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(When the lights go on, JOHANN is sitting in a wheelchair, dressed in a somewhat frayed suit.  He is rehearsing, as if with a violoncello, but without one.  Very intense, with his eyes closed, he is practicing at a pizzicato tempo.  His obsession is stroking the supposed strings and then raising his hand as aesthetically pleasing as possible.  To the side of the stage are an instrument case and four music stands. After pretending to play for a while, he is interrupted by his SON, who has entered through a door to the back of the stage. His SON stares at him a few moments before finally deciding to interrupt him.  His speech is very faltering and choppy.)

SON (very upset): Dad… (JOHANN, concentrating on his own work, does not answer.) Dad… (JOHANN continues without answering. His SON moves closer.)

 JOHANN (tense): Shhh… (Without opening his eyes, with a signal to not interrupt him.)

SON:  Dad... Mom...   Mom...

JOHANN (more tense each time, without opening his eyes): What about Mom?

SON:  Mom...(He stammers.)

JOHANN (tiring):  What about Mom?

SON: Mom...

JOHANN (yelling): What about Mom? (He hits him with his bow.)

SON (as if his speaking improves due to the blow): She’s real bad… (JOHANN puts the bow to his side, he closes his eyes again and continues to practice, while in the meantime he makes a gesture for his SON to calm down.) She’s having a seizure… (JOHANN adopts a posture that indicates he doesn’t care.) ¡A real bad one!

JOHANN: ¡Shhh! (With a gesture of disgust, he opens his eyes, stops practicing and looks at him critically.)  What do you mean “real bad?”

SON:  She’s... almost not breathing...

JOHANN: ¿So?

SON: I’m afraid…

JOHANN:  Of what?

SON:  That…

JOHANN:  What?

SON:  That…

JOHANN (he picks up the bow again): About what? (He hits him and rests the bow.)

SON:  That she’s going to die!

JOHANN:  Did you give her a sedative??

SON:  The ones that were left.

JOHANN:  Good, don’t worry. (He moves toward his instrument case to put resin on the bow.)

SON:  Dad.. Wait!...

JOHANN:  What’s the matter?

SON:  We... we have to do something!

JOHANN (he yells):  What do we have to do? What?  I want to rehearse, I don’t have time to waste!

SON:  But... Mom!...

JOHANN:  Please, don’t  distract me any more!

SON:  But... Mom...

JOHANN:  That’s enough!  What about Mom?

SON: Mom...

JOHANN (he hits him):  Leave me alone!  Do you hear?

SON:  Dad... Please, listen to me...

JOHANN (fed up):   What for?   What?

SON:  Listen!

JOHANN:   Listen to what?

SON:  Listen!

JOHANN (picking up the bow): Stop saying, “Listen, listen” and then you don’t say anything!…

SON:  She’s dying!

JOHANN (resting the bow):  Rightly so!

SON:  What do you mean... rightly so?

JOHANN:  Death being so near shows us that we have just one chance at life.

SON:  I don’t understand...

JOHANN: And for just that reason, I’m not going to lose the opportunity of a lifetime… (Closing his eyes, he’s ready to begin rehearsing.) It seems like it’s being confirmed!… I’ve been waiting for so many years for this chance to be on TV.

SON:  How can you be so?... (He holds back.)

JOHANN (he opens his eyes.  Questioning)  So, what?

SON: So…

JOHANN:  So what? (He hits him. )

SON:  So egotistical!

JOHANN:  Me, egotistical? You dare to call me egotistical! You should be proud of me and thank me for making the sacrifices I do, in order to be able to able to bring the message of peace, love and happiness that Beethoven passed on to us!

SON:  And her?

JOHANN:  Her, what??

SON:  Isn’t she part ... of humanity?

JOHANN:  The worst part! She’s part... but of the lowest order!… Do you want me to sacrifice the rest of humanity because of her?… There’s no way! No!  One bad apple should not spoil the rest!

SON:  But... She’s... She’s dying right in front of your own eyes!

JOHANN (disparagingly): How can you have such a short-sighted view... so miniscule...? Take off your blinders! Climb to the top of the mountain and you’ll see the whole wide world, that stretches much further than the horizon you’re seeing right now.

SON:  It’s just that…

JOHANN:   What?  What are you going to say now? (He threatens him.)

SON:  That in this world… what you need to care about… is your family!

JOHANN:  That’s true, family is important… but family, in a world perspective! ¡Not just one person’s!… And I’m preparing to save millions of families. Don’t you see?… I am an artist! A músician who dedicates his life to Beethoven! Do you understand?… (Yelling.) Idiot!  Think big!

SON:  But Dad…  It’s been years… that I’ve been taking care of her… While you and your friends…!

JOHANN:  What!… (Threatening)  You’d better be careful about what you say, or you’ll pay dearly for it!

SON:  If you hit me… I’ll say the same thing…


(JOHANN, disconcerted, does not know what to do, until he decides to hit him again.)

JOHANN:  So? Speak! Let’s hear it!… (He hits him again. His SON does not answer.) Speak!… (He hits him)  Well?  What were you going to say?

SON:  That… that you’re a bunch of  pretenders.

JOHANN:  What?… (Very upset.)  Get out of here, right now!… (The SON moves toward the door.)  You’re going to pay...for what you said…!


(A pause.  The SON looks at him, upset.)

SON:  I’m going to the pharmacy… to buy some pain pills… Please… if Mom rings the bell... go see what’s happening..


(The SON goes toward the door... When he opens it, FRIEDRICH and KURT are there. The first with a violin case, and the next with one for a viola. The SON looks at them without saying hello. FRIEDRICH and KURT, also dressed in somewhat frayed tuxedos, enter.)

JOHANN (pained):  How are you?

FRIEDRICH:  What’s the matter?

KURT:  Bad news?

FRIEDRICH:  Did Ignacio call?

JOHANN: No.

KURT:  Well, then?

JOHANN:  My son.


(FRIEDRICH and KURT  breathe a sigh of relief.)

FRIEDRICH:  Good, so much the better. I thought you had bad news about Ignacio. Didn’t he call?

