… He reaches the telephone in front of the door as if crawling… Dials a number…)
CHE: (Forcing himself to speak…) Hello… I’d like to talk to Hilda… This is Ernesto… I am little sick… I’m waiting… (The receiver in his hand, he waits for a while… But he is really struggling…) Hilda… Yes, it’s me my love… I’m really sick… I am nailed to the bed… I’ll be happy if you come… (Hangs up the phone… With difficulty, he lies down on the sofa by the door… His face has turned pale… Just like dead… Only a light wheeze comes out of his chest… A while later, Hilda enters in panicky…

HILDA: What happened to you? What is this Ernesto? (At a loss as to what to do. Holds his hand and starts kissing his face…) Don’t tire yourself… Don’t talk…
CHE: (Points her to be quiet with his hand… He is calm even though he’s forcing himself…) Bring me a clean syringe… From the drawer at my bedside... Take the ampule too…And the cotton … There is also alcohol…
(Hilda gets all he wants and brings them… Che sits up slightly… Che injects himself a shot… With great cool-headedness... Because he’s been doing this since the age of ten… Then Che gets up… Blocking to be helped, he first walks to the room then to the bed, by leaning against the walls and then he lies down…) 
HILDA: (Hilda is affected by Che’s will-power and determination…) However you want it, let it be Ernesto… Don’t talk but rest…

(The door opens… The owner of the rooming house enters in with a tray… She is a quite elderly woman…) 
OWNER OF THE ROOMING HOUSE: You must be Hilda…
HILDA: Yes, that’s me
OWNER OF THE ROOMING HOUSE: Slanted-eyed Hilda… He always mentions of you… Constantly tells us about you… (In the mean time she is setting the tray next to Che in a way so it won’t tip over…) Let him eat these… What did I bring anyway? A little bit of rice and an apple… The apple has been washed… Let him eat it with its skin… His friend was gonna go on the night before… They let it get out of control… They drank until the morning… That’s the reason of his sickness… Ah these youngsters! They never appreciate their body in their youth… And he is supposed to be a doctor… A man who can’t take care of himself, how is he gonna take care of others? (On her way out…) And we entrust our lives to these…
(Even in that state, Che is laughing mischievously to what the woman had said…)

HILDA: (Upset at Che…) What kind of irresponsibility is this? Do all of these befit you? Are you the kind of man who would wind up in this condition? You don’t know what you’re worth… Don’t ever forget the fact that the society is expecting a lot from you! My God! If I were you, I’d put a bullet in my brain, rather then end up in this condition! 
(Though struggling, Che is continuing to laugh…)
HILDA: (Realizes she had gone too far…) Come on, rest a little… (Upon seeing him gesturing her to go…) No! I won’t go anywhere… I’ll be at your bedside until you get better... You better recover fast if you want me to leave… And don’t ever let things get out of hand! (Her voice softens immensely…) I think I am falling in love with you… (Holds  his hand…)
(Hilda:)
I THINK I AM FALLING IN LOVE

I guess this is to be in love.
With the pains of the one you love,

To become as whole with his troubles.

I guess this is to be in love.

I guess this is to be in love.

Just to think of him alone,

To be with him even when sleeping.

I guess this is to be in love.

Ours will be different!

It is not for two,

It is gland with the society.
I think I am falling in love!

IX

Another Breaking Point: Meeting With Fidel

(Apartment flat of Maria-Antonia… A dim light is brightening the room… A cold winter night… The time is around twenty three hundred hours… 
Maria-Antonia’s Mexican husband, Hilda and Che are waiting Fidel Castro and his brother… Hilda is pregnant.)

MARIA-ANTONIA: They are late…

MEXICAN: There’s no need to worry honey… Fidel knows how to take precaution…

MARIA-ANTONIA: Don’t say that… Everywhere is full of Batista’s agents… 
HILDA: He’s smart enough to handle them…
CHE: I want to see Fidel as soon as possible… That’s the reason of my excitement… 
MEXICAN: What do you say for a shot of tequila? 

