

DREAMS OF A CASTAWAY
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FIRST ACT
Buenos Aires, end of 1940.

Against the back wall: to the left, a window, then bookcase with books, and to the right a large closet.

In the middle of the stage: toward the left and nearly on the proscenium, a little table with a typewriter and chair, and, to its side, an old radio. On the right hand side and also near the proscenium, a table with a chair.

The stage is in darkness until a beam of light appears above Eugenio, who is wearing dark pants and a white shirt with rolled up sleeves,  and open collar, sitting in front of the table with the typewriter. We can hear the news on the radio, they’re talking about the war. He has a though expression.

After listening for a few moments, he turns off the radio and remains staring in front of him until he starts writing. At that moment, a light comes up on the right highlighting Arístides, who is found sitting on top the table dressed as a castaway.


Wind can be heard. The illusion of a raft in the middle of the ocean must be created.


Arístides is ‘cool’ and nice and is sitting on top of the table, just looking. Then, he tries to stand up, with some difficulty, as if the raft were moving, until he manages and begins to look in different directions, looking for something, always trying to maintain his balance.


Eventually he becomes involved with the movement, he likes it, he  follows the rhythm until he begins to dance a tango.


Eugenio stops writing and looks at him surprised and disturbed.

Arístides:
(Begins to sing the tango: ”Que Vachache”, by Discépolo)

Piantá de aquí, gilito embanderado

lará, lará, lará, larra larai

vos resultas -haciendo el moralista-

un disfrazao... sin carnaval...(He becomes very involved) Tirate al río! … no embromes con tu conciencia, sos un secante que no hace ni reir.

Eugenio:
(Interrupting him) What are you doing?

Arístides:
I’m sorry… I got carried away with…

Eugenio:
Please… concentrate… concentrate in the situation… remember… you were part of a ship-wrack some days ago… storms, fatigue, despair, loneliness and… well, you know (Arístides nods a bit frightened. Eugenio takes the paper out of the typewriter. Lights go off to the right. He puts on another sheet. He thinks for a moment. The lights and the sound turn on again above Arístides,  who is standing looking with a worried gesture. He takes off his shirt, shakes it in the air, and starts  to shout.)

Arístides:
Help!… Help!! (He thinks of something) Help!! (Eugenio is surprised and looks at him) Help! (Arístides likes it and shouts more melodramatically each time) Help!… Help! (He looks at Eugenio and winks an eye, happy) Help!… Help! How about that, huh? (Eugenio cannot believe it, he drops his arms and throws his head backward. He is about to remove the typewriter.) Wait! Don’t take it away! And now, what did I do wrong?

Eugenio:
(Nearly furious) What do you mean what?…What on earth makes you cry (Mockingly) “Help”?

Arístides:
And what do you want me to do? It’s impossible! What on earth makes you write a play with only one character on top of a raft in the middle of the ocean? If I have no one to talk to, it’s all over in ten minutes … on top of that… We’ve been going neither left nor right for months.

Eugenio:
And whose fault is it? You always end up doing whatever you want!

Arístides:
Me? If you don’t write anything for me… I get bored!

Eugenio:
(Exited) Don Armando Discépolo has been thinking of a piece of  work for five years and as it doesn’t satisfy him yet, he doesn’t write it! I can also take my time, can’t I?

Arístides:
(Scared) Five years here, me. I wouldn’t stand it, even smashed… look for an easier play, Eugenio…

Eugenio:
(Shakes his head) “Ours is the future for abusiveness of work”… words from “The Teacher”.

Arístides:
Why don’t you pay attention to me?

Eugenio:
How?

Arístides:
You know what this play needs?

Eugenio:
What?

Arístides:
You know it… it needs fun, action… and broads!

Eugenio:
Are you crazy?

Arístides:
Yes, sir, broads! Put me on a boat with a few broads… and you’ll see how the play is written in two strokes… we give them scanty clothes and…

Eugenio:
Stop!! What are you saying? I want to write about the bereft human being in a world that is destroying itself. Don’t you know we’re  in the midst of a world war? In Germany, Italy, Spain, fascism is devastating everything… and you, you think of broads?

Arístides:
Well, but… (He makes a noise with his tongue and shakes his head.)

Eugenio:
but what?

Arístides:
Those countries… How far are they from here?

Eugenio:
No distance! All the world is involved in this, one way or another. And if the fascists win? Do you realize that if we fail to do something we become their accomplices… and to my knowledge neither you nor I are Arian, are we?

Arístides:
 (Has no clue) Sure.

Eugenio:
Then? It’s not just a matter of ideas, it’s also a question of life or death… even if we don’t get involved, we’re going to be affected all the same.

Arístides:
(Thinks a little) What you say about life and death is well said…


You… How old are you?

Eugenio:
(Surprised)… forty.

Arístides:
And how many years are you planning to live?

Eugenio:
I don’t know… about as much.

Arístides:
Is fascism coming?

Eugenio:   Well… if the allies don´t stop them…

Arístides:   (Nods) It means… that you want to die… without thinking, for example, of broads.

Eugenio:
And what does that have to do with it?

Arístides:
A lot! Am I stupid?

Eugenio:
(Closes his eyes) Listen Arístides (He tries to be didactic). Which is one of the most important functions of the artist?

Arístides:
(Indicates he doesn’t know with a gesture) I don’t know.

Eugenio:
 I think it is to leave a testimony of his time, you see? And in this time in which all values are destroyed,  in which there is no morality, nor justice, nor freedom, and there’s ever an exhaltation of violence (He cries in anguish) I  want to say that man is lost… adrift! And that if we don’t do something quickly, he’s going to sink! Do you understand?

Arístides:
You love to scream, don’t you?

Eugenio:
It’s not that I like it: When the war started, I “decided” that my mission was to make a cry of alarm to humanity, showing it this poor castaway whose forces are coming to an end, and the hope of living. (Moved) I want them to see themselves in him and be moved.

Arístides:
All right… (Pause) but like this… it doesn’t sell.

Eugenio:
(Surprised) What doesn’t sell?

Arístides:
(Forcefully) It doesn’t sell! It doesn’t! How do you expect me to go around like a poor imbecile screaming: (Mockingly) –“Help, please, have pity on me-!, (To Eugenio) Nobody is going to pay attention on me, I have to approach it like this: (He becomes firm and aggressive) –Either you throw bombs in the sea or I break your ass! Is that clear?

Eugenio:
(Shakes his head) No! With violence they win!

Arístides:
Why, are we made of butter?

Eugenio:
No, but neither you not I are trained for violence, Arístides… at the beginning we become firm, but then we begin to doubt until we regret it…

Arístides:
You know what I think? (Pause)… that you’re gueer! That’s what you are! (Mocking him) No violence!… In the end, what the hell do you want?

