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(The stage is somewhere between a room and a cave.  There is a sideboard, and a table and chairs which are old and dilapidated. From some spot in the roof some earth falls every now and then. There is an older woman sweeping the earth and looking at the room with interest, when ERNESTO appears in an opening and stays there, nervous.  He looks very unkempt.)  PRIVATE 

ADELAIDA  (surly):  It was time, right?  I was waiting for you... (ERNESTO looks on, immobile)  What are you doing standing there?  Come in!

ERNESTO  (almost stuttering):  This is it?

ADELAIDA  (she nods):  What were you expecting, a palace?

ERNESTO:  No, no, but... I never imagined it like this.

ADELAIDA:  You didn't have any reason to picture anything.  Hurry up and come in!

ERNESTO  (he nods and enters):  That piece of furniture...

ADELAIDA:  What about it?

ERNESTO:  It wasn't there.

ADELAIDA:  How do you know that?

ERNESTO:  And the whole place was larger.

ADELAIDA:  Quit saying stupid things!  You wanted to come, right?  Well, here you have it!  Look at yourself, you look like a deranged man straight from purgatory!  How did you let yourself come here like that?

ERNESTO:  You... I imagine you're...

ADELAIDA:  My job is to greet the ones who come here...

ERNESTO:  You aren't...?

ADELAIDA:  There's no way you could know me!

ERNESTO:  Aleida.

ADELAIDA:  What do you mean?

ERNESTO:  Isn't your name, Aleida?

ADELAIDA:  Say it right!  Adelaida!

ERNESTO:  Are you sure?

ADELAIDA:  They told me you let yourself come here, not that you were crazy!  How can you be asking me if I'm sure of what my own name is?

ERNESTO:  I thought that he had given you Aleida as a name.

ADELAIDA:  What do you mean ``had given me?'' And who do you suppose did that?

ERNESTO:  Your creator.

ADELAIDA:  Oh, no!  Be careful of what you're saying, because we put up with crazy ones, but not with the ones who come to cause trouble!

ERNESTO:  I didn't come here to cause problems... You know I came to find my wife.

ADELAIDA:  And how was I supposed to know that?

ERNESTO:  Because you're the one who has to look for her... and bring her to me.

ADELAIDA:  Just what I needed!  For you to give me orders!

ERNESTO:  They're not orders... It's your fate as a character.

ADELAIDA:  Oh, really?  And then why are you talking to me?  Or maybe you're a character, too?

ERNESTO:  Sure I am, but in one of my stories!

ADELAIDA:  You're trying to drive me crazy!

ERNESTO:  Listen to me, please, I'm asking you... Six months ago... my wife left me.

ADELAIDA:  To go where?

ERNESTO:  She died.

ADELAIDA:  And why didn't you say that right away?   She died.  So what?

ERNESTO:  My life... lost all meaning.

ADELAIDA:  Dreamer!  What meaning can a life have?  Don't you realize we're a couple of nerds!  The Planet Earth that turns and is eternal has meaning!

ERNESTO:  She... was madly in love with me... she made me happy.

ADELAIDA:  What do you know about what happiness is, you who've just gotten here from humanity.

ERNESTO:  And if I don't know... Who does?

ADELAIDA:  Me!  With the authority that surviving human meanness gives me.

ERNESTO:  What's that got to do with... your authority?  We were happy... we swore eternal love...  I want to find her and be with her, like Romeo and Juliet, Tristan and Isolde, Pyramus and Thisbe!

ADELAIDA:  Shut up!  Those are tricks!... (Ironic.)  Eternal love.  Who could be such an idiot to look for love in death?  Have you ever seen such pretentiousness?  To want to pass yourself off as a romantic hero!  Aren't you ashamed?  Everyone chooses his own path here!

ERNESTO:  The fact is that's the reason I began to write this story where I come to look for her to spend the rest of eternity with her.  Don't you see?

ADELAIDA:  Son...

ERNESTO:  What?

ADELAIDA:  This isn't a story.  You've gotten to the other world.

ERNESTO:  Sure, the one in my imagination.

ADELAIDA:  Don't push me.  I've greeted hordes of people.... And even though when I got here it was full of hallucinations, I've existed for a lot longer than you.

ERNESTO  (repentant):  Who are you?

ADELAIDA:  What do you want to know, if I'm Death?  No.  What else do you want to know?  What death is like?  There's nothing to describe!  It's like magic!  What you see, is, and what you don't see, isn't!  And if there's something that you don't see and it seems to you that it's there, pretend it's there!  Do you get it?  And if you keep on believing that I'm death, besides being so unoriginal, you're completely wrong!... (Unexpectedly poetic.)  How can I be death, if your light illuminates my body?... (She returns to her previous tone.)  Death, my poor unfortunate man, does not exist.

ERNESTO:  I don't understand you.

ADELAIDA:  Another one with that intolerable obsession!  There's nothing to understand here!  Do you understand?  And you'd better start getting used to it!  Tell me, once and for all, why did you let yourself come here?  You probably didn't do anything stupid, right?

ERNESTO:  No... I was writing, when I started to feel bad.

ADELAIDA:  What do you mean, bad?

ERNESTO:  First sad, then desperate, until I felt that... that I was falling.

ADELAIDA:  That you were falling?  Explain it the best you can!

ERNESTO:  I was writing when I began to fall in a dark hole until, all of a sudden, I realized that by moving one hand I could fly... and that's how I got to my story.

ADELAIDA:  What story?  You got here just like everyone who quits living.

ERNESTO:  I didn't stop living.  Can't you see me?

ADELAIDA:  That's just the point!  Because you're dead.

ERNESTO:  You're confused.  I'm a character in my own story.

ADELAIDA  (pondering):  A live character.

ERNESTO:  Certainly.

ADELAIDA  (nodding):  And dead flesh.

ERNESTO:  That's ridiculous.  I can't be dead!

ADELAIDA:  Do you want some proof?... (ERNESTO nods.)  Try to touch me... (ERNESTO approaches ADELAIDA.  When he's near he extends his arm and ADELAIDA disappears.  ERNESTO, frustrated, begins to look for her until ADELAIDA shows up in another place unexpectedly.)  Satisfied?

ERNESTO:  No.  (He goes toward her again, but ADELAIDA disappears again and appears in another place.)

ADELAIDA:  And now?

ERNESTO:  That's impossible.

ADELAIDA:  Why?  Were you expecting to be immortal?

ERNESTO:  No, but to find her I had to finish the story and then die... And now... what do I do?

ADELAIDA:  What everyone does: delay forgetting. (Earth falls from the roof.)

ERNESTO:  What's that?

ADELAIDA:  Dirt.  In the majority of the catacombs there's a place where it falls... They say it's to purify the fog.  They say, they say, they all say something, desperate to give a reason for everything!  What can I say?  I think they made them that way so there would always be something to torment us.

ERNESTO:  You said, catacombs?

ADELAIDA:  That's what they call them.

ERNESTO:  And aren't there any without crevices?

ADELAIDA:  My pet.  Do you know how many people want to be in this catacomb?

ERNESTO:  No.

ADELAIDA:  Of course not.  How could you know?  Millions!  You should be very happy, because some of them have craters from where every so often fire shoots out.  And the worst thing isn't the fire, but the lava and ash which leaves everything in a mess.  The truth?  They're embers from hell!  And I won't even tell you about the ones that are full of wasps, hornets, rats, leeches and bats.  They're horrible!

ERNESTO:  Aren't... there any beds?

ADELAIDA:  Quit saying anything that jumps into your head.  What powers do you want to get back?

ERNESTO  (pointing to the surroundings):  Is there one of these... for everyone?

ADELAIDA:  Yes, sir.  Unless two or more choose to share it... By the way... Wouldn't you like to share this one with me?  I've been alone for so many years...


(MELBA appears, leaning in through an opening.)

ERNESTO:  I told you before that...

ADELAIDA:  Get to the point!  If you want to say something, say it straight out!  I can't stand ambiguous messages.  Do you want to, or not?

ERNESTO:  I'm looking for my wife...