HILDA: (Points at her belly with her hand…) The baby doesn’t give the permission… Neither to me or his dad…
CHE: The only thing I want right now is to see Fidel as soon as possible… I wonder who is more handsome, him or me? That’s what I am wondering…
(Maria smiles with difficulty… Others burst into laughter…)

HILDA: I thought you conquered to become a conscious revolutionist… So our efforts were all in vain…
(Shouting is heard from outside… Someone is letting out a yell… They run to the window nervously….)  
MARIA: (She’s really tense…) A man is coming lurching…
(Another yelling is heard from outside…)

MEXICAN: A drunk… Plus he is a shorty… He probably had too many tequilas. Don’t worry Maria… This man can’t be Fidel… Fidel is almost as tall as a basketball player…
CHE: It’s better if we get away from the window…
(They sit down to their places again…)

MEXICAN: Are you determined not to drink a glass?
HILDA: Yes…
CHE: Obligatory… Because the Minister of Internal Affairs doesn’t give permission… Otherwise she will have us arrested …
(They laugh even though worried… Door bell rings… As Maria walks to the door, Mexican and Che check their weapons…)

MARIA: (Looks through the peek-hole and opens the door) Welcome Fidel… Welcome Raúl …

(Fidel and Raúl come in…)

FIDEL: Hello friends!

RAUL: Hello!
CHE: Hello to the Moncada’s hero…
OTHERS: Welcome…
(Fidel looks at Che…)

FIDEL: You must be Che…

CHE: He’s handsomer then I am… I take my allegation back… 
FIDEL: The poplar has height… You are handsomer if you ask me…
(Fidel and Che shake hands sincerely…)

FIDEL: My brother Raúl…
HILDA: While shaking both of their hands…) Hilda…

MEXICAN: We already know each other… Welcome once again…

MARIA: You’re late… We were worried…

FIDEL: (As he is sitting down…) Batista’s men had covered the street corners again… It was fun to play puss-in-the-corner with them… But what good is it, we make our friends wait…
(They laugh…)

MEXICAN: What do you say for a shot of tequila? 

FIDEL: We’ve come in from the cold… Can I refuse an offer like that? What do you say Raul? 
RAUL: Yes, I am cold too… We need to warm up… Plus I am hungry… 

CHE: If our Minister of Internal Affairs sees fit, I am getting cold too…
HILDA: (Soften now…) Let it be little… Like half way of the glass… 

CHE: Thanks for even this Hilda…

(Mexican has prepared the shot-glasses, Maria serves. Hilda politely rejects hers…) 

FIDEL: (Gets up…) I raise my glass in a toast for a better lived world…
OTHERS: (As Hilda is also lifting her empty glass for a toast...) To health and success…

CHE: For the honor of Moncada’s hero!
MARIA: To Cuba’s liberation!

RAUL: To the freedom of South America’s people …

FIDEL: To the one whose fame is heard all over South America, to Che…
OTHERS: To Che!

(They sit down…)

FIDEL: Look here friends… There’s no reason to stretch the words… The reality is that, the peoples of South America must be freed from the claws of imperialism… (Others, especially Che is listening Fidel intently…) Certainly, the priority is my country… Because the conditions are suitable…  (Things he tells are represented in the background…) In Cuba people are living in mud-brick huts… In cities and rural areas, four hundred thousand families, in other words ninety percent of the population is struggling to live in extremely unhealthy conditions at these homes on top of each other with children covered with lice… Almost twenty five percent of our young girls and women are prostituting for a piece of bread… What’s more, tyrant named Batista is hitting on top of these people with his iron-fist so these facts cannot be changed… Majority of the population don’t even know how to read and write… Our youth and the nobles are in prisons, suffering from the pains of torture and every sort of cruel treatment… Our goal is to change all of these negativities… Our leaders are Bolivar and José Marti… Because we come from that tradition… 
CHE: How is this gonna work? 
FIDEL: (Determined) Of course our road is to fight with weapons…  Because, all of democratic insistences for our rights are close… We will get to Cuba with a yacht equipped for war and we’ll take-over the government… And we’ll change these sad realities which look like our destiny! We’ll either be free or we’ll die! And as soon as possible! The Soviet Union and China are our natural allies… 
CHE: Russian and Chinese people look a lot like our people… It is natural…
FIDEL: But we must not take USA against us… At least at this stage… Because Cuba’s overthrown president of republic Piro is helping us the most from Miami… Isn’t Batista our common enemy?
HILDA: Who are you gonna do this operation with? 