Eugenio:
Nether violence nor pointless arguments! The only thing I want is to show them they can destroy everything, even themselves… that they see it as a revelation.

Arístides:
(Makes a gesture meaning he can’t believe it)… And the play… does it come out, like that?

Eugenio:
(Downtrodden) no… the point is I lack stimulus… I should tell an important director of my idea… if possible, the most important… so that he is moved… and wants to do it and motivates me to finish it, understand?

Arístides:
Yes, I’m not stupid.

Eugenio:
Well… I’ll find… I’m going to write this play, although it’s the last thing I do.

Arístides:
OK (Pause, He is surprised, all of a sudden) Hey! Listen! And if we leave testimony as you say, testimony of how one fucks in times of war?

Eugenio:
(Closes his eyes and shakes his head) But why? Why instead of choosing a sensitive and educated character have I chosen a sexual pervert?

Arístides:
(Perceives an insult) A what?

Eugenio:
A sexual pervert!... a maniac, an obsessive!

Arístides:
Are you offending me?

Eugenio:
Of course I am! What else do you deserve?

Arístides:
I didn’t insult you! Respect me!

Eugenio:
It’s a curse, why can’t I imagine another character in your place?

Arístides:
Wait a minute! It’s true… I admit that I look like a guy of the streets but I can also study and progress, can’t I?

Eugenio:
(Smiles) Look. It’s not easy…

Arístides:
And tell me, what do I have to do?

Eugenio:
Do you want to know? Start by reading, for example, Sophocles, Shakespeare, Calderon de la Barca… and then we can talk.

Arístides:
Will you give me the chance?… come on, while you look for that important director to get moved, I… (Makes a gesture indicating he reads) I read them all! Huh? (Eugenio smiles again)… Hey, Eugenio.

Eugenio:
What?

Arístides:
… You don’t like my company?

Eugenio:
(Moved)… but, or course, man.

Arístides:
Then?… (Excited) Hey! After all the sweat I’m going to put in this

I imagine you’re going to dedicate the play to me, eh?

Eugenio:
(Surprised) Dedicate? But you are the character…

Arístides:
So what? I’d like it: “Dedicated to Arístides, thanks to whom… (Hesitates)… “I don’t know! You write it (Eugenio hesitates. He finds it difficult to say no. He can’t do anything)… Um?

Eugenio:
(In anguish. Keeping it in) No… this play is for my father… You know that when I was a kid, I bought him Russian books in a small bookstore of Retiro
… we used to sit together… and he read poems by Pushkin,  parts of Chekhov, Gorki, Tugueniev. In Russian, huh?… It was music played by the sweetest and most beautiful instrument that could come to my ears!!…


(Arístides, moved, comes close and caresses him. Eugenio leans on him and begins to recite a poem by Pushkin in Russian, until he takes Atistides into his arms, who tries to comfort him, caressing him.)

Arístides:
(Drying up some tears) Yes… you have to dedicate it to him for sure.

Eugenio:
(Nods. Starts walking and smiles)… For sure.

Arístides:   No, I meant… it falls of its own weight.

Eugenio:    (Loosens himself and gives him a pat on the back) It’s OK.

Arístides:
Well, buddy, let’s stop crying, otherwise… (Pause)… Tell me… your dad… didn’t he like broads?

Eugenio:
Are you crazy? What kind of question is that?

Arístides:
(Mocking) Oh! Look at him…! What, was he, the iron man?

Eugenio:
No, I imagine he liked them, but he wasn’t going to tell me… In any case I know he liked one, my mother!… -do you think they are all desperate like you?… I don’t understand, why do you only speak of broads, in the plural?

Arístides:
What do you mean, why?

Eugenio:
Of course, why not just one?

Arístides:
(Laughs) Are you crazy? And why one? Broadsss, buddy! whichever! Black, white, yellow, blue, tall, blonde, brunettes, red haired! Who cares? They’re broads? Let them all in! (He runs to the closet and opens it) Come in my closet,


princesses! (Two come in. Eugenio, scared, runs and closes the door of the closet. Noises, bangs are heard from the group of women wanting to come in.)

Eugenio:
(Holding the door with a lot of strength) Tell them to go away!

Arístides:
But let them in, don’t be a party pooper!

Eugenio:
Not one more! What do you want, to drive me crazy?… (Arístides does not answer) Hurry up, I can’t take it anymore!

Arístides:
(Hesitates) It’s OK. (He shouts) Stop girls! Maybe some other time! (The noises fade away until they disappear. After a few moments Eugenio leaves the door. Arístides, the girls) Well,  we can take care of you now. How are you, little Paula?

Paula:
Oh!, finally! How’s it going?

Arístides:
Pretty good and you, honey? Would you like to have a little liqueur?

Paula:
No, thanks,  we come from a marvellous ball… but…  there weren’t enough men, were there Lola? (Paula makes a gesture like an apology to Lola.


Lola nods. Arístides looks at her in ecstasies.) 

Arístides:
You’re such a hot potato! What’s your name?

Paula:
(For Lola) Lola, my friend is called Lola… who’s your friend?

Arístides:
Ups, we were forgetting, (He points at Eugenio) the famous playwright Eugenio… Eugenio (He signals him to say his last name).

Eugenio:
Kinsky…   pleased to meet you (Eugenio kisses Paula’s hand.)

Paula:
My pleasure, my pleasure, what a gentleman! (Lola puts her hand out of him. Arístides kisses it.)


(Paula and Lola are between twenty five and thirty, with hat and handbag)

Arístides:
(To Lola) Can’t you speak?

Paula:
No, she’s a little hoarse, nothing else…,   well, what did you want, boys?

Arístides:
No. He wants… what was it? Oh yes! (To Eugenio) you want a play with a castaway, don’t you? No more words! (To Paula and Lola) We’re going to help him aren’t we? I’m the captain of a ship sunk by pirates and you are the two inhabitants of a deserted island.

Eugenio:
(Sarcastic) If there are inhabitants it’s not deserted.

Arístides:
(Forceful) This is a deserted island, with broads. You hand it to me… 


(To Paula and Lola) Well, girls, you have to change clothes. (He goes to the closet and takes out two hawaiian skirts and gives them to them, Eugenio looks anxiously, daring nothing) Take this, put in on… He also gets a red Robe de chambre, a captain’s hat and a sword and puts it on, to Eugenio) you’re the crew… (He goes to the table and points it out) You sit here looking back, you have to be… the lookout of the seas! Pay attention… pay attention to anything strange that shows up, you understand?… and if I say something, watch it, I’m the captain, huh? Remember, we’ve been out for days, storms, fatigue, solitude… which is terrible… well… In wait, partner! (He steps on the table and stands looking in front of him, at Paula and Lola) Are you ready? (The girls nod, they are dressed as Hawaiian women and they shyly cover their breasts crossing their breasts crossing their arms. Arístides begins to shout tossing his sword from one side to the other.)


