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Prologue 
 

Soy Marisol. 

Soy Rosario. 

Soy Gabrielito. 

We will tell you our story, 

A story of murder,  

A story of fear,  

A story of courage and resurrection, 

A story of deep hatred and profound love. 

If our story changes the heart of one person, 

Then it’s worth telling. 

Dreams have no borders. 

Love has no boundaries. 
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I. Dreams Have No Borders 
Marisol, Rosario 

ROSARIO and MARISOL: 

Dreams have no borders. 

 Los sueños no tienen fronteras. 

Born of secret whispers,  

 Nacen de velados secretos. 

They grow full of hope, 

 Crecen plenos de esperanza, 

Cherished like marigold petals, 

 Preciosos como pétalos de cempasúchil, 

Blessed by the sun, 

 Bendecidos por el sol. 

Dreams of my heart,  

 Sueños de mi corazón, 

Take flight, 

 Levanten el vuelo, 

Carry me on hummingbird wings, 

 Llévenme en las alas de los colibríes, 

Fleeting apparitions of an iridescent future. 

 Pasajeras apariciones de un futuro iridiscente. 

ROSARIO: 

Marisol, my sister, soar on the wings of your dreams, 

And come to me, to the safety of my embrace, 

That I might blossom again in your smile, 

And bathe your loneliness in the comfort of my heart. 
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MARISOL: 

Rosario, dear sister, 

I fly away from the land of sorrow and strife, 

Cloaked in marigold petals, 

Disguised by the shimmering rays of the sun, 

I fly over jungles and mountains, 

Over the thirsty soil of the desert, 

Over canyons and ravines, 

Over the cactus thorns, 

And over the fractured land that keeps us apart. 

 

MARISOL and ROSARIO: 

Dreams have no borders, 

They rise above fences, 

They rise above walls, 

They rise above barbed wire, 

They fly with hummingbird feathers, 

Carried by the winds of change. 

They rise over the horizon, 

Where the sky touches the earth, 

And whispers become songs, 

And longings are fulfilled in our embrace.  
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II. María de la Soledad 
Marisol 

María de la Soledad, 

Nuestra santa madre, 

I am a lonely widow. 

 

They took him before the sun rose in the sky, 

When our child was at my breast. 

You, who know loneliness, 

Look upon me with compassion. 

The smell of death is all around us. 

The sound of war is in our streets. 

My son cries, and I tremble. 

 

Each Sunday, with the ringing of the church bells, 

Those scorpions came to us for their dues, time after time. 

When we had nothing more to give, 

They came for my husband. 

Those poisonous beasts wanted his soul, 

And when he refused their drug trade, 

They took him. 

 

María de la Soledad, 

Nuestra santa Madre, 

They took him before the sun rose in the sky, 
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While our child was at my breast, 

And I cried and I waited, 

And I cried and I waited, 

Y lloré mientras lo esperaba. 

In the darkness of the night, 

They returned him, 

His wrists tied up, 

His skin marked with blood, 

His clothes caked in dirt. 

Lifeless. 

And the police refused to help. 

 

Madre Lagrimosa, 

Santa María, 

Cover his body with marigold blossoms. 

The Day of the Dead has come early for us. 

I cry, and my child trembles. 

I am alone, a widow. 

Tomorrow, or the day after, 

The scorpions will crawl back, they say, 

And claim me and my son, they say, 

And claim us for their own. 

 

Señora de la Soledad, 

Nuestra santa madre, 

Hide us under your mantle of roses. 
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Shroud us with your tears, 

That we may become invisible 

As we walk into the darkness of the night. 

 

I am a pilgrim in my own country, 

Fleeting toward the horizon, 

Where the sky touches the earth, 

And dreams fly over walls and fences. 

 

Rosario, dear sister, 

I come to you, 

I am a lonely widow 

With my baby suckling at my breast, 

And my tears hidden in a basket of hopes.  
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III. La Ofrenda 
Rosario 

My children are sleeping, 

My husband is in the Siskiyou Mountains, planting trees, 

And I think of you, Marisol. 