ADELAIDA:  Not that story again!  Aren't you interested in a new experience?  You've gotten to another world, try other things... I seem a little crazy, surly, ill-tempered, ugly and aggressive, but in reality I'm just the opposite... What happens here, with time, is that everything becomes so upset...

ERNESTO:  Are you attracted to me?

ADELAIDA  (she laughs):  Don't be ridiculous!  Okay?  Look what you're thinking!  Who do you take me for?  This happens to me for trusting you!... This catacomb, compared to mine, is Paradise!  Do you understand?  Don't ever forget it!  Having a catacomb with a crevice is Paradise!  I'm in one with a crater that I can't stand!  I'm wallowing in ashes and lava!  Can you imagine my situation?... And besides, I want to stay with you to enrich the species.

ERNESTO:  How can...?

ADELAIDA  (interrupting him):  I accept!

ERNESTO:  You didn't understand me...

ADELAIDA:  Don't carry on like that!  How can you think that you'll find her?

ERNESTO:  I don't know... I'm going to look for her.  (He looks toward where MELBA is and she disappears.  ERNESTO stays confused.)

ADELAIDA:  Do you think that you're going to call her just like that and she's going to appear?  No, dear!  The only one who can find someone for you is me!  Do you understand?

ERNESTO:  What do you mean... you?

ADELAIDA:  Yes, my angel.  I told you that I'm in charge of you, but since I'm a little run down and a bit arbitrary, first you'll have to deal with some other spirits and afterwards, if everything goes well... What's the name?

ERNESTO:  Ernesto

ADELAIDA:  Hers, pet!

ERNESTO:  Melba.

ADELAIDA:  Melba... I was telling you that you'll have to get over the critical moment of meeting up again with some of your rowdy friends.
ERNESTO:  My what?

ADELAIDA  (tenderly):  My little dove.  There are so many who are tired of the loneliness of living with ill-fated lingering doubts....(Energetic.)  Enough of your rambling!  Make up your mind!  Do you want me to stay, or not?  It's the only possibility you have to not come face to face with those souls in pain!  Them, or me?  My crude company, or the cutting and scraping of those rocks? Careful!  A wrong choice can cost you eternal anxiety and shocks.  Do you see?  I won't give you another chance!  I'm offering to look after all the trivial needs of this dismal catacomb, to take care of the dangers of this world for you, and to think about you eternally so you won't disappear.  What else can I say to you, love of my life?  Or do you prefer;  I can't live without you?  Or maybe; you're the light that brightens the dark path of my existence?  No, that one is too long!... But I can say the other ones a hundred times a day: love of my life, I can't live without you, love of my life, I can't live without you... Who can offer you more than I?

ERNESTO:  I don't want... you to stay.

ADELAIDA:  It's your decision... Then don't complain.  Blindness is the worst of human obsessions... (She begins to leave.)  You must be tired... I'll come back if you need me.

ERNESTO:  When are you going to come?

ADELAIDA:  Call me.

ERNESTO:  Excuse me... My wife...

ADELAIDA:  Everything in time, my dear.  Anxiety makes bad company... I'm going to be formal;  May you rest in peace.  (She is leaving.)

ERNESTO:  Excuse me.  Water?

ADELAIDA:  They say it pierced the earth and formed the catacombs... They say so many things!  Let me go!... (She leaves.)


(ERNESTO walks through the room looking at everything until, from a cloud of smoke there appears a man with a beard, strangely dressed, wearing a cape.  His look is somewhat patriarchal and a little diabolical.  He has a small suitcase in one hand and a violin in the other.  He approaches ERNESTO, who becomes frightened and moves back.  The man looks through the openings.)

ERNESTO  (fearful):  Who are you?

DIONAS  (Extending his hand):  Dionas, pleased to meet you... I'm the crevice repairman...  (ERNESTO shakes his hand.)  May I?  (He goes over to the crevice and looks at it.)

ERNESTO:  Yes, sure.

DIONAS  (thoughtful):  Ah ha... You haven't had service in a long time?

ERNESTO  (disconcerted):  I just got here a little while ago.

DIONAS:  I understand... You can see that the tenants have moved out.

ERNESTO:  Did you know them?

DIONAS  (he thinks):  I don't remember.  Oh, how sad to forget!... Can I put the chair on the table?

ERNESTO:  Yes, yes.  (He does it.)

DIONAS:  I'll leave the violin here... (He leans it against something.  Then he opens his small suitcase and takes out a strange tool.)  Let's see... (He climbs the table and chair with little effort.  He looks toward the crevice, until, all of a sudden, he makes a gesture like catching a fly, takes a small vial out of his pocket, throws some dust on it and eats it.)  Ah, nothing like flies with mustard!

ERNESTO:  What are you doing?

DIONAS:  I'm eating.  Or can one live on air?

ERNESTO  (he hesitates):  No.

DIONAS:  Yes.  Perhaps the Muses do that?... (Every now and then he repeats the movement of eating one, after adding the condiment.  He looks toward the openings.)  How long ago did the old lady leave?

ERNESTO  (he hesitates):  A little while... How did you know she was here?

DIONAS:  There's nothing I don't know!... (Looking at the crevice.)  You can't see where it goes...

ERNESTO:  Couldn't it be... for ventilation?

DIONAS:  Don't make me laugh.  To ventilate what?... (He puts the tool in the crevice.)  You can't see where it goes.

ERNESTO:  Could it be covered?

DIONAS:  They don't cover crevices.  Do you know who's upstairs?

ERNESTO:  How could I know that?

DIONAS:  I didn't ask how you could know, but if you did know.

ERNESTO:  No... (DIONAS puts the tool back into the crevice.)  Be careful.

DIONAS  (he looks at him, frightened):  Are you worried about me?

ERNESTO:  Couldn't there be electric wiring?

DIONAS:  How delightful!  Or bugs... I'm going to try to leave it for you in the best possible condition, but don't even get your hopes up that it will look good.

ERNESTO:  Why?

DIONAS:  Because it's a crevice, my friend.  And a crevice that looked good would be a contradiction in itself.

ERNESTO:  But you, didn't you tell me you were the crevice repairman?

DIONAS:  Exactly, I make the crevices work well.

ERNESTO  (wiping his brow):  It's strange that, with this humidity, dry earth is falling.  Don't you think?... (DIONAS doesn't answer.)  Couldn't there be a broken pipe?

DIONAS:  How long do you intend to keep on saying trivialities?  You aren't letting me concentrate on my work.

ERNESTO:  I'm sorry... (A pause.)  Do you see something?

DIONAS:  No.

ERNESTO:  How can there not be anything?  Where does it stop?

DIONAS  (suddenly, he takes the tool out of the crevice, turns toward ERNESTO and goes toward him with a threatening tone.)  Did you call me?... (ERNESTO, afraid, shakes his head.)  Don't contradict me!  You called me!  What's the matter?... (ERNESTO doesn't know what to answer.)  I don't have time to waste!  Too many people need me and I hurried when you called!  (ERNESTO makes a gesture of not knowing.)  Are you going to speak, or not?... (ERNESTO shakes his head.  With a gesture from DIONAS earth falls from the roof and some objects move.  ERNESTO looks terrified.)  Don't you get it in your head to call me again!...  (He wraps himself in his cape as if to leave, threatens to make a movement that would make himself disappear, but does not do it and faces ERNESTO again.)  Did you reverse some spell?  (ERNESTO indicates that he did not.)  Say something once and for all or I'll destroy you!

ERNESTO:  I didn't upset anything.

DIONAS  (calming down):  Good, then let's talk.  What kind of pact do you want to make?

ERNESTO:  I don't know.

DIONAS:  Don't make me impatient!  I'm capable of making you writhe in pain, burning you alive, having your ashes spell out my name in the sky, and watching from the confines of purgatory as you char in fear!... What's your desire?

ERNESTO:  To find...my wife.


(MELBA appears, a little closer than the last time.)

DIONAS:  And what will you give me in exchange?

ERNESTO:  I don't know.

DIONAS:  Son, don't rebel.  A pact is a pact.

