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(The FATHER, about fifty years old, and his twenty-five year old SON are painting a large mural of about 12 by 6 feet.  This mural could also be imaginary, in which case the option would be for a frame and the characters “miming” the action. There are two ladders to paint the highest parts.  The frame of a large window.  the FATHER paints, backs away, looks, and returns to continue to work.  He’s very passionate and is very strong.  At times he works knowing where he’s going to paint, and sometimes it seems he only does it to shed a burden, using random strokes.  The SON is painting the background to the mural.  He’s very ironic and is almost always joking around.  When the lights come on he is climbing the ladder and painting, while the old man on the floor expends all his energy on the canvas.   Music is heard. It could be “Le boeuf sur le toit” by Darius Milhaud.  After a while the volume is reduced.)

SON:  Old man.

FATHER:  Yeah.

SON:  The next house … it’s in normal size, right?

FATHER:  The next one is going to be the same as the one I had… in the middle of the woods, not on a canvas

SON:  Well, tell me, genius, from the middle of the woods… What are you going to paint?  The city?


(A pause.  The FATHER remains pensive, looking at the mural.)

SON:  Is something wrong?

FATHER:  No, no.

SON:  You’ve got a look that says, “yes, yes.”

FATHER:  No, I got distracted…. (He changes the subject.)  Did you paint this streetlight?

SON (he looks from the ladder):  How could I have painted it?

FATHER:  I couldn’t have painted it.

SON:  Why not?

FATHER:  I never use that yellow.

SON:  What’s the problem with it?

FATHER:  It’s too strong… They gave off a pale light.

SON:  For that streetlight you must have wanted a strong one.  

FATHER:  And the halo?

SON:  What about the halo?

FATHER:  I never add them… Look at this, look closely at the difference

SON  (he comes down from the ladder and looks):  You must have wanted to try something different.  Besides, the halo matches with the tone of that yellow.  (He makes a gesture indicating that it’s perfect.)

FATHER:  Did you do something to it?

SON:  No, Old Man.

FATHER:  Are you sure?

SON:  Come on, we agreed I’d do the background, didn’t we?

FATHER:  I guess.

SON:  Now that I remember, you painted it yesterday.

FATHER:  Yesterday?

SON:  Yeah.

FATHER:  But I didn’t paint yesterday.

SON:  You’re right, I got confused… The day before yesterday.

FATHER  (he hesitates):  When?

SON:  After painting that part of the fence.

FATHER:  I don’t remember

SON:  That’s another thing… If you don’t remember what you’re painting, don’t blame me… It must be old age.

FATHER:  Don’t be a prick.

SON:  You know that arteries get hard, close up, blood flows slowly and…

FATHER:  Alright, you’ve made your point…

SON  (pretending to obey):  Yes, sir… What do you want me to say?  That when you paint things you don’t remember… you‘re a genius?

FATHER:  What do you mean?

SON:  That yellow and that halo give that part a special touch.

FATHER:  A special touch?

SON:  Yes.

FATHER:  How’s that?

SON:  Of… I told you… talent.

FATHER:  That I didn’t have before…

SON:  Yes, yes, but… there’s more now.

FATHER:  What you’re saying is that I have talent when I don’t realize what I’m painting.

SON:  I give up!  (He pretends to be a Spanish knight, with cape and sword, which he points toward the ground.)


I take back all 


word for word


Should any remain


in your mind my task


would humbly be


your pardon to ask


And I promise 


sir knight to you

from this wild tongue

will only flow that

which is asked of you

For my sword and honor

of course not ours (indicates the FATHER and HIM.)

pretentious it would be

comparing my sword’s honor

to thee.

I was saying… Oh yes, saying I was

for our selfless honor, not love

Before my Lord, I declare 

of any misdeeds I am

not aware.

How is it that in its flight

the flow of winds becomes a fight

I lose the thread and when in range

the feelings then have all changed.

But whatever be the motives of this spat 

I would like to avoid them, and that is that.

Even if it happened more than twice

you have the right to take my life.

FATHER:  How could you?

SON:  I’ve wanted to do that for years.

FATHER:  You’re a clown!

SON:  Whatever you want.

FATHER (caressing his head):  Back to work.


(They go back to the mural.  A pause.)

FATHER:  From the forest… a person can keep on painting the forest.

SON:  Well said… What’s the point?

FATHER:  Before you said that from there… (He points to the mural.)  I was going to paint the city.

SON:  Oh!  You finally got it?

FATHER:  Gauguin could.

SON:  Gauguin?... (The FATHER nods.)  In Polynesia surrounded by young good-looking women!  Anybody could!

FATHER:  That’s not the point.

SON:  What do you mean?  That’s what I’m trying to do.

FATHER:  The subject is fleeing from this world and living with nature.

SON:  If you see Robinson Crusoe, say hello for me.

FATHER:  Robinson could, too.

SON:  That’s a made-up story, Old Man.

FATHER:  Well what isn’t a made-up story?

SON (pointing toward the mural):  That!... Look at that tree!  What did you do?

FATHER:  (looking):  What?

SON:  The trunk is enormous.

FATHER:  It’s a sequoia

SON:   Sequoia?

FATHER:  Yes.

SON:  Glad to meet you.  Are they all so big?

FATHER:  They’re incredible… There are some so big that cars can drive through the trunks.

SON:  You’re kidding.

FATHER:  I’m serious.  I saw pictures.

SON:  Are we starting this all over again?

FATHER:  I’m not kidding… I’ll show you later.

SON:  And the moon is made of green cheese, too?

FATHER:  I’m telling you I’m not kidding…. (Pointing to a place in the mural.)  If you want, you can paint your bedroom window here.

SON:  No, stop that, it’s “your” illusion… Leave me alone with mine…. (He climbs the ladder.)  There’s not much left to do, right?

FATHER:  You’ll come around every once in a while, right?

SON:  To your house in the woods?

FATHER:  Yeah.

SON:  Well, why not?  But you’ll start crying, you’ll say your son doesn’t love you and you’ll end up suing your son for parental abuse. Too much hassle.  It’s better if I take off.


(A pause.  The FATHER, thinking again and looking at the mural.)

SON:  What’s wrong now, old man?

FATHER:  Nothing, nothing.

SON:  It’s written all over you…

FATHER:  What?

SON:  Written all over you, there.

FATHER:  Did you read the paper today?

SON:  I browsed through it.

FATHER:  Did you see the picture of that gross fat guy blowing smoke rings out his mouth?

