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IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STAGE, THERE IS A TABLE SET WITH FOUR GLASSES. AROUND THE TABLE 
THERE ARE FOUR OLD MEN DRESSED IN FROCK COATS. ONE OF THEM, ANSELMO, IS IN A WHEELCHAIR; HE LOOKS DEPRESSED. ANOTHER ONE, IGNACIO, LOOKS STERN. PEDRO IS TALL WITH PROTRUDING EYES AND A HARSH FACE. AND, FINALLY, THERE IS ESTEBAN, WHO APPEARS TO BE KIND AND ROMANTIC. TO ONE SIDE THERE ARE THREE CHAIRS, LEANING AGAINST THEM ARE TWO VIOLIN CASES, A VIOLA CASE AND A CELLO CASE. A BIT BEHIND THEM THERE IS A RECORD PLAYER.

(IGNACIO IS TRYING TO OPEN A BOTTLE OF CHAMPAGNE, THEY ARE ALL HAPPY)

IGNACIO: Done, gentlemen, there will be a concert!

ANSELMO: (TO IGNACIO) Did you call to book the space?

IGNACIO: Of course! Who would have called, otherwise?

ESTEBAN: (TO IGNACIO) Well?

IGNACIO: Well, what?

ESTEBAN: What did they tell you?

IGNACIO: What are they going to tell me? I told them I wanted it for tomorrow.

ESTEBAN: I love celebrating the quartet’s anniversary with a televised concert... And that is only the beginning!

ALL: Right! Of course!

ESTEBAN: A few years from now... (MAKING A GESTURE)

PEDRO: (HAPPY) We’ll be a hit!

ANSELMO: What time is it set for?

IGNACIO: From nine to ten.

ANSELMO: Don’t you think that’s a little late? I mean... for me... 


(A BELL IS HEARD. THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER)

IGNACIO: (TO ANSELMO) What’s that?

THE OTHERS: What is it? What’s going on?

ANSELMO: (HE SMILES APOLOGETICALLY) My wife... she is dying... and uses the little bell when it hurts a lot... (PEDRO UNCORKS THE BOTTLE AND POURS) Just a little for me.

ESTEBAN: You still have your ulcers...

PEDRO: You are both in pretty a bad shape, right?


(ANSELMO AGREES)

ESTEBAN: Well, there’s nothing you can do about it when your body starts falling apart. Illnesses come at you when you least expect them. They’ll corner you one way or another. Don’t  you agree?

IGNACIO: Let’s cheer to these many years of work, toast to the success of the concert, and to our being together in the future.

ALL: (THEY ALL TOAST) Cheers! Cheers! Cheers!

ANSELMO: About that...

IGNACIO: (IMPATIENT) About what?... (THE TELEPHONE RINGS. ANSELMO LOOKS AT IGNACIO AND THEN GOES TO ANSWER IT) Why is it ringing here? Who switched it on? Is there someone who doesn’t want us to rehearse around here?

PEDRO: (TO ANSELMO) Answer!

ANSELMO: (TAKING THE PHONE) Hello?

PEDRO: No!!... (POINTING AT IGNACIO) Answer him!!

IGNACIO: (POINTING AT ANSELMO) It’s useless.

ANSELMO: (ON THE PHONE) My wife?... The same, she’s doing badly... Of course, if anything happens I’ll call you... No, I don’t think she’ll make it through the night... How could I forget?... (HE MAKES A GESTURE INDICATING BOREDOM. HE HANGS UP SHOUTING TO OTHER ROOM) I told you not to switch the phone on in here!... (TO THE OTHERS) Excuse me, I arranged everything so that we weren’t bothered today, but...

PEDRO: (INTERRUPTING. TO ANSELMO) What were you going to say before that?

ANSELMO: (THINKS) Oh. I got a letter from Divarius, the stringed instrument factory.

IGNACIO: (VERY INTERESTED) What did it say?

ANSELMO: They would renew our contract as the representatives for two years more, but we will have to pay for it.

PEDRO: (COMPLAINING) Every orchestra should get new strings.

IGNACIO: (SEVERELY) That’s your responsibility, isn’t it?