ERNESTO:  I never made one.

DIONAS:  Imbecile!  Do you think I'm an angel?  Who hasn't made a pact at some time?  Who hasn't given over their soul even though it may be for a pitiful opportunity?  I'll bring you your wife, in exchange for... Did you read ``Les Fleurs de Mal?''

ERNESTO:  No.

DIONAS:  I love Beaudelaire.  (He takes the violin, gets on the chair and begins to play.)


(He recites):




It matters not whether you come from heaven or hell,



Beauty!  Enormous, innocent, and frightening monster!



If for me your eyes open the door, 



to the infinite which I've never known-


What do you think?

ERNESTO:   I like it.

DIONAS:  Just, ``I like it?''  You don't have any possibility of appreciating great art... (He stops playing and sneezes.)  What a diabolical paradox!  I'm the crevice repairman, I'm constantly in contact with the earth... (He sneezes.)  I have an allergy... and I can't wipe my nose.  Can you wipe it for me?  (He offers him a handkerchief.)

ERNESTO:  Yes, sure.  (He wipes it.)  Why can't you?

DIONAS:  Life is mysterious.  Thanks.  You do it well... (ERNESTO nods.)  Don't think it's easy... Millions have done it for me but no one so smoothly... So you want your wife? And what will you give me in exchange?

ERNESTO:  I think... that I don't have anything to give you.


(DIONAS makes some fire appear near ERNESTO, who becomes frightened.)

DIONAS:  Yes you do, and a great deal.  But only two things interest me: one, I know you write about strange subjects.  You'll write my true history.

ERNESTO:  I don't know anything about it.

DIONAS:  I'll tell it to you.  And second: You're innocent and fragile.  I like you.  I'll bring you your wife... in exchange for... I'll tell you later.  First, I want you to be moved by my adventures through the centuries and then... everything will be much easier.


(ERNESTO moves further away to where MELBA is, who disappears.)

DIONAS:  Pay attention to me.  My story is unfortunate... In the beginning everything was in great confusion and I, who was a cherub walking through Eden among brilliantly shining jewels, with my body radiant from cornelius, emeralds, diamonds, beryls, rubies, chrysolite, topaz, onyx, jasper, sapphires and carbuncle, all set in the purest gold, I was named Guardian of Nations.  Then, sure, like all guardians, never very much loved by their gods, I began to do, at their request, some dirty acts, which they didn't want to be bothered with... so they wouldn't get mixed up in shady dealings... You know how that goes...

ERNESTO:  Yes, certainly.

DIONAS:  Well, I was peacefully fulfilling my duty... Destroying the innocent ones, punishing the skeptics, I ordered the demigods who complained about justice to disappear, finally, you know... Then, as it so happens... Faced with the first criticism from the mortals in my work, or, I admit, error or misjudgment about what could have occurred, all of them (He points upward.) began to deny having had anything to do with those actions and, to definitely show their innocence, they didn't just hide their participation but they turned out to be the worst accusers, adding even greater offenses to the list of misdeeds.  Do you see?

ERNESTO  (nodding):  It happens.

DIONAS:  Do you know what they say?

ERNESTO:  What?

DIONAS:  That the unpleasantness of Man doesn't come from the gods, but rather from an evil demagogue.  You're hearing right.  There's racism everywhere.  They also say that the cause is a jealous demon who upsets the divine work on purpose and fights against creation.  Do you think so?

ERNESTO:  No... No?

DIONAS:  Certainly not!  How can they say such terrible things?  After sending me they tell me I did it out of jealousy!  Jealous of who?  My brother Zeus or the other imbecile, Poseidon?  Heaven and the ocean for them and they landlock me and they defame me!  (He screams.)  Hypocrites!

ERNESTO:  Don't.. don't act like that.

DIONAS:  It's just that they drive me crazy!  How can they believe such wickedness?  They hold me responsible for all imperfections, calamities, ugliness, and mistakes in the universe because of evil or jealousy.  You've never heard such foolishness!  That I made the moon to look like the sun and it came out smaller, less brilliant and full of ugly scars!  I never tried to imitate the sun!  I made the moon like that because it seemed more poetic!  Do you realize how they can distort mythology?  And as a result they strengthen the same lies, and since they're more and more powerful their messages spread and everyone believes them.

ERNESTO:  What else do they say?

DIONAS:  For example, that I, wanting to imitate the bees... I created flies; and because I was jealous of the creation of man, I made monkeys; for horses, the ass; for cows, the goat; for bulls, the billy goat; and for dogs, the wolf.  Have you ever heard such slander?

ERNESTO:  No.

DIONAS:  They even say that when God was preparing the clay to make Adam, I spit on it.  Would I do such a thing?

ERNESTO:  I don't think so.

DIONAS:  And that's the reason why Man is subjected to diseases and sickness.  I never would have done such a thing!  The real story is that God was never going to admit that, at that moment, his breath was foul-smelling.

ERNESTO:  That's horrible!

DIONAS:  That's the word, horrible.  I'm getting sleepy.  Hand me the violin... (ERNESTO, surprised, brings it to him.)  Don't be afraid.  You know I don't sleep... When I'm sleepy I play the violin because rather than getting upset and making me impatient, it makes me seven times faster... which can make me dangerous... (He begins to play.)  Do you like it?

ERNESTO:  A lot.

DIONAS:  Listen carefully and look at me!  You can't achieve art without looking me in the face!... (ERNESTO listens carefully, until DIONAS stops playing.)  Well?

ERNESTO:  Really, I like it a lot.

DIONAS:  It's not a question of saying the words a lot!  It has to do with giving it the right inflection so I'll feel that you never heard such marvelous playing, neither with better technique or with greater emotion.  Do you understand?

ERNESTO:  Yes.

DIONAS:  Practice it when I'm not here.  I'll go on.  In spite of everything, what worries me most now... is skepticism.

ERNESTO:  What skepticism?

DIONAS:  That of the mortals for the gods.  They doubt more every day and, paradoxically, that also affects me.  Do you see?

ERNESTO:  More or less.

DIONAS:  All my life I've feared being forgotten, but I never knew that it could come to pass... Even less in my glory eras, when everyone either hated me or adored me.  I had a thousand names: Satan, Lucifer, Mephistopheles, Beelzebub, Luzbel, Samael, Halel ben Schahar, Baal, Arddu the dark, even Phosphorous!  That was the one I liked best!  Do you know why?

ERNESTO:  Why?

DIONAS:  They called me Phosphorous, bearer of light, because it was Venus, the morning star, which guided by the light of the moon.  Isn't that poetic?

ERNESTO:  Beautiful.

DIONAS:  You liked it, huh?  But do you think that at any time they asked me what my name really was?

ERNESTO:  I don't know.

DIONAS:  No.  But it didn't matter.  The important thing was that they needed me... Now I feel doubts about my own existence... And I'm afraid it might be the beginning of the end.  Why are beings so insecure?

ERNESTO:  I don't understand very well what you mean?

DIONAS:  
If a man stops believing in God... he won't believe in me, do you understand?

ERNESTO:  Maybe.

DIONAS:  And I don't know what to do... At this point I'm not going to start preaching, right?

ERNESTO:  Certainly not.

DIONAS:  I wouldn't worry if they would leave me the thing I most enjoy.

ERNESTO:  What?

DIONAS:  Incest, killing for passion, change, beloved torture.  Those are my weaknesses!  Besides, why not do them or cause them?  Why put out the fire of passion?  What sense does so much sacrifice make?  Why change the course of art to the sublime, if just the same you end up in hell?

ERNESTO:  What do you mean..hell?

DIONAS:  And what did you think it was?

ERNESTO:  Paradise.

DIONAS:  You poor believer... (He mocks.)  Paradise... How many times did you want to commit a crime, torture, or go wild?

ERNESTO:  Quite a few.

DIONAS;  And you never did it.

ERNESTO:  No.

DIONAS:  Then, this is hell... and your place is here, where cowards and the fainthearted lie.  Besides, naive one.  How did I get here?  I've been sent to the grave, to the depths of the abyss.  Isaiah says:



How did you fall from heaven,



brilliant star, son of the dawn?