SON:  Yeah, really disgusting!

FATHER:  How can that happen?... The title should be “Characters of the World Today.”  (During this monologue, the SON, who already is familiar with his FATHER’S rantings, just waits for him to get over it. He accompanies his outbursts, faced with each question, with gestures of forced indignation.)  Son of a fuckin’ bitch!  He looks like the Godfather!  But…can that be possible, who’s governing us?... Did you see that powerful, criminal, corrupt, calm, conceited look on that untouchable piece of shit?

SON:  Hey, watch your tongue!

FATHER:  I asked you if you saw that expression on his face?

SON:  Yeah, it was terrible.

FATHER:  Wouldn’t you like to tell everyone to take a flying leap, or kill them all, or cry because you feel powerless, or…?

SON:  You’ve got it… that’s how it is.

FATHER:  How can it be possible that there’s no one who cares one little bit about the people? 

SON:  It’s unbelievable!

FATHER:  The only thing they care about is power!  They live just thinking about having it, and holding on to it… (Outraged.)  They can all go to hell…!  I can’t stand the hypocrisy!  

SON:  They make me sick.

FATHER:  But you know how all the trash ends up, don’t you?

SON:  No.

FATHER:  Eaten away by the same corruption that produced it.  They are assured of the greatest suffering, eternal hatred… They don’t die!... The beasts that are going to devour them are not the same that eat the victims… They’re vampires with claws and fangs, in their own image, that go around making small holes through which they bleed for a thousand years, until they change into, as my old man would say,  perfect examples of shit into dust. (The SON makes a gesture indicating it’s final.  The FATHER begins to paint in a frenzy until he pauses, dejected.) What are we doing here, son?  What are we here for?

SON:  What do I know, Old Man!  To live… Those trees are called sequoias?

FATHER:  Yes.

SON:  I’d love to see them… Where are they?

FATHER:  I don’t know… In California, I think.

SON:  Great!  Why don’t we organize an exposition in California?... Come on, we’ll use the premise of cultural exchange and get sent to see the sequoias.  What do you think?... It’s been a long time since we’ve traveled together.

FATHER:  Tell me. Doesn’t injustice, corruption, wars, and all the filth in this world matter to you?

SON:  How could they not be important to me?

FATHER:  Well, then, how come every time  I talk to you about that you go off on some tangent?...All that stuff exists, it attacks us, we can’t play dumb!

SON:  I don’t play dumb… As a matter of fact, I really am dumb… Actually, since I was a little kid I used to say over and over, “when I’m big I want to be an idiot…”

FATHER  (interrupting him):  Answer me!  Why do you always change the subject?

SON:  Because this is the world we live in! What are you going to do? 

FATHER:  Try to change it!

SON:  Why?

FATHER:  What do you mean, why? Because it’s a trash heap.  What kind of question is that?

SON:  The first one that comes to mind.  What do you want me to do?  I’m tired of listening to you complain.  You’re stuck in time, Old Man…. There are things that don’t solve themselves.  It’s like a pipe with small holes all over it!  What are you going to do?  Spend your whole life patching holes? When you want to remember, you’re overwhelmed and on the outside looking in.  No, it doesn’t work.

FATHER:  With those kinds of ideas the world is never going to change.

SON:  And you think that with other ideas it will?  The world does what it wants!  Or do you still believe in Santa Claus?... Insanity, passion and death exist!  They’re part of life!

FATHER:  You’re just justifying yourself.

SON:  I like to justify myself… And besides, I change the subject because I don’t like to see you looking bad… Or maybe what I have to do is give you a boost so you get angrier?  That makes me afraid.

FATHER:  What do you mean afraid?

SON:  Yes, afraid.

FATHER:  Of what?

SON:  That you’ll have a heart attack!

FATHER:  What are you saying?

SON:  Why?  You can’t have a heart attack?

FATHER:  Like anyone else… But how can you say that?

SON:  Hey, listen.  I can… There were three of us, now two… Does the world worry you?... Well, I do what I can, I worry about us… And to the person who prefers heroic images, well, go for it…

FATHER:  It’s not a question of choosing between being a hero or being insensitive.

SON:  Old Man, I’d rather seem insensitive or do whatever I feel like…. I don’t know why just now I’m thinking about a psychoanalyst… Look at you. A guy that said that cowards shouldn’t have kids!  What understanding of the human condition, huh?... What a jerk, my God!  One of theses days he was even capable of eliminating all those he considered  cowards in the name of, I don’t know…dignity?...  (He shakes his head.)  Why won’t some people put their heads up their assholes?  I mean, it’s just my opinion, without wanting to offend anyone… Four years, huh?

FATHER:  Four years of what?

SON:  That we haven’t traveled together.

FATHER:  The last time was to Paris.

SON:  We had a great time!

FATHER  (sadly):  The three of us.


(A pause.  The FATHER gets very close to the mura.l)

SON:  What are you doing?  

FATHER:  I’m trying to get closer to the mystery.

SON:  What mystery, Sherlock?

FATHER:  The one of creation, life and death… (The SON makes a gesture of not paying attention.)  I’m being serious.  Look!  Do you see anything?  (He points to the mural.)

SON: No.

FATHER:  You can’t see it, but it’s there… And I would like to find it.

SON:  Search for it…  Look behind the TV… and if it’s not there, try to remember where you left it last night.

FATHER:  I’m being serious.

SON:  Me, too.


(A pause.)

FATHER:  So, why search for it then?  If I find it, it would stop being a mystery.

SON:  Don’t search for it… (Pointing to the mural.) Well, what if one of the characters in the town took it with them?

FATHER:  Seriously, boy.  Haven’t you ever asked what your old man is doing painting little shapes like an imbecile?

SON:  They’re not little shapes.

FATHER:  But, what do I do it for?  Does it make sense?

SON:  You’re complex, old man, what does it matter?  You like it.

FATHER:  Aren’t you interested in figuring out the mystery? 

SON:  Stop it!  First you say that you want to find the mystery… No fuckin’ way… because if you find it, it will stop being a mystery… And now you tell me, just like that, that I’m never going to understand any mysteries?... And just the same, that it can’t be found.  Then why am I going to beat my brains out trying to find it?

FATHER  (he returns to work and whispers):  A person can’t live without searching for it…. Someone said that.

SON:  What?

FATHER:  That painting is a trap to capture life.

SON:  And… it might be.

FATHER:  Could it be like that?