Who’s behind us?… (He looks) Pirates toward starboard!!… Charge on my brave ones. Crew, straighten up the sails!! (He looks at Eugenio)  Make them straight, asshole!! You won’t get us, bastards!! (The noise of a terrible explosion is heard) We’re done, they hit us!…(To Eugenio) You sink! (Eugenio goes to one side ands looks from there. Arístides takes off the robe add the pants, he’s wearing shoes, socks, underpants and a shirt. He begins to row with an exhausted gesture. After a little time he shouts to Lola and Paula)


Now! (Paula and Lola start to sing a hawaiian music. Then Arístides simulates that the raft gets stuck in the sand, he steps off and he leaves, nearly crawling up to where they are and he falls flat at their side. The girls stop singing and bend to him) go on, go on singing!… and dance the dance of resurrection for me.

Paula:
How is it?

Arístides:
Moving your little butt around me (The girls start to do it shyly, then they start to loosen up an Arístides begins to act the resurrection. He starts getting up slowly and continues in a crescendo until he dances very seductively with 


the two girls. Eugenio looks in despair until he comes to them screaming).

Eugenio:
Another member of the crew survived!! (He starts singing and dancing) Water, a little water!!! (The girls are happy.  Arístides looks at him surprised while he goes on dancing. They come closer to him more seductively each time. Eugenio and Paula and Arístides and Lola; the light starts dimming and transforming the atmosphere in a dancing hall of those days, if possible with colored lighbulbs. The music becomes a Bolero and they go on dancing tightly. Eugenio to  Paula) You’re very pretty, do you know that?

Paula:
Thank you.

Eugenio:
You dance very well…  and you’re easy to guide.

Paula:
You guide me very well.

Eugenio:
Do you think so?

Paula:
You have strong and delicate hands. (Arístides begins to look with jealousy.)

Eugenio:
I’m glad you feel good.

Paula:
What a nice perfume you have (Eugenio nods)… Take off your shirt (Eugenio takes it off while Paula still has her arms around him.)


Mmmm, (She laughs) Your hairs tickle me… Take off your pants (Eugenio begins to take them off while Paula caresses him and Arístides watches  perturbed. Eugenio has a little difficulty with the shoes until he manages to take them off and then he gets rid of his pants.)

Arístides:
(Intervening abruptly. To Eugenio) Wait a minute! Stop the music, man! (The music is turned off) A little amusement is OK, but… (Facing Eugenio) Who are you, author or character?… (Eugenio looks at him wandering) I brought the girls, huh? Make up your mind, buddy…either we share things well, or each one of us does what he wants, I have no problem. You want to mess around? Then I write it. (He goes to the typewriter.)

Eugenio:
What are you going to do? You have no idea of how to write.

Arístides:
(Sits down) I’m probably ignorant but not stupid! Each key has a letter, so what’s the problem?

Eugenio:
It’s not a matter of typing letters, it’s something much more complicated.

Arístides:
Ah! There’s the genius again! Go to pot! (Looks at Lola) I’m going to  write the story of a street guy who falls in love with a fantastic brunette.

Eugenio:
Don’t touch the typewriter.

Arístides:
What, are you going to threaten me? Careful, huh?

Eugenio:
Get out of there.

Arístides:
(Getting up) But who do you think you are! Can it! It’s enough!! (Noises from the wardrobe. They all look in that direction and a Director comes out of it and goes to Arístides. He is very excited.)

Director:
(To Arístides) Good! Very good! Congratulations, your play really managed to move me, let me introduce myself, I’m Melchor Cúneo (Shakes hands), the great Director.

Arístides:
Thank you, it’s a hell of a pleasure. (Eugenio looks without knowing what to do.)

Director:
Your play has everything a great play has to have: feeling, humour, depth, sex! (His eyes glimmer) It’s intelligent and… what else?

Arístides:
It has guts.

Director:
That’s it! I’m going to direct it… No problem… I take it for granted we’ll come to an agreement!

Eugenio:
I’m sorry… I think that…

Arístides:
Oh! Let me introduce you Eugenio Kinsky.

Director:
A pleasure, very good in your role, clearly secondary but well done. It’s a lesson of how you can approach a piece of work, a small as it may be. We understand that you’re overshadowed, by a colossus (points at Arístides) but well. (He goes to the girls.) And the girls, how cute!

Arístides:
(Introduces them) Paula.

Director:
An avalanche! You’re an avalanche of passion! (They kiss.)

Arístides:
Lola.

Director:
Extreme pleasure: Melchor Cúneo. Who did you study with?

Arístides:
(Proud) I taught her.

Director:
On top of all, a teacher!

Eugenio:
All this is a great confusion.

Director:
(Takes it as a compliment) It’s true! In art everything is confusing. We are also confused in the pleasure of enjoying this moment together. (He enjoys what he has just said.) What do you think of the relation I made?

Eugenio:
What I wanted to say…

Director:
(Stops him) It’s necessary to say anything! When joy is plenty all’s mighty said! (He’s delighted. To the others) How about that? (He repeats it quickly like a tongue twister) When joy is plenty all’s mighty said. Let’s see, repeat! (Eugenio looks amazedly. He can’t believe it. Arístides, Paula and Lola try to say it, but fail sometimes.) No! No! Let’s  try one by one, let’s see! (To Paula)  When joy is plenty… come on!

Paula:
When joy is plenty all’s mighty said. (The director points at Arístides.)

Arístides:
When joy is plenty all’s mighty said  (The director points at Lola, who doesn’t answer.)

Director:
Now you!

Lola:
(With difficulty and a very strange voice) When john
 is plenty all’s mighty said. (They’re all surprised. The director hesitates until he places Paula, Arístides and Lola in a little choir.)

Director:
Sopranos, tenors and… and…Da Capo! (He raises his arms, they all wait, lost.) Piano… and moderato! (The three look around confused.)


Soft and easy! (They say it slowly.) Crescendo, crescendo, crescendo! Forte! Forte and molto vivace!… Gran Finale! Sostenutto! (He makes a gesture indicating the end.) Bravo! Very good! (Arístides Paula and Lola wipe the sweat from their faces. They’re exhausted.) (Eugenio shakes his head, stunned.)