Wrap your baby in your rebozo, 

Fasten it around your chest, 

And leave swiftly, 

Away from the violence of brutal men. 
 

Your husband had a friend at the border. 

A man of many faces and one mind. Follow him. 

The coyotes know the way through the canyons, deserts, and dark tunnels.  

Follow him. 
 

Hermana que siempre estás en mi corazón. 

My children are sleeping, and my house is quiet, 

But my heart shakes with fear for you. 

I feel your sorrow, and I weep. 

I grieve for the land we have lost forever, 

The home we will never see again. 
 

El día de muertos has come early for us, 

And I prepare the altar for your husband’s soul. 

Take heart, la Virgen de Guadalupe holds him close. 

He is protected by our ancestors and by the sacred dances of our grandfather. 
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I covered his altar with a cloth of white lace  

And hung purple and gold cutouts of papel picado. 

I lit copal incense to soothe him with sweet aromas, 

And my offering of salt and water 

Will cleanse him of the suffering of his death. 
 

May the path of marigold petals guide him to my ofrenda. 

The candles burn bright to illumine his way. 

I baked braids of golden bread, 

Draped fruits on the white cloth, 

And spread corn on the altar to give him sustenance.  
 

Sister of my heart, 

Do not trouble yourself for the soul of your husband. 

I placed red gladiolas on the ofrenda to give him fortitude, 

And white lilies to restore him to the purity of his soul. 

Marisol, hermanita mía, 

You are not alone.  

I am with you always. 

Give me your grief,  

And I will give you my strength.  

Dame tu dolor, y te daré mi fuerza. 
 

The children are sleeping, 

My husband’s in the Siskiyou Mountains planting trees, 

And I am here, 

Burning incense and lighting candles, 
Waiting to hold you safe in my arms.  
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IV. Escape 
Marisol, Rosario, Gabrielito 

MARISOL: 

I am a woman walking alone, 

Carrying my baby in my rebozo. 

The scorpions were lurking around the bus station, 

Ready to grab me, to sell me as a slave 

Into a lurid life. 

I’d rather die, 

I’d rather die. 

Prefiero morir, 

Prefiero morir. 

I hid in the darkness of the pre-dawn, 

And slid away. 

I walked for hours to the furthest station, 

Stopping only to give my baby milk. 

Those men have eyes everywhere, 

Esos hombres tienen ojos por todas partes, 

And I fear they will find me. 

ROSARIO: 

Hermanita mía 

Nuestra Señora de Guadalupe holds you under her manto. 

May you be safe and protected,  

Respected and loved. 
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MARISOL: 

For three days, I was on the bus. 

When we arrived in Nogales, 

A child I’d never seen before called me by name 

And told me to follow him. 

How did he know my name? 

How did he recognize me? 

He took me to the coyote,  

And the coyote brought me to a room of strangers 

With eyes full of fear, 

Men, women, and children, 

Hiding in the silence of the unknown. 

ROSARIO: 

Hermanita mía, 

La Virgen de la Guadalupe looks upon you with compassion. 

May you be safe and protected,  

Respected and loved. 

MARISOL: 

By day, we looked at each other without words. 

At night, I hid my baby under my rebozo. 

My tired eyes closed 

Into a dreamless languor.  

A hand slithered under the folds of my rebozo… 

I jumped! 
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ROSARIO: 

Grandfather shakes his sacred rattles, 

His quetzal feathers sway.  

MARISOL and ROSARIO: 

M: I suffocated a scream in my throat. 

R: May you be safe and protected,  

Respected and loved. 

M: I suffocated a scream in my throat. 

ROSARIO: 

Grandfather stamps his feet, and the ground rumbles. 

MARISOL: 

I suffocated a scream. 

A young man stood up,  

Unfastened his belt,  

And swung it like a whip. 

GABRIELITO: 

Soy Gabrielito. 

Get back! Any cabrón who tries to touch her will answer to me. 

Get back, I said. 

Get back! 

ROSARIO: 

Nuestra Señora is sending an angel to protect my sister and her child. 