PEDRO: I do what I can. But look, for instance, the first violinist from the San Jose de Flores orchestra didn’t want to change his instrument.

IGNACIO: Why not?

PEDRO: He was an old man. He said the violin was a memento from his grandfather, so he refused, he refused, he refused...

IGNACIO: Then?

PEDRO: So, I had him roughed up...


(PAUSE)

ESTEBAN: A lot?

PEDRO: (NODDING) ... Quite a bit.

IGNACIO: Then?

PEDRO: (ENERGETICALLY) He died. What do you want? He was very old... (HE RETURNED TO HIS FORMER TONE) I felt sorry for another guy. We roughed him up, and when he agreed to change it... he died. That one deserved to be saved.

ESTEBAN: What a shame!

IGNACIO: (TO PEDRO) Where did they bury them?

PEDRO: In Chacarita.  

IGNACIO: So you roughed them up, they’re dead and buried in Chacarita... (PEDRO AGREES PROUDLY) But they never changed the instruments... (PEDRO SHAKES HIS HEAD DISTURBED) Then, what? Who finally managed to get what he wanted? You or them?

PEDRO: But... they died...

IGNACIO: But you couldn’t convince them, so don’t try and tell it like an accomplishment, because it isn’t... If at least they would have changed them before dying... 


(THE PHONE RINGS AGAIN. THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER. ANSELMO DOESN’T ANSWER)

ZULEMA: (OFFSTAGE, PLEADING) Please answer, Anselmo. It must be the doctor. It hurts so much... 


(THEY ALL MAKE GESTURES OF BEING QUIET AND LAUGHING SILENTLY TO EACH OTHER, WHILE ZULEMA INSISTS ON THAT AND THE TELEPHONE GOES ON RINGING) 

ZULEMA: Answer, please... Anselmo... Anselmo... It hurts so much...


(THE TELEPHONE STOPS RINGING)

ESTEBAN: OK, boys, enough jokes. Let’s start. A little mischief is alright but we now have to work seriously. We have to keep on with the concerto. With the television broadcasts, the public will begin to enjoy it. Little by little they’ll become enthusiastic and they’ll want to play it and that way... I’ve got an idea. Suppose we give a program, what do you call them, one of those that last for hours?

PEDRO: A marathon.

ESTEBAN: That’s it!

ANSELMO: But we can only play the Third Concerto.

ESTEBAN: In our left time, we can explain everything about the world of Beethoven, what his work is like, what it symbolizes.

IGNACIO: But an hour is enough for that.

ANSELMO: I’m afraid of the second movement, all this pizzicato, so much passion... everything revolves around the cello... and I’m not very...

ESTEBAN: Concentrate on Beethoven, imagine him, imagine his mane, his shoulders, his power, each phrase of the cello, the resonance of each note...

PEDRO: (INTERRUPTING) Why don’t we rehearse instead of talking so much?

IGNACIO: Yes. That’s right... (TO ANSELMO) We aren’t allowing any more interruptions today. OK?

PEDRO: We are ready to rehearse up to the end. Did you hear me?


(THEY GO TOWARD THE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS)

IGNACIO: OK, let’s start, because tomorrow... (THEY TAKE THE INSTRUMENTS FROM THEIR CASES) Tune on la... 


(HE PLAYS. THE OTHER TRY TO TUNE. THE SOUNDS ARE UNBEARABLE, THEY COULDN’T BE WORSE. THEY ARE SCREECHING, SHRIEKING, BUT THEY LISTEN IN AGREEMENT. AFTER TUNING FOR A WHILE) 

IGNACIO: Ready?... 


(THE OTHERS NOD. IGNACIO GOES TO THE RECORD PLAYER. HE TURNS IT ON, PLACING THE ARM OF THE PLAYER ON A RECORD. THE FIRST MOVEMENT OF BEETHOVEN’S QUARTET NUMBER THREE, RASOUMOVSKY, IS HEARD. AT THE SAME TIME, THEY BEGIN TO PLAY WITH GREAT CONCENTRATION. AFTER A FEW MINUTES IN THIS ATTITUDE, IGNACIO LOWERS HIS VIOLIN AND THE OTHERS CONTINUE PLAYING WITHOUT NOTICING IT. FINALLY, IGNACIO PICKS UP THE ARM OF THE RECORD PLAYER AND THE OTHERS STOP SURPRISED. IGNACIO, SHOUTING AT ANSELMO) 

IGNACIO: (TO ANSELMO) You come in late on the ninethy-fourth measure! Always at the same spot! It can’t be possible!