Director:
Now we’re going to talk about the play. (To Arístides) That scene when you shout: How significant! Who are those pirates that cannot be seen?… huh?…(Eugenio sits on the chair, lowers his hand and puts it between his hands.) And what a finding this of man being resurrected by sex! (Like a speech.) It’s the  most important message that I’ve heard in my life for this 


very conflictive world! Well, in fact Freud already…

Eugenio:
(Stands) Stop talking nonsense!

Director:
(To the others) that man is a bit excited.

Eugenio:
What he did (pointing at Arístides) it’s a mess! In the end the castaway dies!

Director:
How do you know?

Eugenio:
Because the real play is mine!

Director:
What do you mean, yours?

Eugenio:
Yes, mine! (The Director looks at Arístides and with a gesture he asks if Eugenio is crazy. Arístides answers with a gesture indicating doubt.) What is this,  a plot?  (Goes to Arístides and takes him by the shirt) Whose is this play? Say it!

Arístides:
(Fearfull, to the Director)… His.

Director:
True? (Arístides nods. The Director is sad)… OK, what a shame! We were doing so well! Well, (to Eugenio) let’s see. Why does he die?

Eugenio:
(Threateningly) Because he can’t take it anymore, he’s exhausted, sick of facing deceit, injustice and stupidity!

Director:
Wait a minute! Calm down! Is this your first piece of work?

Eugenio:
(Nods) For the theatre, yes.

Director:
You’re a beginner, bah… Look, I have many years in the theatre, you want to be the author of a successful play directed by me or do you prefer it not to be staged or to be staged and seen by ten crazy cats? (Arístides, Paula and Lola make gestures to Eugenio to accept.)

Eugenio:
Don’t talk rubbish to me! I want to show my character, from his raft, asking for help for those who want to live, to show how he’s being rejected from coast to coast until his bones remain going round the world as a symbol of a civilization destroyed by insensitivity and cruelty.

Director
(To Eugenio) and who are you to make the audience sad? No, my dear, in that way we’re not going anywhere… if one becomes depressive, life becomes a hell.

Eugenio:
(Furious) It doesn’t become a hell! It is! Earth is being shared by the 


powerful, while they send the Johnny-no lands to death. What remains for us, the unbelievers that look for a place or our own? Hell!

Director:
I know! I know what this one wants! Bring it!


(Arístides goes to the closet.)

Eugenio:
What?

Director:
Why didn’t I realize that before? Because I thought you had some modesty. But no!… Who do you think you are, God? (Arístides brings, from the closet, a cross and stands it on the floor.)

Eugenio:
No, no, please!

Director:
Come on, it’s just what you wanted.

Eugenio:
But I’m not even a believer.

Director:
Ha! They’re all the same! They don´t believe in God but they believe in their 


own greatness! Heretics! (Eugenio is taken by Arístides, Paula and Lola. He makes a little resistance. They put him on the cross. The Director takes a handkerchief he carried on his throat and puts it on his shoulders. He then takes a Bible from his pocket and begins to look up until he finds a page. A harp can be heard. The Director’s attitude is like a priest or a rabbi. Whispering) Boi, boi, oioioi, baruj atoi adenoi. (He reads in a loud voice, in beatific attitude):


Blessed is the man that walkseth not in the counsel of the ungodly,


 nor standeth in the way of sinniers,


nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful.


But his delight is the law of the Lord;


and in his law doth he meditates day and night.


(Repeatedly and forceful) The ungodly are not so!


But are like the caff which the wind driveth away.


Therefore the ungodly shall not stand in the judgement,


nor sinners in the congregation or the righteous.


Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the Holly Ghost.

Arístides


Paula and

Lola:
Amen.

Director:
(Turns some pages) Boi, boi, oioioi, barujatoi aderoi (Forceful)


The fool hath said in his heart 


there is no God 


Corrupt are they and have done abominable inignity: There is none that doeth good.


Every one of them is gone back:


they are altogether become filthy.


There is none that doeth good, no, not one.


That is why God shall likewise destroy them forever,


he shall take thee away,


and pluck out of the welling place,


and thee out of the land of the living (shouting):


Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Ghost!

Eugenio:
Stop it! (He goes from the cross toward the director) Enough of provocations! (He pushes the director and the girls inside the closet. Arístides has gone to the opposite side of the room.) I want to be myself!!!… I’m fed up!! Fed up of those whose provoke, those who seduce! (To Arístides) Get out,  please.

Arístides:
And I… What do I have to do with it?

Eugenio:
You are no good to me (Arístides downtroden, begins to walk to the wardrobe and stops in front of it)

Arístides:
Can I take the sheet? (He points toward the typewriter)… As a memory. (Eugenio hesitates and nods. Arístides looks for it, takes it and shakes hands with Eugenio, to say goodbye. Eugenio looks at him, takes his hand, and then takes him into his arms.)

Slow fadeout.

SECOND ACT

Buenos Aires, 1985. The same scenario of the first act, with the decay of the time Passed. The little table with the typewriter lying on a corner.

When the stage is lit, one can hear Stravinsky’s Ragtime. The volume decreases until it disappears and Arístides’ voice can be heard from the background, about the height of the closet. He’s unseen.

Arístides:
(Shaving, recites very theatrically, with a tango rhythm)


The king dreams he’s king and lives


ruling with this deceit; (ironic laughter)


and this clap that he receives


lent he writes in the wind,


and in ashes he’s transformed


by death… (Makes a noise with his mouth)


… great unhappiness… (A tap is heard)


Ouch, it’s hot! (Pause)


(Repeats) Death… unhappiness


Great…… (Pause until he opens the closet door and comes out with a brush and foam on his face. He’s around eighty years old and he’s dressed with the same aged bathrobs, nothing underneath and flip-flops. He looks for a book in the bookshelf. He knows where is it. He takes it, takes the brush with his mouth, opens the book in one page and reads with the brush in his mouth. He then takes it out.) I dream I am here (He repeats it several times trying to remember it with closed eyes and then he continues) I dream I am here


burdened with this prison,


and I dreamt with a time


when life was more agreeable.


What is life? A folly


What is life? Huh? An illusion


(Grave) A shadow, fiction


And the greatest good is small


because all life is a dream


and dreams… are.


(Make the final tango notes) Tchan, tchan. (Returns to the closet. Then he begins to hum something romantic, like: The woman who does not look into love. Then with a romantic voice) Ah Lola!… My Lola. I miss you so!… Where might you be, my sweet?… (Eugenio comes in. He’s also around eighty, his hair is very long, his face can hardly be seen. He’s defeated, his back is bent when he walks. He has a coat and a pair of pants which don’t match, shirt and tie, everything worn out. He comes in happily jumping like a monkey, which conveys a very grotesque image because of his bent back).