SON:  What do I know, Old Man.  Let me paint!  I want to finish this path that flows right into dusk.

FATHER  (looking):  In the forest.

SON:  That’s the way it is… What shade of red were the sunsets in the forest?

FATHER:  Blood red.

SON:  A prelude to tragedy… Then I’ll give it some more, right?

FATHER:  Yes, but not much…

SON:  (while he begins to prepare it, talking to himself):  Red, the red of lips, fire, a woman… Women, women, they drive me crazy, they surround me, they hound me, they want to devour me… When I go out on the street, they all look at me and talk among themselves.

FATHER  (entering into the game):  Look at you!  And what do they say?

SON:  Some say, “Look at that handsome blond guy with the curly hair and the blue eyes!”

FATHER:  And the others say…?

SON:  “What a well-built guy with the brown hair and green eyes.”  Now I don’t know what to do so they’ll leave me alone.

FATHER:  I’d tell you not to leave the house.

SON:  You’re right… What happens is I feel sorry for them, I don’t want to deny them the possibility of fantasizing abut me.

FATHER:  That’s very generous on your part.

SON:  Sometimes I think I should take what I want more into account.

FATHER:  And what do you want?

SON:  If I only knew… (Discovering it.)  Do you know what I’d like?

FATHER:  What?

SON:  To find a woman who looks at me at a moment when I’m doing one thing or another, without my realizing that she’s looking at me… and she falls in  love… (The FATHER nods.)  What can I do to find her?

FATHER:  Getting your head out of the clouds and into the thick of things.

SON:  Teacher!... The thick of what things?

FATHER:  Of feelings.

SON:  Another little hint, please.

FATHER:  That’s all I can tell you.

SON:  You got your head out of the clouds and into the chase?

FATHER:  After years in the clouds aboard the plane.

SON:  And now?

FATHER:  I don’t keep trying anymore, there’s a woman for every man to love… and I already had mine.

SON:  Do you know how many times I’ve thought that I’m never going to have a woman like the one you had?

FATHER:  You won’t have one like the one I had, for sure… But you can have one like the one you are going to have.

SON:  Very profound…. Well, what do I have to do?

FATHER:  Look for her… and when you feel you’ve found her… love her.


(A pause.)

SON:  (he continues preparing his paint):  What the fuck, this is a sunset-red.  And they’re going to teach me how to mix it?  Get out of here, you bunch of idiots!  Do you think I was just born yesterday? Why don’t you all go to hell, jerks!... (The FATHER looks at him, surprised.)  Yes, sir.  I made the red this way because I like it.  Got a problem with that?  And anyone who doesn’t like it can just say so. Let’s see.  Yeah, I’m a macho man.  So, what about it?  I haven’t lied to you. I’ve got balls.  And you, jerk, if that snake-in-the grass grabs you, don’t give in or grovel!  And remember this silly ditty: “When fickle luck fucks you and all seems gone, shake it off and you’ll be back on your feet before long.”  Don’t come crying to me, because I’ll let you have it! Do you hear me?  Worthless!

FATHER:  That’s what you’ll say to me?  What a foul-mouth!

SON:  Did you like it?

FATHER:  More or less… Why?

SON:  Why what?

FATHER:  Don’t play dumb.  What was all that?

SON:  Oh, look at you.  You can swear like a drunken sailor when you want, and I can’t?

FATHER:  I have my reasons.

SON:  And you think I don’t?

FATHER:  I don’t know.

SON:  When in doubt, leave it out.

FATHER:  Do you feel better now?

SON:  The same as before.

FATHER:  So much the better… (Showing the mural.) How do you think it’s coming out?

SON  (he gets down from the ladder and looks at the mural):  Doesn’t it look… a little stupid?

FATHER:   What do you mean, stupid?

SON:  I mean… a little naïve… The little house, the little tree… the smoke from the chimney is missing, add the cow and we can win a contest for art school.  Do you know what’s missing?

FATHER:  The little curtains?

SON:  No, seriously… I would paint it for you here… (He points.  We hear Milhaud’s music again.)  On the roof… a bull… (The FATHER is surprised.)  With one hoof on the chimney, his head held high, the wrinkled look and flames shooting out his nose, like he was a dragon… Just think, a dark black bull that would symbolize hate, passion, fury, chaos, insanity… It would change everything, or wouldn’t it?

FATHER:  It might… but this is what I want to paint at the moment… If you don’t like it, get yourself another canvas and do what you want, nobody’s stopping you.


(The music diminishes.)

SON:  Don’t be like that… you asked me and I told you.

FATHER:  Besides, you’ve got me screwed up about what I’m supposed to paint and what I’m not supposed to.  Or do we all have to paint Guernica?

SON:  Is it your turn now?

FATHER:  Yes!... Like the critics that say that an artist has to leave evidence of his era!... That’s what they are for… or am I wrong?

SON:  Good!

FATHER:  And then they spend their time talking about the meaning of the works!  Do you know why?

SON:  Why?

FATHER:  Because they are desperate because their own lives are so meaningless.  That’s why!  And they ask me to find something for them? What am I going to find them?  Me, myself, I paint because I don’t have the least idea what everything means, and I don’t know what to do to find an answer even for myself.

SON:  That’s great about the meaninglessness of meaning or the meaning of meaninglessness or the…

FATHER (interrupting him):  And one more thing, let me say who asked their opinion  about what I have to do?  Are they going to tell me what excites me the most?

SON:  Do you want me to tell you?  They are thoughtless!

FATHER:  Don’t make fun… That ticks me off.

SON:  I realized that.

FATHER:  My old man used to say, “The only thing one can say about a work of art is: it moves me or it doesn’t move me… the rest is foolishness.

SON  (he looks toward the large window):  Old Man, it seems like the Indian Quichén passed by!  The very same old and long haired Quichén.!  Take a look, Quichén, we won!

FATHER:  Did you finish the scene?

SON  (he looks toward the mural):  It needs a couple of brushstrokes.

FATHER:  Well, not yet.

SON:  My hand feels like lead today.


(A pause.)

FATHER:  It’s been ten years now.

SON:  Since what?

FATHER:  Since he died.

SON   (he agrees):  Like it’s lead… The Old Man?

FATHER:  Yes.

SON:  He was real old, wasn’t he?

FATHER:  Over 80.

SON:  He lived a good life.

FATHER:  Did you know he killed himself?

SON  (surprised):  No… Really?.. (The FATHER nods.)  How?

FATHER:  He threw himself out a window.