FIDEL: Our fighters are getting ready for this… With belief and determination… This is not a dream… Because the people are waiting to join us! There’s no problem there… We need a doctor…
CHE: I am in… With all my being…
FIDEL: Thank you Che…
CHE: I only have one condition… After the triumph of Cuba’s revelation, I will once again return to my traveling identity… 

MARIA: I knew Che would join us…

MEXICAN: It suits him well Maria…

HILDA: I too would like to participate in this operation…

FIDEL: (Chooses his words carefully not to offend her…) You would add strength comrade Hilda… But you will bring a baby to this World… You must do your motherhood duty now… Don’t get hurt… Don’t be offended… Because our actions cannot be waited… Turn-of-duty will come to you too…We will not be done only with the salvation of Cuba.
CHE: How?

FIDEL: (Takes out a match from the box and passes it to Che) Can you break this?

CHE: (Takes) Do you doubt it? (Breaks)

FIDEL: (This time he takes out a couple of matches and passes the bunch to Che) Can you try to break now?

(Che takes, tries to break but cannot break.)

FIDEL: The power unity of South American countries will reinforce our victory!

(Che gets up, goes next to Fidel… Fidel gets up too…) 

CHE: I am very happy to have met you…
FIDEL: Me too Che, me too…
(Che and Fidel embrace sincerely as if they had known each other for years… And they all start to sing together…)

CURTAIN

ACT TWO

X

(With Fidel Castro and Che Guevara leading the way, the guerilla-fighters are preparing quietly for the operation…

General Alberto Bayo is doing the training…

They are dancing and singing in whispering…)

GUERILLAS’ REVOLUTION SONG

We are all believers,

What’s more we’re determined!

We get over the hurdles!

We are all like bronze!

(The guerillas start wrestling…)

Doesn’t matter where it comes from,

We’re not afraid of death!

Because we know

Immortality awaits us!

(They are playing basketball and soccer…)

To get over the hurdles,

Our weapons are our security!

That tyrant named Batista,

Will soon be ruined!

(They are climbing the mountains…)
Hey Batista, Batista!

Enemy of the poor,

Tongs of the Capitalism,

The head executioner of the youth!

(Close combat tactics…)

Dog of imperialism,

The shame of Nazism,

USA’s tool stick,

We are coming soon!

(Weapon firing drills…)
May you never benefit from our island!

Drowning in the blood you shed,
You will pay!

Wait for us, we’re coming!

(Chorus:)

Their teacher is the Republican during the Spanish Civil War,

One of the generals of the Military, Alberto Bayo…

What’s that? Mexican police is arresting Fidel and Che…

CHE: (Writing a letter to his parents… He is pretty depressed…) I will either win with Fidel or I will die… From now on I can not evaluate my death as a loss… On the contrary, I will say just like the Turkish poet Nazım Hikmet has said:

“I will only take the pain of a half-finished song to the grave…”
I embrace you all….
(Chorus:)

Within a week apart, first they let Fidel go then Che…

XI

Eighty Two Fighters Hit The Road

(A yacht-ship named Grandma… The guerilla-fighters wearing olive-green uniforms…

Fidel is inspecting them all… Raúl, Che and his other friends next to him…

The fighters are carrying weapons, fuel, food and water to the ship…)

(Chorus:)

The capacity is obvious

It must be eighty two!

Yet they are eighty five!

Let Fidel find the solution!
Or will they prevent those three, whom they shot, from the journey?

CHE: (To Fidel, smiling) My weight is Seventy (One hundred fifty lbs. for U.S.A)… I guess I’ll be one of the eighty two…

(Fidel has already separated the three…)

Almost all are Cubans,

But not the four fighters,

Italian Gino Done,

Mexican Guillen,

Dominican Majias,

The other, Argentine Che!

(Grandma’s lights dim… Grandma starts to move…)

Either freedom or death!

