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SCENE 1

(ARNIE's “Dinner Theatre”  A small stage.  MANUEL, violinist, ARNIE; owner of the bar and accordionist, DOLLY; flutist and MANUEL's girlfriend, and JULIO; bass player, are playing the tango ”Volver.” They appear happy, enjoying what they are doing.  There are gestures of approval between them, and loving looks between DOLLY and MANUEL.)

SCENE 2


(At a certain spot on the stage, a light shows the upper body of MANUEL ,who speaks toward the ground.)

MANUEL  (enthusiastic):  You won't believe it!  First he looks at her from the screen where she's eating popcorn in the front seats.  Do you realize?  From the screen!  And then... (A pause. Then he answers.)  He's dressed as an explorer... with shorts and a hat... as an explorer... (He hesitates.)  No, I didn't go to the theatre this week... I had a complicated case... A patient let an infection go and... well, I had to operate on him... Yes, he came out fine... I'm telling you it came out fine!  Don't make me nervous!... Mama, I didn’t come to the cemetery to argue! I just can't speak to you, Mama!  You don't listen to anything!... (The light gets brighter and illuminates the place toward which MANUEL is speaking:  His mother's tomb, among others.)  Yes, you've got an answer for everything!...  (He takes a few steps.  He's going to keep speaking, but he sees someone approaching.  He bends down, trying to pretend to arrange some flowers which are encroaching on the tomb.  Then, he takes out a handkerchief, breathes a little bit onto the photo of his mother on the tomb, and rubs it.  He keeps looking at the photo, unsure.)  Mama... I've got something to tell you... It's very important to me... (He hesitates, he's very nervous.)  What I want to tell you... is that... I... Suppose that I ... I wanted... (Suddenly, he stands up and turns around.)  Nothing... Don't suppose anything!... Nothing!... That... that on Tuesday we have a recital... a special presentation with the group!... That's it!... That's definitely what I was going to tell you!... What do you mean, you don't believe me?... Why not?... It's special because... we're going to premiere some quartets... by Beethoven... Don't you think it's a great idea?... At the Dinner Theatre... Arnie's... What?... Not that, again?  It's not a sleazy bar!  I told you they made it into a Dinner Theatre!...  Seriously, it turned out wonderful!... You'd love it if you could see it... And why not Beethoven at a Dinner Theatre?  What's wrong with that?... Sure!  We want to make it popular!...  Don't laugh!  It's the truth!... Well, okay!  I didn't come here today to argue about anything!... Why did I come?... I told you... (He breaks down.)  The truth?... I came to tell you... that... that... Wait a minute!  Don't rush me!... (With an enormous effort.)  I... I'm getting married on Thursday...

FANNY:  (from her tomb):  What!!... (MANUEL is frightened.  He moves back a few steps and, from out of the fog, as if coming out of her tomb, FANNY appears.  She straightens out her clothes and her hair and brushes off the remaining dirt.)  What did you say?... (She removes some dirt from her ear.  MANUEL, astonished, does not answer.)  Speak!  I don't think I heard you very well!  Or have you gone crazy?!... (MANUEL moves back, terrified.)  And to who?...  Come on, tell me!  (MANUEL turns around and runs away.  FANNY takes a few steps toward him, with difficulty.)  Where are you going?  (MANUEL disappears and, from the other tombs, more dead people come out.)

SOLOMON:  What's going on, Fanny?

FANNY:  Look what he's doing to me!

JEREMIAH:  What did he do to you?

FANNY:  He's getting married in three days and I didn't know anything!  Or who, or how!  He comes every week, he tells me all the details about the neighborhood gossip, the movies that are playing, his accomplishments as a surgeon and a musician... and then this right now.  No!  How can it be happening?

PEARL:  He must have forgotten... (She changes her tone of voice.)  Do you want to know what I think?  They're all the same!

FANNY:  Don't say such stupid things, okay?  He's getting married!  Didn't you hear?  He's getting married!!

SOLOMON:  Calm down, Fannushka.

JEREMIAH  (a bearded man, with a hat):  Don't get like that.  It will make you sick.


(SOLOMON takes Fanny by the shoulder to calm her down.)

PEARL:  Sure, it's not worth getting so upset... (She changes.  To SOLOMON)  That young man is thoughtless.  He says whatever he wants... And me, who's buried in the grave right next to hers... (She points to her tomb.)  I'm getting tired of it.

SOLOMON:  That's how you help her?  On top of the problem she has?

PEARL:  And what do you want me to do, go ask that idiot why he doesn't tell his mother?  He's not my son!

FANNY:  Don't call him an idiot!

PEARL:  (to SOLOMON):  Do you see?  Now she defends him!

SOLOMON:  And what do you expect?  She's his mother!

JEREMIAH  (to FANNY):  Well, what are you going to do?  Did he tell you?  No!  Well, that's it.

FANNY:  Very easy for you!  Why don't you put yourself in my place?

JEREMIAH:  I don't have any children.

PEARL:  I do, so what?... I met my daughter-in-law and everything!  Such a nice girl.  And do you want me to tell you the truth?  I died because of that!

FANNY:  He's not going to get rid of me so easily!

SOLOMON:  What are you going to do?

FANNY  (mysteriously):  You'll see... Go back to your graves and leave me alone.


(All, except FANNY, begin to return to their tombs.)

SOLOMON:  Don't do anything stupid.

PEARL:  As if she knew how to do anything else.

SOLOMON  (to PEARL):  That's enough!... (To FANNY.)  You know how you are.  You'll regret it later.

FANNY:  This time is going to be different.

SOLOMON:  How many times have you said the same thing?

FANNY:  I didn't count them.

SOLOMON:  Don't be late.  (He gives her a kiss and leaves.)

PEARL  (to JEREMIAH, pointing to a tomb):  He's always the same.  Couldn't get up, even though it was just to be with us for a while?

JEREMIAH:  Tomorrow he's going to say that he didn't feel good.   You know how he is, don't you?  (PEARL nods.)

FANNY  (looking at the sky):  Why?  Why did it turn out like this for me?  God!  What can I do with that boy?


(SERGEANT CHIRINO appears from some unexpected place with his bayonet.  FANNY and the rest direct their attention toward him and look at him, surprised.)

CHIRINO:
No one can refuse



the pleas of a Mom



who has not been able to



control the fruit of her womb!



Because of this I have left true glory



where life is but a boring, thornless story.



Don't have any doubt or fear



my intentions are crystal clear.



I just came down between these borders



to be at your service and do what you order.

FANNY:  And who the hell are you?

CHIRINO:
I'm the killer of Juan Moreira



and while Sergeant Chirino is my name



I do tell not this tale for fame!



As a soldier who knows no fright,



to impress I seek no right,



nor to chose with whom to fight.



I say this...as it's a story known to all...



and it's indeed a pleasure to recall.

FANNY:  Make some sense!  What are you doing here?

CHIRINO:
Don't be impatient, Señora



an answer now I'll have to offer.



Just like in that story told



it became my turn to play that role,



to which I owe I must exclaim



a never dreamed of kind of fame.



If in this tale I have to leave,



a tamed gaucho at your feet,



I only say to you I must,



in my help...you indeed may trust.



May your ranch not have to live in fear,



when faced with this sly gaucho here



Not one beast nor any man


can beat me fairly hand to hand, 


nor a horseman, as skillful as he claims,


can vanquish me fairly with his reins.


If the ruling is guilty for this rebel,


the accounts will then have to be settled.

FANNY:  I don't understand anything!... (Looking at the others.)  What does he mean?... (The others answer with gestures of not knowing.)

JEREMIAH  (showing his clothes to SOLOMON):  Do I look like a gaucho?

PEARL:  Tell him that this may be a cemetery, but it's no ranch!  Insolent!

JEREMIAH  (to PEARL):  What did he try to say to us?

PEARL  (mumbling):  A ranch... (She screams.) You're more like an animal!

SOLOMON:  Calm down.  He didn't try to offend... (to FANNY.)  He says that if you want to do something to your son, he can help you.

FANNY  (to CHIRINO):  What are you going to do to him?

CHIRINO:  Whatever you say.

FANNY:  I want you... (She looks at the others.)  What can I ask him to do?

PEARL:  Tell him to go away.  He's got no business being here.

JEREMIAH:  You'll gain nothing with violence, trust in God.

FANNY:  What God are we talking about here?  HE worries about important things, not idiots like my son!

PEARL:  Then ask him to stick his knife you know where... then he'll learn.

SOLOMON: Fannushka, leave him alone.

FANNY:  So he keeps making me suffer?... Now, I've got it!  (to CHIRINO.)  I want you to make him feel... the pain of a mother who's suffering.

CHIRINO:  
This gaucho is possessed indeed,



now his name is all I need.

FANNY  (she hesitates, until she decides):  Manuel Stern!


(CHIRINO is surprised.  A blackout.)

SCENE 3

(MANUEL's home.  It's an old house with a living room and a bedroom.  The ambience has a certain sadness and is somewhat funereal.  Antique furniture and some other objects indicate that the house has been maintained in the same condition as it was many years ago.  The lights are out.  MANUEL comes in, very nervous; his hair is uncombed and his clothes are disheveled.  He turns on the lights, goes to the bedroom, takes off his suit coat, throws it on the bed and begins to empty his pockets on the nightstand.  FANNY appears but MANUEL does not see her.)

FANNY:  Is this any time to be getting home?


(MANUEL, almost paralyzed, slowly turns around and sees her.)

MANUEL:  ...What are you doing here?

FANNY:  What am I doing here?  I want you to repeat to me what you said before... It seems that I didn't understand too well.  (MANUEL, who continues to be astounded, does not answer.)  Well?  What was it that you said?

MANUEL:  That... I'm getting married.

FANNY  (she nods):  I see that I understood just fine... On Thursday, right?

MANUEL:  ...Yes...

FANNY:  And without my permission... (MANUEL makes a gesture as if attempting an excuse.)  Who is it?

MANUEL:  ...A girl...

FANNY:  So much the better.  At least I can be thankful for that... But who is she?  What kind of family?  What's her name?

MANUEL:  ...Dolly.

FANNY:  Dolly?... What kind of name is that?

MANUEL:  It's a diminutive form... for Dolor... (He corrects himself.)  Bertha!  Her name is Bertha, but they call her Dolly.

FANNY:  Look at you!  Dolly what?  (MANUEL doesn't answer.)  What's her last name?... (MANUEL, terrified, doesn't answer and extends a hand toward her to convince himself of her existence.  FANNY interprets it as a show of affection and acts sweet.)  Are you happy to see me?... Poor boy, did you get scared?

MANUEL:  ...A little bit...

FANNY:  Come here, give me a kiss.

MANUEL:  Wait...


(MANUEL escapes to the bathroom and shuts the door.)

FANNY  (smiling):  Always running out at the last minute.


(From the bathroom, the sound of running water is heard.  Meanwhile, FANNY takes his things off the top of the sofa bed, opens it, shuts off the hall light and the room light, turns on the bedside table lamp and lies down on one side of the bed.  The room now appears warm and suggestive.  The bathroom door opens and MANUEL appears with hair dripping wet.  He looks surprised, not seeing her at first, until he sees her again and then is terrified.)

FANNY  (supporting her hand on the free part of the bed and looking at him smiling):  Come here, lie down here... You really look so tired... (MANUEL, terrified and almost hypnotized, moves closer to the bed and is going to lie down.)  Dressed like that?... (MANUEL begins to undress.)  You look so thin, son, you look like a skeleton... Tomorrow I'm going to make you a meal and I'm going to straighten things up a little bit. It seems like nobody worries about anything... (She shakes her head.  MANUEL keeps his underwear on.)  Put something on.  You're going to catch a cold.

MANUEL:  It's hot.

FANNY:  Well, today I don't want to argue.  I'm very tired... Go to sleep... (MANUEL lies down.  A pause.)  It's just that... about two nights ago we had a party... (MANUEL looks at her, intently.)  What are you looking at me like that for?  It was our day!... The day of the dead!... It was so beautiful!... Those of us on our block put on a play that we had been doing for about five years... The truth?  I'm a little bored now... What do I know!  I'd like to do the wardrobe for another one... Renewing yourself is living, right?... (MANUEL, stupefied, nods.)  Do you know which one we're doing?...

MANUEL:  ...Which one?

FANNY:  The Afterlife of a Salesman!... It's so exciting!... The part where he decides to come in and shoot himself... All of us were waiting for him: Parents, grandparents, friends and girlfriends from the trips who had already arrived!... Everyone crying for joy when we met him again!... It was something!... Do you want me to tell you?... That play is... a love song!  That's what it is!... (MANUEL, astonished, doesn't answer.)  Is something the matter, Son?

MANUEL:  ...No... nothing.

FANNY:  What, you're sleepy?  (MANUEL nods.)  Excuse me... It's just that we haven't seen each other for so long... Well, all the same... we have time to talk other days, right?...