Thrown `round the earth



dominator of nations?

ERNESTO:  I don't know, the old woman told me... that this is Paradise.

DIONAS:  She told you that?

ERNESTO:  Yes.

DIONAS:  Ridiculous!  She must have been joking.

ERNESTO:  She seemed to be serious.

DIONAS  (confused):  The old lady doesn't joke around.  Maybe this isn't hell?

ERNESTO:  I think... that it isn't.

DIONAS:  Is that possible?  Did you cross the Styx?

ERNESTO:  The what?

DIONAS:  The River Styx.  The river you have to cross to get to hell.

ERNESTO:  I didn't cross any river.

DIONAS:  Did you see Charon, Cerberus?

ERNESTO:  No, no.

DIONAS:  Do you have any proof?

ERNESTO:  I flew in.

DIONAS  (he hesitates):  Flying?  To the depths?  I need some other proof.

ERNESTO:  I don't know... the crevice?

DIONAS  (he looks surprised):  How come I never realized?...  Then... Was I confused?  Convinced for so many years that I had lost heaven!  Asking myself:  What did I do wrong?  And now... (He goes up to ERNESTO and hugs him.)  My friend.  And I, who was complaining about not being recognized!  Do you see?  If it weren't for you, I never would have known.  Let me thank you... (He tries to kiss him on the lips, but ERNESTO pulls away.  DIONAS pulls himself together and looks decidedly at ERNESTO.  MELBA appears again.)  You've come to celebrate my existence.  I wanted to help you fulfill your desire.

ERNESTO:  I can't thank you enough.

DIONAS  (he nods):  In exchange for the second condition.

ERNESTO:  What's that?

DIONAS:  Much less troublesome than the first.

ERNESTO:  Tell me, please.

DIONAS:  You must give me... your love.

ERNESTO:  What do you mean I have to give you my love?

DIONAS:  Just that.  Do you agree?

ERNESTO:  I don't understand... You're...

DIONAS:  Dionas, the crevice repairman... And I want your love.

ERNESTO:  But... I love my wife.

DIONAS:  You'll love her, but before that you have to love me, and why not do it?  I'll cross the endless seas, I'll fly against the powerful winds, I'll walk across the most torrid and lonely deserts, and I'll bring her to you... in return for your love... (ERNESTO tries to move away.)

ERNESTO:  It doesn't make sense.

DIONAS:  Which sense?  That of reason?


(He plays the violin again.)


Reason doesn't make sense


nor does sense make reason.


Man who gives reasons


to calm his anguish


doesn't notice that


was the source of his illusion.


And thus the eternal change:


from anguish to creation,


from creation to chaos,


from chaos to reason


which gives our life


a meaning that perhaps


isn't true... nor a lie.


Anguish from nonsense


which no wise reason


could ever eliminate,


so the real nonsense


is that of being in the world


without even knowing who we are,


less, where we came from


nor why we die.


(He stops playing.)


Dionas, twenty-sixth century.  Do you like it?  I'm especially interested in a writer's opinion.

ERNESTO:  A lot.

DIONAS:  You're lying.  You're too compassionate.  Do you love me?

ERNESTO:  What?...

DIONAS:  Come closer, cherub.

ERNESTO:  No, I can't.

DIONAS:  Why not?  Maybe you're a virgin?

ERNESTO:  Don't make fun... I'm not attracted to you.

DIONAS  (he laughs):  If I were attractive to you, I wouldn't ask you to get closer.  You'd do it on your own.  Come here, touch me and you'll see it's a nice feeling.  I'm smooth, warm, with soft curves.

ERNESTO:  I don't like to touch men.

DIONAS:  Oh!  You're sexist and homophobic?  Don't you know we're all a mixture with only one absurd difference that distinguishes us?

ERNESTO:  I don't believe that.  Besides, it doesn't matter what you say.  I don't like men.

DIONAS:  Are you going to keep stating such a weak argument?

ERNESTO:  It's not weak!  I don't like it.  It's obvious.

DIONAS:  Nothing in the world is irrefutable.  What's stopping you from touching me, even if you don't like me?

ERNESTO:  I would feel bad.

DIONAS:  Have you ever done it?

ERNESTO:  No.

DIONAS:  Well, then?  Give it a try!  Maybe you'll feel good.

ERNESTO:  I don't want to.  Without even trying, I could manage to touch a woman, but not a man.

DIONAS:  You said it!

ERNESTO:  What?

DIONAS:  That you'd touch a woman.

ERNESTO:  I could.

DIONAS:  Then... I'll be a woman.

ERNESTO:  What are you saying?

DIONAS:  Just what you heard.  I'll be a beautiful woman.


(Smoke.  He changes into a beautiful woman.)

DIONAS:  Do you like me like this?

ERNESTO  (flustered):  How can this happen?

DIONAS:  Excuse me, didn't I tell you I was the son of Hermes and Aphrodite?  And you're lucky I didn't take on the body of a billy-goat, lion, wild boar, pig, monkey, a crow or a basilisk.

ERNESTO  (bewildered):  It's impossible.

ered)DIONAS:  You don't believe me?  Are you thinking about Salmakis, the nymph who, for love, merged with me?

ERNESTO:  But then, aren't you the devil?

DIONAS:  I'm him, too... One is so many things!  My life is a mystery that will never be revealed!  Come closer now.

ERNESTO  (he looks outside):  No.

DIONAS:  Don't annoy me any more.  What's the matter now?

ERNESTO:  I love my wife.

DIONAS:  Oh!  Not just homophobic... (He moves closer to him.)  A story teller, too.

ERNESTO:  It's true.

DIONAS:  You don't love her.  You can't live without her, which is different... come on, this is the last chance to try other things and, as if that's not enough, without the risk of scorn that you would have had in the other world for loving a hermaphrodite.

ERNESTO:  Get out of here!

DIONAS:  No, my dear.  You made me change by promising me happiness.  And now you're going to deny me?  No, my love.

ERNESTO:  Please, leave.

DIONAS:  Feel my breasts... (He hugs him.)

ERNESTO:  No, no...

DIONAS:  My quivering hips need your touch.  Caress me... (He puts ERNESTO's hands on his hips.)

ERNESTO  (almost sobbing):  Leave me alone, for God's sake.

DIONAS:  Make me feel like a woman, lie down on me...

ERNESTO:  No, no... (He hesitates, he begins to let himself get carried away until he reacts and screams.)  Adelaida!

DIONAS:  No, don't call her.  Enjoy.

ERNESTO:  Adelaida!

DIONAS:  No, please, don't call her!

ERNESTO:  Then leave me alone.

DIONAS  (he sniffs and lets him go):  Okay, calm down, don't get upset.  Nothing's happened here.

ERNESTO:  I feel sick, please go away.

DIONAS:  I'm going, I'm going, don't worry... (MELBA disappears.)  And, please, don't say a word about this to the old lady.

ERNESTO:  Why not?

DIONAS:  It would be bad for me.  Don't do it.  Ask me for what you want.

ERNESTO  (he hesitates):  Bring my wife.

DIONAS:  I promise you I'll do it.  Give me a little while and I'll bring her to you...


(He sniffs.)  The old lady is answering your call.  Remember, I'll bring her.  Don't say anything.


(Smoke.  He disappears.  The OLD LADY appears, she stops and begins to sniff.)

ADELAIDA:  He had to come in here, the rascal.

ERNESTO:  How can you tell?

ADELAIDA:  His scent gives him away... Without doubt he's offered to bring her to you, right?

ERNESTO:  Yes.

ADELAIDA:  Don't pay attention to him, he's a compulsive liar.  Sometimes he thinks he's the devil.  He says he's the son of gods and he can do whatever he wants... Do you know what he even told me one time?

ERNESTO:  What?

ADELAIDA:  That he could even change himself into a woman!  Now tell me he's not crazy.  An imbecile, besides.  Why does he say that?  If it were the truth, they'd send him to purgatory.  And then we'll see if he keeps talking foolishness!... Me, too.  What am I trying to do, find some sense in what a crazy man says?  A crazy man is a crazy man!

