MAN OF LA MANCHA  (Death Scene)

(I combined characters.)

CHARACTERS

Alonso Quijana/Don Quixote

Aldonza/Dulcinea

Antonia, his niece

Sancho, his servant

(Sancho is hovering over Don Quixote, who is in bed, dying.)

DON QUIXOTE  You’re a fat little bag stuffed with proverbs.

SANCHO Yes, Your Grace.  Well, as I was saying – 

ANTONIA (running to Quixote)  Uncle!

DON QUIXOTE  My dear... Good morning... or is it evening?

ANTONIA How do you feel, Uncle?

DON QUIXOTE  Not well, my niece.  Sancho?

SANCHO Here beside you.

DON QUIXOTE I should like to make a will.

SANCHO  Of course.

ANTONIA (Anxiously, as Don Quixote closes his eyes and is silent)  Uncle ... ?

DON QUIXOTE (Faintly) Forgive me, my dear.  When I close my eyes I see a pale horse... and he beckons me – mount.

ANTONIA  No, Uncle.  You will get well!

DON QUIXOTE  (Smiling) Why should a man get well when he is dying?  It’s such a waste of good health.  (With a feeble gesture.)  Come closer, my friends.  (They come to the bedside.)  In my illness I dreamed so strangely... Oh, such dreams!  It seemed I was a... no... I dare not tell you lest you think me mad.

ANTONIA  Put them from your mind!

DON QUIXOTE (Deeply weary) They are gone, my dear... nor do I know what they meant.  Sancho?

SANCHO  Speak, my friend, and I shall write.

DON QUIXOTE  I, Alonso Quijana... with one foot in the stirrup and the agony of death already upon me...

(As Sancho writes, from the front of the house the thudding of the doorknocker is heard.)

ANTONIA  (To Sancho)  Don’t let them admit anyone. (Sancho is powerless to do anything about it, and just keeps writing.  Antonia is restless and upset.)

DON QUIXOTE ...do hereby make the following disposition of my estate.  The bulk I bequeath to my beloved niece, Antonia Quijana... (From off comes a racket of voices in vehement argument.) – with the exception of certain personal bequests which are as follows – (ALDONZA storms in)
(Overlapping.)

ANTONIA  What is this?  You cannot!  (To Sancho) It’s that slut from the Inn!

ALDONZA Get out of my way, you hag – I’ll tear you’re eyes out!

ANTONIA  Get out of here!

ALDONZA Not before I see him!

ANTONIA  I’m warning you – go quietly or I’ll – 

DON QUIXOTE (Voice weak but commanding) Let be.

ANTONIA But Uncle!

DON QUIXOTE  In my house there will be courtesy!  (ANTONIA reluctantly steps aside.)  Come closer, girl.  (ALDONZA approaches.)  Now.  What is it you wish?

ALDONZA (Incredulously) Don’t you know me?

DON QUIXOTE (Puzzled)  Should I?

ALDONZA  I am Aldonza!

DON QUIXOTE (Blankly)  I am sorry.  I do not recall anyone of that name.

ALDONZA (Looks about wildly.  Sees SANCHO.  Points to him)  He knows!  (SANCHO steps forward as if to speak, but ultimately shrugs and closes his mouth, feebly.)  Please, my lord!

DON QUIXOTE (Curiously) Why do you say “my lord?”  I am not a lord.

ALDONZA  You are my lord, Don Quixote!  (The others react, then hold very still.)

DON QUIXOTE  Don Quixote.  (Rubs his forehead, troubled.)  You must forgive me.  I have been ill... I am confused by shadows.  It is possible I knew you once, but I do not remember.  

(ALDONZA is stunned.  She turns to go, but she stops suddenly, and in a rush comes back and flings herself to her knees beside the bed)

ALDONZA  Please! Try to remember.

DON QUIXOTE (With helpless compassion) Is it so important?

ALDONZA (Anguished) Everything.  My whole life.  You spoke to me and everything was – different!

DON QUIXOTE  I... spoke to you?

ALDONZA  And you looked at me!  And you called me by another name!  (She sings, pleadingly)

Dulcinea...  Dulcinea.. Once you found a girl and called her Dulcinea,

When you spoke the name an angel seemed to whisper – Dulcinea... Dulcinea...

(SANCHO takes her by the arm, leads her toward the door but she resists, holding back to sing)
Dulcinea... Dulcinea... Won’t you please bring back the dream of Dulcinea...

Won’t you bring me back the bright and shining glory Of Dulcinea... Dulcinea...

ANTONIA  I’m afraid I must insist—

DON QUIXOTE  Let be!  (Disturbed, mind stirring) Then perhaps... it was not a dream...

ALDONZA You spoke of a dream.  And about the Quest!

DON QUIXOTE  The words.  Tell me the words!

ALDONZA (Speaking to music)  “To dream the impossible dream...”

But they’re your own words!  “To fight the unbeatable foe...”

Don’t you remember?  “To bear with unbearable sorrow...”

You must remember!  “To run where the brave dare not go—“

DON QUIXOTE (Remembering, speaks, then sings)
To right the unrightable wrong

ALDONZA (A whisper) Yes...

DON QUIXOTE  To love, pure and chaste, from afar,

ALDONZA Yes...

DON QUIXOTE  To try, when your arms are too weary, To reach the unreachable star!

ALDONZA (Seizing his hand, kisses it) Thanks you, my lord!

DON QUIXOTE  But this is not seemly, my lady.  On thy knees?  To me?

ALDONZA (In protest as he tries to rise) My lord, you are not well!

DON QUIXOTE (Growing in power)  Not well?  What is sickness to the body of a knight-errant?  What matter wounds?  For each time he falls he shall rise again – and woe to the wicked!  (A lusty bellow)  Sancho!

SANCHO  Here, your Grace!

DON QUIXOTE  My armor!  My sword!

SANCHO  (Delightedly, clapping his hands)  More misadventures!

DON QUIXOTE  Adventures, old friend!  (Rising from the bed, and as ALDONZA and SANCHO support him on either side, he sings)

Oh the trumpets of glory now call me to ride, Yes, the trumpets are calling to me

And wherever I ride, every staunch at my side, My squire and my lady shall be – 

I am I, Don Quixote—

DON QUIXOTE, ALDONZA, and SANCHO

The Lord of LaMancha Our destiny calls and we go!

And the wild winds of fortune shall carry us onward

Oh, withersoever... (DON QUIXOTE falters)
ALDONZA (A cry of apprehension) My lord--!

SANCHO  Master--!

DON QUIXOTE (Reassuring them, sings on)
Withersoever they blow, Onward to glory – (A sudden cry. A whisper)

I... go... (He crumples to the floor)

ANTONIA  Uncle!

(SANCHO bends over and places his ear to QUIXOTE’s heart, then rises, crosses himself, and foes to ANTONIA, who is weeping softly.)
SANCHO  (Stunned, pathetically) He is dead.  My master is dead.

ALDONZA (Quietly) A man died.  He seemed a good man, but I did not know him.

SANCHO  But—

ALDONZA Don Quixote is not dead.  Believe, Sancho.  Believe.

SANCHO (In confused hope) Aldonza?

ALDONZA (Gently) My name is Dulcinea.

(Lights Fade)