JOHANN: No.

FRIEDRICH:  And what happened with your son?

JOHANN:  It’s serious.

KURT:  What happened?

JOHANN:  He said we are pretenders..


(FRIEDRICH and KURT emit excalamations of horror. A tense pause. The three of them appear to be concerned.)

FRIEDRICH:  He’s your son..

JOHANN:  In a case like this…

KURT:  Let me take care of this… Is he coming back? (JOHANN nods. KURT goes toward the door and bolts it shut.)


(They look at each other. Pause.)

FRIEDRICH:  Well, let’s not let this problem put a damper on the moment at hand.  (He walks with KURT toward the side with the music stands and instrument cases.) Oh, I’m so nervous!… Just think if they give us the spot… Can you imagine playing for millions of people on televisión? After struggling for so long!…

JOHANN:  We even began to think that our mission had failed!

FRIEDRICH: That’s true! Years of doubts and efforts that we thought were useless! How many times did we question ourselves about the meaning of what we were doing? (To KURT)  Huh?

KURT:  I don’t know.  A hundred?

FRIEDRICH (after a gesture of scorn for KURT): …After every concert, we would look at each other and ask ourselves: Was it worth it? We are passing on such an important message, so  outstanding… And only a very few are receiving it!

JOHANN:  The thing that kept us going, really, was our social conscience.

FRIEDRICH:  That’s right.

JOHANN:  And thanks to that, we have this…!

FRIEDRICH:  We’re one step away from our goal!

KURT:  Right at the anniversary of his death!… (JOHANN and FRIEDRICH nod.) What a coincidence! Isn’t it?

FRIEDRICH:  I can’t believe it!  Can you just imagine millions of people watching us?

KURT (happy):  I certainly can!

FRIEDRICH (backtracking):  Impossible!  It’s impossible to imagine!


(KURT makes a gesture of disenchantment.  The bell rings offstage. A pause.)

KURT (alarmed): What’s going on?

FRIEDRICH:  What was that?

JOHANN:  Oh… nothing…

KURT:  What do you mean, “nothing”?

JOHANN:  I don’t know... Something must have fallen...


(FRIEDRICH and KURT, after a moment, calm down and nod.)

FRIEDRICH: ¡Millions are going to see us! That’s an audience, not like the ones that came to our concerts!… (To JOHANN)  Do you remember the last one at Our Lady of the Garden?

JOHANN: …Yes.

FRIEDRICH:  Well?

KURT (aggressive):  How many came?

JOHANN:  I don’t know…

FRIEDRICH:  Three! Can that be called an audience, the public?

JOHANN: No…

FRIEDRICH:  Certainly not!  You know what they were? Toadstools! That’s what they were! They looked like people, but they were fungi that had sprouted from the seats!… They were even applauding each other!… And now, playing for millions!… I imagine a large crowd roaring… yelling “bravo”!


(The telephone rings.)

JOHANN (to FRIEDRICH and KURT): Excuse me… (He goes to answer.) Hello?… Oh, yes, Doctor… And, very bad… Yes, a little while ago it seems she had a bad attack… No, I’m saying it seems like… Excuse me, Doctor, it’s just that I’m really busy right now… with a meeting. You can call later?… Well, more or less in… (He looks at his watch, at FRIEDRICH and KURT, trying to get their okay with a gesture. KURT and FRIEDRICH pretend  they don’t catch on.)  Well, in a little while… Fine… (He makes some gestures of impatience) See you later… (To FRIEDRICH and KURT)  Forgive me,  that’s taken care of now..

KURT (he points to the phone): Careful!… So it doesn’t ring during the practice.!

JOHANN (with fear): No, no, I’ll take it to the bedroom now…

KURT:  You know that  WILHELM gets very angry at interruptions.

JOHANN: Yes, yes… (Yelling toward the bedroom.)  Plug the phone in there!

FRIEDRICH:  Oh, I’m so worked up!… (KURT looks surprised.) Well… Let’s not get our hopes up too high, we still don’t know if we have the spot…  And you, what feelings are going  on in your mind?

JOHANN:  As for me… I’m afraid of the pizzicato in the second movement… just imagine, for example, I don’t know… that one of my strings breaks right in front of the cameras… What do I do?

FRIEDRICH:  Look at what’s worrying you!  Do you know what you’ll do?

JOHANN:  What?

FRIEDRICH:  What Paganini did!


(JOHANN makes an inquiring gesture toward KURT, who responds with a gesture of not knowing. FRIEDRICH realizes what’s going on.)

FRIEDRICH:  You don’t know what he did?

JOHANN:  What?

FRIEDRICH:  Three strings broke on him and he continued to play with just the one!

KURT (to JOHANN): Not one, three!… (He is surprised. To FRIEDRICH)  That’s real bad luck!

JOHANN:  But… he was Paganini…

FRIEDRICH:  He was Paganini… but we are protected by Beethoven’s spirit!  Don’t worry. He takes care of us!


(The bell rings again.)

FRIEDRICH:  There it is again!

KURT (threatening): Something else fell down?

JOHANN:   Well… sure… if not...  What could it be?


(FRIEDRICH and KURT nod, surprised.)

FRIEDRICH:  Well, I was telling you that you shouldn’t worry, that he’ll take care of us… Remember, think of Bonn, when you set foot in the house where he was born.

KURT:  The same place that he had stepped!

FRIEDRICH:  If there is anything I envied you for, that was it.

KURT: Tell it again!

JOHANN (anxious): Do you really want me to tell it again?

KURT and FRIEDRICH:  Yes, sure!

JOHANN (he nods): …It was the most moving moment of my life… The greatest… Listen to what I’m going to tell you.

FRIEDRICH and KURT:  Yes, we’re listening.

JOHANN (he looks toward the door): More intense than what I felt when I became a father.

KURT: How could it be different?

FRIEDRICH (to KURT): We agreed that we weren’t going to correct him ever again! ¿Did you forget again?

KURT:  Excuse me...