ERNESTO:  Who knows if he can.

ADELAIDA  (surprised):  What?

ERNESTO:  Change into a woman.

ADELAIDA  (angry):  Are you hallucinating?  What are you saying?

ERNESTO:  Nothing, nothing... And they let crazy people wander around here, just like that?

ADELAIDA:  No way.  They protect them in the New Tendency Association.  They let him out because the sentence they gave him in the Great Trial was: impregnated.

ERNESTO:  What do you mean, impregnated?

ADELAIDA:  Certainly, surely in the other world he read too much mythology and ended up impregnated.

ERNESTO  (he nods):  You, did you find her?

ADELAIDA:  Who?

ERNESTO:  My wife.

ADELAIDA:  No, not yet, but we're on the right trail...

ERNESTO:  What?

ADELAIDA  (she points to one of the openings):  Your parents...

ERNESTO:  My parents?

ADELAIDA:  I couldn't manage to do anything.


(ERNESTO goes toward the opening as his parents enter and come to meet him.  They're very old and in rags.  They walk hand in hand helping each other stand up.)

MOTHER:  Son, how exciting!

FATHER:  Give us a hug.


(They embrace.)

ADELAIDA  (leaving):  If you need me, call me.

FATHER:  Well, look who's here!  This is indeed a surprise!

MOTHER:  We're so happy to see you, son.  What happened to you?

ERNESTO:  I don't know very much about it.

MOTHER:  Well...What?  Did you die?

FATHER  (to the MOTHER):  And just why do you think he's here?

MOTHER:  I can imagine.  But how did it happen?

ERNESTO:  I was writing and all of a sudden, I don't know, I seemed to lose consciousness, and I was falling and...

MOTHER  (to the FATHER):  Couldn't he just have fainted?

FATHER:  Dear, this is death!

MOTHER:  I already know it's death!  Why are you telling me?  (To ERNESTO.)  You can't imagine how boring it is... Tell me.  What did you feel like when you were falling?

ERNESTO:  I don't know.

FATHER:  What do you mean you don't know?  Always the same scatterbrain.  You must have felt something.

ERNESTO:  I didn't feel anything.

FATHER  (to the MOTHER):  It must have been a heart attack, just like for us.

MOTHER:  Did you see how incredible ours was?  The people we tell don't believe us.

FATHER:  They say that since we like to tell stories so much, this is just another one we made up to impress them.

ERNESTO:  It's just that it really doesn't seem true, because you (To his FATHER.) weren't well, but you (To his MOTHER.)  didn't have anything wrong with you.  No one was expecting it.

MOTHER:  Don't say that.  I'd been going around for months saying that I wanted to die.  Or wasn't that how it was?

ERNESTO  (he hesitates):  Yes...

MOTHER:  Well, then?  What better warning than that could there have been?

ERNESTO:  What they can't believe is what Dad said when he learned about your death.

MOTHER:  What did he say?

ERNESTO:  You mean you don't know?

FATHER:  We revived when we got here, son.

ERNESTO  (a pause):  And you didn't tell her?

MOTHER:  No, he didn't tell me.  What did he say?

ERNESTO:  When he found out you died, he said, ``I want to die'' and he died.  How is it possible?  Within two minutes of you!

MOTHER:  That's what he said?  (ERNESTO nods.)  I didn't know anything... (To the FATHER.)  Why didn't you tell me?

FATHER:  I didn't have any reason.

MOTHER  (She hugs him):  You're wonderful!... (To ERNESTO.)  I thought he had died from fright!

ERNESTO:  Do you see how much he loves you?

MOTHER:  He's a marvelous man!

FATHER  (to ERNESTO):  Don't say anything about your mother.

MOTHER:  What does he have to say about me?

FATHER:  You died from seeing how bad off I was.

MOTHER:  I never said that.

FATHER:  But I know that's the way it was... How could I go on living?

ERNESTO:  That's incredible.  I also died because...

FATHER  (he interrupts her):  Did your chest hurt?

ERNESTO:  No, I got dizzy and I felt like I was falling.

MOTHER:  Your blood pressure just must have dropped... (She goes up to him and hugs him.)  You poor dear, you certainly must still be sick because of what happened to us.. although it's been quite a while now, right?  (Suddenly anxious.)  What was our funeral like?

ERNESTO:  What, what was it like...?

FATHER  (to the MOTHER):  Let's drop it for now, let him tell what happened to him.

MOTHER:  Yes, yes... (To ERNESTO.)  Excuse me.  Weren't you maybe working too hard?

ERNESTO:  No, it wasn't because of that.

FATHER:  Certainly not.

MOTHER:  Well, then?

ERNESTO:  I don't know, it was probably a cardiac arrest.

FATHER:  A heart doesn't stop like that just on its own.

ERNESTO:  Sometimes they do.

FATHER:  They never stop on their own, there always has to be some reason.

ERNESTO:  Why?  It's a machine, isn't it?

MOTHER:  Machines don't cry, Son.  Hearts do.

ERNESTO:  All the more reason.  Maybe it stopped from crying too much!

MOTHER:  My poor dear, my pet.  (She goes up to him and hugs him.)

FATHER:  He's a hypochondriac... He certainly didn't have any pain.

MOTHER:  Quit arguing!... Where were you?

ERNESTO:  At home... I hadn't gone out for quite a while.

MOTHER:  Why?

ERNESTO:  I'd felt sick for a long time.

MOTHER:  Sick from what?

ERNESTO:  I don't know.  I didn't have any strength.

FATHER:  You should have gone to the doctor...

ERNESTO:  I couldn't.

MOTHER:  Why?  Were you afraid?

ERNESTO:  It wasn't that.

FATHER:  Then, what was it?  Look at what happened to you!  I'm sure you were afraid of finding out something serious and in the end you died just the same!  How ridiculous!

MOTHER:  And why didn't Melba take you?

ERNESTO:  No. Melba...

MOTHER:  Melba what?  Don't cover for her!  Now you're going to say that she was very busy or some stupid thing!  You were sick, very sick!  What does the fact that she was busy have to do with anything?  It was your life that was in danger!  Well, wasn't it?  You didn't ask her for a favor because you didn't feel like doing it!  Always the same, not wanting to bother your little wife.  Can that be possible?

FATHER:  Don't act like that, you'll make him sick.

MOTHER:  What do you mean, ``don't act like that?''  He is dying, and doesn't go to the doctor.  He doesn't dare ask his little princess to take him and, on top of that, she just doesn't do it... Does she have shit for brains?

ERNESTO:  She died, Mama.

MOTHER:  Who?

ERNESTO:  Melba.


(A pause.  His parents look at each other, disconcerted.)

MOTHER:  And how come she didn't come to see us?

ERNESTO:  I don't know.

FATHER:  I'm sorry, Son.  How did it happen?

ERNESTO:  No one knows.

FATHER:  What do you mean?  What did the doctors say?

ERNESTO:  They didn't know what to say... She began to get weak... and she died in a month.  It's as if she faded away.

FATHER:  She was madly in love.

ERNESTO:  That's what I'm saying.  That she was devoted!

MOTHER:  Well, why?

ERNESTO:  I think it was... because of me.

MOTHER:  Because of you?

ERNESTO:  Yes.


(His FATHER makes a gesture to his MOTHER, without ERNESTO seeing it, for her not to continue.)

MOTHER:  Okay, may she rest in peace... Did you cry a lot for her?

ERNESTO:  Yes.

MOTHER:  My poor baby... It's tough to be alone, isn't it?  (ERNESTO nods.)  Us too, we were so alone... that there were times when I even thought we would rot... Luckily we're all together now.

FATHER:  That's right! We have to celebrate this reunion!  It's not that I'm happy that you stopped living, but rather that you've arrived here... You understand me, right?  Since you came... Did you bring something?

ERNESTO:  Something like what?

FATHER:  Something to drink.

ERNESTO:  No.

FATHER:  What do you mean, no?

ERNESTO:  I'm sick, Dad.