GABRIELITO: 

Get back! 

ROSARIO: 

Grandfather has brought her a warrior to keep her safe. 
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MARISOL, ROSARIO, GABRIELITO: 

M: He told them all he was my brother.  

G: This is my sister. Get back! 

R: A warrior... 

MARISOL: 

He cracked his belt like a whip, 

And everyone was silent. 

I lowered my eyes,  

And prayed, 

And my heart was full of gratitude. 

 

ROSARIO, MARISOL, GABRIELITO: 

May we all be safe and protected, respected and loved. 

May our dreams shimmer like raindrops in the sun,  

Through the shadows of fears, and the dangers of our journey. 

May the power of our ancestors keep our path clear and our hearts brave. 
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V. Soy Gabrielito 
Gabrielito 

Soy Gabrielito. 

Honduras was my home. 

I come from the Valley of the Aguán River, 

A land of tropical forests, 

Where the emerald hummingbird feeds on the nectar of the cactus flowers, 

And iguanas bask on the rocks, heated by the sun. 

My people say that the spirits of the Ancestors who came before 

Still live in the water 

With the spirits of the girls who are yet to come. 

They say the spirits of the boys who are yet to come 

Live in the soil of the forest. 

But the forest was set on fire, 

And the water of the river has been poisoned. 

When all the trees had fallen, 

And all the creatures of the forest had run away, 

They came with their guards and their machine guns, 

 And planted row after row of oil palm trees. 

 

But it wasn’t enough for the landowner. 

He took my family’s farm by force, 

And we were left with nothing. 

When my father didn’t come home, 

My compañeros and I went to look for him. 
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I found him in a shallow grave at the edge of the plantation, 

A plantation covered with blood. 

My older sister fought back, and she disappeared. 

“The pain of one woman is the pain of all women (in the world),” 

My mother told me, 

El dolor de una mujer es el mismo de la otra. 

And with other mothers, she built up the courage to take to the streets, 

In search of los desaparecidos, the disappeared ones. 

I walked the streets with her, searching for a sister I’d never find. 

 

Soy Gabrielito. 

I was 14 when my mother heard my name was on the hit-list. 

She begged me to save myself and go. 

I left the river behind,  

And crossed the Mexican border. 

In Mexico City, 

I worked in a factory for three years, 

Catching live chickens by the thousands, 

Loading them onto trucks, 

12-hour shifts,  

Five dollars a day, 

To save enough money to pay the coyotes. 

 

Soy Gabrielito. 

I came from nothing, and I walk into nothing, 

Knowing nothing of where I’m going. 
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Where are the spirits of the girls who are yet to come? 

Not in the river, poisoned with pesticides. 

Where are the spirits of the boys who are yet to come? 

Not in the soil of the forest, ravaged by the landowners. 

Where are the spirits of my ancestors who came before? 

Not in the Aguán River. 

They live in the blood flowing through my veins. 

They guided me to you, Marisol. 

 

I see the soul of my sister next to you 

Because the pain of one women is the pain of all women. 

In you, I’ve found my sister.  

Together, we fly on hummingbirds’ wings, 

Glistening with all the colors of life. 
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VI. Better to die trying than to be killed 
never having attempted to survive 

Marisol, Gabrielito 

MARISOL 

Rosario, dear sister,  

Are these your prayers which sent me an angel to protect me? 

An angel so young, barely a man, 

Yet so courageous. 

GABRIELITO  

Tomorrow night, the coyote will come to take us to the crossing. 

MARISOL 

Where? 

GABRIELITO 

I don’t know. We must have trust. 

MARISOL 

Trust a coyote? 

GABRIELITO 

Trust in ourselves.  

Trust in the spirits of our ancestors who live in our blood. 

MARISOL 

Somos desesperados. 

If we’re caught by La Migra, they’ll send me back,  

And the scorpions will take my baby and kill me.  

If I stay here at the border, 

And ask for asylum, they might refuse me. 
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It would take years to get my papers, 

But only days for the scorpions to find us. 

Those men have long arms everywhere 

and they have eyes everywhere. 