FRIEDRICH:  Continue, JOHANN. Tell it the way you want… You were saying that … it was more intense than when you became a father. Isn’t it?

JOHANN:  That’s right.

FRIEDRICH:  It’s an example!… (To KURT)  Right?

KURT (sad):  I would like to be a father.

FRIEDRICH:  Well, it’s not the time to get like that… Let’s keep listening.

KURT (he dries a tear):  Fine.

FRIEDRICH (to JOHANN): Keep going, please…

JOHANN: When I entered… and I looked at the same walls, the same furniture, the same paintings that he had looked at…

FRIEDRICH:  What unforgettable feelings!

JOHANN (he nods): …When I breathed the same smells he had breathed....

KURT (with a look of disgust): The same smells?

FRIEDRICH: It’s poetic license! ¡Dummy!

KURT (without understanding): Ohhh…

FRIEDRICH: Please, continue...

JOHANN:  And when I saw his instrument!

KURT:  That’s my favorite part!

JOHANN (very moved): The piano on which he composed our quartets.

KURT: ¡Maestro!  He composed quartets on a piano!  That’s called an outline!

FRIEDRICH: ¡KURT!

KURT:  Excuse me.


(FRIEDRICH makes gestures to JOHANN for him to follow.)

JOHANN:  Then I saw the yellowed keys, old and worn out, but proud of having been played by the greatest genius in history…

FRIEDRICH:  Excuse me, Anselmo… Remember, what’s coming, slowly.

JOHANN:  Well… I was saying: … When I saw the yellowed keys, old and worn out, but proud of having been played by the greatest genius in history....

FRIEDRICH (leading him): Slow and pianíssimo...

JOHANN (he nods and slows down the tone and tempo): And I could listen to his  melancholic wish: someone who moves closer and shares himself with the keys… (FRIEDRICH, with his eyes closed, continues the story, for himself, the same words as JOHANN) the sad sensation that they would never again be played, nor caressed by those vibrant, sweet, marvellous hands… (A pause.)

KURT:  Keep going!

FRIEDRICH (to KURT): Don’t hurry him… Enjoy the poetry of the story!… (To JOHANN) What happened next?

JOHANN:  Then I realized… (JOHANN signals with his head and FRIEDRICH adds, whispering.) with whom they were hoping to share that sensation of desperation, of existence without meaning… was with me… (A pause. The three of them look at each other, distressed) I decided to spend the rest of my days there, in that sacred room, next to the piano keys.

FRIEDRICH (to KURT):  A martyr!

KURT:  And then?

JOHANN:  I sat down  on the stool,  and I stayed there…

KURT:  Until the guard came...

JOHANN (he nods):  And he told me I couldn’t sit down on the stool.

KURT:  The dog!

JOHANN:  I looked at him, but I didn’t answer him.

FRIEDRICH:  And?

JOHANN:  He insisted.

KURT:  And you?

JOHANN: I didn’t move.

FRIEDRICH: He insisted again..

JOHANN (he nods): …Until I told him that after having stepped on the same floor where  Beethoven had walked, I would never place my feet on another..

KURT:  Balls!  That’s called having balls!

FRIEDRICH:  And that’s how it was…

JOHANN (he nods): …Then they brought me this chair… (He caresses it.) from which I will never get up…

FRIEDRICH: ¿And then?

JOHANN:  They removed me.

KURT:  If I had been with you…  We would still be there!

FRIEDRICH:  And there are people who say we aren’t romantics!… Because they don’t know us well… But now…

JOHANN and KURT:  What?

FRIEDRICH:  No one will will get up the courage to criticize us anymore.

KURT:  And to anyone who does…!


(Knocking at the door.  They hesitate.)

JOHANN:  Who is it?

WILHELM:  Me!


(KURT opens the door and WILHELM enters, also dressed in a somewhat frayed tuxedo and has a violin case. KURT slides the bolt again)

EVERYONE (very anxious):  Well?… Well?…  Well?…


WILHELM:  Gentlemen, there’s going to be a concert! (he goes toward the corner where the instruments are and puts down his case.)

EVERYONE:  Great!  Wonderful! Fantastic! (They hug, they congratulate each other, they kiss.)

KURT:  We have to celebrate! (To JOHANN)  Where’s the champagne?…


(JOHANN points to a place out of his reach. KURT goes over there, takes a bottle and four glasses, puts them on the table and tries to open the bottle, while WILHELM begins to sing, followed by the others, in German, the Ode to Joy from Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. After a couple of phrases, FRIEDRICH takes over with  “Viennese Blood”. The others join together amid laughter and euphoric exclamations. In a moment, FRIEDRICH takes WILHELM by the waist and begings to dance, following the beat of the music they are singing.)

KURT: ¡Blood! Viennese Blood! (He looks at JOHANN, he doesn’t know what to do, until, finally, he goes up to JOHANN with the intention of taking him out of his wheelchair to dance.)

JOHANN (frightened): No! No!  What are you going to do?


(KURT takes him by the waist to lift him. They keep singing.)

FRIEDRICH:  Everyone dance!

JOHANN: Nooo!  Let me go!  Have you gone crazy?


(KURT takes JOHANN out of the wheelchair and hugs him.)

JOHANN:  I don’t want to!  I don’t want to!

FRIEDRICH:  Come on, JOHANN!

JOHANN (to KURT): Please, hold me up!  I don’t want my feet to touch the ground! (He lifts up his feet, bending his knees.)

WILHELM (they stop singing): Leave him in the chair, KURT!… (KURT does it, but he leaves him in an awkward position from which JOHANN cannot free himself.)

JOHANN:  Seat me in here right, please!

WILHELM:  Quit your complaining, please!… (JOHANN, fearful, agrees.) I… I want to tell you… that thanks to this concert we are giving… I feel a combination of  happiness and pride… for carrying out our duty.  That’s it!… And you, Johann?

JOHANN:  Can’t you put me in here better?

WILHELM:  Be more spiritual, idiot!  I asked you how you felt about facing the concert!