SON:  That’s horrible.  Why?

FATHER:  Nobody found out… Incredible!  A guy who dedicated his life to delving deeply into the mystery of creation… Every time I listened to him he made me feel like living… The meetings with him were like an oasis in this fuckin’ everyday life.  So why did he kill himself?  I could never understand it…. And on top of that he left a letter that said, “To whomever needs to understand.  I got tired of living.”   What did he mean, “I got tired of living?”  I could understand a bitter person who says “I’m tired of this shitty life.”  But how was he going to get tired of living?  He really was peace and happiness personified… Sometimes I didn’t even listen to him, he reached me with the music of his words.

SON:  Fantastic.

FATHER:  What do you mean fantastic?

SON:  As you two must want.

FATHER:  Who?

SON:  He and you .  Who else?


(A pause.)

FATHER:  Do you know what really ticks me off?

SON:  What?

FATHER:  I never had the courage to hug him… out of respect… So many embraces not given, isn’t that how it is?

SON (theatrical.  From the top of the ladder):  That’s life…. a permanent paradox of perverse instincts.

FATHER:  What did you want to say?

SON:  I have no idea… but it doesn’t sound bad, huh?... (He paints something and comes down to look at the mural.)  Marvelous!   I really am a genius!  Do you know what Picasso is in comparison to me?  A baby still nursing his mama, a bumbling paint-by-numbers with a big brush idiot, and cheap cabaret whore!  Yes, sir, I’ve got it all!  And if I want I’ll look him straight in the eye and say to him, “Cheap cabaret whore!  How’s it going… Well look at you, what colors, what lines, harmony and melody in this symphony! It’s got to be an equal to Beethoven’s Fifth!... (He sings in front of the mural.) Da da da dum… Da da da dum… Do you like how it came out?

FATHER:  Yes.

SON (He dances the final steps of a Malambo, while he accompanies himself, singing. Upon finishing.)  Argentina, beautiful mother country… has the Pampas in their glory… The Pampa has the ombú tree!... Or the sequoia, maybe?

FATHER:  Mine has a sequoia.

SON:  What’s it like?... The sequoia has a trunk, where dreams pass through…


They’re the dreams of poets of respect


who look at the world and suspect


that if the bird does not fly


it’s for his death that is nigh.

FATHER:  That is beautiful!

SON:  Did you like it?

FATHER:  I loved it!  The thing about that if the bird does not fly it may be because of his approaching death…

SON  (interrupting him):  No interpretations, please.

FATHER:  Fine, but I loved it…. Is it another one that just came out that way?

SON:  Improvised, as they say

FATHER:  You should write them down.

SON:  I lived the moment, Old Man.

FATHER:  What does that have to do with it, maybe you don’t paint.

SON:  I paint backgrounds… and you know what for… Look at it.


(The FATHER looks and they enter into a game in which the OLD MAN invents the world that they are painting, while the SON plays to surprise and stimulate him.  During this scene. one can hear, far away, the music of Milhaud. I propose, with all due respect to the director, a change in the lighting.)

FATHER:  That’s the scene?

SON:  Sure

FATHER:  It’s very pretty.

SON:  This house fascinates me!  Great!, huh?

FATHER:  It’s the tall guy’s place.

SON:  That one’s the tall guy’s?

FATHER:  Sure, the town electrician!

SON:  No way, he was real tall?

FATHER:  He was probably like that, so on stormy days they used him as a lightning rod… Do you know the story that marked him for his whole life?

SON:  What?

FATHER:  I’ll never forget…. He came into the café one night, after a storm, took a seat and had a dumbfounded look on his face.  He didn’t talk, he refused to order anything until the pharmacist asked him, “Is something wrong?”  And the tall guy, taking his time, answered, “While I was there, standing up… I thought about the relativity of time”… We were all silent, we all looked at each other, until Freud, the crazy guy, says to him, “Sure because of the humidity.”  We looked at each other and the tall guy, nodding, comes back with, “Einstein was nobody’s fool.”  Why do you ask?

SON:  He was the guy who never used to charge, right?

FATHER  (he nods):  He had a shop where he fixed televisions and whatever other electrical appliances in his garage…. He never had anything, but since he had received an inheritance when people asked him, “How much do I owe?” he would answer, “Compliments of my grandmother.”

SON:  What a saint!... But who can live like that?

FATHER:  That’s exactly the way Freud lived, the crazy guy…he wanted to be a psychoanalyst and a boxer and he spent all day at the gym analyzing everyone… One day they almost killed him

SON:  And?

FATHER:  I don’t remember what happened at the end.

SON:  Try to remember for next time… Do you know I would have liked to have met him?

FATHER:  Who?

SON:  Freud, not the guy in the town, the real guy… Did you see how he looks in his pictures? 
FATHER:  How?

SON:  Always serious… A penetrating look, a firm pose… more or less like you… How can that be?

FATHER:  How can what be?

SON:  The spent his whole life thinking, speaking and writing about sex… and not even one lousy smile!  What was going on in his head?

FATHER:  He was a scientist. 

SON:  What do you mean? Do you know what that guy needed?

FATHER:  What?

SON:  For them to touch him!  Instead of listening to him or reading about him, they should touch him!  That’s what he needs… I would have liked to have touched his beard, pat his belly, give him some kisses on the cheek, put his head here… (He points to his chest.) and cradle him a little while… Just imagine the pictures of the old guy from that day on; smiling, tender… Psychoanalysis would have turned out differently… Now we have to put up with those bitter people… because of the expression he had in those pictures.  Do you see?  A smile in one of the pictures would have changed history…

FATHER:  The one who lived with a permanent smile was Chuño, the town thief.

SON:  Was there a town thief?

FATHER:  Well, why not?   All the towns had a town thief.  Why wasn’t ours going to have one?... Once he wanted to go to the big city, and we insisted he not go, but he told us that he, also, had the right to progress.

SON:  He was right.

FATHER (he nods):  We ended up offering him that on Saturdays, when we went to the movies, someone was going to leave their door open… It wasn’t easy for him… There was always one in the crowd who would make a claim about something that had a sentimental value or some other foolishness…

SON:  And the punishment?

FATHER:  Well, when they would haul him in, we’d all go out in the street so they’d let him go, and the constable, the black guy would show up…  What pride…We were the only town in the far west with a black sheriff…

SON:  Great!