MANUEL:  ...Yes...

FANNY  (lying down again):  Well, sleep well... See you tomorrow. (She gives him a kiss.)

MANUEL:  ...See you tomorrow...

FANNY:  Tomorrow... you're going to introduce me to that girl, right?  (MANUEL nods.)


(FANNY falls asleep and begins to snore.  MANUEL remains half sitting, with his eyes open.  The lights go down slowly.)


SCENE 4

(MANUEL wakes up.  He looks all around and doesn't see FANNY.  Relieved, he stretches and yells euphorically.)

MANUEL:  Great!!


(FANNY enters from the kitchen, bringing a glass of orange juice.)

FANNY:  A beautiful day!  Huh?... (Giving him the glass.)  Nice day, my love... (She gives him a kiss.  MANUEL, nervous again, keeps drinking his juice.)  What happened to you last night?  Did you have nightmares?... You woke up with your bedclothes thrown all over the place... And afterwards you blame me because your back is hurting... Go take a shower while I fix you breakfast.

MANUEL:  ...I'll take a shower later.

FANNY:  It will stop your digestion later.

MANUEL  (looking at his watch):  I'm not going to take a shower.  It's too late.  (He gets up and begins to get dressed, rapidly.)

FANNY:  Where are you going?

MANUEL:  To the... to the office.

FANNY:  To the office?  I'll go with you!  I really want to see it...

MANUEL:  No... before that I have to go... somewhere else.

FANNY:  Where?

MANUEL:  To a hospital...

FANNY:  Well, it doesn't matter.  I'll go another day... Son, there's no milk in the refrigerator.

MANUEL:  It's in the closet.

FANNY:  Milk in the closet?  Where'd you get an idea like that?

MANUEL:  Let it go, Mama.  I have to go... I'll have some coffee in a bar later on.

FANNY:  No, not on your life.  To work like you should, you need a good breakfast.  (She goes toward the kitchen and returns with a tray with a large mug of coffee, bread with butter and jam, cereal, magazines, etc.)

MANUEL  (surprised):  Where did you get all that?

FANNY:  It's better not to ask and eat... (MANUEL, surprised but happy, sits down to eat enthusiastically.)  Is she a professional also?

MANUEL  (while he eats and leafs through the magazines, he answers with his mouth full.):  Who?

FANNY:  Dolly.

MANUEL:  ...Yes... she works... Great!  Fantasy and the golden edition of Patoruzúl!  How did you get them?

FANNY  (ironic):  At the kiosk in the cemetery.

MANUEL:  Really?

FANNY:  How could I get them at a kiosk in the cemetery?  What's the matter with you?

MANUEL:  Well?

FANNY:  Do you have to know everything?

MANUEL:  No... but...

FANNY:  Well... Answer me, where?

MANUEL:  Where what?

FANNY:  Where does she work?

MANUEL  (pointing to the mug):  It's got skim.

FANNY:  Are you still worried about that?  It's the cream off the top of the milk.  And answer me!  Where does she work?

MANUEL:  But, why?  You always do that.  Why didn't you strain it?

FANNY:  Tell me, Grumpy:  Dolly, when she makes you breakfast, does she strain it?

MANUEL:  Sure!

FANNY:  I thought so.  She sleeps here!

MANUEL:  ...Sometimes, yes...

FANNY:  And her family doesn't say anything?

MANUEL:  No.

FANNY:  How modern!

MANUEL  (he finishes eating and gets up):  Well, I have to go... It's really late.  (He puts on his jacket.)

FANNY:  You're going to go like that?

MANUEL:  Like what?

FANNY:  Without an overcoat?

MANUEL:  Again!... It's springtime!

FANNY:  What's that got to do with anything?  It gets cold later on!

MANUEL:  But, nobody wears an overcoat these days...

FANNY  (going to look for an overcoat in the closet):  I didn't ask for your opinion.

MANUEL:  Mama, please!

FANNY:  Come over here!  Don't you see what shape my legs are in?  Ten years are ten years!  Who do you think you are?

MANUEL:  I didn't say anything...

FANNY:  Well, don't make me run around.  Come here!...  (MANUEL approaches, resigned, and FANNY helps him put on his overcoat.  It is noticeably small.)  I thought so!  (She bends down to look at the bottom.)  I wonder if it has a hem?

MANUEL:  That's enough, Mama!  I'm leaving!  (He gives her a kiss and moves, quickly, with his overcoat on, toward the door.  He opens it.)

FANNY:  Wait, Darling.

MANUEL  (fed up):  What?

FANNY:  Where's the fabric?

MANUEL  (surprised):  What fabric?

FANNY:  For the suit for your wedding... (MANUEL doesn't understand.)  Didn't we agree that I would make it for you?... (MANUEL doesn't answer, trying to understand.)  Answer!  Where is it?

MANUEL:  ...I didn't buy it.

FANNY:  You're not on the ball, are you?

MANUEL:  Well!  How was I supposed to know?

FANNY:  That's okay...  But bring it today for sure, okay?  If you don't I won't have time...  (MANUEL nods.)  Remember:  blue gabardine... the best quality.

MANUEL  (he gives her a kiss):  Ciao, Mama.

FANNY  (when he's already leaving):  And Dolly... What time are you going to bring her by?

MANUEL:  I don't know... At nine?

FANNY:  Very good, you'll see what a meal I'll make... Son.

MANUEL  (fed up):  What?

FANNY:  What time is it?

MANUEL  (he looks at his watch):  Almost ten.

FANNY:  Ha!  Today I'll get up to date!  (She begins to prepare to leave.)

MANUEL:  With what?

FANNY:  With movies!  What films are playing now?

MANUEL  (surprised):  What are you going to do?

FANNY:  Do you know what I'm going to do?  I'm going to sit down in ten movie theatres, the ones that have double or triple features... I had promised myself:  If ever I return, for whatever reason, I'll see thirty movies...!  Oh, I'm dying to go!  Just think, we have all the theatre we want, but movies... (She shakes her head.)  There aren't any machines... Do you want me to tell you?  They should bury the cameras and projectors along with the directors...!  The Egyptians weren't idiots!...

MANUEL:  How are you going to see thirty movies in one day?

FANNY:  And why not?

MANUEL:  Each movie lasts at least an hour and a half!

FANNY  (belittling the argument):  You and your times!... Tell me what's a good one, so I won't miss it.

MANUEL:  I don't know... One that I really liked a lot that I saw the other day was Terminator II.

FANNY:  I said a nice one.

MANUEL:  It's great.

FANNY:  With that title?

MANUEL:  What's that got to do with it?

FANNY:  A nice movie is for having fun, not to make you angry!

MANUEL:  Are we going to argue about all that again?

FANNY:  I see that the last ten years didn't do anything for you!  I had hopes that you would have matured a little, but you're just the same!  What fun is there in suffering?  Why do you have to make problems for yourself all the time?  I don't understand!  Young people today are just the same, thinking up stupid ideas in bars.

MANUEL:  No.

FANNY:  No, what?

MANUEL:  They think less.

FANNY:  Do you see?  Then the world is better off!

MANUEL:  No!  It's worse!  Now nobody gives a damn about the world!  The only thing that anyone is interested in is here!  (He pats his pockets.)

FANNY:  Dear, you'll never change!... It'll be better if I go to the Lavalle theatre and choose a movie myself. (She finishes getting ready and goes toward the door.)

MANUEL:  Now, in the morning?

FANNY:  I'll take a little walk and then I'll go.

MANUEL:  Didn't you say your legs were hurting you?

FANNY:  I'm fine now!  Give me a kiss... (MANUEL, embarrassed, gives her one.)  Don't go out without an overcoat!  (She leaves.)


(MANUEL watches her leave.  Without closing the door he goes toward a place where he has a bottle of whiskey, pours himself a full glass and downs it.  He's coming undone, not knowing what to do.  He goes to the telephone.  He dials.)  

MANUEL:  Arnie?  Manuel... Please, come over to my house right now... Yes, it's serious...  No, nobody died, just the opposite... I'll explain to you later, get moving... (He hangs up, goes compulsively toward a box in the bedroom, takes out some photo albums and begins to look at them.)


SCENE 5

(DOLLY appears at the door.  Confused about seeing it open, she enters carefully.  MANUEL hears the noise and quickly hides everything.)

MANUEL:  Mama?

DOLLY  (she's surprised.  then, relieved, she closes the door.):  Yes, Daddy...  (Manuel goes from the bedroom to the living room.)

DOLLY  (smiling):  What are you doing dressed like that and with the door open?

MANUEL:  I was going to... wait for you on the corner.

DOLLY  (giving him a kiss):  We had agreed that I was going to come by for you.

MANUEL:  Yes, but... since I was a little cold... (He shows his overcoat.)  I wanted to get a little fresh air.

DOLLY  (laughing):  I don't understand.

MANUEL:  Did you see anybody strange go by... on the street?

DOLLY:  Who?

MANUEL:  It... uh... No, it seemed that... It's not important.  How are you?

DOLLY:  Fine, Sweetie.  And that overcoat?

MANUEL:  I told you... I was a little cold... and I put on the first thing I found.

DOLLY:  You're really crazy!

MANUEL:  Do you think so?

DOLLY:  How long have you had that overcoat?  It's pretty small for you.

MANUEL:  Well, it's fine... There's no reason for you to make fun of it.

DOLLY:  It's just that you look real funny... And you were thinking of going shopping like that?

MANUEL  (he hesitates)  ...No?

DOLLY:  I think it would be better if you left it home.

MANUEL:  No, if there's any doubt I'll wear it.

DOLLY:  Doubt about what?

MANUEL:  About whether it's cold.

DOLLY:  It's hot, Manny!

MANUEL:  If I'm hot, I'll carry it.

DOLLY:  You'll be more comfortable if you don't wear it!

MANUEL  (he doesn't know what to say):  It's just that... (He reacts forcefully.)  I want to wear it!  So what?  What do you care if I want to go out in an overcoat?  Do I tell you what you have to put on to go out with me?

DOLLY:  No.

MANUEL: Well, then?  It's my overcoat!  And if I want to wear it, I'll wear it!

DOLLY  (surprised and happy, she comes closer.  She gives him a kiss and a hug):  What's wrong with you?

MANUEL:  I'm sorry... I'm very nervous.

DOLLY:  It's natural.  Right?... You don't get married every day... (MANUEL nods.)  I'm a little bit nervous, too... Little Freddie is the one who's doing great... He says he's the only one in his grade who's going to be in his mother's wedding... (A pause.)  Do you know what he asked me yesterday?

MANUEL:  What?

DOLLY:  ...If after the wedding... he was going to be your son.


(A pause.  MANUEL, very moved, begins to get tears in his eyes.  He wipes away the tears.  He breathes deeply.)

MANUEL:  Fantastic!... What a great kid!... How come we've never talked about that?

DOLLY:  ...I... I didn't dare bring it up.

MANUEL:  But, why not?  I'm crazy about the idea of Freddie being my son!  Do you know how many times I've thought about that?

DOLLY:  Really?

MANUEL:  I swear to you!  I can see the three of us going to Palermo on Sundays... You'll make a pot of mate while I play ball with him.  What do you think?  Wouldn't it be fantastic?

DOLLY:  Why, sure...

MANUEL:  But... that's another reason to celebrate.  Is he at school now?... (DOLLY nods, excited.)  I'll look for him when he gets out of school and I'll take him to a café... and I'll tell him that he'll even be in the wedding program.

DOLLY  (teary-eyed):  How can you be so wonderful, Manny?

MANUEL:  Well... let's stop... if we keep on crying we'll flood the apartment... (DOLLY begins to kiss and caress him passionately.  MANUEL hesitates.)  Nobody's coming over, right?

DOLLY  (still kissing):  Who could be coming here?

MANUEL:  I don't know.

DOLLY  (leading him toward the bed):  No one's coming over here, come on.... And if they do, we won't open the door.

MANUEL:  There are people... who don't need you to open the door.

DOLLY:  Who else has a key?

MANUEL:  Nobody.

DOLLY:  Come on, love... My baby...


(They lie down and begin to undress amid kisses and caresses.  When they're undressed, they get under the sheet, and when MANUEL gets on top of DOLLY, SERGEANT CHIRINO appears with his bayonet in hand, goes running toward MANUEL and stabs him in the back.  MANUEL lets out a cry of pain when the bayonet hits him, and bends over, grabbing where the supposed wound is.  DOLLY, halfway between being surprised and frightened, doesn't notice anything.)

CHIRINO:
Thus the priest did judge



a believer who had said



he could not control the call he had



of carnal desire in his head:



although his blood may boil strong



and the muscle turn as hard as stone,



be like the gentle gaucho, do not roam



pray to the Saint, and commit no sin



for which you must atone.