JOHANN (very uncomfortable): Me?… Well… I feel like when I set foot in the house where he was born in Bonn… When I entered… and I looked at the same walls, the same furniture…

FRIEDRICH:  Stop, you already told that to us today!…


(KURT begins to cry. FRIEDRICH looks at him and goes up to him, tenderly.) Are you so excited about the concert?… (KURT, without being able to speak, indicates that he is.)

FRIEDRICH (to the others): And yes, gentlemen, men also cry! Why not?… (He takes KURT by the shoulder.)  When there’s a good reason, like this one, even rats can get excited… Someone, like him, as strong as they might be, can cry!

JOHANN (almost begging): Can’t you move me into a better position?

WILHELM (to JOHANN, energetic): Can you stop talking and pay attention to your upset friend?… (JOHANN, in tears, agrees. To KURT) Tell me, what’s the matter?

KURT:  What I want the most… at this moment… is for him to be here… with me…

FRIEDRICH (surprised): ¿Beethoven?

KURT (he shakes his head, very anguished): My father.

WILHELM (surprised):  Your father?

FRIEDRICH: Oh!… (To the others)  His father!

KURT (he nods): He would be so proud of me… He taught me to interpret him… He was his idol…

FRIEDRICH: It’s hereditary!


(KURT, tearing  up, nods.)

KURT:  He knew very well… what Beethoven felt.


(The others look at each other witout understanding.)

FRIEDRICH  (carefully):  Because?

WILHELM: Because he was a musician! Why else can it be?… (KURT shakes his head)  Well, then?

KURT:  He was deaf.


(Everyone nods in agreement. A pause.)

FRIEDRICH:  Well, it’s no reason for you to get like that… Now we’re accompanying you in this ever so special moment, so … Yes! So joyful! Why not? Joy ! Happiness!  Let’s see that smile!… (He pats him on the cheek and KURT smiles.)  Sure! There’s another opportunity around every corner! And now this opportunity is within our grasp!… What excitement!… I… (He gets emotional.) ¿Do you want the truth?

JOHANN: What?

FRIEDRICH:  Allow me to bring up an old story!.

KURT:  Which one?

FRIEDRICH:  Although I don’t want to put a damper on this festive spirit.

WILHELM:  Come on, man… Don’t make us beg..

FRIEDRICH:  It’s a real old one…

KURT: From when you were a child?… (FRIEDRICH nods. KURT, moved, smiles, embarrassed.)

FRIEDRICH (he nods): I was in love with a girl in the neighborhood… One day I went up to her and I said: “Beautiful, what do I have to do to win you over?”… She looked at me… she smiled… and said to me: “Look me up in a few years… kid.”… I remember it as if I were looking at her now... she walked away, whistling … (He nods.) Pathetic!… If she could see me now…!

JOHANN:  I wish you luck.

WILHELM:  You deserve it.

FRIEDRICH:  I’m afraid.

WILHELM:  Of what?

FRIEDRICH:  If she died?

KURT:  Don’t worry.

JOHANN:  You already said it, yourself!  Life always gives us a second chance!

FRIEDRICH:  God willing!… (To WILHELM)  Please, tell us how they gave us the place on TV!

WILHELM:  It happened... as it had to.

JOHANN (to WILHELM):  Did you call to ask them for it?

WILHELM:  Sure!  Who would have, if not me?

FRIEDRICH (to WILHELM): ¿Well?

WILHELM:  Well, what?

FRIEDRICH:  What did they say to you?

WILHELM:  What could they say?… I said that tomorrow is the anniversary of his death and we want to give a concert!

FRIEDRICH:  How fantastic!  To celebrate his birthday in this manner!… And this is only the beginning!

WILHELM:  Certainly!

KURT:  Without a doubt!

FRIEDRICH:  From now on for many years…

KURT (happy): Let’s kill that bottle! (He looks for the bottle and opens it again.)

JOHANN: When is it?

WILHELM: Central Time!  From nine until ten.

JOHANN:  Isn’t that a little late?  I mean… for myself…

WILHELM:  Can’t you get comfortable, once and for all?

JOHANN:  I can’t…

WILHELM (pointing to KURT):  Do me a favor… (To himself.) Useless.


(KURT helps him.)

JOHANN:  Thank you.


(The bell is heard again. They look at each other.)

WILHELM (to JOHANN): What’s that? 

KURT:  Again?!

FRIEDRICH:  It can’t be!

JOHANN (he smiles, excusing himself): Please excuse what I said to you before… I didn’t want to worry you… What’s going on is that my wife… is dying… and she calls with the bell when she’s hurting a lot… (KURT uncorks the bottle and serves.)… Just a little for me…

FRIEDRICH:  And you still have ulcers.

KURT:  Those two are so bad!  Aren’t they? (JOHANN agrees.)

FRIEDRICH:  Well... there’s nothing we can do for her. When a person’s body starts to fail in a lot of places… It’s like the diseases gang up and if they don’t get you one way, they get you in another, until they do you in.  Isn’t that right?

WILHELM:  Well. Let’s drink to all these years of work, to the success of the concert, and may we play together for many years to come!

EVERYONE:  Cheers!  To your health! Cheers!


(They lift their glasses.)

JOHANN: As a matter of fact, a letter came..

WILHELM (impatient): From who?… (The telephone rings. JOHANN looks at WILHELM and is going to answer) Why is it ringing here?… I thought we moved it… Is there someome who doesn’t want us to rehearse?

KURT: Answer!

JOHANN:  Hello?  My wife?… Oh, it’s going pretty bad… Yes, if anything happens I’ll call you… No, I don’t think it will happen tonight… How could I forget, Doctor?… (He expresses a gesture of boredom. He hangs up, yelling toward the bedroom)  I told you to get rid of the phone!… (To the others)  Excuse me, I had arranged everything so we wouldn’t be disturbed…

KURT (interrumpting him):  A letter from who?

JOHANN:  From the instrument factory.

WILHELM:  From Divarius?

JOHANN:  Yes.

WILHELM (very interested):  And what does it say?

JOHANN:  That they want to renew our representation contract for six years… (Everyone  cheers up.) But we have to pay. (They are disappointed.)