ANSELMO: (APPREHENSIVELY) I don’t think it happened this time...

IGNACIO: (CONTINUES SHOUTING) Don’t argue! I was looking at you!... (POINTING AT THE RECORD PLAYER) Wilhelm came in correctly!... (HUMMING OFF KEY) And, you were “late”!

ANSELMO: Too much?

IGNACIO: Not too much, just enough to be noticed... (GROWLS)

PEDRO: (TO ANSELMO) But you did not notice it. 


(PEDRO SHARPENS THE END OF HIS BOW WITH A PENKNIFE  AT EVERY FREE TIME . THE TELEPHONE RINGS)

IGNACIO: But what is this? A conspiracy?

ANSELMO: No, I don’t think so.

PEDRO: It must be the multinational cartel.

IGNACIO: (TO PEDRO) Cut the cord out... 


(PEDRO TAKES A PAIR OF SNIPERS FROM HIS CASE AND CUTS THE TELEPHONE CORD OUT)

IGNACIO: Who was calling earlier, when you answered the phone?

ANSELMO: It seemed to be a friend.

IGNACIO: What do you mean “It seemed”?

ESTEBAN: Calm down, take it easy. This arguing isn’t going to drive us anywhere. Let’s go back to Beethoven. Pick up the instruments.

IGNACIO: Ready, once again... from measure thirty five. 


(IGNACIO PUTS THE RECORD ON AND THE SIMULATION BEGINS. SOME TIME LATER, ZULEMA, ANSELMO’S WIFE, ENTERS. ZULEMA IS ACTUALLY ILL. SHE IS WEARING A NIGHTGOWN AND UNCOMBED. SHE IS ALMOST LIKE A SHOCKING SIGHT. SHE WALKS TOWARDS ANSELMO WITH DIFFICULTY, COVERING HER EARS. SHE WHISPERS IN HIS EAR. ANSELMO DOESN’T KNOW WHAT TO DO, EITHER ANSWER HER, OR IGNORE HER AND CONTINUE)

ZULEMA: (A LITTLE LOUDER) The pain in my chest is very bad, Anselmo. It makes me feel as if I were going to explode, and I don’t have any more painkillers... Our son went for them but he’s taking too long and I can’t stand any more. Where are yours?

ANSELMO: Right now? In the middle of the rehearsal?

ZULEMA: (LOUDER) You gather for rehearsals and every day I can’t interrupt for ten seconds to ask you for a painkiller?

ANSELMO: (EXCUSING HIMSELF FROM THE OTHERS) There are some aspirins in the cabinet under the sink.

ZULEMA: D’ you mean in the bathroom?

ANSELMO: (IRONICALLY, UPSET) Could it be anywhere else, in the kitchen, for instance? There are no ramps for my wheelchair.

ZULEMA: (LOOKING AT THE CUT TELEPHONE CORD) The doctor has to call!

ANSELMO: Don’t bother me anymore! (HE ORDERS HER OFF WITH HIS BOW)

You’ll see

ZULEMA: Oh! Just wait for our son to come back!

PEDRO: He is the one who should be afraid!

IGNACIO: (TO PEDRO) Get her out of here! (HE STOPS THE RECORD)

ESTEBAN: That’s it! Get out of here!


(PEDRO AND ESTEBAN TAKE HER AWAY)

ZULEMA: No, no!

PEDRO: Come on, ma’am, don’t make things more difficult. Don’t complicate everything. Move away. Move away.


(THEY TAKE HER TO THE DOOR AND PUSH HER THROUGH IT)

IGNACIO: Please, let’s concentrate on this. Let’s not let things upset us... Ready? Bows up!... (ESTEBAN IS HOLDING HIS BOW BY THE MIDDLE OF IT) Bows up, I said!

ESTEBAN: But I’m almost in the right position.