(He runs away.  MANUEL turns around but doesn't see him.)

MANUEL:  Son of a fucking bitch!  Who was that?

DOLLY:  What's wrong, Honey?

MANUEL:  I got stabbed... it's terrible... Did you see anyone?

DOLLY:  No, love.  Who's going to come in here?

MANUEL:  I don't know... I heard something.

DOLLY:  No, Pumpkin, you must have moved wrong and gotten a cramp... I'll give you a massage... (Wrapped up in the sheet, she gets up and begins to massage him, while MANUEL complains.)  Is it getting better?

MANUEL:  ...Yes... (A pause.)  Darling...

DOLLY  (while she continues to massage him):  What?

MANUEL:  Would you believe me... if I told you that...

DOLLY:  What, my love?

MANUEL:  ...If I told you... that...

DOLLY:  What do you want to tell me?

MANUEL:  Nothing, nothing... (The doorbell rings.  MANUEL gets scared and immediately stands up.)  Get dressed!

DOLLY:  What's going on, Honey?

MANUEL:  I don't know who it is... (He dresses very quickly, putting his shirt on inside out.)  Please get dressed.

DOLLY:  And just who could be out there who's making you act like this?

MANUEL: I told you that I don't know... But since we don't know  (He gives her clothes to her.  The doorbell rings again.)  Don't you hear?  Please!...  (He goes toward the living room.  DOLLY gets dressed.)  Who is it?

ARNIE  (from outside):  It's me. Arnie!

MANUEL  (slowly):  So much the better... (Loudly.)  I'll open it, just a minute!... (To DOLLY.)  Hurry up, Doll.

DOLLY:  Yes, I'm coming... Doesn't it still hurt?

MANUEL:  No, it's all right now.

DOLLY  (she comes into the living room, finishing getting herself dressed):  Who were you afraid it was going to be, Manny?

MANUEL:  I don't know... no, it's just that Arnie called me to say he was coming... I guess he's got a serious problem and I don't want to make him wait.

DOLLY:  Look how you put on your shirt!... (She goes up to him to fix it.)  And our shopping?

MANUEL:  How can I leave him alone at a time like this?

DOLLY:  What's wrong with him?

MANUEL:  I don't know... He'll tell me now... Are you all set?

DOLLY:  I'm going to the bathroom to fix myself up a little... When are we going to buy what we need?

MANUEL:  I'll call you later and we'll go.

DOLLY:  For sure?

MANUEL:  Word of honor, as soon as he goes.  Let's go.


(DOLLY goes into the bathroom.)


SCENE 6

MANUEL  (opening the door):  What's going on?

ARNIE:  What's happening, Manny?  You got me worried.

MANUEL:  Dolly is in the bathroom... Don't tell her I called you.

ARNIE:  Why?

MANUEL:  She doesn't know anything.

ARNIE:  About what?

MANUEL:  I'll tell you later... (Loud, so DOLLY can hear.)  What?  Have you gone crazy?  What are you telling me?

ARNIE:  What are you saying?

DOLLY  (she comes out of the bathroom, combing her hair):  Calm down, Love... How's it going, Arnie?

ARNIE:  Okay, Beautiful.  How are you?

ARNIE:  Me?... Fine.

DOLLY:  No... since Manny told me that... (A pause.)  I guess I stuck my foot in my mouth... (MANUEL nods.)  I'm sorry... I see that it's a guys' thing.


(ARNIE doesn't understand anything.)

MANUEL:  Ciao, love.  (He gives her a kiss and leads her toward the door.)

DOLLY  (preparing to leave.  To ARNIE):  Ciao, Arnie... just one thing... Remember: if nobody's dying, everything can be fixed.. Is there anybody?

ARNIE:  ...No...

DOLLY:  ...Then...

MANUEL:  Go on, love, leave us alone... (He leads her to the door.)

DOLLY:  Call me... (MANUEL nods.)  Ciao, guys.  (They wave goodbye.  MANUEL closes the door.)

MANUEL  (going toward the bottle of whiskey):  Do you want some whiskey?

ARNIE:  No.  What the hell is going on here, Manny?  (MANUEL pours himself a glass and downs it.)

MANUEL:  There's a dead person.

ARNIE:  No shit!  Who?

MANUEL:  You're not going to believe me.

ARNIE:  Tell me.

MANUEL:  My mother.

ARNIE:  What are you saying?  Your mom died... How long ago?

MANUEL:  Yes, but... she came back.

ARNIE:  What do you mean she came back?

MANUEL:  She returned.

ARNIE:  Who?

MANUEL:  My mother.

ARNIE:  Have you lost your mind?  How could your mother come back?

MANUEL  (he nods):  She's home.. Well, she went to the movies now, but she came back.

ARNIE:  You're telling me that your mother's in your house, she went to the movies, and she came back...?  Give me that bottle, Asshole.  What are you saying?  (He grabs the bottle out of his hands.)

MANUEL:  What I told you... She came to meet Dolly.

ARNIE:  Are you shittin' me?

MANUEL:  No.

ARNIE:  But... What the fuck is this?  It's in real poor taste, Manny!

MANUEL:  Do you think I'd screw around like this?

ARNIE:  No... I can't imagine... You've lost it!

MANUEL:  I told you you weren't going to believe me.

ARNIE:  And how do you expect me to believe you?

MANUEL:  I know... but I had to tell you.

ARNIE:  Yeah, sure... (Reacting.)  Come on, quit fuckin' around!

MANUEL:  I'm not shittin' you!  I swear!  Last night, when I got home she was waiting for me... She wants to meet Dolly!

ARNIE:  Take a tranquilizer, go to bed, sleep, all day if you want... you'll be just like new when you get up.

MANUEL:  Believe me, Arnie, I swear on... on Dolly, who I love more than anything.

ARNIE  (he hesitates):  Did you tell her?

MANUEL:  What?

ARNIE:  All that... that your mother came back... and she wants to meet her.

MANUEL:  Oh!  Tell Dolly?

ARNIE:  Yeah, who else?

MANUEL:  No!  Do you want her to think I've gone crazy?

ARNIE:  Well, what are you going to do?

MANUEL:  I don't know!  She's waiting for me to bring her over.

ARNIE:  Who's waiting for who?

MANUEL:  My mother for Dolly!

ARNIE:  And to top it off you're hollering at me!  And you expect me to believe you when you're like this?

MANUEL:  ...I'm sorry.

ARNIE:  It doesn't matter... And what does she do?

MANUEL:  Everything.

ARNIE:  Does she talk to you?

MANUEL:  She doesn't stop.

ARNIE:  And what does she say to you?

MANUEL:  What do I know!  Things about dead people!  I can't tell you!

ARNIE:  Okay... And what else does she do?

MANUEL:  She made breakfast for me today... she straightened up some things... Last night... (He pauses.)

ARNIE:  Last night, what?

MANUEL:  You're not going to tell anyone, right?  (ARNIE shakes his head.)... She slept with me...

ARNIE  (very surprised):  What do you mean, she slept with you?

MANUEL:  I'm asking you Arnie, don't tell anyone.

ARNIE:  I won't... Don't worry.

MANUEL:  If Dolly finds out...

ARNIE:  Relax, I'm not going to tell anyone!

MANUEL:  Besides, a little while ago I got a real bad pain in my back... that seemed to me like...

ARNIE:  That seemed to you like what?

MANUEL:  Nothing, nothing... Bah, now that I told you... I feel a little bit better... (He moves closer to ARNIE and puts his arm around his shoulder.  ARNIE, uncomfortable, tries to put up with it.)  I needed to get it out... Thanks, Buddy.

ARNIE:  Come on, Manny.  What are friends for?


(At this moment something falls in the bedroom and they hear the noise.)

ARNIE:  What was that?

MANUEL:  I don't know... (He looks at his watch.)  She must still be at the movies.


(The door to the bathroom opens by itself.  Both of them look in that direction, terrified.)

MANUEL:  Mama?


(The whistling of wind and thunder are heard.)

ARNIE  (moving away, frightened):  Manny... I have to get going... Give her my regards... Tell her that I couldn't... I'll go out for a while and I'll come back to say hi to her... (MANUEL nods.)  Ciao.

MANNY:  Wait, I have to leave, too.


(They both leave, almost running.)


(Blackout.)


SCENE 7

(MANUEL's house.  MANUEL comes in with a package and a book in his hand.  FANNY is setting the table for dinner with three place settings.)

FANNY  (slowly):  Well, what about it?

MANUEL:  Yes, here it is.  (He gives her the package, trying not to let FANNY see the book.)

FANNY:  Dolly, I mean.

MANUEL:  Oh, no.  She's not here.

FANNY:  Why not?

MANUEL:  ...She didn't come...

FANNY:  I can see that she didn't come... I may be dead, but I'm not blind... Why didn't she come?  I spent the whole day straightening up the house, getting food ready!

MANUEL:  Wait, Mama.

FANNY:  Wait for what?

MANUEL:  That's a bunch of nonsense!

FANNY:  What's a bunch of nonsense, that a mother might want to meet her future daughter-in-law?

MANUEL:  Mama!  How am I going to introduce you to her, what do I say to her?

FANNY:  What do you mean what do you say to her?

MANUEL:  That's just what I mean!  How am I going to say to her: Dolly dear, I want you to meet my mother... She made a special trip from her tomb just to meet you?

FANNY:  Oh!  So that's the problem?

MANUEL:  Does it seem like a minor problem to you?

FANNY:  But Manny, my little boy, you're the only one who sees and hears me!

MANUEL:  Are you sure about that?

FANNY:  May I revive right now if it isn't the truth!

MANUEL:  No, no... it's fine, I believe you.

FANNY:  You two eat as if you were alone and I, meanwhile, I'll look at her, I'll listen to her and... what do I know, every now and then I'll say something to you...Will you bring her over tomorrow? 

MANUEL:  Tomorrow I have a... concert.

FANNY:  The day after, your last night as single people.

MANUEL:  ...Okay...

FANNY:  Come on, let's eat.  You're going to see what a meal I made!... (Very serious.)  Oh!  One thing, Son!

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY:  I was cleaning up the kitchen and I found two rotten apples.

MANUEL:  Well... yes... I forgot to throw them out.

FANNY:  No, listen to me... If there's one thing now that makes me sick... that I really can't stand... it's worms... Do me a favor, later, when I can't see, go and throw them out... I'm asking you, please...

MANUEL:  Okay, Mama... Don't worry, I'll throw them away.

FANNY:  Don't ever leave anything that might have... I don't even want to say the word!  Well, enough of that!... (Happy, she takes the package that MANUEL brought.)  Is this the fabric?

MANUEL:  Yes.

FANNY:  Let's see it.  (She puts the package on the bed, opens it and looks closely at the fabric, like a specialist.)  A gorgeous gabardine!... I'll take your measurements later. We're going to eat now.  Sit down... (While MANUEL sits down, FANNY goes to the kitchen and returns with a great platter of food, singing.)  Ha!  This is living!... Poor Manny!  He didn't know how to manage and I didn't realize... (She shakes her head.)  What confusion!  Huh?... Well, now it's over.  Now let's eat!  (She begins to serve him.)

MANUEL:  Stuffed fish!

FANNY:  Yes, sir... Is it delicious?

MANUEL  (he begins to eat):  Fantastic!

FANNY  (she approaches, lovingly):  How long has it been since you've eaten fish like this?

MANUEL  (somewhat melancholy):  Since... since you went away.

FANNY:  My love... (She gives him a kiss.)  Dolly doesn't do it for you?

MANUEL  (he chokes):  No, she does other things...

FANNY:  Don't you want to call her and tell her to come over and eat now?

MANUEL:  No, I can't now.

FANNY:  Why not?

MANUEL  (MANUEL eats heartily.  He hardly finishes a portion and helps himself again.)  She has to stay home.. to take care of a little kid.

FANNY:  What is she, a babysitter?

MANUEL:  ...Yes...

FANNY:  You said she was a professional.

MANUEL:  Yes, but with the situation the country's in... there's a crisis, you know?  Well, lots of professionals compete for jobs... like this one.

FANNY:  And there are a lot of latch-key children to care for?

MANUEL  (he nods, resigned):  ...Well... yes...

FANNY:  Well, so much the better... And tell me who's the President now?

MANUEL:  A guy named Menem.

FANNY:  Menem... Menem... What is he, an Arab?

MANUEL:  The son of some Arabs.

FANNY  (she makes a gesture of displeasure):  And why is he President?

MANUEL:  He won the election.

FANNY:  Are there that many Arabs now?

MANUEL:  What does that have to do with anything, Mama?

FANNY:  What's happening with this country?  How is it that in ten years it's overflowing with latch-key children and Arabs?

MANUEL:  No, Mama, it's not like that!

FANNY:  There must be some relationship... (He doesn't know what to answer.)  And Dolly, what's her name?