But if we try to cross the border, we might die along the way. 

GABRIELITO 

Better to die trying than never having tried to survive. 

Es preferible morir en el intento que nunca haber intentado sobrevivir. 

GABRIELITO and MARISOL 

Better to die trying than never having attempted to survive. 

MARISOL 

Rosario, please pray for me. 

Ruégale a la Virgen de Guadalupe por mí, y por mi bebé, y por mi ángel Gabrielito. 
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VII. The Sacrifice 
Marisol, Gabrielito 

MARISOL and GABRIELITO 

By day, the air is hotter than fire. 

By night, the desert is colder than ice. 

MARISOL 

Rosario, sweet sister, 

We have been walking for hours, 

My baby wrapped in my rebozo, 

Walking blind in the night, 

We followed the steps of the coyote. 

Every plant in the desert has thorns that tear into my skin. 

GABRIELITO 

Your feet are bleeding 

MARISOL 

My legs are shaking. 

My heart is pounding. 

GABRIELITO 

We’re running out of water 

MARISOL 

I have only a little milk left for my baby. 

GABRIELITO 

The desert is so silent I can hear it breathing. 

MARISOL 

We must go on. We must continue walking. 
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GABRIELITO 

The ground is littered with precious things 

Left behind by migrants before us. 

MARISOL 

Bones! Bones! I see bones. 

GABRIELITO 

Don’t look, Marisol. Don’t look. 

MARISOL 

If I die here in the desert, 

Take my baby to my sister. 

He will survive and have a better life. 

Promise me (3x). 

Prométemelo. 

GABRIELITO 

I will carry your child to your sister, I promise. 

But a child without a mother is like a bird without wings. 

MARISOL 

My child would fly on the wings of our ancestors. 

The spirit of my grandfather will give him wings, and he will soar. 

GABRIELITO 

What is this that I hear far away? 

Helicopters! 

MARISOL 

The coyote ripped the rebozo off of my baby! 

“The color is too light,” he said,  

“The helicopters will spot it in the night.” 
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GABRIELITO 

“Run, scatter, hide!” 

 

MARISOL 

Gabrielito grabbed my hand and we ran 

And hid in a burrow under a pile of rocks. 

Rosario, our family’s rebozo lies in the desert, lost forever. 

The cloth that Grandmother wove, 

Which rocked our mother when she was giving birth to us, 

The rebozo which passed from mother to daughter, 

Is gone. 

The desert has swallowed it. Nothing more is left of our home. 

GABRIELITO and  MARISOL 

The baby is crying.  

He’s cold, he’s cold. 

MARISOL 

I put the baby next to my chest, 

And we huddled together. 

I didn’t dare move. 

In the night, when things crawl too close,  

You must be still and not say a word. 

I closed my eyes and listened to the blades of the helicopters. 

They sounded like the rattles that grandfather shook  

When he drummed and danced the sacred dances to the warrior god of the sun. 

 

 



Dreams Have No Borders – Tiziana DellaRovere – Page 22 of 34 

MARISOL  

Huitzilopochtli, 

God of the sun, 

Come and dance the sacred Hummingbird Dance. 

The emerald green one who sheds his magical feathers, 

And dies to be reborn again, 

In the splendor of the sun. 

Sky god, 

Spiral in union with the god of the night and the earth, Tlaloc. 

Lift up the sorrow that surrounds us, 

And bursts forth into the warmth of new life. 

When the sun wishes to court the moon, 

He disguises himself as a hummingbird. 

God of the sun, come make the night warm 

And give us the strength and the courage to continue. 

[AZTEC DANCERS PERFORM A RITUALISTIC DANCE] 

MARISOL 

Grandfather came and danced the sacred dances, 

The clouds parted, 

And the moon appeared in the sky, 

Como una lámpara, 

Showing us the way. 

The night seemed warmer, 

And I found the courage to continue.  

Wait for me, hermana de mi corazón, 

I will be in your arms soon.  
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VIII. El Rebozo de Rosas 
Rosario 

Marisol, hermanita mía, 

If only I were there with you, 

To lift you up with my strength. 