WILHELM (severe): That is your responsibility.  Yes or no?

KURT:  I do what I can, but there are some people…

WILHELM: Some people!  You always have an excuse! Let’s see? I want to know just what is going on with “some people!”

KURT (fearful): Well… for example, a little while ago, the first violin of the San José de Flores orchestra refused to change.

WILHELM:  Why?

KURT:  He was an old guy and he said it was a memory that came from his grandfather… and he refused, he refused and he refused again.

WILHELM:  And?

KURT:  And… I had him removed.


(A pause.)

FRIEDRICH:  Was it tough?

KURT (he nods): Pretty rough.

FRIEDRICH:  Well?

KURT (forceful): And he died!  What do you want me to say? He was old!… (He returns to his former tone.) The one that really affected me was another guy we removed, we removed him, we removed him and then just when he accepted and was going to change… he died… That guy deserved another chance.

FRIEDRICH:  Poor soul!

WILHELM (to KURT):  And where did they bury them?

KURT:  Out in the hinterland.

WILHELM:  So they were removed, they died and were buried out in the middle of nowhere… (KURT nods with pride) But they didn’t change their instruments… (KURT acts like he doesn’t agree.)  Well, then?  Who got what they wanted?  They, or you?

KURT:  But… they died.

WILHELM:  And you couldn’t convince them, so don’t tell it like it’s a great accomplishment, because it isn’t… Only if they would have died after changing.


(The telephone rings again. They look at each other. JOHANN does not answer.)

ZULEMA (from outside, begging): Answer, Anselmo, it’s probably the Doctor… Oh, I really hurt!


(They try to open the door. The four of them look at it. They keep trying. Knocking is heard.)

FRIEDRICH (slow, as if starting a game):  We’re not here… We’re not here.


(Everyone makes gestures to not make noise and they laugh in silence. The phone is ringing and the knocking gets louder.)

SON:  Open up!


(They continue to enjoy the situation.)

SON (knocking more and stuttering):  Open up, Dad, I’ve got the pain pills!


(They laugh more, silently mocking the SON’s stumbling over his words.)

ZULEMA (from outside):  It’s the boy!  Open up for him!

SON (beating on the door):  I know you’re in there! Please, open up, she’s dying from the pain!

ZULEMA:  Answer the phone, Anselmo, please!

SON (he knocks harder): Open up, or I’ll break down the door!

ZULEMA: Open it, please,  I can’t stand it anymore!

SON:  Answer the phone!

ZULEMA:  Please, open up!

SON:  I’m going to count to three.  One!


(The four of them count with their fingers, while they laugh and make exaggerated expressions of fear.)

SON: Two!… (They repeat the gestures.)  Three!…


(They continue with their mock expressions of fear, waiting, while the SON tries to force the door open, but he can’t.)

ZULEMA: Don’t break down the door!  Answer the phone!

SON:  Don’t worry, Mom!  I’ll be right there!

ZULEMA:  Hurry, son!


(The phone stops ringing. Silence. The four of them listen for a few moments, but there are no more noises.)

FRIEDRICH: Well, boys, enough joking around. Come on, a little diversion is fine, but now, let’s get back to serious business… We should insist on the quartet… Now with the concerts on television, the public will begin to enjoy Beethoven… Little by little their enthusiasm will grow, until at the end, everyone will want to play it this way… I’ve got an idea… What if we make a program…?  What’s the one that lasts a couple of hours?

KURT:  Sábado Gigante?

FRIEDRICH:  That’s it!

JOHANN:  But we’re only doing Quartet Number 3.

FRIEDRICH: In the time that’s left over we can explain Beethoven’s world. What his works are like, what they symbolize!

WILHELM:  For that, an hour will be sufficient..

JOHANN:  I’m afraid of the second movement, all that pizzicato, with so much passion… Everything revolves around the cello… I’m not very…

FRIEDRICH: Focus… concentrate… Imagine it like Beethoven… Imagine his dishevelled hair, his shoulders, his strength, each phrase from the cello, the resonance of each note…

KURT:  Instead of talking so much, why don’t we rehearse?

WILHELM: Yes, come on… (To  JOHANN) And we’re not going to allow any more interruptions!  Right?

KURT:  We came prepared to rehearse our hearts out.  Isn’t that the way it is?


(They go toward their instruments.)

WILHELM: Before that…  I want us to talk about the last concert… (JOHANN, FRIEDRICH and KURT become frightened): You, FRIEDRICH, what happened to the final vibrato?

FRIEDRICH:  Why?

WILHELM:  It wasn’t like it always used to be… At all the concerts, the audience ended up thrilled and with the final vibrato some exclamations could be heard, while this time, not even a sigh…  Did you lose your concentration?

FRIEDRICH: …No

WILHELM:  Well, then?

FRIEDRICH:  I don’t know... I might have paid too much attention to the bow position.

WILHELM:  And how could you neglect the vibrato because of the bow?

FRIEDRICH:  The bow is important, too..

WILHELM: But that final vibrato, with your hand dancing over the strings, is decisive, not important!  Don’t you see?… What have we worked so many years for? (FRIEDRICH agrees)… (To JOHANN) Your pizzicato.

JOHANN (afraid):  Yes?

WILHELM (trying to control himself) Your hand has to brush the string, and fly!  (Slowly, with disgust.) And your hand was stuck like a crab’s claw… (The others look at each other, surprised.)  So, the impact is not the same!  How many times do I have to say that?

JOHANN:  It’s just that… I was concentrating on what you asked me to do the last time.

WILHELM:  What did I ask?

JOHANN: …The tuning.

WILHELM: Can it be possible you all don’t have the least amount of an aesthetic criterion? How can you, because of tuning and the bow, neglect the vibrato and the flight of the pizzicato? (Silence.)… And you, Tito… I mean, KURT.

KURT:  Yes, sir?

WILHELM: Don’t get confused… One thing is poetic force… and another, quite different, is brute force.  Do you understand?