MANUEL  (not knowing how to get out of it):  ...Gar...

FANNY:  Gar what?

MANUEL:  Gar...cinsky.

FANNY:  Garcinsky... It doesn't ring a bell.  Where are they from?

MANUEL  (he shrugs his shoulders):  You ask her.

FANNY  (looking a MANUEL's plate):  Do you want more, Son?

MANUEL:  No, Mama, I already had two helpings.

FANNY  (serving him):  Here you go.

MANUEL:  I said I don't want any more!

FANNY:  Is it too salty?

MANUEL:  It's delicious, but if I eat any more, I'll explode.

FANNY:  And for dessert?  I prepared a strudel with cream.  You have no idea!

MANUEL:  No... I'd like some coffee.

FANNY:  Coffee?  You won't be able to sleep.

MANUEL  (fed up):  You know what?  You're right, it's better if I sleep now!... Like this... peacefully... (He gets undressed quickly.)  Without drinking anything that might hurt me... I'm going to bed... I'll cover up good... I'll close my little eyes... I'll go to sleep...

FANNY:  If you want some coffee... I'll make it.  What can it hurt?

MANUEL:  No, thanks.  (He lies down.)

FANNY:  Do you want me to tell you a story, so you'll fall asleep?

MANUEL  (yelling):  I don't want to drink coffee, or eat anything, or listen to anything, or see anything, not anything else until tomorrow!  Please!


(A pause.  FANNY looks at him, surprised.)

FANNY:  Mishugenah!...  You've gone crazy!... (MANUEL, totally covered, doesn't answer her.)  Fine, do what you want...


(After walking around the room, looking at some things, nostalgic, she goes toward a trunk, opens it and begins to take out her old clothes that she drapes over a chair.  While MANUEL pulls the cover back and watches her, FANNY takes out a mantilla, puts it on and walks around coquettishly.  She begins to hum sensual music from her era.  It could be ``The Summer of `42.''  FANNY takes a few steps until, faced with MANUEL's astonishment and delight, she dances more and more passionately.  When she finishes dancing, she looks at MANUEL, who is still carried away.)

FANNY  (sweetly):  Couldn't you sleep?... (MANUEL signals that he couldn't.)  My poor little boy... (She gets closer, raises his head, lays it on her lap and begins to hum a lullaby.  A slow blackout.)


SCENE 8

(MANUEL's house.  The following morning,  MANUEL and FANNY are sleeping.  MANUEL wakes up startled by a loud snore from FANNY.  He looks all around, at his watch, sees FANNY sleeping and tries to awaken her.)

MANUEL:  ...Mama... (FANNY continues to sleep.)  Mama... (FANNY keeps sleeping.  MANUEL gets closer.)  Mama... (FANNY purrs and keeps sleeping.  MANUEL touches her and moves her a little.)  Mama, it's nine thirty!

FANNY:  Let me sleep.

MANUEL:  I have to be at the office at ten.  (He gets up.)

FANNY:  Well, have a good time... I want to sleep.

MANUEL:  What?... What about breakfast?

FANNY:  Didn't you say yesterday that you'd get something in a bar?  Well, have a nice meal.

MANUEL:  Come on, Mother, make me breakfast like only you know how.

FANNY:  I want to sleep, Son!  I'm not used to early mornings.

MANUEL:  ...Yesterday you got up at eight to make it for me.

FANNY:  Because I knew how long it had been since you had that and I wanted to give you a surprise.

MANUEL:  Come on, make me something different today... and it'll be another surprise... (FANNY doesn't answer him.)  Even if it's... Can't you tell me where the magazines are?  I was in the middle of one of them.

FANNY  (sitting up in bed):  But... Can't you be a little more considerate of your mother?... At this hour I'm a zombie!

MANUEL:  You always used to get up...

FANNY:  Before!  I'm used to a different rhythm now!... At night, which is the only time we have peace and quiet to do what we want, we get up to talk, we walk a bit, we have parties!  Bah, we try to get by the best way we can!  Anyhow, in the morning the first footsteps wake us up, right around eleven o'clock!... And from that moment on you have to put up with every heavy person... You have no idea what they say and do... It's incredible... Sometimes I ask myself: What do they think we are, dead or stupid?... The other day, for example, a girl came to speak to her husband who died a little while ago... She was so much in love!  The things she said to him!... We were all so excited... Even Solomon, who never sheds a tear about anything, was moved... But the poor dear, after about two hours of talking to him, she realizes that... Do you know what?

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY:  That she was at the wrong tomb.  What do you think about that?  How could it happen?  You don't know the fight that broke out that night!... Between the husband and the poor man who, on top of the fact that he had put up with the girl he didn't know and her crying, he had an argument with her husband... How was that innocent guy to blame?  But try to make the husband understand!  You should have heard him scream!  ``What did you do with my wife, you son of a bitch?  I'm going to kill you.''  ``Who are you going to kill, imbecile?'' he said back to him... At that point everyone in the cemetery started laughing their heads off.  We couldn't stop!... Everyone in the neighborhood told us to be quiet!... (MANUEL listens, astonished.)  Then Solomon, being the total gentleman that he is... (She becomes excited.)  What a man, Son!  He's a genius!  What he says is the gospel truth!  I wish you could meet him!... Well, Solomon had to take care of the situation because, besides the laughter, the situation got difficult.  Do you know what the husband wanted to do with the poor innocent guy?

MANUEL  (terrified):  What?

FANNY  (upset):  He wanted to drive a stake through his heart so his soul would be released. What do you think of that?... Look at the poor guy, he didn't have anything to do with it and he was made out to be a cruel person... There's no dead person who deserves a fate like that, Son.  (MANUEL nods without knowing what to do.)

MANUEL:  Well... I have to go.  (He begins to get dressed, quickly.)

FANNY:  Now I'm awake.

MANUEL:  But it's gotten late for me.

FANNY:  I'll make something for you in a minute... You know that I don't need...

MANUEL:  Yes, I know, I already know everything!  But right now I'm leaving... A patient is waiting for an important operation.

FANNY:  Oh, yes.  What kind?

MANUEL:  A... a... What does it matter?  You wouldn't understand anyway.

FANNY:  Can't I go?

MANUEL  (hurrying):  No, Mama... I wouldn't be able to concentrate knowing you're there.

FANNY:  I'll go and I'll watch, nothing else... I won't say anything.

MANUEL:  It's not a question of that... just with you being there I'd be distracted... And I might just cause a disaster.

FANNY:  Why?

MANUEL:  What does it matter why?  Please respect what I'm asking and that's that.

FANNY:  You're acting like a little boy!

MANUEL  (getting ready to leave):  Okay, I'm a child!  (He gets closer to give her a kiss.)  Ciao, I'll be back at seven.

FANNY:  I have to take your measurements!

MANUEL:  Tonight.

FANNY:  Tonight you have the concert... How nice!  I'm going to love to see you playing!

MANUEL:  You won't be able to... We're playing a long way from here today.

FANNY:  Where?

MANUEL:  At... I don't remember the address... They're taking me.

FANNY:  It doesn't matter... Tomorrow Dolly's coming.  What excitement!

MANUEL:  It isn't too much?  I mean... at your age?

FANNY:  What's that got to do with anything?  I really want to get to know her.

MANUEL:  Yes... I'd like that, too... (The telephone rings.  MANUEL runs to answer it.)  Hello?... Oh, what's happening, Julio?... Now?... No, I can't now!  Hello!  Hello!  (Upset because he was cut off, he hangs up.)


(The doorbell rings.  He goes toward the door.)

MANUEL:  What next?

FANNY:  Who could it be at this time of day?

MANUEL:  I don't know... (To the door)  Who is it?

DOLLY  (from outside, with a disguised voice):  Did you ask for service here?  (MANUEL and FANNY look at each other, surprised.)

MANUEL  (to FANNY):  Did you order something?

FANNY:  What would I be doing ordering something?

MANUEL:  You're right.  (He opens the door to answer and sees DOLLY.)

DOLLY:  I'm here to give you your love service, Mister.

MANUEL  (frightened):  Wait a minute.  (He closes the door and leans on it, looking at FANNY.)

FANNY:  What's going on?  What kind of service did she say?

MANUEL:  I don't know... They must have ordered from another apartment... (After looking around to see where to hide FANNY.)  Mama.

FANNY:  What?

MANUEL:  You haven't taken a bath since you got here.

FANNY:  Do I stink?

MANUEL:  A little bit.

FANNY:  You shouldn't say that, Son.  You know how filthy it is around this place and I'm not saying anything.

MANUEL:  I'll say it for you... you must have some dirt stuck to you... (FANNY shakes her clothes and indeed a lot of dust does fall off.)

FANNY:  You're right... Do you see? You're right, you're right!  I won't argue about anything else!... How sweet.  I'm going to take a shower!  It's been so long since I've had one!... (On her way.)  There are showers at the cemetery, but they're for the caretakers... and it's not a question of being high class, but I prefer not to mingle.


(MANUEL accompanies her and when FANNY goes in, MANUEL takes the key from the inside and locks the door from the outside.  He goes to the front door and opens it.)


SCENE 9
DOLLY  (trying to come in):  What's going on, Manny?  Why did you lock me out?... (MANUEL blocks her way.)  Let me by.

MANUEL:  I'm really in a hurry, love... A patient is coming over any minute now.

DOLLY:  And you couldn't tell me this beforehand?

MANUEL:  I thought that... I didn't realize.

DOLLY  (looking toward inside):  Is there someone here?

MANUEL:  No, Honey.  Who would be here?

DOLLY:  The shower is running.

MANUEL:  I forgot to turn it off.

DOLLY:  Let me come in for a minute.

MANUEL:  I'm asking you not to... I have to finish getting ready for the consultation.

DOLLY:  I want to go to the bathroom.

MANUEL:  No... I can't... He's probably just about here.

DOLLY:  One minute, no more.  I'm peeing my pants.

MANUEL:  Some other day, Darling.

DOLLY:  What do you mean some other day?  What's wrong with you?

MANUEL:  Why?

DOLLY:  What do you mean, why?... You can't let me come in, the shower is on... What's going on here?

MANUEL:  Honey... trust me.

DOLLY:  I do trust you, but I want to go to the bathroom!... (The shower noise stops.)  What happened to the shower?

MANUEL  (yelling):  They cut the water off again!  I'm sick and tired of them doing that!  

FANNY  (from the bathroom):  Stop yelling.  I shut off the shower!

MANUEL  (surprised and hurried, to DOLLY):  Come with me.  I'm going to raise hell with the janitor.

DOLLY  (coming in):  First let me go to the bathroom!

MANUEL  (following her):  No!  Not the bathroom!  (He places himself in her path.)

FANNY  (from the bathroom):  What's going on?  What's all the noise about?

MANUEL:  Nothing's going on!

DOLLY:  Yes, something's going on.  You're cheating on me!

FANNY:  Is there a problem, Baby?

MANUEL:  I swear to you I'm not.  Believe me, please!

DOLLY:  I'd like to believe you, but...

FANNY:  I'm coming.

MANUEL:  Don't you see?  She's going to catch on any second!  Like now!... (Giving in, he turns around and takes his head in his hands.  DOLLY sees him and is moved.)

DOLLY:  Okay, don't be like that... I won't get you riled up any more...

MANUEL  (he reacts):  You can be totally sure of me.

DOLLY:  Yes?

MANUEL  (he nods):  My love...

DOLLY:  What?

MANUEL  (leading her toward the door):  Tomorrow... Should we have a going away party for the two of us... alone?

DOLLY:  I'd love to.

MANUEL:  Great, I'll make a special meal.

DOLLY:  Should I bring something?

MANUEL:  Whatever you want... (Suggestive.)  Come... Well dressed, okay?

DOLLY  (she believes she understands the request):  What would you like?

MANUEL:  What do I know... Put on... something black.

DOLLY  (surprised):  Black?... Why?

MANUEL:  I like it.

DOLLY  (she gets closer and kisses him):  Now I understand... You crazy man!...

MANUEL  (rushing her):  Ciao, Honey, we'll see each other tonight...


(DOLLY leaves.  He closes the door.)


SCENE 10

(MANUEL looks at the key and the door, wavering, wondering whether he should open it or not, until he does open the bathroom door and FANNY appears blowing air up towards her hair.  He looks at the key again, surprised.)

FANNY:  How refreshing!  Now I'm ready to put up with another ten years!

MANUEL  (going to put the key back in its place): Mama.

FANNY:  What?

MANUEL:  Don't you feel like going to the movies?

FANNY:  What movie?  All they show now is a bunch of trash with fear, blood and dead people everywhere!... Leave me alone... Besides, am I going to the movies now?  Oh, I get it!

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY:  You want us to go together!

MANUEL:  No!  How are we going to go together?

FANNY:  But, they can't see me!