IGNACIO: Almost isn’t good enough! The bows must be all the way up!

ESTEBAN: Tell them. I’m the one who plays with most movingly.

PEDRO: Oh, yeah? What about me?

IGNACIO: Emotion isn’t enough. Why do we have technique for?  Is it just an ornament?... For the last time, I don’t want to have to repeat it again! Violins, ready! Bows up! The vibrato, with passion! Attack with vigor!... (THE LITTLE BELL RINGS) It can’t be true. This witch knows no limits!... (TO PEDRO) Take that damned little bell away from her!... (PEDRO GOES OUT. TO ANSELMO) What about you? Did you pay attention to your way of playing?... (POINTING AT THE RECORD PLAYER) Pay attention to Wilhelm!... Only a few times in my life, my long life, have I heard anyone playing so passionately as him in the pizzicato... And you, with this sickening lack of energy!


(ZULEMA SCREAMS. EVERYONE LOOKS TO THE DOOR TILL PEDRO COMES IN. HIS HAND IS BLOODY)

PEDRO: She didn’t want to give it to me... Her hair is really greasy! (HE GIVES THE BELL TO IGNACIO)

IGNACIO: (TO ANSELMO, AS HE PUTS THE BELL INTO HIS CASE) Did you understand that thing about Wilhelm?

ANSELMO: Yes, but my wife was here...

IGNACIO: No more excuses! If everything is an excuse we’ll never be able to rehearse... You have to separate things. When we rehearse you have to forget everything... (ALMOST SHOUTING) Or do you think you’re the only one who has problems?


(IGNACIO IS ANGUISHED. TURNS HIS HEAD. PAUSE. THEY LOOK AT HIM WORRIED)

PEDRO: (TO IGNACIO) What’s wrong with you?

IGNACIO: Do you remember Martita, she was pregnant?... (ALL OF THEM NOD) The nine months were already up, I was really worried, she cried night and day... until I couldn’t stand it any more and... yesterday I slit her belly open.

PEDRO: So?

IGNACIO: (SIGNALLING WITH HIS FINGERS) Five dead puppies.

ALL: Oh, no! (THEY ARE VERY SORRY)

IGNACIO: (NODDING) And, I  hoped for a good litter so much...

ANSELMO: What about Martita?

IGNACIO: I was so sad about the puppies that I forgot her... she bled to death.

PEDRO: Well, that’s probably for the best. She would have suffered a lot is she had seen the dead litter, wouldn’t she?... (SAD SILENCE. TO ANSELMO) D’ you see?... (POINTING AT IGNACIO) He came to the rehearsal in spite of his problems and now he’s concentrating on the work... (PEDRO SLAPS IGNACIO ON THE BACK, TRYING TO CONSOLE HIM) Don’t you want to show us the photos of the clothes you made for her?


(AFTER RESISTING AND AT THE INSISTENCE OF THE OTHERS, IGNACIO SMILES. HE TAKES SOME PHOTOGRAPHS OUT OF HIS POCKET. HE PASSES THEM AROUND AND THEY ALL LOOK AT THEM TOUCHED)

IGNACIO: Here we can see Martita wearing a suit made in a red and yellow plaid wool, emphasizing the colour of her coat, with a matching bow.

ESTEBAN: What a beauty!

ANSELMO: (LICKING HIS LIPS) It looks delicious!

PEDRO: (WHISTLING) Boy, no wonder she got pregnant.

IGNACIO: (PASSING AROUND ANOTHER PHOTOGRAPH) In this one, Martita is wearing a dress for a future mommie. It’s in beige voile, with red and green designs, mother of pearl buttons ready to be opened. (BECOMING SAD)

ESTEBAN: How tender!

ANSELMO: It’s moving, isn’t it?

PEDRO: To think she’s… food for worms now...

ESTEBAN: We’re just here in passing.

ANSELMO: We’re nothing at all.


(PAUSE)

ESTEBAN: Let’s profit from this! Let’s take advantage of all of this feeling of sadness!... Let it inspire us in our execution of the second movement, which is sad and melancholic.

ANSELMO: No, not the second one!... I can’t stand all the pizzicato. I’m afraid of it, it’s overwhelming...