Ghost ship is going!

CHE: (All of a sudden runs to his carrying case… Thumbs through it… He is sad and helpless…)
How can this be? I’ve forgotten my asthma medication…

OTHER DOCTOR: Thank God I have some things…

(As the three fighters are singing the song, “Guantanamera, guajira guantanamera”, Che has started to have his asthma attack already… In panic, the other Doctor comes…

The lights dim. When it comes back on, they are on the shore, walking on the lands of sugarcanes… Little airplanes above them are raining bullets… They get shot… Fidel is trying to gather his warriors… 
What’s happening is a total chaos… 

The one in charge starts to run-away, leaving the two trunks next to Che, which have bullets in one and medicine in the other…)
CHE: Come back, back!

(The man is lost out of sight…)

CHE: (Tries to get the two trunks… He can’t… To the audience) You see, revolutionist physician doesn’t mean anything now! I am at a point of making a decision just like Hamlet… Am I a physician or a revolutionist? Should I choose the trunk with the medicine or bullets? A conscience problem… The medication which helps people to live…. The bullets, to kill… With out a doubt, I must choose the bullets… (He tugs the bullet trunk under his left armpit… His gun in his other hand…)
(Raining of bullets starts again… Che’s been shot on top of his chest…)
FIDEL: We will never surrender! Never! Never! Because we’ve come to possess!

(Along with the animation… Later next to Che: First his secretary, then Cuban woman Aleida March, who will be his second wife, take their places…He must be able to give the audience the feeling that he has been in emotional relationship with this woman…)

(Chorus:)

(The operation/actions are animated in the back as a slow-motion film…)

They were like the mythological heroes

Who jumped out of the pages of history!
In a dawn, ten days after they hit the road,

They reached Algeria dil Piro…

And here they were attacked at four in the morning
Lost heavy casualties…

Che got wounded here for the first time…

Fidel assembled the general headquarters at La Plata…

From January seventeen to December thirty

Cities of Cabaiguan and Guayos were captured

Were taken with a successful attack from two fronts…

Che won the last area-battle against Batista in Santa Clara…
Fidel reached Santiago de Cuba…

Batista left the country…

(As the people toss their hats in the air.

Fidel, Che and their friends enter Havana, accompanied by marches and songs. 

Aleida March is next to Che again…)

XII

Minister of Industry Ernesto Che Guavera
(Che at the presidential office, examining and signing the documents in front of him… Door opens and Secretary Aleida enters…) 

ALEIDA: The American is here… (Sees him pause…) The one who was deported…
CHE: Let him in…

AMERICAN: (Enters… Smiling…) Good morning Mr. President…

CHE: (Gets up, shakes his hand…) Good morning… Please sit down…
(American sits down…)

CHE: Can I get you anything?
AMERICAN: Thank you Mr. President… Don’t let me take your precious time… Plus they say “the best visit is the shortest visit”…
CHE: Good… I like that…
AMERICAN: Your time is limited anyway… You’re working for your Country…

CHE: Thank you … Go ahead… I’m listening…

AMERICAN: You know it better than I do that there can never be room for bond of sentiment between the nations… The truth is mutual benefits… In the past my country United States of America and Cuba were not, could not be in a desired relationship as you’d know it better then I do… Whereas those conditions don’t exist anymore… Now you’re an independent country and trying to progress… Wisdom will prevail… We should forget the past and try to help each other… 
CHE: It is nice to hear all of these from you… Fidel will be happy when he hears these… We would want these too… But these would have meaning only if they can be put to use, not just in words… Do you have a concrete suggestion for this?
AMERICAN: Wouldn’t I? Of course… First of all we must prove our good intentions. It all starts with disclosing our good intentions… 
CHE: You are a greater nation… It befalls on you first… We too know the enmity will not bring any benefit to either country… Everyone should take care of their business, isn’t that right?
AMERICAN: Why are you deporting me?
CHE: Don’t you know it?
AMERICAN: I don’t… Mr. President… I don’t get it… How can this be?
CHE: Have you heard the name José Marti?
AMERICAN: How can I not? He is one of yours and South America’s greatest poets… I read his poems with pleasure… I enjoy him a lot…
CHE: I advice you to be a little bit more cautious… You must evaluate Marti’s independence side very good…
AMERICAN: To be honest, I didn’t understand the connection between my deportation and José Marti… 