MANUEL:  I'd go with you, but... people will see me talking by myself and they're going to think I'm crazy!

FANNY:  You're right.  Well?

MANUEL:  I asked you because a patient is coming here who needs help right away and I'd rather be alone.

FANNY:  Here, in your house?

MANUEL:  Yes, he's very worried and he told me he's coming over here.

FANNY:  Is his name Julio?

MANUEL:  Yes, yes, go on, please, Mama.  (He continues to lead her toward the door.)

FANNY:  Wait until I can finish drying my hair!... (She blows air up toward her hair again.)  Why do you call your patients by their first name?... You have to maintain a certain distance, or they're not going to respect you.

MANUEL:  Okay, Mama, get going.  (He opens the door and pushes her a little.)

FANNY:  Wait!  I'm going to go!  Don't throw me out!  Is this any way to treat a mother?

MANUEL  (finishing getting her out):  I'm sorry, but he'll be getting here any time now.

FANNY:  So what?  Are you afraid he might see me?

MANUEL  (frightened):  Didn't you say they couldn't see you?

FANNY:  Sure!  I get confused.

MANUEL:  Well, ciao.  (He gives her a kiss.  He closes the door, goes to look for his book, opens it and begins to read.)


(The doorbell rings and MANUEL goes to open it, with the book in his hand.)


SCENE 11
JULIO  (he's timid and unsure):  How's it going, Manuel?  Sorry that I've come over now, but since we're playing today...

MANUEL:  It doesn't matter, come on in.

JULIO:  If I'm bothering you, I'll leave.

MANUEL:  No, come in.  (JULIO comes in limping and, behind him, FANNY comes in.  MANUEL sees her and is very surprised.)  What are you doing here?

JULIO  (surprised): ...Didn't you tell me to come in?

FANNY:  When did you ever see a movie in the morning?

MANUEL:  ...Yes, I'm sorry...


(FANNY, happy, makes signals for him to be quiet and sits down to one side to watch.)

JULIO:  No, please, if I was the one who... (He interrupts when he sees the book that MANUEL has in his hand.)  What are you reading?...(Reading from the side.)  Look at you!  ``Life After...!''

MANUEL  (He interrupts him.  Putting the book back where it was):  What's your problem?

JULIO  (somewhat surprised by his attitude):  Did I come at a bad time?

MANUEL:  I asked you what your problem was.

JULIO:  Yes, I'm sorry.  Do you remember the other night, when we were playing, I smashed my toe with the tailpin of the bass?

MANUEL:  Yes.

JULIO:  Well, it really tore the shit out of my toenail.

FANNY:  Why do you take on such ill-mannered patients?

MANUEL:  (interrupting him):  Uh huh... (He tries to act like a doctor.)  And how are you managing with your suffering?

JULIO:  Excuse me.  What?

MANUEL:  Does it hurt much, Sir?

JULIO  (disconcerted):  Is something going on?

MANUEL:  Why?

JULIO:  Because you're calling me “sir,” Manny.

FANNY:  What did I tell you?  You give them an inch and they take a mile!

MANUEL  (he makes faces at JULIO, trying to make him understand):  Does it hurt much, Sir?

JULIO  (he believes he's discovered the reason for MANUEL's attitude.  Agreeably):  When you wait on patients... do you prefer they call you Sir?

MANUEL:  Uh huh... I asked you if it hurt you a lot, Sir?

JULIO:  Uh... yes.

FANNY:  I'd like to know how he got the idea he was such a good buddy of yours.

MANUEL  (trying not to listen to FANNY):  Uh huh, let's see... Take off your jacket... (JULIO is surprised and takes off his jacket.)  Your shirt, too.

JULIO  (he believes he doesn't understand):  My shirt?

MANUEL:  Yes, your shirt.

FANNY:  Is this guy deaf?

MANUEL:  Please, shut up!

JULIO:  I didn't say anything!... I only asked because... (MANUEL looks at him very seriously and JULIO begins to take off his shirt.)  Okay, it is hot in here!

FANNY:  He's not deaf, he's an idiot!

MANUEL:  Mama!

JULIO  (very surprised):  What did you say?

MANUEL  (putting his ear against JULIO's back):  Say thirty-three.

JULIO  (confused):  ...Thirty-three...

MANUEL  (he repeats, changing his position a couple of times):  Thirty-three.

JULIO:  Thirty-three.

MANUEL:  Let's see... let me look at your hand.

JULIO  (stammering):  Yes, sure... here...

MANUEL  (after taking his pulse):  Stick out your tongue.

JULIO:  What?

MANUEL:  Your tongue!  Say ``ah!''

JULIO:  Ah!

MANUEL:  Good.

JULIO:  Hey, Manny... (He corrects himself.)  Excuse me, Sir... Do you think that the toenail problem could have affected my whole body?

FANNY:  Are all of your patients retarded?

MANUEL  (biting his tongue so he won't answer her):  Let me take a good look at you, Julio... Breathe deeply.

JULIO:  You're right... The body is one... And if one part is sick, right?... Sure, you've never given me a checkup like that.

MANUEL:  I told you to breathe deeply.

JULIO:  Yes, excuse me Sir... (he breathes deeply.)  You know what Manny, Sir?  You should have been a doctor.

FANNY:  What did he say?

MANUEL:  Get dressed, please, Julio.

JULIO:  And the toenail?

MANUEL:  It'd be better if we left it for another day.

JULIO:  But...

FANNY:  What's all this about that you should have been a doctor?

MANUEL:  Shut up!

JULIO:  What did I say now?

MANUEL:  Go away and come back some other day!

JULIO:  What do you mean some other day?  We're playing today!

MANUEL:  Didn't you hear what I told you?  Another day!

JULIO:  I'm not going to be able to play today!

MANUEL:  Do me a favor, please, leave!  (Low, so only JULIO hears him.)  If it hurts a lot, go see someone else.

JULIO:  But you're the only pedicurist that I know.

MANUEL  (interrupting him):  That's enough!  I told you to leave.

FANNY:  What?  Did he say ``Pedicurist?''

MANUEL  (to FANNY):  No, no!!

JULIO:  No, what?  What did I say now?

MANUEL  (grabbing JULIO's jacket and shirt, he rolls them up and hands them to him and leads him to the door):  For once and for all, leave!  Don't you see you're causing me problems?

JULIO:  Me?  What problems did I cause for you?  If I said something that offended you, forgive me!

MANUEL:  I told you to leave!!  (He pushes him toward outside.)

JULIO  (leaving):  I didn't know that this shitty little toenail was going to give me so much  trouble.


(MANUEL, after shutting the door, remains still, waiting for FANNY's reaction.  JULIO's voice is heard outside the door.)

JULIO:  If I don't play tonight it's your fault!... You goddamned son of a bitch!!


SCENE 12
FANNY  (disconsolate):  He said ``Pedicurist.''

MANUEL  (giving up, resigned):  ...Well... yes, I'm a pedicurist.

FANNY:  But... When I went away you only needed four classes to become a doctor...

MANUEL:  I didn't need four.

FANNY:  How many?

MANUEL:  More.

FANNY:  How many more?

MANUEL:  What does it matter how many?  A lot more!

FANNY:  Look at you!... So you lied to me when I was alive and you kept lying to me after... Why so many lies?  I'll never be able to believe you ever again!!

MANUEL:  Don't yell!  And just think for a minute why I've had to lie so much!

FANNY:  Don't you yell.  They'll hear you for sure!... And for this I sacrificed so much?

MANUEL:  I didn't ask you to sacrifice for me!... Besides, what's wrong with being a pedicurist?  It's a profession like any other, isn't it?

FANNY  (ironic):  Sure, being a surgeon is the same as being a pedicurist!  (Emphatically.)  Idiot!!  I wanted you to have the world at your feet, not for you to be working on everyone's feet!!

MANUEL:  I know that that was what you wanted!  But, I chose something else!  Do you understand?  (Emphasizing.)  I chose something else!

FANNY:  I can see!... And Dolly doesn't care?

MANUEL:  No!  She loves me like I am.

FANNY:  But what's going on.  It's okay to be a Bohemian now?... And why a pedicurist?

MANUEL:  I liked it.

FANNY:  But, how did you come up with that idea?

MANUEL:  The same way I came up with other ideas!

FANNY:  Don't say that!  Have you ever heard of a child saying that when he grows up he wants to be a pedicurist?

MANUEL:  No, so what?

FANNY:  Well?  How did you come up with the idea?

MANUEL:  It doesn't matter.

FANNY:  For me it does!

MANUEL:  Okay!  Do you want me to tell you the truth?

FANNY:  That's what I've been waiting for the past forty years!

MANUEL  (ashamed):  Well... To get a girl to go to bed with me.

FANNY:  What does getting a girl into bed have to do with being a pedicurist?

MANUEL:  ...She had bunions...


(A pause.)

FANNY:  That's a vocation!  Because the girl had bunions... he becomes a pedicurist.  How are you doing?  And tell me, let's see?  If she had had fleas or... or if she had had a dirty behind, what then?

MANUEL:  Don't be ridiculous!

FANNY:  To top it off you're calling me ridiculous!... Look... I don't know whether to cry, scream at you, or hit you... Do you know what you need?  A good lesson!  That's what you deserve!! (As if crying out to heaven.)  Pedicurist!... A Stern... a pedicurist!  Why?... What did I do wrong?

MANUEL:  Not again, Mama, it's not any reason for you to get so melodramatic either.

FANNY:  You leave me alone!... (She keeps crying out to heaven.)  Why this punishment?... And what can I do with him?... (To MANUEL.)  Now I know!... Yesterday I can barely make it to the movies because of my feet!  Sure, I got ten corns from my tomb, one on each toe!... And today I want to go to the movies again... so...

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY:  Don't pretend you don't understand... Please do me the favor!  (She goes toward the chair, sits down, takes off her stockings and puts up her feet.  MANUEL looks on, at first surprised and then happy.  He gets an instrument and begins to work on FANNY's feet.)


(A blackout.)


SCENE 13

(Seated in a chair, looking real haggard, MANUEL is reading a book with a glass of whiskey in his other hand.  The doorbell rings.)

MANUEL  (without getting up):  Who is it?

ARNIE:  It's us, Julio and me.


(MANUEL puts down his book, gets up and goes, with some difficulty, to open the door.  ARNIE and JULIO come in, very well dressed.  JULIO is limping.)

ARNIE  (surprised at how MANUEL is dressed):  What are you doing?

JULIO:  Just look at you!

MANUEL:  I'm okay... I was waiting for you.

ARNIE:  We have to go and play!  You look like hell!

MANUEL:  I'll get ready in a minute... I'm coming.  (He goes to the bathroom.)

ARNIE:  Get moving!... (He looks at his watch.)  We've got to do the sound check in a half hour... Put your head under the cold water faucet!


(JULIO sees the book, picks it up and shows it to ARNIE.)

JULIO:  Look!  What did I tell you?... (ARNIE nods, worried.)  Do you realize?  When I used to talk about seances or anything like that, he would say that it was all fake and he treated me like I was an idiot... And now he's reading Life After Death.

ARNIE:  Shh!  Don't talk now... After the wedding we'll get him to a doctor.

JULIO:  Do you know what worries me the most of all the things you've told me... (ARNIE makes gestures to him so he can talk very quietly.)  That they sleep together... That's terrible!  Because if he thinks she's alive... I understand, but to do that!...

ARNIE:  And he wanted you to get undressed?  Wasn't that it?  Come on, that's terrible!... Well, be careful, not a peep out of you to anyone, okay?

JULIO:  Don't worry, mum's the word... (They look at each other, realizing the slip of the tongue.)  Arnie... (They look all around.)

ARNIE:  What?

JULIO:  And if she really came back?

ARNIE:  Are you crazy?... Cut it out.  Here he comes.  I'm asking you for one thing.  Don't start with your crazy ideas!  Do you hear me?


(JULIO nods.  MANUEL comes in.)

MANUEL:  Now I'm okay.

ARNIE:  Get your jacket on and let's go!... (MANUEL, confused, doesn't know what to do.)

JULIO  (taking the jacket from a chair and putting it on him.):  I'll help you... You're nervous because of the wedding, right Manny?

MANUEL:  More or less... Do you want some whiskey?

ARNIE:  No, we don't have time.

JULIO  (buttoning his shirt and straightening it a little):  How are the preparations going?

MANUEL:  Good, nothing left but the suit.

JULIO:  But you're getting married tomorrow, you crazy... (He corrects himself.) old buddy!  Get yourself to a tailor, quick!... (He goes to the chair to look for a tie.)

MANUEL:  Yes... (To ARNIE.)  Will you get me some whiskey?

ARNIE:  You're cut off.  You've already had a few too many!... (Softly, so JULIO won't hear.)  Are you okay?

MANUEL:  Yes, yes...