FATHER:  I was telling you, the black guy would show up. he’d give a speech about liberty and he’d take away Chuño… Sure, besides, if he didn’t take him away he didn’t have anywhere to go…The black guy was great… In the end when Chuño didn’t have strength even to escape, the black guy himself bought a carriage for him.

SON:  Come on, Old Man, get it together.  Where did the goddess of love live?

FATHER:  María?  In this one… (He points to a house.)  How wonderful!  One day she charged me for a hundred caresses and two thousand kisses!

SON:  What about the priest?

FATHER:  With her?  He didn’t want to share her with his sons. .. How bizarre!   He made the bells ring like this, close your eyes and listen.

SON:  Don’t tell me you’re going to do the bells!

FATHER:  Why not?

SON (he closes his eyes):  Come on.

FATHER  (singing in several tones):  Ding, dong, ding, dong… (Ad lib)


(The SON listens, fascinated, to the FATHER singing. When he finishes, the two of them are moved.)

SON:  Do you want me to tell you?  This is the best scene we’ve ever painted.

FATHER (looking at the mural):  It might be… (Pointing.)  What’s happening is everyone is together.  The witch doctor lived in this other one.

SON:  Mandinga?

FATHER:  The very same, who locked you up in the convent when the measures weren’t working!  (Pointing.)  Look at you, you painted the Judge’s house, too.

SON:  Sure!  Do you think I’m an idiot?

FATHER:  You know that every afternoon when he left the courtroom, he would hole up in the woods to play the flute… and the next day he would say that he had consulted all the cases with the flying critters and he judged according to what he had been advised… There were many times that people went out to bring birds down with slings and shotguns to the cry of in-jus-tice!  In-jus-tice!

SON:  Wonderful… Old Man…?

FATHER:  Yes?

SON:  And the Indian Quichén?

FATHER (pointing to the garden in the house that he is painting):  He put his tent in this garden.

SON:  In this one?

FATHER:  That’s it.

SON:  Why?

FATHER:  He said it was the only garden in the region that could support his ass.

SON:  Listen.  Why only in this one?

FATHER:  A problem of affinities.

SON:  Interesting, huh?

FATHER:  One day he gave me everything he had because now he had had everything that he wanted and that from that moment on he wanted “to be” everything he could.

SON:  And what was that?

FATHER  (shrugging his shoulders):  He was..

SON:  He was what?

FATHER:  He was… he simply was… What a character!   He used to continually quote the Bible.

SON:  That is so very beautiful.

FATHER:  Seriously!  He said that as God ordered Abraham;  “Leave your land and that of your relations, and your father’s, to the land I will show to you”  Genesis 12.; and then to Moses that he free the people and lead them from the country that had become his home and go to the desert to celebrate.  Quichén decided to leave his village and he came here.

SON:  And how did he celebrate?

FATHER:  With wine, how else?

SON:  Oh, big guy! And didn’t he ever eat anything?

FATHER:  He ate unleavened Jewish bread because he said it belonged to those who are in a hurry to leave, that of the wanderers.

SON:  Quichén the prophet!

FATHER:  And do you know what Quichén means?

SON:  Ass seated in a kindred garden.

FATHER:  How did you know?

SON:  Who do you think you are, only you can make up what you want.

FATHER:  I don’t make up things, son.

SON  (ironic): Excuse me. 

FATHER:  You don’t believe me!  How many times do I have to tell you that I lived there?

SON:  Sure… And on Christmas Eve it was snowing and the sleighs were skating over the lake.

FATHER:  Don’t be an idiot!  What’s so strange about me having spent part of my life in that town?  Maybe…?

SON  (interrupting him):  Fine!  I believe you.  And you were living in the middle of the forest.

FATHER  (he nods):  Well, more or less… I lived just outside the forest, around there… (He points.)  Surrounded by birch, acacias, and ombúes…

SON:  And the sequoia.

FATHER  (he nods):  I’m going to have a house there again, beside the sequoia… and I’ll sit down in the grass like I used to do with your mother to hear the birds singing and watching the leaves on the trees… She loved that.

SON:  She was there, too?

FATHER:  Sure… She was the one who taught me to look at the leaves on the trees.

SON:  From the highest to the saddest.  From the happiest to the most recently fallen.

FATHER:  Stopping  on the one that most needs it.

SON:  Without leaving any on the road.

FATHER:  And without becoming distracted by the other life.


(A pause.  The music diminishes and the lights return to those of the previous situations.)

SON:  If you place the house beside the sequoia… be careful with the traffic… (The FATHER looks at him, surprised.)  I mean, because of the cars.

FATHER  (he points to the mural):  They don’t go through there.

SON:  Excuse me, I got confused.

FATHER  (he gets closer to the mural):  Stop a minute, I couldn’t have done this tree… Look !

SON  (moving closer):  Why not?... This other one is the same.

FATHER:  How can you say that? Neither the color or shape are mine.

SON:  What do you mean?...  They’re almost identical… (He corrects himself.)  You must have done it while you were thinking about something else.

FATHER:  Did you paint it?

SON:  How could I paint it?  I’d tell you!  

FATHER:  For sure?

SON:  Seriously.  Why would I do it?  It doesn’t make sense… Besides.  So, cut that out once and for all!  You can’t deny it ticks you off that you paint things that later on you forget?  It’s not that terrible!

FATHER:  Okay, don’t yell… I’m going to touch it up a little.

SON:  I s it a big job?

FATHER:  No, a couple of small brushes and it’s done. (He starts to paint again.)

SON:  What do you think, huh?  We finished the preview… We’re going to  do the baptismal ceremony.

FATHER:  Just a minute… (He stops.)  I’m worried.

SON:  What?

FATHER:  About not remembering what I’m painting.

SON:  This mural has eighty thousand things.  Why are you going to remember everything you painted?

FATHER:  That didn’t happen to me before.

SON:  Oh, really?

FATHER:  Arteriosclerosis? 

SON:  Or the flu.  Didn’t you have snot coming from your nose?

FATHER:  I don’t like that.

SON:  Snot?  I agree with you. There are other things I feel better about.

FATHER:  Experiencing these feelings that have to do with aging… without having fulfilled my dream

SON:  Don’t get melodramatic on me, old man.

FATHER:  I’m talking seriously, because now I remember what I painted, but later I’m going to stop remembering other things… until I can’t walk or move or speak and…

SON:  (he interrupts him): Should I call the funeral parlor? 

FATHER:  I’d have to leave.

SON:  To the forest?... (The FATHER nods.  The SON looks at his watch.)  Isn’t it a little late?  Better, finish the mural… Meanwhile, I’ll prepare the champagne.