Eugenio:
(Jumping, happy) Arístides! (Going to the wardrobe) Arístides! (Comes close to the closet) Good news! (The closet’s door is open and Arístides appears again with his brush in hand the foam on his face.)

Arístides:
(Surprised) What’s the matter?

Eugenio:
They asked me for it!

Arístides:
Huh?

Eugenio:
They asked me to write it!!

Arístides:
Slowly… Take it easy… How was it?

Eugenio:
… You can’t imagine how much he liked it…

Arístides:
(Impatient) Who?

Eugenio:
The theatre teacher at the Old People’s Home.

Arístides:
What Old People’s Home?

Eugenio:
One I went to visit.

Arístides:
What for?

Eugenio:
Let me tell you!… We started to play Bocci ball with teacher and… ball going, ball coming… I told it to him.

Arístides:
So?

Eugenio:
So… he did. (Puts a face indicating approval)… So I told him that now, that the world is dominated by those who in the name of freedom, peace and justice, kill anything that stands between them and their power… and that thanks to the technological revolution we’re a step away, a step? A button away from the hecatomb! Ha!!! (He laughs cruelly and ironically.) The moment will come when everything will be destroyed in the name of the purest ideals!!! Now it’s more important than at any other time to show that desperate figure, astray, in a relentless search for solidarity (Moved) and asking for a minimum of sensitivity, the necessary one so that humanity survives… And you know what he said?

Arístides:
(Brief pause) What?

Eugenio:
(Like a cat) …Then I dared and I asked: .-“Do you think I should write it?…” (Happy) And he did (Makes a sound of approval.)

Arístides:
Is that all he did?

Eugenio:
And what do you expect? He was just aiming to the ball.

Arístides:
No, he did not do (Imitates the gesture) because he was aiming at the ball! He did it because that idea is a bore! Do me the favour! How long are you going to go on insisting? It’s incredible!! (He turns to the closet, goes to it and closes it with a bang.)

Eugenio:
(In dispair) You don’t understand a thing! The point is he is an austere person, few words. I’m tired of those demagogues who think they’re sage!! All these years I’ve been putting up with the world-be sages who told me (Sarcastic) “You don’t have a daramatic knot, the structure is not strong enough”, but I kept on firmly!… I knew that someone, that finally I’d find someone who’d know to appreciate… And now you don’t want?

Arístides:
(From within) I was also expecting that some day you would come up with something sharp! I told myself: He’s a little assy, but so many years insisting, something has to come out! And what do I gain? Nothing. I lost! I lost my best years as a character! All famous characters are 30, 40, or at the most 50! My time’s up I’m already a shitty old man.

Eugenio:
(Sarcastic) Go on lamenting yourself like that and you’ll be famous! Why don’t you stop crying and come to work with the play? (Silence)… Arístides! (He doesn’t answer) But, is it possible?… (He opens the door, puts his head inside the closet and searches)… Where have you gone?… Arístides!. …Aren’t you coming? (He closes the door) Do you want to become “The Character” staying in the wardrobe?… (He kicks the closet)… Don’t complain later, you chose it, huh?… On your gravestone it’ll say: “It could have been, but he chose isolation”… Whiner! (The closet door opens and in the midst of a cloud of dust, Arístides comes out coughing, with a clean face and no brush.)

Arístides:
(Coughing) Me whiner?… You’re a beast! Did you need to knock? He points at the closet)… With the dirt there is in there… you formed a cloud that hardly let me breathe. (Pause) It’s terrible, spider webs all over, it looks like trash site… What a mania of putting everything in there! Aren’t you ever going to clean?

Eugenio:
You tell me? You clean it.

Arístides:
That’s the one thing missing, that I act as your servant… Tell me… How long have I been asking you to write something amusing?… And you are always thinking of destruction and, that they’re going to smash you, you already look like… (He touches his head) a sick guy.

Eugenio:
Oh, yes? Hiroshima and Nagasaki are my invention? (Furious) Atomic contamination, missiles, neutron bomb and star wars!! Are my follies? No sir!!


Don’t you realize that for the sake of security and progress of a few, we’re all going to die?

Arístides:
And then, can’t you see you’re an ass? If they’re still going to smash you, at least have a good time! The world was an will be a mess! Mess? Ha! If Discépolo lived he’d be killed for being optimistic!….. (Moving) Everything ends, Eugenio, it’s time to have fun… (He starts dancing and singing)


Conga, conga, conga, the  time of “hecatonga”! Conga, conga, conga the time of “hecatonga”!! “Venga, mi negra!!” (He repeats) I quit being a famous character! I bet myself to lost. As from now (He makes an introduction) Broads, music, joy and broads! How about that? Ha! (With a Cuban accent) Have fun, chico! Have fun!! (Goes to the closet door, opens it and nobody comes in, surprised. They don’t come. Looks at Eugenio and smiles fearfully. He starts singing): “Voce conhoce Bahia?, nao? Entao vai
 (He repeats, sings and dances in front of Eugenio who doesn’t know what to do. Arístides dances seductively and every little while he looks toward the closet, to Eugenio. The light begins to change, Eugenio starts loosening up, until the door opens and Paula and Lola appear, very old, dressed with seductive clothes very short skirts, deep necklines, etc… Lola holds her waist and is bent to one side.) Lola! Little Lola!.. (Coming close) I waited for you so long!… I thought, where is my sweety…? I’m so glad you came, I felt so much like seeing you… and listening to you.

Eugenio:
(To Paula) Now I remember… And you, how are you?

Paula:
Fine, old man. (She touches his face) How I missed you! How many times I was about to come… and didn’t dare to! But wherever I was, I pretended I was with you and I cried… of emotion.

Eugenio:
Once I thought of writing a play with you.


(The Director appears through the closet, also very old.)

Director:
(His attitudes are those of a preacher) What a moving picture!… Why are we in this world if not to love and be loved? (Arístides  and Eugenio look amazedly) Finally, these muses of pleasure, have been convoked and even if delayed for their sensual and unhurried going, they’ve come go give you the so red desired (Looks at them. Pause) I see in your faces a certain disappointment and I imagine the reason. I would be stupid if I believed that these shapes would cause such an excitement as before, but… my brothers (He smiles)… What did you expect?… (He shouts) I know!!… (He goes on normal) that carnal relationships at our age are nothing but the regrettable acknowledgement of human flabbiness (Pause)… And I know!!!… That nobody could feel completely happy, submitting oneself to the shame, the violation and the ignominy of feeling that jelly contact in which your own body is participating… (Pause) But I also know that no impulse of youth can compare itself to the love sensations encompassed by the long roads of knowledge and experience. Therefore, I offer you these two ambassadors of the also old Aphrodite, for only ten miserable pesos.