If only I could hold you in my arms. 

If only I could shield you with my body,  

And make you feel safe, protected, and loved. 

 

This not knowing tears my heart apart and fills me with fear. 

My strength is waning, and the memories of my own crossing haunt me. 

Only my loom gives me calm and consolation.  

I weave a new rebozo for you 

As I wait. 

 

May this rebozo make you invisible and safe. 

Invisible like I had to be when I first arrived. 

Before I was married, 

Before I had my papers, 

I felt like my hands were tied together, 

And my mouth taped shut, 

And a lion was hunting, 

And I was the prey. 
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Be prepared, Marisol. 

There is all the suffering it takes to get here, 

And then there is a special kind of suffering that’s only once you’re here, 

The suffering of living in the shadows. 

I have worked hard, and I have grown strong. 

I have my husband and my two children. 

I have my papers.  

When certain people give me a look that makes me feel small and powerless,  

I don’t let them crush me.  

I carry that feeling of smallness hidden inside, 

And I show my strength on the outside, for all to see. 

 

Marisol, be strong and invisible. 

I weave a new rebozo for you. 

Each thread is a blessing of love and hope. 

A rebozo embroidered with roses, 

Como el manto de Nuestra Madre Guadalupe. 

May the scent of roses fill the distance that divides us, 

And give us courage. 

Qué el olor de las rosas llene la distancia que nos divide. 
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IX. The Crossing 
Marisol, Gabrielito 

MARISOL 

We’ve walked another three hours. The moon has disappeared again. 

The night is black, and I can’t see where I’m putting my feet. 

My temples are burning with fever, 

My skin is burning with fever, 

My bones are burning with fever. 

 

GABRIELITO 

The metal fence! 

We’ve reached the border. 

The tall, metal slats, the rusted fence. 

 

MARISOL 

It’s too high for me to climb with my baby. 

 

GABRIELITO 

They have piled rocks on this side of the fence. 

 

MARISOL 

We climbed up the mound of rocks. 

The coyote took our money and told us to jump. 

Gabrielito hung from the metal bars and disappeared into the darkness below. 

I heard a thud. He had jumped. 
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Gabrielito, where are you? I can’t see you.  

 

GABRIELITO 

Marisol, look out! On one side is a steep drop-off, on the other side there’s a slope, 

And cactuses everywhere. 

 

MARISOL 

I can’t see! Everything is dark. 

 

GABRIELITO 

I’m lighting a match.  

I’ll catch your baby. 

My arms are strong, my vision is clear. 

Drop him right where you see the flame. 

 

MARISOL 

No! I can’t drop my baby into the darkness. 

If you don’t catch him, he’ll die. 

 

GABRIELITO 

I’ll catch your baby, I promise. 

I’ll catch him as if he were my own son. 

 

MARISOL 

No! I can’t drop my baby into the darkness. 
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GABRIELITO 

There’s no other way. There’s no turning back. 

There’s no room for fear. If we give in to fear, everything is lost. 

 

MARISOL 

The flame has gone out. 

The darkness has engulfed everything. 

 

GABRIELITO 

I’m lighting another match. 

 

MARISOL 

Señora de Guadalupe, madre mía, 

Wrap my child in your mantle of roses. 

Illumine the night with your golden heart. 

Ancestors, gods of the ancients,  

Give him wings. 

Grandfather, lend your great-grandson your sacred feathers. 

With your breath, blow the smoke of the copal beneath him to carry him gently 

Down through the darkness of the night. 

My sweet little hummingbird, 

Fly, little hummingbird, 

Fly to the light of the flame. 

I’m letting go. 

GABRIELITO 

I caught him! Lo pude agarrar bien! 
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MARISOL 

I hear him crying. 

The sweetest sound I’ve ever heard. 

He’s alive. 

 

GABRIELITO 

He’s safe with me. 

 

MARISOL 

Light another match, Gabrielito. 

 

GABRIELITO 

Jump, Marisol. 

Hang as low as you can, and jump. 