(The FATHER, reluctant, begins to paint.  Meanwhile, the SON makes movements of preparing everything for a ceremony.)

SON:  Let’s see what we’re going to call it.  Stubble sickness?  No, better, mint and bitter mate. Get ready for the Indians, what do you think?  No, me either, I like anamengui porá, on my mother’s side sure.  It could also be  “Chagas” for everyone.

FATHER:  Can you stop for a minute?

SON:  That’s not bad, if you want we can call it “Stop for a minute.”  What do I care?  In the end the mural is yours…Put whatever name you want and to hell with everyone else…

FATHER  (he finishes painting, disgusted):  Well, there it is!

SON:  Great!  All set?

FATHER:  Yes

SON:  Let’s go.


(A change in lighting.  Church music is heard.  Both of them act as if they are dusting off the mural while they speak like priests.)

FATHER:  I anoint you with water and I remove all your impurities, free you from from all your idolatries.  I remove that heart of stone and I place my spirit in you.

SON:  I baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit.

FATHER:  I baptize you with holy water to lead you to penitence; but he who comes after me will baptize you in the Holy Spirit and fire.

SON:  I baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit

FATHER:  He who is not reborn of holy water and the Holy Spirit, can not enter into the kingdom of God.  He who believed and was baptized will be saved.

SON:  Careful!  He who does not believe will be condemned… He who said baptism is not necessary for salvation, may they be damned.

FATHER:  All who are born tainted with sin can only cleanse themselves through holy water and the Holy Spirit.

SON:  All those who are baptized, even though they be a drunk, a murderer, an adulterer, if the baptism is of Christ, they are baptized by Christ.

FATHER:  You are deeply bathed in the death of Christ, and the former man with sins is dead.

SON:  Your egoism, sensuality, and cowardice are crucified.

FATHER:  And when this specter of sin dies, the resurrection of Christ enters and a new life of faith, love, truth, justice and spiritual richness emerges.

SON:  I baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit


(A pause.  The music disappears the lights return.)

FATHER AND SON:  And you will be called

SON:  Little House of my Dreams.

FATHER:  Late Afternoon

SON:  Memories that Time Has Erased

FATHER:  Reencounter.

SON:  Sweet Dreams of Aging


(“Faraway Land of Mine” is begun to be heard.)

FATHER(after a critical look):  The Snows of Time.

SON:  The Little Tree on the Corner Where I Lived.

FATHER:  The Thicket

SON:  We Need a Bull on the Roof

FATHER:  Consolation.

SON:  Little Birds Loom Large!

FATHER:  Faraway Land of Mine

SON:  Scene for the People


(A pause.)

FATHER:  Faraway Land of Mine.


(They look at each other, they nod.)

FATHER AND SON:  You name will be “Faraway Land of Mine.”


(The music disappears.)

SON:  And your sons will be named; Tall Boy.

FATHER:  Freud.

SON:  Chuño

FATHER:  The black sheriff. 

SON:  María.

FATHER:  Bell the Priest

SON:  Doctor Mandinga

FATHER:  The Chemist

SON:  The Jack-of-all-trades’ Grandmother!

FATHER:  The Judge of the Birds.

SON:  The Indian Prophet

FATHER:  Quichén

SON:  Ladies and gentlemen, the ceremony has ended… It’s time to look at… the leaves on the trees.


(He gets closer to the window and stands there looking. Meanwhile, the FATHER looks over the mural carefully.)

FATHER:  And this?

SON:  What?

FATHER:  It’s disgusting!

SON:  Oh, it can’t be that bad.

FATHER:  What do you mean?  Look at that red grass.

SON  (getting closer to look):  It isn’t bad…

FATHER:  What are you saying?  It looks horrible!

SON:  Do you think so?

FATHER:  Please!... Besides… it doesn’t make sense!

SON:  And that matters to you?

FATHER:  How couldn’t it?  It matters!

SON:  Well, what are you saying to me?

FATHER:  Who do you want me to say it to?

SON:  Well, if you painted it… get angry at yourself.

FATHER:  How could I have painted that?  Not even drunk!

SON:  And who painted it?  I know, me.

FATHER:  Well, it wasn’t me.

SON:  Stop it, Old Man.

FATHER:  But I couldn’t have painted red grass, that’s ridiculous!

SON:  It must have been at a moment when Delaunay’s ghost appeared.

FATHER:  Why?

SON:  Come on, dad.  Don’t you remember the red Eiffel Tower?  1911!  And you still get shocked.  More freedom, Old Man.

FATHER:  What does it have to do with freedom?  And I don’t get shocked!  Delaunay painted “The Red Eiffel Tower”  because it sang to him!  And I want my green grass because it sings to me!  Being free doesn’t mean one has to do things out of the ordinary, rather I would be imposing on myself a liberty I don’t want!  Do you see?  It would be absurd!  Why do you wear those torn jeans, to appear free, or because you like them?

SON:  Both reasons… I also like to appear free.

FATHER  (disconcerted):  Then I should suppose that that’s not bad.

SON:  You can suppose what you want.

FATHER  (pointing to the sector painted in red):  Then why did you say it didn’t look bad.

SON:  Because it doesn’t look bad.

FATHER:  You want to convince me to leave it.

SON:  Do what you want!  The only thing I told you was that it doesn’t look bad.  What’s the matter?

FATHER:  The problem is that if it seems horrible to me and not to you, and I don’t remember having painted it, the most probable thing is that you painted it.

SON:  The most probable isn’t a sure thing, so calm down and if you don’t like it you can put a good green on top and it’s done…. The grass will stay green, like anyone would expect.  How wonderful!  The things you’re painting without realizing are the least predictable.  Take a look.

FATHER:  One more thing.

SON:  What?

FATHER:  That if I painted it I…

SON  (interrupting him):  Ohh!  You admit it!

FATHER:  I’m not admitting anything!  I’m saying that in case I painted it, it’s because I’m giving in to your pressure… and I don’t like it!

SON:  What pressure?   Come on, Old Man.

FATHER:  You’re telling me for all time that what I do is out-of-date and predictable, that I should break away from forms and colors, that I should quit screwing around with the balance, that I should play more… Why don’t you stop with your advice and let me paint whatever I want?  Do I force you to paint with me?  Why don’t you grab yourself an easel, a canvas, and do what you really want to do?