Arístides:
What?

Director:
I’m not going to make the mistake of entering the debasing game of bargaining… How much are you ready to pay?

Arístides:
He’s crazy? What does he have in his head?

Director:
Gentlemen, there’s nothing in the universe that doesn’t have a little, even though non negligible value (Pause. Arístides searches in the pockets throws them inside out showing he doesn’t have a cent.)

Arístides:
What do you want us to give you? (Looks around, stops his gaze on the typewriter.)

Eugenio:
(Realizing, goes to the typewriter and stands in front of it.) Don’t even dream of it!! (The director and Arístides look at each other, they go on exploring the room until they see the radio. Eugenio shakes his head.)

Eugenio:
Some day I’ll fix it.

Arístides:
(Makes a gesture indicating disbelief. Looks to the bookshelf) And… I don’t know… take a book . (He takes a little broken one.)

Eugenio:
Don’t touch it! (Arístides opens the book and sees a dry flower, He takes it out, shows it to Eugenio, who looks at it, looks at Paula, at Arístides again and nods. Arístides gives it to the director who takes it.)

Director:
Only this?

Arístides:
We have nothing else, get out, old twerp.

Director:
You think that the temptation of your instincts is worth just this?

Arístides:
Get the hall out, (He pushes him) revolting old fart!

Director:
(Leaving) Stingy, avaricious, misers! Shitty misers!! (Arístides closes the closer’s door.)

Arístides:
(To Lola) I,… myself… would have given him everything, but… (He shrugs.)

Eugenio:
(To Paula) Are you tired?

Paula:
Well… a little.

Eugenio:
Did he treat you badly?

Paula:
No… he shouted a lot and sometimes he even hit us… he wasn’t bad.

Arístides:
(To Lola) And you, why are you like that?

Paula:
(For Lola) She’s like that because…

Arístides:
(Interrupting her) No, no! Let her answer me! (To Lola) I want to hear your voice… tell me: Why are you like that?

Lola:
(With her strange old voice). Hip – gout.

Arístides:
(Sighs) It’s good to put a little heat on it… a little hot water bottle… I’ll massage you afterwards, should I?

Paula:
(To Eugenio) That one is still swift, huh? And you? I see you’re sad, what is it?

Eugenio:
Nothing, we had a little discussion a while ago and… he won’t contribute.

Paula:
Well, let’s take advantage of our being together again after such a long time and let’s enjoy this moment (Looks at Arístides) Arístides, you have the same robe as that night! (She comes close, looks at it and laughs) You’re very shabby!

Arístides:
What do you mean shabby? The seams are a little bit dishevelled, nothing else… but it still suits me, doesn’t it? (Lola looking for needle and thread in her little handbag signals him to give it to her. He looks ashamed.) No, no…(Lola insists with gestures) No, I have nothing underneath…

Paula:
(Mocks him.) Oh! And since when does the gentlemen feel ashamed? (Eugenio laughs.)

Arístides:
... It’s not the moment... (He smiles) There’s no ambience (To Eugenio) And what are you laughing at? Undress! Come on, let’s see. Have courage! (Eugenio slips away while Arístides is still provoking him, he hums stip-tease music 


and simulates an introduction.) Ladies and Gentlemen! I introduce you to Nostradamus’s strip tease! (To Paula and Lola, proud) How about that? I bet you don’t know who is Nostradamus? (They shake their heads) He’s the hunchback of Notre Dame! No, I’ve become a lion. You know how much I learned over these years?

Eugenio:
What are you going to learn if you are a beast! 

Arístides:
Me, a beast? (Goes to the bookshelf) You wanted me to read Sophocles? (He takes some books) I read him!! (He shows the books and throws them on the floor) Shakespeare? (He does the same. Eugenio is taken aback) Calderón de la Barca? (The same) How many years did I spend reading all this trash?

Eugenio:
(Putting the books together) Trash, this?

Arístides:
Yes, sir! Thousands of characters and not one that is a little similar to me!! A beast. You know what I am? I’m a poor idiot! For having stayed with you instead of looking for another writer who’s smarter.

Eugenio:
Wh-what?

Arístides:
Sure. Why do you look at me like that? Othello, or Hamlet, they got Shakespeare… and of course they got him! They were full of money! One, a prince, the other whatever! But, tell me… What was Othello before Shakespeare took him? Let’s see… (They all look at each other without knowing what to answer.) He was a shitty  jealous nigger! That’s what he was! And Oedipus? He killed his old man and slept with his old woman! Let’s not kid ourselves, that one has no pardon! (Paula an Lola shake their heads, scandalized Eugenio covers his face)… (Threatening) Would it be OK if I… sleep with my mother, to become famous?

Lola:
No.

Arístides:
Of course not... I would also be thrown in jail like a poor imbecile… What can I do with this one (He points at Eugenio) who does not write a single character for me even drunk?

Paula:
(Supporting Eugenio) And why don’t you leave, huh?

Arístides:
(Pause) Because I feel sorry.

Eugenio:
Wh-What?

Arístides:
(Shakes his head) After so many years… How am I going to leave him alone… the way he is?

Eugenio:
 (Screaming desperate) Clown! He’s a clown…!!! A Hypocrite!!


He’s a parasite!! I realized it the day he came! I went to the closet to find a suit because I had to go to the paper to make a story, I opened the door (He does it) and there he was standing… with my suit on (He stands inside the closet, facing out) and he says (Imitating him): -“Pleased to meet you. Arístides, I’m sorry is this San Thelmo?” (Surprised) “No, Congreso” -I answered,- “Excuse me, I must have gone beyond” –he said,- “In San Telmo they asked for a character from Boedo, I fell asleep and well, when I awoke, I got off… and” (He shrugs) “And why do you have my suit on?” –I asked- “I saw it, it seemed I would look good in it and… I tried it… Would you have some coins, for the road” –I didn’t have any. (He steps off the closet.) And there I thought that in order to write the play I wanted, I was going to need a character,  I thought he had been sent by the heavens! It was the fatal moment! I gave him the suit, I gave him a house, I promised him a decent living, and all for what? For nothing!! And, it was all a lie!! (Tension) Yes, sirs! If he was going from Boedo to San Telmo! Why did he step out in Congreso and told me he had gone beyond, huh? Because he saw I was in a hurry, distracted, worried, and he said: “This is my chance, this one I  can exploit”- (Facing him) Is that true or not?

Arístides:
 (Discovered) And what do you want? I had been wandering among authors who  rejected me for twenty years! What could I do?… They all think themselves brilliant and choose heroes… bah… those who pretend to be heroes!