FATHER:  Quit saying stupid things... Let's look, there has to be something somewhere around here.  (He looks in the sideboard.)

MOTHER:  Now you don't have any reason to be sad.

ERNESTO:  I miss her a lot.

FATHER:  Look what I found!... (He shows them a bottle.)  An elixir!

MOTHER:  Put down that bottle.  If the witch comes in here she'll let us have it!

FATHER  (with irony and wit):  We'll take care of her together.

MOTHER:  Well said.

ERNESTO:  Excuse me, but I don't have anything to celebrate.

FATHER  (he lowers the bottle and turning around, begins to uncork it):  Don't worry, son, in a little while you won't even remember her.

MOTHER:  That's right, time makes you forget everything... or almost everything, right?  How long ago?

ERNESTO:  How long ago what?

FATHER:  When she came here, pay attention!

ERNESTO:  Almost six months.

FATHER  (already uncorked, he tastes from the bottle):  Mmmmm, really tasty!  (He keeps drinking.)

MOTHER:  Hold on, Dear, we have to divide it up.  Give me a little.


(He gives the bottle to the MOTHER.)

FATHER:  Son.

ERNESTO:  What?

FATHER:  You're not going to be so foolish as to say that you came looking for her, right?

MOTHER:  You don't know the harm that would do to us, son.  We were waiting for you so anxiously.

FATHER:  We suffered imagining how much you must be missing us.


(From this moment on they pass the bottle back and forth until they finish it.  Little by little they become more tipsy.)

MOTHER:  I'm telling you, that when the witch told us that you were here, we looked at each other and we said, in unison... No, dear, was it at the same time?

FATHER:  That's right.

MOTHER:  That surely you came because you couldn't stand not being with us... That's right isn't it?

FATHER:  Thanks, Son, although it may have cost you your life.

MOTHER:  I'll tell everyone:  There's no one like my son.  He's the best in the world.

FATHER:   And everyone will joke with her and ask: At what?

ERNESTO:  I'd also like to find Melba.

MOTHER:  Oh, son!  And if you don't find her?

ERNESTO:  What do you mean not find her?

MOTHER:  There are so many of us.

ERNESTO:  If I found you, I'll be able to find her.

FATHER:  I hope you have good luck.

ERNESTO:  And both of you, how are you getting along?

FATHER:  We take it easy.

MOTHER  (after drinking a few swigs):  And what else can we do?  Anyway, son, to rest in peace here you have to be very special.

FATHER:  It can be done... If you want, it can be done.

MOTHER:  That's why I said you have to be special, like you.

ERNESTO:  Why?

MOTHER:  Oh, son!  Because here everything is litany, monotony, eternity.  Who could like it?... (ERNESTO makes an ambiguous gesture.)  Well, he likes it.  You ask, how is that possible?  He's a lucky man.  Do you remember what he always used to do when he'd get home?

ERNESTO:  He'd put on music and pretend to direct it.

MOTHER:  That's exactly right... (To the FATHER.)  Show him.

FATHER:  Mozart:  A Little Night Music!  Allegro.


(Below the crevice the FATHER begins to hum Mozart's music.  He hums louder and louder, adding gestures as if directing timidly.  Orchestra music joins in, becoming increasingly louder until it fills the room.  The FATHER directs with emotion while dirt starts to fall.  The MOTHER takes a broom and sweeps the dirt towards the outside.)

ERNESTO:  Fantastic!

MOTHER:  Yes, fantastic, while as for me, the only thing I can do is this!  Is that fair!  I had hopes that some day, after all the earth there was would fall, light would appear, but... To have died to live like this!  He moves his arms like a clown and music comes out!  If I could sit down... (She sits down under the crevice.)  put on my glasses, hold my hands like this, and have a novel appear... I'm not asking for Hemingway, or Cronin, anybody!... (She anxiously waits, until dirt falls on top of her.)  Nothing!  Garbage!  (She gets up and brushes herself off.)

ERNESTO:  There must be a way out.

MOTHER:  That's what I say, but if there were one, everyone would have left already... (Pointing to the FATHER.)  Except for him, sure.

FATHER  (directing the imaginary orchestra)  More feeling!  I want to hear more violins!  More excitement!  Let's have those vibratos!  Good!  Good!

MOTHER  (to ERNESTO):  Can you believe it?

FATHER  (while he keeps on directing):  It's a heavenly feeling, son!  Sometimes I think I should have come here sooner!

MOTHER  (ironically):  Sure, this is really Paradise... (Indicating everything.)  Dirt, bugs and fire!  Tell me you don't have to be crazy to be happy!

FATHER  (while he directs):  It's what we have, and there's no going back... Let's enjoy our solitude.

MOTHER:  You chose a beautiful place for your honeymoon.

FATHER:  Do you know what, Son?

ERNESTO:  What?

FATHER:  Thanks to you... at least we're here.

MOTHER:  You're right... (The FATHER is surprised.  Earth falls.  She screams toward the ceiling.)  Garbage!  Excuse me, Son, but I'm going to ask a question that's going to seem strange to you, but something's been eating at me for a long time.

ERNESTO:  What, Mama?

MOTHER:  Our burial... Was she there?

FATHER:  That again?

MOTHER:  Yes, again.  What's the problem?

ERNESTO  (surprised):  Who are you talking about?

FATHER:  Really, my love.  So much time has gone by.

MOTHER:  I want to know... (To ERNESTO.)  Was Mel there?

ERNESTO:  No.

MOTHER  (to the FATHER):  What did I tell you?

ERNESTO:  She felt real sick... and she couldn't go.

MOTHER:  I knew it.

FATHER:  Why?

MOTHER:  Because she never loved us!

FATHER:  Don't say that, Mama.

MOTHER:  I already said it.  Or do you think that I forgot when she screamed at me in my own house?

ERNESTO:  When?

MOTHER:  Don't play like you've forgotten!  When you separated and you came to live with us.

ERNESTO:  It was the day she wanted to speak to me and you didn't let her come in.

MOTHER:  Because I knew she was going to convince you!

ERNESTO:  I wanted her to convince me!

MOTHER:  I know!  That's what got me angrier than ever!

ERNESTO:  Well, then?  Why didn't you let her come in?

MOTHER:  Because it was the best thing for you!

ERNESTO:  How do you know what's best for me?

MOTHER:  Shut up!  You never had any character!

ERNESTO:  Now you'll see if I have any character or not!... (He raises his hand as if to push her and the FATHER intervenes.)

FATHER:  That's enough!  Is this the time to argue?  We just got together!  Why don't you control yourselves a little bit.  Lower that hand!

ERNESTO:  It's just that I'm sick of you criticizing me and wanting to decide what's best for me!

FATHER:  Well, don't go on about that now.  Calm down.

ERNESTO:  Tell her.

FATHER:  Well, Son.  I understand that it's not easy, the three of us meeting here, after having always seen us alive.  Isn't that it?

ERNESTO:  It could be.

FATHER:  It's not pleasant to see us under these circumstances.

MOTHER:  And less so for a mother.

FATHER:  Tell us, Son.  What did you do during those years?

ERNESTO:  I wrote a lot.

MOTHER:  Are you still writing those weird stories?

ERNESTO:  Yes, Mama.  They're called stories of the fantastic.

MOTHER:  For me, they're weird stories.

ERNESTO:  With those weird stories, in the past few years, I've won twelve prizes and had them published in seven books.  And, do you know what?

FATHER AND MOTHER  (interested):  What?

ERNESTO:  Nine months ago there was a book published with fifteen stories of mine that says on the cover in big letters: ``Ernesto Hades: Short Stories''  And the reviews were excellent.  In one, a picture of me appeared with the book announcement.  What do you think?

FATHER:  Congratulations.  (He gives him a kiss.)

MOTHER  (hugging him):  I'm so proud!

ERNESTO:  Really?  In spite of everything, I cried so many times because you weren't with me at those times.  I was desperate to tell you what was happening to me.

FATHER:  Son.

ERNESTO:  What?

FATHER:  Don't tell me that you died now to come here and tell us these things!