CHE: That’s right… Because you can’t understand, you can not realize the reason why you’re being deported… Had you understood José Marti, you would’ve grasped the fact that we wouldn’t let anyone involve with our internal affairs… You should understand as a Nation, why we are particular in this regard… (Quietness..) Or you pretend not to understand…
ALEIDA: (Enters…) Mr. President… We need to make it to the airport… 
CHE: Thank you…
(Secretary Aleida exits…)

AMERICAN: I suggest you to change your decision about me… Because American government will not react too nicely to your decision... 
CHE: I don’t make these kinds of decisions by myself… It is a party decision, debated in length and breadth… Without a doubt your activities were disclosed one by one and were debated… CIA agents will never take over and do as they please in this country… Only your future activities would help this decision to be reviewed again… Is that understood?
AMERICAN: (Gets up…) I thank you for receiving me…  (Smiles, but with resentment…) I will never forget this… You will get a response for sure…

(Che gets up, shakes his hand… American exits…)  
XIII

Different Viewpoints Among The Leaders Is Inevitable

CHE: (Talking in Algerian radio) Today at the point we’ve come in the World, The United States of America and the Soviet Union have reached an agreement to divide and distribute our Globe… In that case, do we have any other way besides to unite and support each other as the third world Countries? 
CASTRO: (Upset, shouts…) Soviet Union condemned, condemned Cuba… Yet who is helping us besides them? I cannot allow an uncontrolled force… Nobody can say what they feel like… Even if that’s Che! 
(Chorus:)

Upon his return from Algeria, Fidel closed in a room for two days with Che…

Is it hard to figure out what they discussed?

(Fidel is speaking at the Parliament…)

CASTRO: Upon Che’s return from Algeria, we closed in a room for two days… He is my buddy, friend and comrade… (Shows the letters in his hand…) Che left three letters… One for me… I am reading the one he left for me, so you have knowledge… (Reads)
Fidel…

Other nations of the world summon my modest efforts of assistance. I can do that which is denied you due to your responsibility at head of Cuba, and the time has come for us to part. Let it be known that I do so with a mixture of joy and sorrow; here I leave the purest of my hopes as a builder and the dearest of those I hold dear… and I leave a people who accepted me as a son. 
That wounds a part of my spirit. On the new battlefields I will carry the faith that you inculcated in me, the revolutionary spirit of my people, the feeling that I am fulfilling the most sacred of duties: to fight against imperialism wherever one may be.. 
That if my final hour finds me under other skies, my last thought will be for this people and especially for you. That I am grateful for your teaching and your example, to which I shall try to be faithful up to the final consequences of my acts. That I have always been identified with the foreign policy of our revolution, and I continue to be. That wherever I may be, I will feel the responsibility of being a Cuban revolutionary, and shall behave as such. That I leave nothing material to my wife and children; I am happy it is that way. That I ask nothing for them, as the state will provide them with enough to live on and receive an education. … 

Ever on victory!

Homeland or death!
I embrace you with all the fervor of a revolutionary…





Che
(Castro folds the letter in his and with care and leaves it on the podium… Great silence…)

CASTRO: (Full of emotions… By supporting with his fist…)

Che! ge!...ve!...ra!... Che! ge!...ve!...ra!...

HOUSE REPRESENTATIVES: (They join in…) Che! ge!...ve!...ra!... Che! ge!...ve!...ra!...

(As if the heaven and earth reverberates…)

XIV

A Life Which Has Ended At The Age Of Thirty Nine In Bolivia

CHE: 
On more time
In between my legs

I feel the ribs

Of Don Quixote’s horse.

Once again a shield in the hand
I go out far and wide.

(Celia and Ernesto are reading the letter Che has written… 

Celia and Ernesto are old and worn-out…

In the meantime Che and his friends are walking in the background…)
CELIA: Dear elders… (They look at each other…)

I feel the ribs of Don Quixote’s horse Rocinante once again under my heels, shield in my arm, I go out far and wide. 