(MANUEL makes a sign to ARNIE that he shouldn't speak.  JULIO sees the gesture and thinks about it.  He goes over to him, begins to put on his tie and says to him, in confidence.)

JULIO:  I know everything... Don't worry... it could happen to any of us... I think it was your turn this time... You're not the only case... (MANUEL looks at him, surprised.)  Do you know what happened to a medium in Burma?...

ARNIE  (very emphatically):  Julio!!

JULIO  (to ARNIE):  Yes, I'm sorry... but let me tell him just two things... (He finishes putting on his tie.  He looks at the room, at MANUEL.)  Do you have a three-legged table?

ARNIE  (to JULIO):  I told you not to start with your crazy stuff!

JULIO:  Leave me alone for a minute!  (To MANUEL.)  Do you have one, or not?

MANUEL:  ...No...


(ARNIE covers his face.)

JULIO:  Well... And one other thing: When you go to bed... Do you think a lot about your mother?

MANUEL:  ...Yes...

JULIO:  And what do you think?  Tell me the truth!

MANUEL:  ...Why don't you leave me alone?  That's what I think.

ARNIE:  It's getting late.

JULIO  (he motions to ARNIE to wait):  And.. Try to remember now... The pillow you use.  Did you always use it, just you alone?

MANUEL  (he hesitates):  No... it used to be hers.

ARNIE:  Really?

JULIO  (to ARNIE):  Didn't I tell you?  It's much easier than I thought!... (To MANUEL.)  She stayed connected!

ARNIE:  What are you saying?

MANUEL:  What do you mean she stayed connected?

JULIO:  Sure.  She stayed connected!  And so everything you think, she, on the other side, receives it!

ARNIE  (to JULIO):  Are you totally crazy?

JULIO  (to ARNIE):  Okay!  He says his mother returned from the grave and I'm the one who's crazy?... (To MANUEL, certain.)  Do you know why she came?

MANUEL  (uncertain):  ...To meet Dolly...

JULIO:  What do you mean to meet Dolly?  She came to throw that pillow of yours in the trash so you'll leave her in peace!... (To ARNIE.)  Just imagine the poor lady, every night, ready to rest like any other spirit, and this dipshit begins to get on her nerves, (Touching his head.) right against her, on her own pillow?... (To MANUEL.)  Stupid shit!  Change your pillow and the curse is over!  A dead dog doesn't carry rabies!  Do you get it?

ARNIE  (to MANUEL):  But... I can't believe it!... You're an animal!  How can you be using your dead mother's pillow?

JULIO  (worried all of a sudden.  To ARNIE):  Stop it!... (To MANUEL, in a softer tone.)  Your mother... She probably isn't here with you... Right?  (MANUEL, after hesitating, decides to play with his friends and nods.)  Yes... What?... (MANUEL nods again and, pretending, points to his side.)  Really?  You're not screwing around, huh?... (MANUEL nods again.  JULIO looks desperately and inquisitively at ARNIE.)

ARNIE:  But what game are you guys playing?  Who's the craziest?

JULIO  (to ARNIE):  Cut it out, jerk, it looks like he's serious!... My God!  (To MANUEL.)  And now?... (MANUEL motions as if he doesn't know what to do.  JULIO, finally, decides to confront the situation and faces toward the place pointed out by MANUEL.)  She's here?  (He nods.  He pulls himself together.)  Hmmm... Your mother... (To MANUEL.)  You could introduce her, right?

ARNIE:  It can't be!

MANUEL:  You're right... Mother: Fanny...Julio and... well, you already know Arnie.  (ARNIE and JULIO extend their hands toward the ``place.'')

JULIO:  Pleased to meet you, ma'am.

ARNIE:  How are you... Miss Fanny?

MANUEL  (to ARNIE):  She says that, all in all, fine... She says that you're looking pretty old.

ARNIE  (not believing that FANNY has returned, but not knowing how to get out of the situation):  Well, at least I'm looking like something, right?

JULIO  (slowly, to ARNIE):  Please have respect for a... (He contains himself.  To the ``place.'') Please, sit down, ma'am.  (He reaches for a chair. With gestures, with MANUEL, they ready the ``place.'')

MANUEL:  There... She says thank you very much.

JULIO:  It's nothing, ma'am... (A short pause.)  Miss Fanny... I want to tell you that I'm very happy to be able to meet you, even if it is now... Manuel talks about you so much that I was always sorry not to have met you, but... Well, life always gives us a second chance, right?

MANUEL:  She says you're a very sweet guy.

JULIO  (to the ``place,'' embarrassed):  Thank you, ma'am... It's the first time I've been told that... (He sits down near the ``place.'')  My mother died when I was very young, you know?

ARNIE:  You missed meeting a character straight out of a novel.

MANUEL:  She's asking where she's buried.

JULIO:  In Chacarita.

MANUEL:  She says that you should give her the name and the location.  Sometimes they give parties for anniversaries and they invite friends from other cemeteries... At one of those occasions she'll find her...

JULIO:  That would be fantastic!  Teresa Natale de Pizzurno, Pavilion 17, Corridor 8, Third level, Tomb # 17,358!... If you get to see her, tell her that her son Julio... is thinking of her... (Very emotional.) eternally...

ARNIE:  Why do I have to be listening to this?... (Fed up, he goes toward the chair and sits in it.  To both of them, provoking.)  And now?

MANUEL:  What are you doing?... (He pulls him up, forcefully.)  You're going to crush her!

JULIO:  At least ask her pardon, okay?  (ARNIE hesitates, surprised.)  When you find yourself confronted with another reality, accept it!

MANUEL  (going up to the chair):  Do you feel okay, Mama?

JULIO  (indignant): Ask her to forgive you!

ARNIE  (stammering):  Ex... cuse me, ma'am...

MANUEL:  She says not to worry, that she knows you didn't mean to.

JULIO:  You're very kind.

MANUEL:  Look at what happened to her!... (ARNIE and JULIO look.  Then they look at each other.)  Help me carry her to the bed.

JULIO:  Yes, sure...

MANUEL:  I'll get it ready for her... Can you two bring her?

JULIO:  Go ahead, don't worry.


(MANUEL leaves.  JULIO and ARNIE look at each other, not knowing what to do, until JULIO gets up his courage.)  Please, ma'am, give me your arm... (He pretends she's taking him by the arm.  Leaving a space between them, ARNIE positions himself on the other side.  They begin to walk very slowly.)

JULIO:  Real slow, huh?... So she doesn't fall... Careful... This way...

MANUEL  (appearing):  Let's go , Mama... Give me your hand... (He pretends that he's taking her hand and continues to lead her, while ARNIE and JULIO follow behind her as if they were holding her up.)

JULIO  (to ARNIE, confused):  Hey, Arnie... How many arms does this old lady have?  (He can't keep the game going and he covers his mouth to hide his smile.)

ARNIE  (catching on):  ...Son of a bitch... He was shittin' us... (To JULIO.)  What'd I tell you?

JULIO:  Screw all this about the dead old lady!... That's a mortal sin!


(FANNY comes in.)

FANNY:  What's  going on?

MANUEL:  Mama!

ARNIE:  Cut it out, Bozo, you fucked with our brains once already!  Just how far do you think you can go?

JULIO:  I'm never going to believe you about anything, ever again!

MANUEL  (pointing to FANNY):  She's really here now!

ARNIE:  Don't keep it up.  Give us a break!

FANNY:  What's going on here?  What are Arnie and your patient doing screaming like madmen?

MANUEL:  They came to pick me up to take me to the concert.

ARNIE:  I told you to cut it out!

JULIO:  Look, I don't know whether to hit you or to feel sorry for you.

FANNY:  And that's the kind of manners you have?... (Pointing to JULIO.)  Why did he say to you that something was a mortal sin?

MANUEL:  Because... I went a little too far.

ARNIE  (taking him by the arm and leading him toward the door):  So what if you went a little too far?... Look, I'll forgive you because we have the performance, instead of beating the crap out of you!

JULIO  (distressed):  Do you know how I feel?  Like you've made a real fool out of me!

MANUEL  (to JULIO):  I swear to you she just got here!  She'd gone to the movies!

FANNY  (happy):  I saw Ginger and Fred, with Guilletta Massina and Mastroianni!  They're not Ginger Rogers and Fred Astaire but they're wonderful just the same!

MANUEL:  Did you hear what she said?

JULIO:  Don't make fun any more!  Have some respect for my beliefs!

ARNIE  (to JULIO):  Do you get it, now?

MANUEL:  She says that she went to see Ginger and Fred and that Guilletta Massina and Mastroianni are not Ginger Rogers and Fred Astaire, but they're wonderful just the same!

JULIO  (he hesitates):  Swear to me on Dolly and Freddie.

MANUEL:  I swear to you.

ARNIE  (yelling):  Come on, give me a break you pair of queers!... (He grabs MANUEL's violin and pushes them toward the door.)

FANNY:  They're crazy!!... To see something like this, I should have stayed at the movies!


(Blackout.)


SCENE 14

(ARNIE's ``Dinner Theatre.''  A small stage.   It's nighttime.  ARNIE, DOLLY, and JULIO are impatiently waiting for MANUEL while they tune and practice some parts.  MANUEL arrives quickly, barely gets settled and comes up to the platform.  ARNIE stands up and addresses the public.)

ARNIE:  Ladies and gentlemen, a very good evening to you all.  Tonight you'll have, we hope, the pleasure of listening to, some of you once again, this group from Buenos Aires ``The Drunkards.''... (Pointing to them.)  On flute, our shining star, Dolly García; Julio Pizzurno, the soul of the bass; on violin... Manuel Stern, the Paganini of tango... and on accordion, yours truly, Arnie Groiso... Well, let's start by playing for you, the unforgettable waltz, ``From the Soul.''


(ARNIE taps his foot indicating the beginning, and they start to play.  Together with ARNIE and DOLLY, MANUEL, pretty nervous, waits for his turn.  Suddenly, FANNY appears and situates herself next to MANUEL.)

FANNY:  So this is the group that plays Beethoven?... How long are you going to keep lying to me?... First a pedicurist and now tango!  How could this happen?  You aren't anything that you were going to be!!... (MANUEL remains impassive, without looking at her.)  Manuel, I'm talking to you!... Why do you have to make me complain so much?... (MANUEL continues, without answering.)  Answer me!  What's the reason?

MANUEL  (looking straight ahead at the audience, trying to be inconspicuous):  Leave me alone now, Mama!  I have to start playing now!  Leave!

FANNY:  And besides lying, on top of that you're throwing me out!... What's going on?  Does it make you happy doing things I don't like?... What happened to Schubert, Weiniavsky, those beautiful things that you used to play?... (MANUEL doesn't answer.)  Answer me!  What future do you have with the tango?... (MANUEL continues without answering and FANNY continues raising her voice.)  Do you think you're going to get to play with the New York Symphony playing that trash?... Tell me!  Did anyone see Menuhin or Heifetz play a tango?  They would have cut their hands off first!  And you...!  (Screaming.)  Why tango?!!

MANUEL:  Because I like it.

FANNY:  So you like the tango.  Who do you think you are, Juan Moreira?

MANUEL:  What does Juan Moreira have to do with tango, Mama?

FANNY:  Oh, no? And what does he have to do with?

MANUEL:  Leave me alone, Mama!  I have to start to play!

FANNY:  Oh!  You don't want to answer me, huh?

MANUEL:  Please.

FANNY:  Now you'll see.

MANUEL  (terrified):  Mama, no!


(When the time for his entrance comes, from a signal from ARNIE, MANUEL manages to squeak out a note, but  SERGEANT CHIRINO abruptly enters from the back of the stage with his bayonet in his hand and, running, goes up to MANUEL and stabs him.  MANUEL falls backwards because of the terrible pain in his back.)

CHIRINO:
Don't play Moreira on me,



if you want to live for eternity,



Just as the staff controls the sheep,



we have commandments we must keep



To force a gaucho to obey,



Quit jousting with your mother, pray



for she deserves her restful sleep!


(He leaves running.  MANUEL turns around and sees him leave.)

FANNY:  Well said!  (She disappears behind him.)


(The other three look at him terrified.  DOLLY runs toward him to help.)

MANUEL  (mumbling):  Is that possible, the son of a bitch...!

JULIO  (getting closer)  Your mother?... (MANUEL nods.  JULIO begins to look for his mother.)

ARNIE  (to the supposed audience):  Excuse us, please,

JULIO  (looking everywhere, searching):  Not now, ma'am!  We're in the middle of a performance!!

DOLLY:  Again with the stabbing pain?

MANUEL  (suffering from the pain):  On top of that, she's now coming around with that son of a bitch.

JULIO  (looking for FANNY):  Ma'am..!!!  Ma'am!!

ARNIE:  Stop, Julio.  The audience is here!

DOLLY:  What son of a bitch, Honey?