 

MARISOL 

I jumped into the other side, 

Into a new land, where the scorpions cannot find me, 

Where I no longer fear for my child, 

Where I will find food and water. 

I looked around.  

There was a town right there on the other side of the fence. 

We found a playground with a drinking fountain, 

The sweetest water I ever drank, 

And we waited for the new day to come. 
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X. The Road’s End 
Rosario 

The sun is rising. 

I’ve been driving through the night. 

From the Siskiyou Mountains of Oregon 

Through the shores of California 

Through the lakes and valleys 

Of the Sierra Nevada. 

My mind is full of memories, 

And my heart is aching to see you. 

When I left, you were so young, 

Not yet a woman, no longer a girl. 

 

I remember that year at Christmas, 

When we performed la Pastorela, the shepherd’s play. 

The village children played the shepherds following the star 

In search of the santo niño. 

The plaza was magical, all lit up with luminarias. 

Mamá cooked tortillas and tamales. 

You played the beautiful shepherdess, Gila, 

Papá was Archangel Michael. 

And Abuelito played Demonio, the drunken devil who tempted the shepherds. 

We laughed and joked, and at the end of the night, 

When all was forgiven, and good had prevailed over evil, 

We all gathered around the piñata, singing 
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Dale, dale, dale, no pierdas el tino. 

The children tested their strength, 

Until the piñata was broken, 

And the candies spilled to the ground. 

Mana from heaven fell on earth. 

And you, hermanita mía, 

You were so strong and so beautiful. 

 

Marisol, I never left you behind. 

Los migrantes no dejamos atrás a la familia, 

Migrants don’t leave family behind. 

We carry our loved ones in our hearts.  

All these years, I’ve carried you in my heart,  

And my heart is always full of longing. 

Los migrantes andamos con el corazón roto. 

Migrants go through life with a broken heart.  

I never abandoned you, hermana de mi corazón. 

Your family is here, now. 

And we love you. 
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XI. The Reunion 
Marisol, Rosario, Gabrielito 

ROSARIO 

Hermanita mía 

MARISOL 

Tesoro 

ROSARIO 

Mi cielo 

MARISOL 

Mi alma 

ROSARIO 

Mi corazón. 

Tu bebé, qué precioso! 

A new rebozo for you and for your baby, 

A child of new life, a brother for my children. 

BOTH 

Together again. 

ROSARIO 

My little colibrí, 

You flew here from afar. 

You died and came back to life, 

Like the sacred hummingbird. 

MARISOL 

Your prayers sent me an angel, Gabrielito. 
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ROSARIO 

A young man! 

GABRIELITO 

I lost a sister, but now I’ve found a new one.   

ROSARIO 

Where will you go? 

GABRIELITO 

Wherever I can find work 

To survive and send money back to my mother. 

ROSARIO 

My husband will help both of you claim asylum. 

Ahora son una parte de nuestra familia. 

You’re part of our family, now. 

There is room for many in the heart of this family. 

  



Dreams Have No Borders – Tiziana DellaRovere – Page 33 of 34 

XII. Finale: Dreams Have No Borders 
Marisol, Rosario, Gabrielito 

 

MARISOL, ROSARIO, and GABRIELITO 

Dreams have no borders. 

Born of secret whispers, 

They grow full of hope. 

We soared on the wings of our dreams, 

And bathed our loneliness in the comfort of our hearts. 

We flew from lands of sorrow and strife, 

Cloaked in marigold petals, 

Over canyons and ravines, 

Over the cactus thorns, 

And fractured lands  

That kept us apart. 

 

Dreams have no borders, 

They rise above fences, 

They rise above walls, 

They rise barbed wire, 

They fly with hummingbird feathers, 

Carried by the winds of change. 

They rise over the horizon, 

Where the sky touches the earth, 

And whispers become songs, 

And longings are fulfilled in our embrace.   
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Epilogue 
 

Soy Marisol. 

Soy Rosario. 

Soy Gabrielito. 

If our story has changed the heart of one person, 

Then it was worth telling. 

Dreams have no borders. 

Love has no boundaries. 

 