KURT:  Yes, sir

WILHELM: Vey well, I hope I never have to repeat any of what I have said… Gentlemen!… (Hitting the music stand with his bow.) As always: before we begin… A moment of identification!… (Everyone pays attention to him.)  Wigs!… (They all take Beethoven wigs out of their instrument cases and put them on. KURT, FRIEDRICH y JOHANN move together so WILHELM can inspect them. He goes from one to the next, straightening them. FRIEDRICH resists, putting it the way he wants when WILHELM is not watching.) Earplugs!… (They take out earplugs and put them in. WILHELM lifts his bow.) Remember, all sensitivity is weakness! (He gestures to begin.)

JOHANN, FRIEDRICH and KURT (in chorus):  Your baton is majestic!

WILHELM (pretending not to hear):  I can’t hear!

THE OTHERS: Your baton is magnificent!!

WILHELM:  Louder!!

THE OTHERS:  Your baton is magnificent!!

WILHELM (upset):  What is happening to me?  Why can’t I hear?

THE OTHERS: 




Because God, upon hearing 



Your marvellous music, 



Decided you should concentrate, 



To please the world around 



with your sounds so profound.


(WILHELM nods and, with a gesture from him, JOHANN and KURT yell at FRIEDRICH.)

WILHELM, KURT and JOHANN:  Your vibrato is overwhelming!


(FRIEDRICH, impassive. Always to WILHELM’s instructions.)

WILHELM, FRIEDRICH and KURT (yelling to JOHANN): Your pizzicato is splendid!


(JOHANN remains unmoved)

WILHELM, JOHANN and FRIEDRICH (yelling to KURT): Your bow is forceful… and diabolic!


(KURT, biting his lip, remains quiet.)


(From this moment on, WILHELM begins to direct a kind of round table of exclamations  of desperation.)

JOHANN:  I can’t hear!

FRIEDRICH:  It’s the worst thing that could happen to a composer!

KURT:  I hear less all the time!

WILHELM:  My God!  What’s happening to me?

JOHANN:  Please, I can’t hear.

FRIEDRICH:  What’s going to become of me?

KURT:  I’m not going to be able to compose anymore!

WILHELM:  Why this punishment?

JOHANN:  What sin did I commit?

FRIEDRICH:  I won’t be able to compose the Tenth Symphony!

KURT:  This goddamned deafness is such a son-of-a-bitch!

JOHANN: Shhh!

WILHELM: Nooo!

FRIEDRICH:  Why are you saying those words?


(WILHELM makes a sign to end all this.)

WILHELM (to KURT)  Could it be that you’re always out of control?

KURT:  It’s just that … I share my feelings a lot…

WILHELM:  A musician must be cultured and refined!

KURT (He tries to answer): What happens is…

WILHELM (interrupting him):  Not another word!…  Time to tune!


(They take out their earplugs, and then their instruments, with their wigs on. WILHELM lifts up his bow to begin.)

WILHELM:  He begins the tuning… (He starts. The others search for the right sounds. The sounds are unbearable, but they all listen. After a few moments of tuning.) Ready?… (The others nod. To JOHANN) Careful about entering late on measure 94!… (WILHELM goes toward the record player, he picks up the needle and puts it down on a certain place on the record. The first movement of Quartet Nº 3 “Rasoumovsky” by Beethoven. They, at the same time, act like they are all playing and totally involved. After a little while like that, WILHELM lowers his violin. The others follow his lead without realizing until WILHELM picks up the needle of the record player and the others become surprised and stop.)

WILHELM  (to JOHANN. Yelling.): Late! Late!

JOHANN:  What?

WILHELM:  You entered late on measure 94 again!  Is that possible?

JOHANN (with fear):  This time, I don’t think so.

WILHELM (he continues to yell): Don’t argue, because I was watching you!… (He points to the record player)  HE  came in on the right beat!… And you were late!

JOHANN:  By a lot?

WILHELM:  Not a lot, but enough to notice! (He grumbles.)

KURT:  And nothing should be noticed!


(Whenever he can, KURT carves a point on his bow with his knife. The phone rings.)

WILHELM:  Hey, what is this?  A plot?

JOHANN:  No… I don’t think so…

KURT:   There must be some kind of wiretap.

WILHELM ( to KURT): Cut the line… (KURT takes out some pliers from his instrument case and cuts the line)  Who spoke before, when you answered?

JOHANN:  It seemed like it was the doctor.

WILHELM:  What was he like?

FRIEDRICH: Calm, very calm.  These discussions are getting us nowhere. Let’s get back to Beethoven, let’s grab our instruments.

WILHELM:  Now, again… From measure 85.


(They get ready.)

KURT:  Excuse me…

WILHELM:  What’s the matter now?

KURT:  A string went soft…

WILHELM:  What do you mean “it went soft?”?

KURT: …It went soft.

FRIEDRICH:  Turn the peg!


(KURT does it until it breaks. He looks at the others who are looking at him tensely.)

KURT (with an expression of impotence):… It broke.

WILHELM (furious): How could that happen?… (To JOHANN)  The people from Divarius want their money, right?

JOHANN: …Yes.

WILHELM:  Well, then, why don’t they make instruments like they should?

JOHANN:  Well, you know that the Divarius’…

WILHELM:  The Divarius’ what?

JOHANN:  They’re second rate…

WILHELM (he nods):  Well, what do we do now?

JOHANN (to WILHELM):  Don’t worry, I’ve got a spare peg..

WILHELM (scornfully):  And how are you going to put a violoncello peg in a viola?

KURT (showing his knife):  I can whittle it down.

WILHELM (to KURT):  Come on, quick!

KURT (to JOHANN, enthusiastic):  Give it to me!


(JOHANN ltakes it from the case and gives it to KURT, who begins to sharpen it with the knife.)

FRIEDRICH (to WILHELM):  Why don’t we take advantage of the time and shine our instruments?… They have to be impeccable.

WILHELM: That’s true.  Did you all bring polish and a chamois?

Todos:  Yes.

WILHELM:  Well, let’s start.


(Everyone begins.)