JULIO  (to DOLLY):  What did he say?

DOLLY  (confused):  I don't know, but now.. the pain is coming with a son of a bitch.

ARNIE:  Keep it down, guys, people are going to think we're crazy!

JULIO  (to MANUEL):  What son of a bitch, Manny?

MANUEL:  A gaucho... who speaks in poetry.

JULIO:  What?!!

ARNIE  (to the audience):  A few seconds please, and we'll start again... (He turns toward JULIO.)  What's going on?

JULIO:  Now he says the pain comes from a gaucho son of a bitch who speaks in poetry!

ARNIE:  No. that can't be... (To MANUEL.)  First you want us to swallow the line that your dead mother came back!  And now this gaucho son of a bitch talking poetry!... Up yours buddy!  Who the hell do you think you are?  Do you think we're retarded?

DOLLY:  No, Arnie, he must be having hallucinations because of the stress.

ARNIE:  What stress are you talking about?  He's just putting us on, big time!

JULIO  (to ARNIE):  You're right about one thing... and it's the hallucinations.

ARNIE  (shouting):  Hallucinations, my ass!... (He turns toward the audience.)  Ladies and gentlemen... Oh, hell, enough of this crap! (He makes a gesture and leaves.)


(A blackout.)


SCENE 15

(MANUEL's house.  FANNY is dressed for a party. MANUEL, impatient and nervous, is wearing a shirt and tie.  The table is set.  FANNY arranges the plates, the glasses and the tablecloth.)

MANUEL:  It's okay now, Mamelle... Go to the kitchen.

FANNY:  Okay!  What happens if she gets here and I'm there?  You've got plenty of years to be alone!

MANUEL:  Mama, please, I'll be real nervous if you don't... (The doorbell rings.  MANUEL, very nervous, takes FANNY by an arm and leads her to the kitchen.)  Didn't I tell you?...

FANNY:  I can't even find peace in my own home... (MANUEL leaves her in the kitchen and keeps looking at her.)  What's the matter?  Aren't you going to answer?... (The doorbell rings again.)  Go and answer it already!... (She pushes him toward the door.)

MANUEL:  Okay, I'm opening it now... But you stay there, huh?... I'm coming!  (He goes toward the door, opens it and becomes paralyzed.  It's DOLLY, dressed all in black, with a very short skirt, high heels, a provocative hairdo and a low neckline where her breasts and a cross stand out.)

DOLLY:  Hi, how do I look?... (MANUEL, desperate, tries to close the door on her.  DOLLY, in spite of this, comes in.)  What are you doing, Manny?

MANUEL:  ...How could you come here like this?...

DOLLY:  Didn't you tell me...?

MANUEL:  No... no... just the opposite...

DOLLY  (turning around):  ...In black...

MANUEL:  I told you... black formal...

DOLLY  (hugging him):  And I came in sexy black.  Don't you like it?...(She kisses him tenderly and passionately.  MANUEL takes advantage of the hug and kiss to turn the cross around and put it inside her dress down her back.)  What are you doing?

MANUEL:  ...It looks better on you like that...

DOLLY:  Really?

MANUEL:  ...It goes better with the dress...

DOLLY:  Do you think so?... (MANUEL nods.)  Well... (Giving him a small package.)  I bought this.

MANUEL:  What is it?

DOLLY:  You won't laugh?

MANUEL:  No, why?

DOLLY:  I made some potato sandwiches that you told me your mother used to make for you.

MANUEL  (happy):  Knishes?

DOLLY:  Yes... They're knishes, right?

MANUEL:  Let's see... (He goes toward the kitchen to open the package.)

DOLLY:  How exciting!

MANUEL  (He opens it and yells, heading toward the kitchen, so FANNY will hear.)  Wonderful, you brought knishes!!

DOLLY:  Do you see?... Now give me another one like the one you just gave me.  (She grabs his head and kisses him again.)

FANNY  (from the kitchen):  Ask her if she put the fried onion in chicken fat!

MANUEL  (between the kisses):  Did you put fried onions in them?

DOLLY:  Mmmmm yes...

FANNY:  In chicken fat?

MANUEL:  In chicken fat?

DOLLY:  Don't ask so many questions... I put a lot of love in them.

FANNY:  Forget the love!  I want to know how she made them!

MANUEL:  Wait a minute.  I left something in the kitchen.  (MANUEL goes toward the kitchen.  DOLLY keeps looking at the table.  MANUEL returns.)

DOLLY:  This table looks fantastic!  Did someone come to help you?

MANUEL:  ...No...

FANNY:  Well, at least I'm not the only one you lie to.

DOLLY  (excited):  And you did it for me?

MANUEL  (seductive):  And who else?

DOLLY  (hugging him):  I love you so much...

FANNY  (she peeks out and is surprised by DOLLY's dress):  What's that?  What kind of professional is this girl?

DOLLY:  Let's drink a toast, my love... (She pours from the bottle of wine that's on the table.  She gives a glass to MANUEL and raises hers.)

FANNY:  So all the girls dress like that now?

MANUEL  (to FANNY, but directing it to DOLLY):  ...Yes...

FANNY:  Do you want my opinion?  I was lucky to die!

DOLLY:  To us!

MANUEL:  To us!


(They cross their arms and drink.)

FANNY  (excited):  Mazel Tov, my children!  Now I'd like to be alive!

MANUEL:  Mazel Tov.

DOLLY:  What, Darling?

MANUEL:  Mazel Tov.  (Slowly.)  It means congratulations.

DOLLY:  In Russian or Yiddish?


(FANNY looks at her, warily.)

MANUEL:  I'm going to taste a knish.  (He looks at FANNY smugly and tries it.)

DOLLY:  Well?

MANUEL  (not very convinced):  ...Delicious...

FANNY  (approaching):  Let's see.  Give me one.


(MANUEL, surprised, grabs another and doesn't know what to do.)

DOLLY:  I guess you liked them.

MANUEL:  ...Sure...

FANNY:  Give me one.  I want to try them!  (MANUEL, confused, hands her the knish.  FANNY takes it, tastes it and spits it out, throwing the rest to the floor.) 

FANNY:  What did she put in it?

DOLLY:  Why are you throwing it away?

MANUEL:  ...It fell out of my hand...

FANNY  (wiping her mouth):  Ask her what she put in it!

MANUEL:  What did you put in them?

DOLLY:  A pinch of paprika... I thought it would give it a great taste...

MANUEL  (trying not to hurt her):  It would be better without... (He bends down to pick up the one that fell.)

FANNY:  Paprika?... Knishes with paprika?  Whoever heard of that?  She made Galiziner knishes!

DOLLY:  My mom tried one and said to me, ``These little things need paprika.''

FANNY:  What does she mean little things?... Where's her mother from?

MANUEL  (trying, more desperately every time, not to listen to FANNY and to treat DOLLY well):  It's fine.  It's not important.

FANNY  (becoming impatient):  I didn't ask if it was important or not!  Where are her parents from?  I want to know!

MANUEL:  ...Sure, your parents... Where were they from?... (Before DOLLY can answer.)  That's right!  How could I forget they're from Odessa?

FANNY:  Odessa?  A stone's throw from Kishenev, my town!  Oh what celebrations we used to have there!  And do you know what we used to do?  We used to start to dance in the plaza with everyone who would come by!  Now, those were parties!... (A Russian dance is heard.)  Come on!!... (She takes MANUEL's arm, then she goes toward DOLLY, takes her by the shoulder and begins to dance.  DOLLY, confused, looks at MANUEL who tries to follow FANNY.)

DOLLY:  What are you doing?

MANUEL:  I'm dancing... I felt like it.

DOLLY:  Without music?

MANUEL:  ...It's freer that way, right?

DOLLY:  But... What dance is this?

FANNY  (dancing):  From your parents' country, girl!

MANUEL:  Dance!  Dance!  Let's enjoy this moment!


(DOLLY becomes convinced and begins to follow MANUEL's steps.  The three of them dance enthusiastically until the end.)

FANNY  (happy):  What a coincidence!  Fellow countrymen!

MANUEL  (to FANNY):  Sure!  Why just the other day her father was telling me stories about the village.

DOLLY:  What village, Manny?

MANUEL  (motioning to DOLLY to be quiet):  The one in Russia!  Let's eat.

DOLLY  (surprised):  What's going on, honey?  What kind of game is this?

MANUEL:  Why?

DOLLY:  I don't know... You're saying and doing all sorts of things.. What's this about some village in Russia?


(FANNY looks on, worried.)

MANUEL:  Sit down.  I'll bring you the food!  (He grabs FANNY by the arm and leads her to the kitchen with him.)


(DOLLY is left, confused.  A loud noise is heard from the kitchen.  DOLLY goes toward it, but MANUEL comes out to meet her.)

DOLLY:  What happened?

MANUEL:  Nothing, nothing... Something fell... Wait just one more minute and I'll bring everything.

DOLLY:  First... Can we talk a little bit?

MANUEL:  ...Yes, sure... What's the matter?

DOLLY:  Manny... What's wrong with you?... You seem real strange.

MANUEL:  ...Nothing...

DOLLY:  Tell me. honey... Are you real nervous?

MANUEL:  That might be it, but... It's probably because...

DOLLY  (interrupting him):  Look, Manny... What I want most in the whole world is to be married to you, but... Are you sure it's what you want?

MANUEL:  Yes.  How could you think it isn't?

DOLLY:  Because you're free to do what you want... One of these days... Maybe you'd like us to put it off for a little while...

MANUEL:  I love you so much, Honey...

DOLLY:  I know... but, I don't know... Do you want me to tell you?... It seems to me that you're hiding something... (FANNY appears from the kitchen and looks on, smiling.)

MANUEL  (very nervous):  No... What would I be hiding?

DOLLY  (becoming anxious):  ...There's not another woman, is there?

MANUEL  (confused):  ...How could you even think that?

DOLLY:  I know that you wouldn't do that to me, but... I've got a strange feeling... and it's better if I tell you.

MANUEL:  Put it out of your mind!

DOLLY:  Manny... You won't get angry if I ask you for a favor?

MANUEL:  Why should I get angry?  Ask whatever you want!

DOLLY:  Swear to me there's no other woman in your life!

MANUEL  (hugging her):  I swear to you!  You're the only woman... (Slowly turning his head.) alive... (Strongly again and toward DOLLY.) in my life!

DOLLY:  Because if not... I'd die of a broken heart.  But I wouldn't bother you any more... (She searches for her cross, turns her necklace around and shows it to MANUEL.)  I swear to you!  (She kisses the cross.  MANUEL is paralyzed.)

FANNY  (horrified):  Catholic?

DOLLY:  I don't want there to be any doubts when I get married, Manny... For me or for my son.

FANNY:  Catholic and with a son?


(MANUEL, astounded, doesn't focus on anything and looks, lost, back and forth at DOLLY and FANNY.)

DOLLY  (teary eyed):  For me the most important thing is you, not the marriage ceremony... I never had one and I can live without it.

FANNY:  ...And single...

MANUEL:  Please stop, Dolly!

FANNY:  Get that woman out of here!

MANUEL:  ...But...

DOLLY:  What I want most of all is to live with you, but... (She gets anxious waiting for a definitive answer that doesn't come.  She wipes her tears away.)

FANNY:  Get out of here!  And tell her never to set foot in this house again!

MANUEL:  Shut up once and for all!  This is my house!

DOLLY  (surprised)  ...What?...

FANNY:  Oh, so it's your home?  It was always mine and it's going to stay that way!  Do you hear?  I'll destroy everything in here before she gets to live in this house!... (She takes some plates that were near MANUEL's hand and throws them to the floor.)  Well?  Do you see that it's my house?


(DOLLY sees the things fall without being able to understand any of what is happening.)

MANUEL:  Cut it out!  Get out of here!  Why did you come?  To drive me crazy?


(DOLLY, confused and frightened, grabs her purse and begins to leave.) Dolly!!

FANNY:  Leave her alone!  Let her go!

MANUEL:  Dolly, wait!  Let me explain to you!  (He grabs her arm.)

DOLLY  (refusing.  She can hardly speak.)  Leave me alone... (She breaks away and leaves running.  MANUEL watches her leave, very worried.)


SCENE 16
FANNY:  Traitor!  That's what you are!  A traitor!... (She turns toward the walls pointing to places.)  Now I see!  A cross here!  Another here!  A virgin here!  A saint here!... (She reacts furiously.)  We survived thousands of years thanks to our traditions!  Who are you to reject all that?

MANUEL:  I'm not rejecting anything!!  I am what I am!!... But besides that, I want to do what (He touches his chest) I feel here!  Do you understand?... But... Why was I put on this earth?  To do only what you want?  If that's the case I shouldn't have been born!

FANNY:  What do you mean shouldn't have been born?

MANUEL:  Sure!  I must be here for some reason!  Or, maybe not?  Some trace of me has to remain.