(MELBA leans in through one of the openings.)

ERNESTO:  How can you think that?

FATHER:  I'm saying... since you always wanted to impress us with what you were doing.

ERNESTO:  I was telling you, but I wasn't going die for that reason.

MOTHER:  My baby.  Nothing can impress us more than that you've come because you missed us so much!  Or isn't that the way it was?

ERNESTO:  Yes, Mama.

MOTHER:  Are you sure?

ERNESTO:  Certain.


(ERNESTO looks toward the outside.  MELBA hides a little bit.)

MOTHER:  What's the matter, Son?

ERNESTO:  Nothing, nothing... it seemed to me...

MOTHER:  My baby.  (She hugs him.)

ERNESTO:  And both of you, did you miss me?

FATHER:  A lot, Son.

MOTHER  (taking his hands):  How can you ask?  I was desperate to see you so many times.  There were even times when I was afraid my longing would bring you here!

FATHER:  What your mother is saying is true!


(A pause.  ERNESTO looks outside where MELBA is, who disappears.  ERNESTO catches sight of her.)

ERNESTO:  No, it can't be!  (He runs outside.)

FATHER:  Where are you going, Son?

MOTHER:  What's the matter with him?

FATHER:  I don't know, he must have seen someone he knows.

MOTHER:  He could have been called, go see if you can find him... (The FATHER leans out.)  Well?

FATHER:  I don't see anything.

MOTHER:  Honey.

FATHER:  What?

MOTHER:  I'm afraid.

FATHER  (returning):  About?

MOTHER:  Maybe he's gone?

FATHER:  How could he leave?


(ERNESTO returns.)

MOTHER:  Where did you go?... I thought that... that... I don't know.

ERNESTO:  I thought I saw... Mel.  It happens all the time.  Since she went away, I think I see her all the time.

MOTHER:  I was frightened.

ERNESTO:  Why?

MOTHER:  I don't know.  It made me afraid.

ERNESTO:  That... that I wasn't coming back?

MOTHER:  Maybe.

ERNESTO:  Were you worried because you thought that I didn't die?

MOTHER:  That's not it, Son... Don't just make up things.

ERNESTO:  And what else could I think?  You said it made you afraid that I wasn't coming back, which means that you want me to die.  Do you realize how egotistical you are?  You love yourself more than me!

MOTHER  (to the FATHER):  And that's bad?

FATHER  (he nods):  He's your son.

ERNESTO:  Melba let herself die caring for me and you'd rather have me die to be with you!

MOTHER:  It's not like that!

ERNESTO:  Yes, it is like that!  And I didn't come here to stay with you, but to stay with her forever and ever.

MOTHER:  I'm sick and tired of your wife!  If there's a God, may he take her to the catacomb of the vampires!... (To the FATHER.)  And you're not going to say anything?

FATHER:  She's his wife.  How can you say that to him?  Now he's got nothing to lose!

MOTHER:  A chip off the old block!  The two of you accuse me and you both want to stay dead!  Idiots!  What would happen if everyone wanted to stay dead?... (They don't answer.)  Everything would be spoiled!  And what rots, is contaminated... I'm not going to die twice...  I'll keep fighting... (She leaves.)

FATHER  (looking at the MOTHER and at ERNESTO):  Goodbye, Son... look for her... It's the only way to keep living... with love.  (He goes after the MOTHER.)


(A pause.  DIONAS appears.)

ERNESTO:  Did you find her?

DIONAS:  I had problems, but I'll bring her.  I wanted to tell you so you wouldn't suffer, or think that I forgot you...

ERNESTO:  Please, look for her.

DIONAS:  You could be happy... You didn't tell her anything, right?

ERNESTO:  No.

DIONAS:  Thank you.  Goodbye... my love.


(At this time, ADELAIDA appears, who heard DIONAS's last words.)

ADELAIDA  (to DIONAS):  Get out of here!

DIONAS:  Yes, yes, I'm sorry... (He disappears.)

ADELAIDA  (to ERNESTO):  What did he say to you?

ERNESTO:  Nothing, just that he didn't find her.

ADELAIDA:  Why did he say ``my love'' to you?

ERNESTO  (frightened):  I don't know.

ADELAIDA:  What did you do with him?

ERNESTO:  I swear to you, nothing... I don't know why he said that to me.  If you yourself say he's crazy, why ask me that?

ADELAIDA:  Now that poor devil will learn a lesson... And you be careful, because if your wife hears anything questionable...

ERNESTO:  What do you know about her?


(ADELAIDA makes a gesture and a woman about ERNESTO's age appears.  In spite of the rags in which she's dressed, she seems especially cared for and prepared for this meeting.)

ERNESTO:  Laura?

ADELAIDA:  What do you mean, Laura?

ERNESTO:  She's not my wife.

ADELAIDA:  This is the woman who is waiting for you.

ERNESTO:  It's not her.

ADELAIDA:  Are you sure?

ERNESTO:  Without a doubt, it's not Melba.

ADELAIDA:  Really?  I suspected it...  While I look for Melba, I'll let you two talk.


(ADELAIDA leaves.  ERNESTO and LAURA look at each other.  MELBA leans in.)

LAURA:  I love you, I love you. I love you.



Crying for not having said it



will never be too much,



intoxicated with passion,



crazy with love suppressed,



my love... I love you.

ERNESTO:  You waited for me, up until now?

LAURA:  
Thinking which words,



gestures, sounds, silences,



my love could say



without wounding your sorrow.



I will wait, trapped by fear,



of never finding you.



And hope, anxiety, melancholy



because of love turned into poetry.

ERNESTO:  How long?

LAURA:
The time of death lived



desperately hoping.



Quiet, hidden, absorbed,



because of feeling deep inside



such unbounded passion.



Hours, days, years, centuries?



Is it your skin?  Your mellow skin?



Your sad eyes, your eyes?



Are you the same one I loved,



expectantly and in ecstasy



looking from my window?

ERNESTO:  What do you mean, ``from your window?''


LAURA:
You never looked into my eyes



behind those two curtains



which held the air



of my breath you took away



You would pass by... indifferent.

ERNESTO:  I barely knew you.

LAURA:
I would wake up each day



intent upon meeting you,



but at the moment of truth



when I was ready



to declare my love,



intolerable doubt would surface



What if he doesn't love me?


(ERNESTO is going to speak and LAURA, with a gesture, asks him to remain quiet.)



Was I afraid to find out?



Or did I keep alive the



illusion of our impossible love?

ERNESTO:  But... What happened to you?

LAURA:
I was afraid that someone, weary



of bearing my pain,



wanted to calm my torment



emptying my heart.



Then, one morning



almost without light and enchanted,



hating to live that life



I opened my captive womb.

ERNESTO:  No!... Because of me?

LAURA  (she nods again):



I thought that only by dying



could this feeling,



be kept by me.



And it wasn't like that, my sweet love.



Love, sad regret



is not only this illusion.



It is also the other body



heating up the passion.

ERNESTO:  Then?

LAURA:
That's the reason I awaited you.



Because if my love were to die,



my life, image, memory,



would lose meaning



and the sad, unpitying forgetting



would erase my existence.



Was my fate what you didn't



want to find out in life?



Maybe it was already written 



that our... excuse me, ``my'' love,



could be found



only in wretched death,



where errant souls



cannot rejoice



with worldly pleasures.

ERNESTO:  And what can I do now?

LAURA:
I came to this refuge



to interrupt your rest,



wanting your body



to turn to flesh before my eyes



and the sweet sound of your



voice to penetrate my ears.



So that together, inside me,



your voice and flesh generate



the warmth that protects me,



lets me survive



and carry out my good luck



of being your eternal lover. 

ERNESTO:  My eternal lover?

LAURA:  Tell me, please, that you love me.

ERNESTO:  I'm searching for my wife.

LAURA:
I know.



I'm not asking you for love




Now I would never dare.





Because of that I'm asking you,



my love, not that you love me



but only that you say “I love you.”

ERNESTO:  I don't understand.  What are you asking me for?