JOHANN: FRIEDRICH is right, they have to shine like the sun.

FRIEDRICH:  There’s nothing more impressive than a shiny instrument!

WILHELM:  May their faces shine when they see the instruments!

KURT:  Why don’t we put floral decals on them?  That way people can buy them, even as adornments..

WILHELM:  Stop with the stupid talk and sharpen the peg!

JOHANN:  What would be worthwhile would be silver plating the strings.

FRIEDRICH:   There you go!


(KURT goes back to sharpening the peg.) Suddenly he starts to follow the path of a supposed mosquito, while the others look at him, surprised.  Then, to the astonishment of the others, he pulls the wig back over his ear, bends down to point that ear upward, places the palm of his hand a little way from the ear, cups his hand, and begins to whistle, repeatedly, like calling, the first notes of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony.  The others are totally absorbed in his actions.)

WILHELM (to KURT):  What are you doing?

KURT (without moving): ¡Shhh! (He whistles again.)

JOHANN (astonished): But, KURT…

KURT: ¡Shhh!

FRIEDRICH (making signs so the others leave him alone, he moves closer) What’s the matter, KURT?

KURT:  Shhh!… Leave me alone

FRIEDRICH:  Yes, yes… but… first,  tell me.  What are you doing?

KURT (slowly): A mosquito.


(The others look at each other, disconcerted.)

FRIEDRICH:  What about a mosquito?

KURT:  I’m going to smash it.

FRIEDRICH:  What?

KURT: Shhh!… The ear smell and the Fifth are an irresistible combination. (He whistles.)

JOHANN:  It’s true!  Ear wax attracts them!

FRIEDRICH:  Mosquitos?

KURT (to JOHANN): Shhh!!… There it goes… (Enjoying this.) You’ll see how it comes right over.

WILHELM: (getting up):  Finish with this farce!

KURT  You frightened it! (He gets up, and maintaining his stance, he begins to move around the stage, more nervous and clumsy, while he whistles. The rest follow him, some trying to stop him and others frightening the mosquito. Even JOHANN in his wheelchair.)

WILHELM: ¡ That’s enough.! Can this really be happening?

FRIEDRICH:  Keep cool, man!

JOHANN (shooing): Whoosh! Whoosh!  Outside!

WILHELM:  Pig!

FRIEDRICH: Control yourself, please!

JOHANN: Whoosh!  Whoosh!


(In a moment, KURT hits himself hard on the ear, looking down, making like he’s sqashing it with his foot.)

WILHELM:  You squashed it!

FRIEDRICH:  A poor defenseless Anopheles!

JOHANN:  And with that music…

KURT (encircled): But… it was a mosquito…

WILHELM:  That’s the point!  How could you be such a coward?

FRIEDRICH: A poor mosquito that was flying, maybe, meditating innocently about the misery of our species.

WILHELM: Pig!…  pig a hundred times over!

JOHANN:  And what about ecology?

FRIEDRICH:  And the inexorable balance of nature?

JOHANN:  What happens if the ecological balance is upset?

WILHELM (threatening): Huh?  Answer! What happens if you upset the balance?

KURT (broken):  I don’t know.

WILHELM: Oh... You don’t know? (He makes a gesture to FRIEDRICH so he answers.)

FRIEDRICH:  Could this be the end of humanity?

KURT (distressed)  Because of a mosquito?

WILHELM: ¡Coward!… ¡Look and see if the peg is ready!

KURT (he  tests it):  Yes, sir.

WILHELM:  Well, let’s rehearse. And I hope, please, that there are no more interruptions!


(They put away the polish and the chamois and get ready. WILHELM puts the record on again and the pretending begins. In a short while JOHANN’s wife enters. She’s wearing a hospital gown, dishevelled, she’s almost like a ghost. Walking with difficulty, she goes toward JOHANN and says something in his ear. JOHANN doesn’t know how to answer or follow and doesn’t.)

ZULEMA (somewhat louder): My chest hurts, Anselmo! I feel like I’m dying from pain and I don’t have anymore pills!… I can’t take anymore… (JOHANN does not answer her) Please, give me something, I’m dying from the pain!

JOHANN:  Right now?  In the middle of the rehearsal? (They keep on playing.)

ZULEMA (louder):  You rehearse every day, and I can’t interrupt even for ten seconds?

JOHANN:  There are some asperin in the medicine chest.


(He excuses himself to the others.)

ZULEMA:  In the bathroom?

JOHANN (ironically, becoming angry): Where else, the kitchen medicine chest? As far as I know, there’s no other ramp for my chair.

ZULEMA (upon seeing the telephone line cut):  What did you do?  You have to call the Doctor!

JOHANN:  Don’t bother us anymore!  (He shooes her away with the bow.)

ZULEMA: Oh!  You’ll see what happens when our son gets here!

WILHELM:  Take it off! (He stops the record.)

FRIEDRICH:  That’s it!  Get out of here!

ZULEMA:  No, no!


(KURT and FRIEDRICH lift her.)

KURT:  Come on, ma’am, walk!

ZULEMA:  No, no!

KURT:  You’ll have to come with us!.

ZULEMA: No!  Leave me alone!

FRIEDRICH:  Don’t make things more difficult, ma’am, don’t complicate everything.

KURT (angry):  Go on, go on! (They take her toward the door and push her outside.)

WILHELM: Please, let’s concentrate… Let’s not let anything disturb us… Hands to the heel of the bow!… (FRIEDRICH has his half-way)  Hands to the heel, I said!

FRIEDRICH:  I’ve almost got it there..

WILHELM:  Almost is not good enough!  It has to be at the heel!

FRIEDRICH:  Tell that to them! When all is said and done, I’m the one who puts forth more emotion!

KURT:  Oh, yeah!  What about me?

