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Minnie 

  

 Put the papers over there in the corner, Wilfredo. Nobody around yet. 

You want to eat first? I got to get things ready. (Getting to work.) Take these 

forks and knives. No, don’t put your fingers on them. (Setting table.) The 

knives go here and the forks, there, see, like this. Wilfredo, when you work in 

a place as long as I have- well, forty years is a long time, it’s like the place is 

yours- you begin to wonder what it would be like if this place belonged to 

you. (Looking around.) It’s mine. This place is Minnie Salcedo’s! (Pause, 

coming out of her dream.) Give me the salt shakers. (Back in her dream.) Not 

the land that this place is on, but the land too and the things on top of the land. 

(Pause.) Anda mujer, stop daydreaming! What belongs to you? You’ve got 

two grown-up sons, an ex-husband you haven’t seen in years, and rented 

trailer. (Pause.)Do you know, Wilfredo, all my dad’s land is gone. (Pause.) 

My brother Seferino gave it to his son who lives in Connecticut and he sold it. 

I tried to explain it to the boy. I said, you don’t understand, your grandfather 

got this from a grant, venimos de España, mijo, and this was given to us. 

You’re going away, but someday you’ll want to come back, and it’ll be gone. 

What did the wildflowers mean to him, and the unplowed fields? Nothing but 

work, work! (With anger.) I know work, I understand it! (Pause.) Minnie’s 

café. La Minnie’s. (Pause). Coffee pots okay, cream and sugars, filters, that 

doughnut okay? Wilfredo, you want some water, I mean . . . milk? (Pause.) 

Now I have the money to buy something. (Reading the racing form.) Golden 

opportunity, five to one . . . (Pause, thinking.) I’ve been here forty years. 

Before you were born.  
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