LAURA:
That you release those words



which can be isolated letters



without meaning...



What does ``I love you'' mean?



Repeat it ten thousand times



say it in twenty thousand ways...



How can perhaps the greatest mystery,



love, be barely represented by



such fragile sounds?



Please say: I love you



and my suffering spirit



may, perhaps forever,



enjoy eternal peace.

ERNESTO:  I don't want to be a hypocrite.

LAURA:
Think of my years of waiting.



Dark clouds of fear



and sad blankets of anguish



covered this tragic



and impious meaning.



I died from my undeclared love.



Don't I deserve three words



that allow me to enjoy



and delight in the illusion



of having you inside me.


(A pause.)

ERNESTO:  I love you.


(MELBA disappears.)

LAURA:  Thank you.  (She leaves, very excited.)


(A pause.  ERNESTO is confused.)

ERNESTO  (He calls, louder and louder, going to the openings, to the crevice and the center of the room):  Melba!... Mel, my love!... Where are you?... Mel, Honey!... Please, Mel!... I can't live without you!  Darling!  (He screams, more and more desperate.)  Mel!  Can you hear me?... I need you!... Where are you, Mel?... I'll look for you wherever I have to!   Mel!  You're the love of my life!... (He starts to cry, more and more distressed.)  I can't go on!  I need to find you... I can't go on without you!  Mel!


(ADELAIDA comes in, she goes up to ERNESTO and puts her hand on his shoulder.  ERNESTO looks at her hopefully and begins to cry again.)

ADELAIDA:  Son...

ERNESTO:  What?

ADELAIDA:  Your wife... isn't here anymore.

ERNESTO:  What do you mean she's not here anymore?

ADELAIDA:  She disappeared.

ERNESTO:  That can't be.  How do you know?

ADELAIDA:  I just found her and she was leaving.

ERNESTO:  And why didn't you bring her?

ADELAIDA:  She said she heard you say to your parents that you came here for them, you hesitated about what to do with Dionas, and you said ``I love you'' to another woman.

ERNESTO:  That's ridiculous!  It's all a lie!

ADELAIDA:  That's what she told me, crying... and she left.

ERNESTO:  It's a lie!  You're telling me this so you won't have to look for her anymore and stay with me!  Where is she?  I want to find her and explain everything to her!

ADELAIDA:  Oh, my son!  She felt forgotten and walked away, lost and with no destination.

ERNESTO:  No!  What am I going to do?  And why did I allow myself to die?... (ADELAIDA makes a gesture of not knowing.)  Tell me it's a dream!... (ADELAIDA keeps quiet.)  Please, tell me!  That I'm going to wake up and Melba will be lying by my side!

ADELAIDA:  That's not the way it is!

ERNESTO  (sobbing):  It can't be possible... that I'll never see her again.

ADELAIDA:  I don't know what to say to calm you down.

ERNESTO  (reacting impetuously):  No!  I'm imagining all this.  Sure!  I'm really writing it!  How can I be dead?  that's ridiculous!  I'm a character in my own story!  Everything was made up by me!   Don't you see?  You, Dionas, my parents, Laura, everything.  Everything!  This story of life and death is the fruit of my imagination!  And so was everything else that happened... Do you know what?... Adventures!  Adventures in a made up story!... (He laughs.)  How can I be dead?  What stupidity!


(DIONAS, his PARENTS and LAURA enter, who, together with ADELAIDA, look at him.)  What are you doing here now?  I didn't call you!  Get out!  Get out of here!  Can't you hear me?  Obey!  you're my characters, too!  You're not dead!  You're alive, but in my imagination and you're going to die the moment I forget you!  Please, leave!  Disappear!  I want to wake up calm and feel my wife by my side!


(Crying, upset, he sits on the floor.  Everyone gets closer to him, sad, to calm him down.  They look at each other.  His MOTHER puts her hand on his shoulder.)

MOTHER:  Son...

ERNESTO:  Leave me alone... (To everyone.)  What are you all still doing here?  I told you to go!  I don't want to see you any more!

MOTHER:  Mel left, Honey.

ERNESTO:  No, it's all a lie!

MOTHER:  Now you'll forget her.

ERNESTO:  I don't what to forget her!  I came here to be with her!

MOTHER:  But she isn't here anymore.

ERNESTO:  How do you know that?

MOTHER:  Adelaida saw her go away.

ERNESTO:  She still must be close.

DIONAS:  She could also be far away.


(ERNESTO looks at DIONAS, then at the others.  He gets up.)

ERNESTO:  I'm going to look for her.

ADELAIDA:  It's useless, Pet.

MOTHER:  And if you don't find her?

DIONAS:  We're with you now.


(ERNESTO begins to go toward an opening.  ADELAIDA, the MOTHER and DIONAS block his way.)

MOTHER:  Isn't our love reaching you, Son?

DIONAS:  Please stay.

ADELAIDA:  You could get lost in the darkness.


(ERNESTO, moving around all three of them, keeps going toward the opening.)

MOTHER:  Look at everything you're leaving because of her!

ADELAIDA:  You're heading toward the darkness, Darling.

DIONAS:  We need you.


(ERNESTO breaks away from them and disappears.  The FATHER waves goodby to him while LAURA looks on in anguish.)

ADELAIDA:  Be careful, it's dangerous!

MOTHER:  You'll regret it!


(DIONAS hides his weeping.)

ADELAIDA  (looking at the others):  Can having loved so intensely be worse than not having love at all?

MOTHER:  Words... (To the FATHER.)  You could have said something to him, right?... (The FATHER makes an ambiguous gesture.)  And now... What's going to happen to us?

ADELAIDA:  What already happened, up until now.

MOTHER:  Quit babbling philosophical foolishness!  (Indicating the FATHER and LAURA.)  We'll survive waiting for him!  What meaning does being here have now?


(ADELAIDA hesitates.)

DIONAS:  Maybe he'll come back.

MOTHER  (to ADELAIDA):  Do you think so?

ADELAIDA:  It depends on so many things...

MOTHER:  But is it possible, or not?

ADELAIDA:  It is.

MOTHER:  Are you sure that he didn't return to the living?

ADELAIDA:  I'm sure.

MOTHER:  Then let's not let ourselves get depressed.  Let's prepare for his return.

DIONAS:  What should we do?

MOTHER:  Wait, anxiously.  Come on.  Everyone in his place... (Everyone looks at each other and they begin to leave.)  Come on, Laura, the last thing we can lose is hope...


(A blackout.  The scene is lit up again and we see an undefined and strange space.)

ERNESTO:  Mel!  Mel, Honey!  Where are you?... Please, dear!  Mel!  (Louder and louder and more anguished.)  Mel... Honey!


(ERNESTO looks around confusedly and sounds, lights and music begin.  All those things that the director imagines to be sufficiently representative of an unknown and hallucinatory world.  ERNESTO advances until the beings among whom he is passing begin to carry him from side to side.  MELBA appears.  ERNESTO wants to go toward her, but they impede him.)

ERNESTO:  Mel, Honey.


(MELBA does not hear him.   ERNESTO tries to get closer but he can't.)

ERNESTO:  Honey, it's me, Ernesto!  (To those who don't let him move forward.)  Let me go!  (MELBA continues on.)  Mel, listen to me, it's all a misunderstanding!  It's true that I told Laura I loved her, and Dionas that I could caress another woman, and my parents that I came for them, but those were just words... empty words!  They're souls in pain I didn't want to hurt... (MELBA continues on without listening to him.)  Melba, Babe.  Isn't it proof enough that I've come this far?


(ERNESTO is almost sobbing.  MELBA looks at him quickly and keeps going.)

ERNESTO:  (to the spirits):  Let me go!... (To MELBA.)  Don't go!... Honey, if we're in a story, to have gotten here and found you... it must have some meaning!


(MELBA keeps on going.)

ERNESTO:  Believe me, please... You know that, when I'm afraid, sometimes I lie.


(MELBA stops and looks at him.)

ERNESTO:  Honey.  I need to love you so badly...


(As they look at each other, there is a slow blackout.) 
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