SON:  Stop yelling!  Paint the grass red, it ticks you off and you hassle with me!  Are we all crazy?  If I give you my opinion about what you’re painting I’m not giving you orders and although that may have been the case, you don’t have to obey!  It’s just my opinion!  Now, if you, in order to show you’re modern, to be able to say that you share the latest tendencies  so they say;  “Look how up-to-date he is” and you do things you don’t like, don’t blame me!  Like you said before, you’re free to do what you like.

FATHER:  I’m not so free.

SON:  Now that’s better…


(A pause.)

FATHER:  Son.

SON:  What?

FATHER:  Don’t you like how I paint?  The truth.


( A pause.)

SON:  Do I have to answer?

FATHER:  I’d like you to.

SON:  Are you game?

FATHER:  I’ve come out worse.


(A pause.)

SON:  Well, maybe.


( A pause.)

FATHER:  So why are you painting with me?

SON:  I think we work better together.


(A pause.  The FATHER sits down to look at the mural.  He begins to listen, again, to Gardel singing “Faraway Land of Mine.)


Faraway land of mine


under your sky, under your sky


with your comfort, with your comfort


some day I’ll die.


To hear your song of gold


from the bells of years gone by


on my return I will not know


whether to laugh or whether to cry.


(The FATHER takes a leaf and paints on it; “I went to buy cigarettes”  He shows the sign to his SON.  They look at each other.)

SON  (surprised):  What’s that?  (The FATHER does not answer.)  What does it mean?... (They look at each other.)  I don’t understand.  Are you leaving?.. (The FATHER nods.)  To where?

FATHER:   I don’t know.

SON (pointing to the sign):  Is it a joke?  (The FATHER gestures that it is not.)  No… What is it?

FATHER:  It’s not a joke.

SON:  What is it then?

FATHER:  I don’t know how to tell you any other way.

SON:  You said you wouldn’t get ticked off.

FATHER:  I’m ticked off… and I’m leaving.

SON:  You’re leaving, really?... (The FATHER nods again.)  Where to?... (The FATHER begins to get tears in his eyes.)  What’s the matter, old man?

FATHER (anguished):  I want to leave.

SON:  For where?

FATHER:  I don’t know… I want to go away.

SON  (impatient):   But where?  Speak clearly! 

FATHER  (opening his arms):  To search for it.

SON:  What are you going to look for?

FATHER:  My town.

SON:  Again?

FATHER  (he nods):  I want to find it… I can’t stand it any longer.

SON  (getting closer to him and hugging him):  Come on, Old Man.

FATHER:  I don’t want to die regretting not having fulfilled my dream.

SON:  Which one?

FATHER:  The one of creating a world, although it may be small, like the one I want.

SON:  And what’s that like?

FATHER  (He shakes his head):  Here… I feel like a worm incapable of doing anything to change anything… What sense does that make?

SON:  You don’t have to change anything.

FATHER:  What do you mean?... I spent my life trying to show a path, to make myself a place in this world in order to change it… And now I realize that it’s spoiled and it disgusts me, and I don’t have the desire or the energy to do anything.  Do you see?

SON  (Showing the mural):  And this seems like almost nothing to you?

FATHER:  That’s how it seems.

SON:  It’s not a little thing, Old Man!  It’s a lot!  The only thing almost  everyone does is earn money to save or to spend!  Do you know what they are?  Little highways of money that go from one place to the other!  That’s what they are, not men!... On the other hand you are giving them the possibility of feeling emotions, of feeling other things.

FATHER:  What other things?... (Pointing to the mural.)  This is only going to serve to decorate someone’s house who had the money to buy it and wants to seem sensitive or cultured or… A court jester!  That’s what I am!  The only useful thing I do is to amuse those who have everything already!  Or isn’t that right?... Enough!  I’m tired of everything being fake!  There’s no cure!  A person tries a thousand different ways and it always ends up a mess.

SON:  That’s not the way it is!  Do what you want!  What else can you do?

FATHER:  There’s something else.

SON:  What?

FATHER:  The Old Man’s dream of disappearing.

SON:  What do you mean, disappearing?

FATHER:  Don’t worry… I’m too much of a coward to kill myself… so I’m going to amble around without a destination, until I find it… (He points to the mural.)  With a bundle on my shoulder I want to wander like the Indian Quichén, searching for that place that I always wanted… I don’t know, in one of those there isn’t anything.

SON:  What do you mean there isn’t anything?

FATHER:  No place… maybe what I’m looking for is to leave this great world behind to find out about the greatness of the other.

SON:  I don’t understand you.

FATHER:  I don’t at all, either… they are questions I ask myself.  Why do I have to live here?   Simply because it happened?... I can’t stand it anymore…

SON:  What?

FATHER:  This feeling… that there’s no way out… maybe my world will be another even smaller one, more my size… like I was telling you before, in contact with nature… (Pointing to the mural.)  All my life I brought nature here… Isn’t it time for me to go?

SON  (he reacts, pointing to the room):  And what’s this, garbage?  You and I, what are we?... (He shows the mural.)  This… What is it?  (He goes toward the window.)  And everything we see from here?  That marvelous sunset… the leaves growing on the trees, the changing colors, they fall and then grow back again, waiting for us… A good coffee at that time… looking at everything through the window… and weeping because of the power of nature invading us almost without us realizing… (He looks at his FATHER.)  We have it here, old man.  Or, don’t we?

FATHER:  Listen to me, son… There are a lot of things…

SON:  A lot of things are nothing, Old Man… You talk, you talk, and you talk, you ask a thousand questions and none is clear!

FATHER:  Nothing is clear!  How can I know exactly what I want?  I don’t know!  What am I going to do?  I don’t know if I want the people, the forest, a small place where my own place is clear, to be with you, going around the world feeling absolutely free!... I don’t know what I want.  And you’re asking me to be clear!  What are you asking me for?

SON:  That you stay and quit screwing around!  That’s what I’m asking for!

FATHER:  I can’t, son.  What do you want me to do?  I can’t.  Do you think I like to suffer?  Everything happens to me… I hate that fake society more each day…. and I want to look for another one… I always thought that everything made sense and now I realize it doesn’t… and now I don’t know how to live any other way… My strength always convinced me I had a mission to fulfill… So?  What mission could I fulfill?

SON:  To live.

FATHER:  No!  No mission!  The world is one big lie!  All a lie!... In the end, the only thing I did is spend my life painting what I wanted and I didn’t have, or didn’t get up the courage to make… Until when?  It’s over.  I’m tired of seeing what I want painted on my canvases!  I want to live it!... and I haven’t got that much more time.