About almost ten years ago from today, I had written another goodbye-letter to you… As far as I can recall, I was getting distressed for not being a better soldier and a better doctor. The second one doesn’t concern me anymore, but I am not that bad as a soldier.
To become more knowledgeable did not change anything in my essence other than Marxism’s taking root in me purified me… For the people who are fighting for their freedom, I believe the only solution is to combat with weapons method.

And I am consistent in my beliefs.  Most will say “I am an adventurer” and I am, but in a different way and one who will lay down his skin to show the truths he believes in.
This time, there might be death at the end. I don’t ask for it, but realistic possibilities can bring me an end like that. If so, let this be the last embracement. 
I love you very much, but I couldn’t put my love into words. I was most harsh in my actions and I think sometimes you didn’t understand me.
Yet on the other hand, it was not easy to understand me.

At least just for today, believe me.

Now a pride which I’ve shone with an artistic pleasure will be the support for these skinny legs and tired lungs. I will succeed. 

Remember the little commander of the twentieth century from time to time.

I kiss Celia, Roberto, Juan Martin y Patotin, Beatrriz and you all.

Your stubborn son is hugging you enormously.  




Che

(Celia and Ernesto extend their hands to each other… 
Quietly tears are dropping from Ernesto’s eyes…)

XV

IS CHE’S LIFE ENDING OR STARTING OVER AGAIN?

(Chorus:)
Che shortened his hair,

Shaved his beard too,

Wearing a felt hat
He turned into a businessman

He’s in another identity
Flew to Mexico City,

Met with brave Tanya

At the Copacabana Hotel…

They will enter from two fronts
To the Bolivian hell.
They will persuade the villagers

Then start revolution!
CHE: (His voice from the loud-speaker…) October twelve nineteen sixty six… My hair is growing fast although it’s thin… Gray hair on my head on the other hand are turning yellow and decreasing… My beard is growing too… The way it’s going, I’ll be my old- self in less than two months…

RADIO… (Quite squeaking…) Villagers, don’t believe them… Because they will take over three out of four of your ox and one of your two homes… There are traitors among them from Cuba, Mexico and many other countries… And an Argentinean viper snake has taken the lead and trying to so-called occupy Bolivia…  They will never succeed at this… At least you be vigilant, leave them without food and water… Wait on our mighty military… Soon our iron-fist will land on top of their heads…
CHE: (His voice from the loud-speaker…) October thirteen… Today is Sunday…A few hunters passed close by our camp… Actually these are laborers… Young and single mountaineers… Perfect to get under the gun… Because they hate their masters…. We have started to dig a corridor to hide the things which can cause danger… We will try to cover it with branches and prevent it from dampness as much as possible… The corridor was dug immediately… Tunnel’s construction is starting… There’s no news from La Paz…
CHORUS: Today is February seventeen… My Hilda’s birthday…

CHE: February twenty six…We’ve continued our journey to reach Rio Grande… At the end we reached the river and walked on its bank about a kilometer (half a mile)… Later we were forced to climb the rocks… Benjamin, who was collapsing from exhaustion couldn’t deal with his backpack… After climbing roughly about fifty meters, he came to a slippery rock and fell into the water… The current was so strong, it swept him away. Rolando swam all the way to where Benjamin was but he was long vanished into the water…  

CHORUS: February twenty seven… The radiophone connection is still good… After a hard day of climbing rocks on the riverbank, we’ve reached Rosita… 
CHE: March Sixteen… We decided to cut the horse and eat it… Because we have no food left… 

CHORUS: March seventeen… Even though we haven’t started the fight yet, we lived a second tragedy… Carlos was caught in a whirlpool, we’ve lost him… 

CHE: March twenty eight… There are continuous reports in radio bulletins… According to these reports we’ve been surrounded by two thousand men within the diameter of 120 kilometers … 
CHORUS: April general assessment. Even though we’ve been strolling in the mountains, not being able to establish a connection with Joaquin is terrible… 
CHE: Month of June general assessment… The affects of the farmers not joining in our movement continues to show its impact… 