WILHELM: Emotion is not the only thing! What about technique? ¿Is that just decoration?… For the last time, and I don’t want to have to repeat it again! (He orders more energetically) ¡Violins to the shoulder!… ¡Bows at the heel!… ¡Vibrato with passion!… Charge!!… (he’s going to put on the record when his wife yells.)  That can’t be! That witch has no control!… (To KURT) make her shut up!…  (KURT exits. To JOHANN)  What about you? Did you see how you were playing? Pay attention to the record! (He points to the record player)… Few times in my life have I heard such passion as when HE plays (He points to the record player) on that pizzicato part… And you with that lack of willpower… with that sickly lack of willpower.


(ZULEMA’s scream is heard. Everyone looks toward the door until KURT enters, with a bloody hand, leaving the door unlocked.)

KURT:  Her hair is so greasy!

WILHELM (to JOHANN): Did you understand what I said?

JOHANN:  Yes, but it’s just that my wife was here…

WILHELM:  Enough with the excuses! If everything is full of excuses, we’ll never be able to rehearse!… We have to separate things: when we’re rehearsing, we have to forget about everything else… Or, maybe you think you’re the only one with problems? (He’s upset. He turns his head.  A pause.  They look at him, worried.)

KURT:  What’s the matter?

WILHELM:  Do you all remember Martita?

Todos:  Yes, sure... of course!

WILHELM:  Do you remember that she was pregnant?… (Everyone nods.) I was very upset because lately she’d been crying all day… until yesterday I couldn’t stand it anymore…

FRIEDRICH:  And what happened?

WILHELM: …I opened up her belly.

KURT: And?

WILHELM (he counts with his fingers):  Five dead puppies.

EVERYONE: No! (They’re very hurt.)

WILHELM (he nods):  And I was under such illusions that I thought I was going to have a good litter.

JOHANN:  What about Martita?

WILHELM:  Because of my sadness about the puppies… I forgot about her..

FRIEDRICH:  Well?

WILHELM: …She bled to death.

KURT:  And, well, after all, it was better that she didn’t have to suffer by seeing the dead litter, right?… (A sad silence. To JOHANN) Do you see? And after all that (Pointing to  WILHELM) he showed up and concentrated on his work!… (He pats WILHELM on the back, trying to console him,)  Don’t you want to show us the photos of the clothes you made for her?


(WILHELM, after resisting, he smiles, takes out some photos from a bag, passes them out and everyone looks at them and is moved.)

WILHELM: In this one, Martita is showing off a new red and yellow Scottish wool little dress  that gives her fur a cute color.

FRIEDRICH:  How beautiful!

JOHANN (licking his lips): Mmmm, delicious.

KURT (he whistles): No wonder she ended up pregnant!

WILHELM (showing another photo): In this one Martita is showing off a future dress as a mother, in beige with green and pink prints and mother-of-pearl buttons for easy opening. (He gets sad)

FRIEDRICH:  How sweet!

JOHANN:  Moving,  isn’t it?

KURT:  And to think that now… she’s food for worms.

FRIEDRICH:  We’re just passing through.

JOHANN:  We’re nothing..


(A pause.)

FRIEDRICH:  Let’s take advantage! Let’s benefit from this feeling of sadness!… Let’s become inspired by it for the “execution” of the second movement which is so sad and  melancholy.

JOHANN: No! Not the second… I can’t stand all the pizzicato… I’m afraid, it’s overwhelming me.

FRIEDRICH:  Don’t worry, you’ll do just fine… if your problem is in the second movement, then we’ll think about it… the tempo is Andante con moto quasi allegretto… What did Beethoven attempt to express in this music, taking as a center the violoncello in pizzicato, with that melody that is so beautiful?… (Growing in poetic expression.) On one hand, he uses the grandness of the instrument in those flowing notes, that fly and fly and and bring us  images of birds in flight… And on the other hand, the melancholy of that melody in Andante quasi allegretto, quasi, do you understand?… Quasi… he wants to say that he’s looking for joy, he struggles, but doesn’t reach the goal and is left with a sense of melancholy tranquility, of peace … What does Beethoven transmit to us, in this movement as in all his work?… His laborious search, I would almost say his battle, for peace, for joy!… and all this keeps changing in its depth and strength of a bull, of a great bull, with a ferocious look, head held high, all four feet dug in, on the edge of the abyss, launching his roar over time… (To the audience, yelling) Tomorrow, everyone should turn on the television from 9:00 to 10:00… to treat themselves to beauty!

EVERYONE:  Very good! ¡Excellent!  Certainly! ¡Magnificent!

WILHELM:  Let’s go to the second movement!

FRIEDRICH: Melancholy…

KURT:  Sadness…

FRIEDRICH:  Let’s remember Martita.


(They prepare.)

WILHELM:  Ready?


(WILHELM puts on the record, turns up the volume and they begin with great passion.. At the same time the SON appears, carrying his mother in his arms, unconscious, and he sees them “playing”, with their wigs on.  He stares for a few moments, infuriated, until he puts her down on the floor and faces them.)

SON (terribly upset): Why?… (The four of them continue “playing”, ignoring him.) Why?… Answer!… …Please, say something!… This can’t be… that you’re so unfeeling!  Why did you do this to her?… (They continue  “playing”) But…  Answer me!!… What’s the matter with you?… The only thing you listen to… is his music?

FRIEDRICH (philosophically): Beethoven did not listen to his own … (A short pause) And nobody criticized him for that, on the contrary.


(The SON, totaally beside himself, begins to take apart the music stands, throwing some of them, and taking off the wigs. The four of them surround him, until KURT hits him and he falls fainting. Then, KURT takes the sharpened bow and sticks it in his stomach. The four of them watch the SON fall and, after a moment, they go toward their places and pick up their instruments without sitting down.)

WILHELM (to FRIEDRICH):  Practice the introduction.

FRIEDRICH (he moves closer to the proscenium): Ladies and Gentlemen, a very good evening to you. To celebrate another anniversary of the death of Ludwig van Beethoven, we have prepared a special program for tonight, in which you should reach new heights faced with the sublime harmony of our instruments… This program carries the title of : “Beethoven, his struggle for freedom, peace, and happiness”.


(WILHELM, KURT and JOHANN move forward until they line up and they all begin to  “play,” while the volume of the music increases.)
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