Eugenio:
You are incapable? Of inspiring anyone! What can you do?

Arístides:
(Laughs, sarcastic) Ha! What do you mean, what can I do? Everything! (Arístides raises his arms as if he were stopping everything, he makes a pause, suspense, he moves the table, steps on it with difficulty and begins to dance and tap dance while he whistles an American song, like: An American in Paris, by Gershwin. He makes it horrible, Lola and Paula look at him happy. Eugenio feels it’s terrible and incredible. After a while, Arístides makes a gesture indicating “The end”, he raises his arms again and begins to sing and dance a French song, like Maurice Chevalier. In a little while he finishes, he makes another gesture asking for silence. He comes close to the border of the table, shows with his hands that he’s going to make a somersault, he gets ready, he asks for silence again and concentrates, until he jumps to the floor making a pirouette and falling the wrong way. The girls scream in a fright. Arístides gets up all of a sudden and makes a  jump saluting like an acrobat after a successful jump. Eugenio cannot believe it. He turns around and covers his face.  Paula takes him by the shoulder, comforting him.)

Eugenio:
(Getting up, furious) What does this animal have to do with me?

Paula:
Stop it, boys! Stop fighting!… It’s the only thing you’ve been doing from the moment we arrived… Come on, now that after so long, we’re together again… (She shakes her head) You talk of yourselves and nothing else…

Arístides:
Yes, she’s right… excuse me.

Paula:
 And you don’t say anything about us… For example: How do we look? (Pause. They look at each other. They hesitate.)

Arístides:
Good… I mean, on the whole.

Paula:
What do you mean?

Arístides:
Nothing, that you look good… You cannot ask for time to stop, either. Ha! It would be good!

Paula:
Do you think the years show a lot? (Paula and Lola look at each other, they smile and we start to hear the Hawaiian music of the first act. They begin a strip-tease together with the music and they start to throw their clothes to them until they remain in underwear.)

Arístides:
(Coming close to Lola) You’re a show! (Takes her by the waist) You look like an odalisque!!! Come with me. (He takes her to the wardrobe.) I’m going to give you some massages which will make you feel like new… Come on. (They leave through the wardrobe.) Did you like it?

Eugenio:
A lot. (He looks toward the closet.)

Paula:
(Takes him in her arms, makes him sit and sits on his knees.) Leave him alone, concentrate on me.

Eugenio:
Do you think it’s that easy?

Paula:
Come on, old man, take me like this (She puts his hand round her waist and begins to rock on his legs.) Do you like it? (Eugenio nods. Paula caresses him more: his hair, his ears, etc.)… Poor… alone in here, with that beast… Wouldn’t you like someone who took care of the house and kept you company?


(Eugenio puts a face indicating it would be good. Paula stands, takes an apron from her purse, puts it on, takes a piece of cloth and begins to clean everything neurotically.) What a dump! Look here! Everything scattered, isn’t it the same to leave everything in its place? It would be the same amount of work, don’t tell me! It seems done on purpose… From now on we must have some order in here, because I’m not going to spend the whole day putting things in order and cleaning what others mess up, huh?… You can go for a walk or to the bar with your friends only after you’ve tidied everything up. Otherwise you stay at home, understood?

Eugenio:
(Fearfully) Yes… yes.

Paula:
(With energy once more) And watch it, huh? (Continues with the piece of cloth like crazy, goes to the window) Look at this! (She cleans he window) You come every little while to put your grey fingers on it? Disgusting. You’re disgusting! (She opens the window and cleans the sill) I never saw so a dirty window! Do you throw out the litter this way? (She leans over to clean inside the window, Eugenio sees her, runs to her, takes her from behind and pushes her to throw her out)… Ouch, old man!! Did you get excited? Wait a minute. Are you crazy?… Stop, you brute!!! (Falling out of the window) Animal!!!!!!! (Eugenio closes the window, comes back and sits down, tired. In a little while Arístides comes from the closet, he looks around searching for Paula. He looks at Eugenio. Pause. They look at each other, etc. Until…)

Eugenio:
And Lola? (Arístides makes a gesture meaning “Leave me alone”.)


…Problems?

Arístides:
Yes (He’s sad.)

Eugenio:
I know. You got fed up! (Arístides denies it.) I can imagine… At the beginning everything fine, wasn’t it? But then, cries, orders… what are you doing, where are you going, you don’t love me…

Arístides:
She left.

Eugenio:
(Shakes his head) They have no limit… First they ask for this (Gesture indicating little)… And then, everything is not enough!

Arístides:
She told me that I… that I made her choke.

Eugenio:
What?

Arístides:
That she couldn’t stand my pampering her so much.

Eugenio:
(Surprised) And what did she want?

Arístides:
She asked me not to repeat so much that I love her.

Eugenio:
(Stammering) So?

Arístides:
I promised that I wouldn’t love her anymore and I begged her not to leave me.

Eugenio:
And?

Arístides:
There was nothing to do. (He opens his arms. He sits down. The two of them sit close to one another. Pause. Eugenio nods. Pause. Eugenio puts a hand on his shoulder again.)

Eugenio:
She’ll be back. (Arístides shakes his head.) You’ll see… and she’ll say she’s sorry.

Arístides:
She won’t come back… I know she won’t.

Eugenio:
Oh, well… for that reason… it’s better to be on one’s own if one wants to be something important (He smiles and touches Arístides with his elbow. Arístides raises his eyebrows. Eugenio looks at the table and goes to it) Come here, come.

Arístides:
No, leave me… we’ve tried so much…

Eugenio:
But now I’ve been asked for it… We have a motivation!

Arístides:
… I don’t fell like it.

Eugenio:
What will you lose? (Arístides does not answer) …Even if you don’t like the idea very much… It’s an opportunity, or not? (Arístides makes a gesture indicating he doesn’t care.) Even if the chance is small… you can’t deny it… And there aren’t many left, you know? (With gestures) Imagine that you are the character of a successful play. Thousands of people watching you and clapping their hands, huh? How about that? (Arístides hardly laughs.) Arístides, famous! Everybody commenting on your personality… Do you know what that means? Immortality!!!

Arístides:
(Laughing) Don’t kid me.

Eugenio:
(Euphoric) Come on, Arístides! From a ghost to Immortality!! How does it sound? (Gives him a pat on the back) Come on!! Ha, ha!! (Eugenio jumps until he’s riding on Arístides’ back and he shouts) Haaa, lets go!!!


(Arístides starts to walk with difficulty) Strength!

Arístides:
Easy, you’re not a kid! (He tries to stand still but he wavers.)

Eugenio:
 Let’s go! Where is that spirit?