ESTEBAN: Don’t worry, you can do well. If you have problems with the second movement, then let’s look at it. The beat is Andante con moto, quasi allegreto... What was Beethoven trying to express with this music, centering on the violoncello in pizzicato with that beautiful melody?... (GROWING POETIC) On the one hand, the greatness of the instrument in the unattached notes, these notes that soar to heights bringing visions of birds in free flight... And on the other hand, the melancholy of the melody in Andante quasi allegreto, understand? Quasi, understand? Quasi... It means it looks for the joy, struggles but it doesn’t get to them, and it falls into a melancholic sensation of quietude, peace, instead... Then, what is Beethoven trying to transmit us with this movement, and with his whole work? His endless search. I could almost say, his fight for freedom, for peace, for happiness! All of this is transformed by his depth and the strength of a bull, of a great bull with a fierce gaze, head held high, his four feet at the summit, on the edge of the abyss, his cry heard through all time... (TO THE AUDIENCE, SHOUTING) Tomorrow, everyone should turn on his television at this hour... to be enmeshed in beauty!!

ALL: Very good!! Well done!! Excellent!! Of course! Magnificent!

IGNACIO: Let’s go to the second movement!

ESTEBAN: Melancholy, sadness... Let’s remember Martita...


(THEY GET READY TO PLAY)

IGNACIO: Ready?


(IGNACIO PUTS THE RECORD ON, TURNS UP THE MUSIC, AND THEY START WITH GREAT PASSION. A LITTLE LATER, JOSE MARIA, ENTERS ANGRILY, HOLDING ZULEMA ON HIS ARMS. HER FACE IS COVERED IN BLOOD)

JOSE MARIA: Who was it?... (THE FOUR OF THEM CONTINUE PLAYING, IGNORING HIM. TO ANSELMO) Look! Look what they’ve done to her!... Who was the beast!?... (THEY GO ON. JOSE MARIA PLACES ZULEMA AGAINST THE WALL) But, why? What did she do to you?... Give a fucking answer!! Is your music the only thing you can listen to?


(SHORT PAUSE)

ESTEBAN: (PHILOSOPHICAL) Beethoven couldn’t even listen to his own music and nobody criticized him for that. Just the opposite.


(JOSE MARIA, OUT OF CONTROL, KNOCKS OVER THE MUSIC STANDS. TAKES THE SCORES FROM ANSELMO’S MUSIC STAND AND STARTS TEARING THEM UP WHILE HE SHOUTS)

JOSE MARIA: Enough! Enough! Enough!


(IGNACIO, PEDRO AND ESTEBAN STAND UP AND SURROUND HIM SLOWLY WHLE HE GOES ON SHOUTING AND TEARING UP THE SCORES. PEDRO HITS HIM. JOSE MARIA FAINTS. ZULEMA GOES TOWARD THE PLACE WHARE HE HAS FALLEN. ANSELMO COMES CLOSER AND GIVES THE SHARPENED BOW TO PEDRO. PEDRO TAKES IT SLOWLY. HE LOOKS AT JOSE MARIA AND DRIVES THE BOW INTO HIS STOMACH. ZULEMA REACTS TO THE ATACK ON HER SON. SHE SCREAMS AND FALLS DEAD NEXT TO HIM. THE FOUR OF THEM LOOK. AFTER A MOMENT, THEY GO TO THEIR PLACES SLOWLY AND TAKE UP THEIR INSTRUMENTS WITHOUT SITTING DOWN)

IGNACIO: Esteban, rehearse the introduction.

ESTEBAN: (HE COMES CLOSER TO THE PROSCENIUM) Good evening, Ladies and Gentlemen. In order to celebrate another anniversary of our string quartet, we have prepared a special programme for tonight. You will become ecstatic with the sublime harmony of our instruments. The programme is entitled: “Beethoven, his Struggle for Freedom, Peace and Joy”.


(IGNACIO, PEDRO AND ANSELMO COME CLOSER TO ESTEBAN. THE FOUR OF THEM LINE UP.  THEY START “PLAYING” AND THE VOLUME OF THE MUSIC IS TURNED UP)



                            DROP CURTAIN
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