CHORUS: Month of July general assessment… We still can’t establish a connection with outside and Joaquin… Though hopeful developments continue in some of the acquainted elderly farmers’ greeting us, the other farmers’ hesitation toward us is obvious … 
CHE: Month of August general assessment… Without a doubt, the worst month… We still have no connection with anyone… We still couldn’t get any of the villagers to join us… Our legacy is dying as much as our morale … Our medicine and all supplies are almost gone…
CHORUS: Month of September general assessment…Actually this month was to be our time to regroup…  But death of Julio, Miguel and Coco messed-up everything… We lost Leon too… It’ll be great if the asthma attacks don’t start… The military increased its activity… The mass of farmers on the other hand don’t help us at all… Plus they snitch… The thing to do is, to get out of here as soon as possible and find a safer place… 
CHE: October seven… Today is exactly 11 months since we started the fight…

(Che and his friends come, they encamp…)
(Men, women villagers…) Even with their careless and bad dress, the women are with felt hats on their heads, they stare at Che and his friends with a little fear…)
CHE: Do you know me?

A VILLAGER WOMAN: (Hesitant..) You are Che…

OTHER WOMEN: Che… Che…

ONE OF THE MEN: You’re doctor… But…

CHE: But what? Are you afraid of me? Tell me, don’t be afraid… We came here for you… So you can start a better life…

ANOTHER ONE OF THE MEN: Che…

CHE: We must fill our stomach… We want a calf from you… Plus water… (To the one next to him…) Pay whatever its worth… Now, right away… (Takes the money which the man pulls out and extends…) Take it… Why aren’t you taking it? (He slips the money in to a woman’s hand…) All the things being said about us are lies…
(The woman takes the money… The others also start leaving reluctantly…) 

They’ve been watching Che and his friends from afar…

All of a sudden the shots go off…

As if shots are being fired upon them from everywhere…

They couldn’t even understand what’s happening…

Most of Che’s friends are shot…

Some wounded… They are dying in agony…

A few succeed to escape… 

Che lying on the ground, firing wherever he can…

The riffle must have been out of bullets, so he pulls out his gun…

The gun jammed… Throws the gun from his hand…

Silence…

Under the villagers’ confused and scared looks, first the heads of the soldiers with their weapons in their hands appear from everywhere… The soldiers move in tensely… They kill the wounded immediately…Two soldiers anxiously approach next to Che… The soldier, who sees that he is alive, gets ready to shoot…
OTHER SOLDIER: Hold it! This is Che…

(Upon that warning, the soldier fires and shoots Che from his legs… Then they come by next to him… They grab him from his arms and lift him up… Two other guerillas have been caught…)
SERGEANT: (Comes…) Take him to the school…
(With the other two in another classroom, they shove Che in a classroom by himself. A blackboard straight ahead… 

They empty the middle… They place a chair right in the middle… They make Che, whose hands they tied, sit on this chair … They haven’t even wrapped his wounded legs… Villagers, including both men and women, come quietly and watch Che…

The lights dim…

When lights come on again, Che continues to sit on a chair with his hands tied and blood is leaking from his legs… 
The Army Sergeant next to the door, standing up, drinking…

Sound of a helicopter is heard…

The sound is getting closer…

The villager women, men and the soldiers are looking up…

The helicopter must have landed, so everyone heads toward there…

A little later, first Colonel and the American are seen behind him…
The American and Colonel enter the classroom directly…

Che and the American come eye to eye…)
COLONEL: Yes… This is the viper snake…

AMERICAN: Did you remember me?

CHE: I remembered…

AMERICAN: Good… (Approaches him… Spits on Che’s face…) I hate José Marti! I loathe him too, just like I loathe you…

CHE: We knew it back then…

AMERICAN: Do you regret to deport me?

CHE: Now I see clearer how right we were… You dirty, low-life CIA agent… You, the executioner of the oppressed people, you! 