Arístides:
(Sarcastic) Spirit is what’s in excess. (He stumbles.)

Eugenio:
Watch it or we fall down!

Arístides:
You’re heavy. (He manages to walk firmly and he goes around the room aimlessly.)

Eugenio:
Where are you going?

Arístides:
(Stopping) Where do you want to go?

Eugenio:
Take me… take me… There it is (he points upward), to the sky.

Arístides:
Uff, no less… (Trotting) I’m going to try, huh? (They go across the stage while Eugenio cheers him.)

Eugenio:
Hooo! Hooo! (Eugenio makes a sound with his tongue. Then he starts to say, with rhythm) Come on, Arístides: we’re going to heaven together!!! (He repeats until they fall down and they start to laugh on the floor. Up to the moment Eugenio gets up and, while he helps Arístides to get up) Now, come on! (He goes with him to the table.) Get up! (He helps him anxious)… Stay with your legs spread… (Arístides does it.) And now… you’re rowing slowly with an imaginary paddle and, looking in the distance, you say: “Astray!… Help… astray!”

Arístides:
(In the position Eugenio indicated, he begins to do the scene without much


emotion) Astray… Help!… Astray!

Eugenio:
(Shakes his head) Let’s see. Wait… There’s no ambience (He raises his arms and we begin to hear the Moldava, by Smetana. The lights help to create the illusion.) …Try now.

Arístides:
(Does it again with little emotion) …Astray… Help… Astray…

Eugenio:
I (Closes his eyes, and becomes more impatient each time) No… With more emotion… You’re lost, desperate, keeping in the tears!

Arístides:
(Makes a little convincing face of worry) Astray… astray…

Eugenio:
(Shouts) No!! (He stops the music and turns on the normal lights. He tries to calm down but it’s impossible. He’s very much in anguish. Building.) …Do you know what “astray” means? (Arístides looks as though he doesn’t know.) It’s the senseless, elapse of time, do you see? (Arístides does not understand.) After years, years and years of wanting something and not getting it… not being able to be the person we dreamt of being and seeing that everything is coming to an end… that hope is low… From here to sinking there’s one step, (Arístides nods. He doesn’t understand very well but he perceives something important) …What are they going to say about me, Arístides?…That I didn’t exist! That’s what they’re going to say. That I lived without being able to leave one miserable footprint!… Let’s make a last effort, I bet you.

Arístides:
Don’t get mad… but I don’t understand a word of what you say (Eugenio is surprised.) And yes, what do you want me to tell you? I hear you and I don’t know… It’s as if you spoke to me in any other language… Why don’t you come up here and do what you please?

Eugenio:
Because that’s not my  place.

Arístides:
Oh no?… And why is it mine? Where does it say it’s mine? I’m not going to do this play.

Eugenio:
But… somebody… has to do it.

Arístides:
Ha, you do it! I couldn’t care shit about being astray, the raft, and the hecatonga!!! I’m fed up!! (In Anguish) I spent my life by your side trying to be the way you wanted… and you always criticising!! (Nearly in tears)…


But tell me… It never,… but it never came to your mind the idea of writing it with me… the way I am? (Pause. Eugenio, surprised, doesn’t answer) …Can’t you see?… If you don’t want me…

Eugenio:
(Tries to get out of the situation.) Where does all this come from?… Don’t you want to do the play? Get off and let’s get over it once and for all! (Arístides looks at him.) So… What are you waiting for? (Arístides comes down from the table, Eugenio tries to step up but he can’t. He tries it many times while Eugenio looks at him) …Are you going to help me or not? (Arístides hesitates a little bit, then he goes to help him and takes him up with some difficulty until Eugenio is up, arranges himself, opens his legs, takes the imaginary paddle, the Moldava starts again and the lights center on the table. Eugenio rows slowly and looks strangely. He tries) Astray… astray… (He repeats it until he leaves the paddle, and he sits on the table crying very sadly.)

Arístides:
 (Comes closes to comfort him) What’s the matter?

Eugenio:
(Shaking his head) Nothing.

Arístides:
(Caresses him) Come on, old man… What’s wrong? (Eugenio shakes his head)… Come on… tell me…

Eutenio:
(Taking his face in his hands) I have no more strength.

Arístides:
(Surprised) What do you mean?…

Eugenio:
(Shakes his head) Astray? I can see the arrival gate right there (He points somewhere) …So much time wasted… What an idiot!

Arístides:
Well, don’t take it that way… (Cheering him up) what does that have to do with it? Come on, don’t cry, you’re going to flood everything, and we could sink!

Eugenio:
(Very sad) Leave me alone.

Arístides:
(Theatrically, exaggerated) Don’t say that! How am I going to leave you, loving you so much?

Eugenio:
 Arístides.

Arístides:
 What, buddy?

Eugenio:
 I want to ask you a favour. 

Arístides:
 Go ahead, ask, don’t chicken out.

Eugenio:
 I know you will survive me… (Arístides makes a gesture like: “What are you saying!” And Eugenio stops his hand) Listen: When I die, I want to be put naked on top of a raft in the ocean… with a big stone tied to my hand with the word “Help” carved on it… So that my bones, eternally asking for help become a voice of alert against the insensitive world… (Arístides makes a gesture meaning: “Don’t think of that”.) Promise me that you will do what I ask you!

Arístides:
(Briesf pause) All right, I promise!… But I’m not going to leave you alone. I’m going to sit by your side, looking after you.

Eugenio:
(Smiles ironically) Looking after what?

Arístides:
That you don’t spread! Ha! (They both laugh. He changes tenderly) …And if anyone comes close to touch you… I kill him! Come on author, life doesn’t end here… The arrival gate over there, come on… We have… How much left?… 100 years (Eugenio smiles)… Why not? You’re probably more bent, my robe is more worn out, but we’ll be there, won’t we? Do you realize?… 100 years. Don’t tell me that you don’t have the time to write some plays, huh? (Eugenio smiles again) …Come (He helps him off the table) …Say that you write one per year, it’s 100 plays! (Looks for a liqueur bottle and two cups) …OK, every year may be too much… Every two years? It would be fifty! It’s not a joke, huh? 50 plays! Ha! Few authors have been so prolific!!! (He serves the liqueur) Are you going to feel sick with that future ahead?…And me… But me, huh?…I’m going to be the character in them all… do you  want that?
(Eugenio doubts until he nods. Arístides raises his cup) To our future! (Eugenio raises his and they have a slow toast.)

The End

� Translator’s Note: An area in the heart of Buenos Aires.


� Translator’s note: US, toilet.


� Translator’s Note: Portuguese: Have you been to Bahía? No? Then, let’s go.
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