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In years gone by, she has been strikingly beautiful. But, 
ennileu and hungy, Maria had peddled her beauty to the highest 

[id,, Today, e walked the streets. B veil over her head, her 
e,ws downcast. She was called “The Cat” by the fiercer tongues and 
smplv ‘‘‘IIIhat Woman” by the more charitable ones. The mea still 
called her Maria and some even sought her favour in a town where 
a man was stab6ed for as much BE lookin at anoiher’s wife, where 
a woman was an outcast of her own sen if, like Maria, she lowered 
herself. 

Maria stood in the deserted street watcbing Augustin str% the 
iron, following with her eyes his masswe arm rythmicdy swm mg 
the hammer slowly shaping the formless metal into sometfbg 
beautiful. She alone s w  some good in Agustin. She wuld not say 
what, but it was there, hidden under the mugh, cynical enterior of 
the man. Suddenly Au tin looked a t  Maria, his black e es 
t a k q  swift inventory off$, of her left hand that held her veifin 
place. His eyes were sunken hut not enough to hide the mld ac- 
quisitive gleam that shone from the darkness. 

Can’t a man work in peace 
without the likes of you hovering around?” 

‘What are you doing there? 

Maria felt uneasy and started to move away. 

“You. Come over here,” yelled Augustin after her. “Well? 
Where is it? Hand it O V ~ L ’ ’  he added once Maria stmd in fronl 
of him. 

‘‘I haven’t got it. I can’t pay you back yet.” 

“Good1 I‘ll just p t  a better profit from you.” Agustin 
became almost gentle. 

Maria shied away from him. 

“Well! You getting squeamish now? I thought kissing men 
was your pmfession.” 

Maria turned her dear gaze a t  him, pnt her small hand on his 
cheek and walked away. 

She walked quickly trying to draw away fmm the obscenety of 
A g u s t i n ’ s y  gaze. Once around the mrner she felt free and 
tmk her ow, selfeffacting stride. 

She came to Jose’s carpenter shop and took a childish pleasure 
in the p i a s  of wmd and shavings on the floor. Jo- would let her 
come in and m u m  herself with the scraps of his work. Maria 
could sit on a stool handling the little blacks and looking at JOY, a 

gentle, unpretentious man, and be happy for a day. 

In the meanbme give m e  a kiu.” 
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‘What about the cat?” 

“It always hangs around Jose, even at night. But he does not 

Parual was silent. He scratched his head, completely at a loss 

“Do you realize what you have said?” he asked her. 

“Yes, I do. But ou have not to worry. If Jose can’t do it, 
Agustin can”. Meria i a d  s oken quick1 unabashed1 , tr$ng not 
to let the words sink too suidenly mto &mal‘s &pE mmd. 

She looked at him with clear, unwavering eyes that plainly said 
she was speaking the truth. 

“He knows the lines,” she continued, “He always wanted the 
part, so , . . Trouble is, who will be Judas?” 

‘That’s the least of my worries,” cried Pascud, by now com- 
plete master of the situation. 

Running back to the hkcksmith’s shop, Maria collided with 
Salome. 

“Jose is sick,” she panted, “Agustin will be . . . . Jesus.” 
Salorne stared a t  her still running u the hill. This was news 

and no one muld spread it better than S a k k l  She would give that 
old miscreant Pascud a piece of her mind for choosing that vassal of 
Satan, Agustin, for such an exalted role. First she had to take time 
off to be thoroughly shocked and to work herself into a holy rage. 
This done she marched off to the piazza and Pascual, Glling up her 
ranks w i d  outraged women on the way and pre aring an attack en 
masse on the unfortunate man who,’ hlissfulb ignorant of the 
impending assult was putting the Gnishing touches to the stage. 

Meanwhile, ;hen Agustin received the news of his being chosen 
for the part he knew he was faced with a situation almost impossible 2 mr with. He was rough, cynical, uncouth in his manners. 

ow e had to make a decision, change his personality even, and 
that was not to his liking. He did not have the confidence Maria 
had in him. 

like it to be in the room ifhe is sick and 80 he closes the door.” 

what to do or think. 

“They want me?” he asked. 

“Yes, Don Agustin. I told them you knew the lines.” 

‘You did, did you?” 

ou do know them?” she inquired ner~ondy. 
stine nodded. 