COLONEL: (He rapidly rushes onto him, spits at his face…) You, the viper snake, you!
(Che spits on his face too…)

AMERICAN: Let’s get out of here my commander…

(They go out… With his hand the American signals at the Army Sergeant, who is waiting by the door, to shoot/kill Che… 

American signals another to kill the other two…

As the Army Sergeant enters the classroom of Che and the other enters for the two who are unseen, the Colonel and the American walk ahead and wait…
Che and the Army Sergeant come eye to eye…

The Army Sergeant pulls out his gun… Doesn’t shoot Che…

Sounds of gun fire come from the other classroom… It appears that they’ve been killed…)

CHE: Shoot! C’mon shoot, c’mon!
(The Army Sergeant goes out…)

AMERICAN: (Gets mad at the Army Sergeant) Why! Why!
COLONEL: (To the Army Sergeant) It is the orders of our Minister of State Rene Barientos! 

(The Army Sergeant enters in again… He points his gun at Che…

The lights go dark all of a sudden…

A couple of gun shots heard…

When the lights come back on, Che’s killed state is reflected on a big-screen across the stage …

And the one laying on the stage is Che…

This giant picture will stay until the end of the play, with the exception of one change…)

(Chorus:)
The corpse of Comandante Ernesto Che Guevara, was exposed for days as if a prey spoil…
What is worst, in order to create an effect of deterrent and scary propaganda, against all the traditions, he was buried without his eyes closed…

XVI

Che’s Letter to His Children

(His children… Che’s letter is in the hands of his oldest daughter Hilda…)

HILDA: (Reads the letter…) My dear children Hilda, Aleida, Camilo, Celia and Ernesto…

If you need to read this letter, it is because I cannot be in your midst… 

You will hardly remember me, especially the youngest one will not remember at all.

Your daddy was a man who acted as he thought and was absolutely committed to his beliefs… 
You must know that, I went faraway to do whatever I could to fight against our enemies and because of this I had to stay faraway from you most of the time. This is nothing big but I am doing something. I believe, just as I am proud of you, you can be proud of your father all the time. 

You must work very hard to be one of the best in your schools.

I wasn’t like that when I was your age. I was in a different society where men were enemies of other man.

Whereas now you have the privilege of living in another era.
Grow up to be a good revolutionist. Try to learn the technique which makes it possible to sovereign the nature. Don’t ever forget the fact that revolution is important and we have no value by our selves. 
And first and foremost, wherever part of the World there is whatever injustice is being done to whomever, feel it in the most deeper part of your heart and always. This is the best attribute of a revolutionist. 

My darlings, I kiss you huge enough to cover all the time we won’t see each other and I embrace you very tight…



                                                                                 Your father

(His daughter Hilda and others, altogether:)
LAMENT TO CHE

Our dark-eyebrowd, dark-eyed,

Our father, our dear.

He’s gone forever, doesn’t return,

Our father, our dear.

He never thought of himself,
Our father, our dear.

He was the love of the poor,

Our father, our dear.

Love of the women,

Darling of the revolution,

He got on his horse and left,

Our father, our dear.

He is now a legend,

Our father, our dear.

Will be heard generation after generation

Our father, our dear!

(Picture of killed Che on the screen across has been turned to a living picture of Che…)

XVII
Oh Capitalism Oh!

(A shop… Che t-shirts, Che souvenirs, Che coffee-mugs, poster and pictures… Even little Che statues… The salesman is making sale to customers…)

(Chorus:)

You capitalist system!

What a low-life system you are!

Che is a commercial item now!

Even though he opposes you!

Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?

Did even the veil on your face tear?

At the bazaars, at the stores,

You market even Che!

You empty out your gut,

By taking refuge in nostalgia!

You capitalist system!

What a low-life system you are!
LAST ACT

(Three fathers waiting for their children to be born… The more the number of fathers, the better…)

People:

Hello!

In a short while a baby

Will welcome to the World!
Will announce with a scream

Hellos to us all!

Chorus:

Come on baby come on now,

Let your scream out, don’t wait!

Is it a girl or is it a boy?

Can a heart bear this?

(Silence continues… Sound of a scream is heard… A Nurse comes with a baby in her hands… Extends it to one of the fathers…)
People:

WELCOME TO OUR WORLD

Welcome to our world

You’ve brought delight to us!
Whereas you came unwanted

Did you find our world pleasant?

                                                       THE END
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