SON:  Why live it if you can paint it?

FATHER  (confused):  What?

SON:  I don’t know, it came to me… Why live what you can paint?

FATHER:  You are trying to confuse me.

SON:  Surely… Living everything that comes to a person’s mind is impossible, isn’t it?

FATHER:  Yes.

SON:  Well, then, what you can, you live…. and what you can’t, you paint.

FATHER:  Look how easy!  Do you really think that living something just depends on what a person wants.

SON:  I didn’t say that.

FATHER:  This is a world that’s destroying itself and the majority of men don’t deserve this!  Did you hear?  And we can’t choose to live it or not.  That’s what is going on.  Do you see?

SON:  More or less.

FATHER:  Son, it’s hope… that makes us paint the world that gives us hope.  And now there’s no more hope of anything!... That’s why the old man killed himself!  That was why.  And he must have thought that his suicide was an example for the world.  At least those who knew him were going to begin to think, to reflect on the possible death of humanity, or I don’t know what about what other stupid thing.  No!... Nobody thinks about that!  And nothing is an example of anything.  That’s why I didn’t kill myself, in addition to not having the courage!  Because if I killed myself I’d want to say that I was showing a path!  And I don’t want to show anything anymore!  I want to disappear.  You can say, “What a crazy old man.”  So what?  Yes, what about it?  As if the rest of you were sane!... (He goes toward the window, opens it and yells outside, outraged.)  Crazy people!  (To his SON.)  Ants!... They look like ants going from one place to the next… What ants?  What are they in such a hurry for?  To get to their death faster?  They can be calm… at the most it will be delayed a little, but it’s not going to forget anyone!

SON:  Stop, old man… People are looking.

FATHER:  Good.!  That means they’re listening… There are still some ants with some sensitivity.

SON:  Stop it!  What did you invent, gunpowder?  The world was and will be a mess… Stop this stuff!  Or do you think that if you’re going to live in the middle of the forest th world is going to change?... And what are you going to do there?... You’re right!  The world is a trash heap!  And we’re rats trying to escape, save ourselves the best we can, and when a ray of sunlight breaks through we lie back and enjoy it!  (Getting closer to the OLD MAN.)  Come on, Old Man… Before you were asking why we’re here, weren’t you?... (The FATHER nods.)  Passing through.

FATHER:  Passing through what?

SON:  That we’re passing through… You need to know why you’re living… I don’t have the least idea… Sometimes I agonize.  Well what am I  going to do?...  I don’t have the least idea of why I’m living, or what sense my life has, or what I want to do with my life, or anything!  What do you want me to do?  But, wait… Are you my old man or my son?

FATHER: What kind of a question is that?

SON:  It’s just that you would have to be telling all this to me, not me to you… Do you know what?

FATHER:  What?

SON:  We’re two miserable beings… but among I don’t know how many millions… If from thousands of miles away five unhappy people get together who divide the world and decide what each one has to do…Lets go together.  What can we do?

FATHER:  I don’t know, something that transcends us.

SON:  You spent your whole life trying to make things transcendental.

FATHER:  Because…

SON  (he interrupts him):   Because you believed they were going to love you because of that… And they didn’t… Nobody loves anybody because they’re important… You could admire them, but love (He gestures to indicate no.)… I love you… Listen well to what I’m going to say, old man… Because you love me and you’re a good guy… And it doesn’t matter to me one damn bit if what you do is good, or important, or anything… Sometimes I admire you, and sometimes I don’t… but I always love you… (Very moved.)  The things that you make me say… Besides… You were right!  The streetlight, the tree, the red grass and a hundred other things that you haven’t noticed yet were painted by me.

FATHER:  What do you mean , you?

SON:  Yes, it was me!  You’re not crazy!  It was me!  And do you know why?  Because I want to paint like you.  For no other reason than that!...  And that’s why you can’t go!  Because you still realize… Now you’re able to go… the day I paint an entire painting and you think that you painted it… On that day that, that I feel I’m like you, you indeed are going to be able to go, but before that, don’t even think about it…

FATHER:  Why are you telling this to me… right now?

SON:  What do I know?  Maybe it’s that before I didn’t get up the courage!... And one more reason for why you can’t go.

FATHER:  Why?

SON:  We need to do something together.

FATHER:  What?

SON:  Nothing

FATHER:  What do you mean, nothing?

SON:  That’s it, nothing!  But feeling, each of us, that the other is at his side… We always do something, we paint, we talk, we have a good time, we criticize, we argue, we agree, we yell… we talk about stupid things, yeah… The only thing I want is to be by your side, old man.  To look at you, to feel your love… and for you to feel mine… Suppose that I … I’m going to tell you what I want… you’re so great… what I need from you… to explain to you why… the things I feel… (He shakes his head.)  You’re not going… You… (He hugs him.  After a few moments he moves away a bit. Pointing to the mural.)  It’s the worst thing you can do.

FATHER:  What?

SON:  To go looking for it.

FATHER:  Why?

SON:  Because you’re going to realize that it doesn’t exist… meantime, if you stay here…


(A pause.)

FATHER:  If I stay… what?

SON:  Do I have to tell you?

FATHER:  Yes.

SON:  While we’re here… the people exist, old man.


( A long pause.  They look at each other.)

FATHER:  Before…

SON:  Before what?

FATHER:  I forgot someone.

SON:  Who?

FATHER:  The one who cared for the welfare of the people.

SON:  The poet.

FATHER:  Who watered the vines at midnight… while I was watching him , fascinated.


(Night falls, it gets dark.)


One night of a quarter moon


yellow, waning in its time


the fields humid and sad


because of the growing of its wine.


The only sounds heard I have a hunch


are those tender and sweet from the bunch


Enchanted, sensing the  

rough sound quality


of the quarter moon’s soliloquy 


thinking about its destiny.


Living for the pleasure to accompany


Who lives not for himself 


But for the other in his path of destiny


Sadness when it appears


Happiness when born


to grow and be able


to resist all storms.


Struggling hard for its right


to be a fruit beautiful and ripe


and from someone, drunk,


in his pleasure imbibing


the sap of his dream


the juice of the grape enjoying


from its delicate existence


on its powerful high flight


moving towards another world


aware to deaths and desire

BOTH:  The ecstasy of being together…


(They look at each other.  They embrace.  The light dim on them.  Music of “Faraway Land of Mine”)

END
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