“Tonight we will practice Don Agustin for tomorrow is Good 
Friday. W e  perform tomorrdw for the &Le and after we will go 
to Mass. You too.” 



g y l  actor,” she began in 
t you re an ass. You don’t 
and th i s . .  . this. .  . d, he 
alone play Jesus.” 

.gause,, &ria, who had retreated to a 
ome s outburst, emerged dowly, very 

in scowled at the departing woman. 
t to another trying to calm his nerves. 
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“The play is lost,” moaned Pascual. “For the first time in 

A entle wind swished through the trees. A lonely man stwd in 

”Tomormw it will be empty. Empty.” His voice sounded 

A light tap OD the shoulder made h b  tvrn abruptly. 

“Agustin, is it you?” 
“Pascual,” said a man’s voice, ‘‘I will be here tomorrow.” 
A tin turned and disappeared among the shadows while 

“Tomorrow you will come to life,” he exclaimed to the stage, 

twenty years there will be no play.” 

front 07 a dark stape, thinking. 

strange, choked by sobs. “Empty.” 

Pascuaf%t a wave of enhiliration run through his veins. 

“Tomorrow. On Goad Friday.” 

I1 

Preparations for the play were not carried out with the usual 
deferance manifested by the actors towards the principal pla er 
k s t i n  was he1 d into his long flowing mbe and made up to l%& 
as close as pas& to their conception of Jesus. The small beard 
was already there. The eyes, Agustin’s cold hard eyes, -re ac- 
centuated hy a more disturbing eapression than before. Agustin 
himself was uneasy, and kept walking back and forth like a caged 
lion. 

”Go now,” said M a d s  voice behind him. 

Agustin step ed on the stage and WYBS a t  first dazzled by the 

“Go ” whis red Maria from the wings, “Your first words are, 

Agustin sat on the small elevateion in the center of the stage. 

“Blessed are the peace makers. . . .” He turned to Pascual 
for the first time the words had meaning to him. “Blessed are 

you, when men revile you, and persecute you, and speak all 
manner of evil against you . . . .” He stop ed He thought of 
Maria. He thought of Salome, of the way &e had spoken the 
previous day. 

Agustin took an exceedingly long time to finish. He spoke 
with his eyes staring ahead of him, expressionless, vacant. 

The rest of the play went on smoothly. There were no mis- 
haps. But it did,not move the audience. Something was missing, 
something essential, spmethinq that would stir the p p l e  to at- 
tention, assault their nnaginatmn. The play was nearing its end 
and that “something” had not appeared. 

lights. He sense$ a feeling of hostility in the audience. 

“ ~ ~ e s s e i  are t E  poor in spirit . . .II 



Pay attentmnl You go on now” 

ded, a lot of shocked expressions, exclamatmns of 

is the one who had th 
the actor, unaware of the 
Agustin had made on &he 

over Maw. HIS eyes suddenly blazed to hfe. 
intense emdton 

on her head very gently 

her eyes riveted OB the s m h g  Face of 
t time she had seen him smile. 

ut I will remember you Agustin.” 

left the stage, her hands over her faM, her 

o said Agustm was fit only to shoe horses?’ 
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"I did," hissed another behind her. 

"Then you are a liar and a blind one at that. Just you look 
there," +e motioned to the stage where Agustin was magestically 
disappearlng into the wings. 

111 
I t  was a strange Jesus that the villagers were seeing. On the 

c m s  was not a man such as popukr piety pictures the Saviour. 
A tin was a huge man. His outstretched arms seemed almost as 
tb% as the arms of the ems, his legs, like two do& pillars, stmd 
had against the wood. His chest heaved a t  each breath. He was 
a man to admire and to fear. Up there on the cmss his whole body 
breathed forth the +-lean strength that wm in him. 

"My God, my God, Why Hast Thou forsaken Me?' 
His voice thundered thmugh the night like the bellowing of a 

Agustin bowed his head. He do& his eyes and then, suddenly, 
wounded hull. 

he snapped to agonilad attention. 
"Father, into Tby hands I commend my Spirlt!" 
al of thunder crashed and mechaed through the valley and 

hills filp the air with a rolling to-t of sound. A &ash of lightn- 
;.S 3 the night, ripping the darkness. 

The curtain hid fmm view this new 
Christ u p n  the cmas. A woman wept softly in B dark CD-. 

A 

It was all over now. 

-RICHARD PATTEE, €4 

THE STRANGER 