FANNY  (making fun):  The great man!!  He has to leave his mark!!... (Forcefully.)  Who do you think you are?... Idiot!  The traces stay in the cemetery!  Not here!

MANUEL:  You're saying that because you're dead!!  That's why... But I'm alive and I want to leave something here!

FANNY:  Here?  What mark are you going to leave here?

MANUEL:  Do you want to know which ones?... I'll tell you one!... Playing ``The One Who Never Had a Love'' on the violin, in front of just one person who is touched by listening to me... Do you want another one?... (Without letting her answer.)  Lessening the pain of a poor old man who couldn't even walk... and having him get on his feet... like a violin.  That's why!... And do you want another one?... Going to play ball in a plaza with Dolly's son... (Becoming very emotional.)  And, one of these days, some day... with one of Dolly's and mine... Did you hear?  Those are the marks I want to leave!

FANNY  (holding back her emotions):  Is it possible that I have to listen to this?  You're not going to upset me!  Do you hear?... But... Why did you make me come?  To see?... Tell me... What do you want from me, to tear me apart with pain?

MANUEL:  What are you saying?

FANNY:  What I said.  Why did you make me come?  To torment me until you got rid of me?

MANUEL:  I didn't make you come here!  And I don't want to have anything to do with that!

FANNY:  Oh, no?  And why did you choose a woman like that?  Or, aren't there any of our kind left?

MANUEL  (firm):  Yes, there are some left!  But I fell in love with this one!!  Stop it once and for all!!


(Faced with MANUEL's unmoving attitude, FANNY first stares at him and then, clutching her chest and breathing with difficulty, she begins to complain.)

FANNY:  Oh... oh!  I can't breathe!  (She breathes with more and more difficulty.)

MANUEL  (worried, he attends to her quickly.  He puts her down on the floor and places a pillow under her head.) ...Calm down, Mama... Be quiet.

FANNY  (she continues to have trouble breathing):  Oh... oh!

MANUEL:  Please hang on!... I'm going to call a doctor... (He gets up to do it, goes toward the door and opens it to leave.)

FANNY:  ...Oh... I'm dying!


(MANUEL, when he hears this, stops in his tracks.  Then he turns toward FANNY, who looks at him, expectantly.)

MANUEL:  Again?... (FANNY doesn't answer.)  Tell me...  How many times are you going to die?

FANNY:  With children like you... You can die a thousand deaths.


(A pause.)

MANUEL:  Mama... Please, go away.

FANNY:  Where do you want me to go?

MANUEL:  To your tomb!  Go back to your grave.  Don't you realize you're making me sick?

FANNY:  How am I making you sick?

MANUEL:  You made me lose the only woman I love in this world!

FANNY:  Son... Everything I do is for your own good!

MANUEL:  You're working for my benefit?

FANNY:  What kind of question is that?  Of course!

MANUEL:  Then get out of here!  (He grabs the pillow off the floor and offers it to her.)  Here, take it with you... and leave.

FANNY  (surprised):  What are you giving me?

MANUEL:  You know what I'm talking about!

FANNY:  What do I know?  What do I want this pillow for?

MANUEL:  Do you want to rest in peace?  Take it with you and don't bother me any more!!

FANNY:  What is this, a joke?  If you want to know what I think, it's not a good time for a joke... (MANUEL, disconcerted, puts his hands over his mouth.)  What's the matter with you, Son?

MANUEL  (trying to be loving):  Mama, I'm asking you for a favor.  Leave.

FANNY:  But why?  Give me one good reason why I should leave!

MANUEL  (yelling):  Because this world belongs to the living, not the dead!

FANNY:  Where did you hear that nonsense?

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY:  Where is it written that this world belongs to the living?... (MANUEL doesn't answer.)  Do you know what that's called?  Talking for the sake of talking!


SCENE 17


(The dead neighbors from FANNY's tomb begin to come in.  MANUEL and FANNY, with their mouths hanging open, watch them come in while they get closer and encircle them.)

FANNY:  What's going on?  What are you doing here?... (Suddenly, they take out whistles, noise makers, and throw confetti and streamers.)  What day is today?  (They begin to sing ``Happy Birthday'' to her while they place a cake with a candle and the number 10 on the table.)

MANUEL:  The anniversary of...?

FANNY:  Sure!  Ten years!

MANUEL  (afraid):  Mama... Who are they?

FANNY:  Don't worry... They're all friends... Neighbors from the tomb.

MANUEL:  How come I can see them, too?

FANNY:  And why not?

JEREMIAH:  A toast!


(They open old liquor bottles and elixirs that they were carrying under their arms and they begin to drink out of old glasses which they also brought.  MANUEL takes a drink from the table and, with apprehension, lets himself be served.)

SOLOMON  (getting closer to FANNY, seductively, in the middle of a toast):  Cheers, Fannushka!  Happy anniversary!


(MANUEL sees them and keeps looking at them.  FANNY sees MANUEL's look and, smiling, nods.  She takes SOLOMON by the arm and leads him in to MANUEL.)

FANNY:  Son, I'd like you to meet Solomon.

SOLOMON  (holding out his hand to him):  Glad to meet you.

MANUEL  (he hesitates, nods and takes his hand):  ...Manuel.

SOLOMON:  Good, I know you.

MANUEL  (nervous):  From where?

SOLOMON:  From your visits... Besides, your mother lives... (He corrects himself.) It's a manner of speaking... She lives to talk about you.

FANNY  (embarrassed):  Like everyone.

SOLOMON:  No, not like everyone... (to MANUEL.)  I'll tell you that I've met mothers... Alive and dead, all kinds... and I never heard anyone speak that way about a son.

FANNY:  Don't exaggerate, Solomon.

PEARL  (getting closer):  So?  How are you?  How are things going?

FANNY  (looking at MANUEL):  Okay, more or less...

PEARL:  What do you mean more or less?  Come on!  What's this?  There's nothing worse than a mother and son mad at each other!... Even though both of them may be complete failures... (She takes MANUEL's arm and pushes him toward FANNY.  MANUEL holds back a bit.)  Come on!  Give your mother a kiss!

SOLOMON:  That's it!  Make peace!  (MANUEL watches without deciding.)

JEREMIAH  (he also comes closer and speaks into space, like a litany):  Forsake the mourning that is troubling you and give yourself over to her infinite love.


(They look at him, tolerating him with respect.)

SOLOMON  (to MANUEL):  Come on... Although she protects you too much.

JEREMIAH:  Because she's your mother and the mother country you didn't have.


(They look at him again.)

PEARL  (To MANUEL):  Think of all she suffered because of you!

JEREMIAH  (speaking as before):  Remember her days of misery and a wandering life without when no one came to her aid.

SOLOMON  (to the old man, impatient now):  Okay, Jerry, that's enough!  Okay?... Today is not a day of lamentation!  (The old man nods, resigned.)

PEARL  (getting closer to MANUEL):  Come on, Manuel... She's nothing but a poor old dead lady.

FANNY  (who heard):  And who do you think you are, Sleeping Beauty?


(SOLOMON intercedes so they won't continue, pulling FANNY toward MANUEL.)

PEARL  (to FANNY):  Give your son a kiss... He may be a pest, but he's your son.

FANNY  (coming undone):  Yours may be a pest!

SOLOMON:  Well!  Who's ever seen an anniversary without a dance?


(Faced with MANUEL's stupor, SOLOMON raises his arms and begins to hum the waltz ``From the Soul.''  Everyone goes out into a circle and leaves FANNY and MANUEL in the circle, where they look at each other.  FANNY smiles.  MANUEL does, too.  They move closer to each other, hold each other, and begin to dance the waltz.  Meanwhile the others begin to exclaim until they begin to dance also, among themselves.  MANUEL is confused and moved.  After dancing a bit:)

PEARL:  Let's go back.  They're waiting for us to all have a party together!

FANNY  (happy):  Really?

SOLOMON:  Sure!  No one wants to miss an anniversary!


(All, while showing they are in agreement, begin to get their things together to leave.)

PEARL  (approaching MANUEL):  Let's go MANUEL, come with us... Do you want to know the truth?  You're going to die of boredom.


(MANUEL resists a little.)

SOLOMON:  Don't be embarrassed... We're all one big family.


(PEARL takes him by the arm and continues to lead him outside while FANNY and SOLOMON follow behind arm in arm.  JEREMIAH, in front of everyone, leading the singular procession, keeps talking while he carries a small open book which he gets from his pocket.)

JEREMIAH:  It's good for man to respect their dead and the dead of their dead... It's good for man to share, with those who have gone, their happiness as well as their suffering... It's good for man not to become lost in the dark confusion of doubt... And I choose you among the lost sheep, and I return you to your own land... they will care for you... 


(Now outside, MANUEL, upon listening to JEREMIAH, hesitates about where they are about to take him and stops.  The whole procession stops.)

PEARL:  What's wrong, Manuel?


(JEREMIAH turns around and looks at him.)

MANUEL:  ...No... I can't...

JEREMIAH:  God is good with his gentle sheep.

MANUEL:  ...No... It's just that... I have things to do... They're waiting for me.

PEARL:  Right now?


(MANUEL nods, breaks away, trying not to be too discourteous and, after looking at FANNY, returns to his house and sits down, disheartened, putting his head in his hands.  Everyone looks at each other in confusion.  A pause.)

SOLOMON  (to FANNY):  Let's go.

FANNY  (refusing):  You return... I want to stay.

SOLOMON:  What for, Fannushka?

FANNY:  Leave me alone!  I know what I'm doing.

SOLOMON:  Don't get upset.  What do you want to do?

FANNY:  Try one more time.

SOLOMON:  What?

FANNY: Get his life on track.

SOLOMON:  He already chose, my love.

FANNY:  What did he choose?  Everything bad!  That's called choosing?

SOLOMON:  He's in love... You can't do anything.

FANNY:  Oh no?  We'll see if I can't do anything!

SOLOMON:  What do you plan on doing?

FANNY:  You know what?... I'm going to the Registry Office and I'll tell them ``No'' and that's that!

SOLOMON:  You can't do that!  

FANNY:  Why not?

SOLOMON:  Because you're going to make him hate you for the rest of his life.

FANNY:  What do you mean for the rest of his life?  With time, everything is forgotten.

SOLOMON:  And if not?... Do you prefer to get what you want, making him unhappy?... and have him think badly of you his whole life?... Or worse!  Have him forget you!... I'm asking you for me, Fannushka!  If he manages to forget you... I... What will I do without you?

FANNY  (confused):  Well?... What do I have to do?

SOLOMON:  You already tried and it couldn't be that way... Now, let it go... it's his life.

FANNY:  His life?... What if everyone chooses like him?

SOLOMON:  Everyone doesn't choose like him.

FANNY:  But if everyone were to choose like him?... What would happen to us?

SOLOMON:  We... We have our whole deaths in front of us.

FANNY:  And you're happy with just that?


(A pause.)

SOLOMON:  You know what, my love?

FANNY:  What?

SOLOMON:  You have to die and let live!... (A pause.)  Come on... Let's enjoy what's ours.


(They look at each other for a long time, faced with the look of PEARL and JEREMIAH.)

FANNY:  I won't be very long.


(FANNY and SOLOMON kiss.  Then, SOLOMON, PEARL, and JEREMIAH leave.  FANNY goes up to MANUEL's house and, from the outside, she continues to look at him.  A pause.)


SCENE 18
FANNY  (sweetly):  Manuel... (MANUEL puts his hands over his ears.)  Manuel... I came back... to say goodbye... (MANUEL stands up, looks for her but doesn't find her.)  Don't look for me... I'm far away now...

MANUEL:  Well?

FANNY:  I'm going back... Are you going to come to visit me?... (MANUEL nods.)  I'll expect you... (A pause.)  Manuel.

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY  (in a critical tone which she can't hide):  What made you fall in love with that girl?

MANUEL:  First answer me why you fell in love with Solomon.

FANNY:  Manny, dear... Your father left us such a long time ago... and, well... you weren't there in death either... I felt alone... And I liked him.

MANUEL  (he nods)  I... I fell in love with Dolly the first time she saw me and blushed... Her eyes... Her mouth, her skin...

FANNY:  Son... I'm your mother.

MANUEL:  She's such a good person... The understanding and tenderness that she has... The way she loves me...

FANNY:  What?

MANUEL:  Just the way I am... She loves things in me that I thought were faults!... Do you know what happens to me when I'm with her?

FANNY:  What?

MANUEL:  I feel like a king...

FANNY  (very surprised):  You, a king?

MANUEL:  Yes, me.

FANNY:  She likes your faults and you feel like a king?... (MANUEL nods.)  Do you want me to tell you something?

MANUEL:  What?

FANNY:  You're not going to find another one like that!

MANUEL:  Without a doubt!

FANNY:  And how is she with her son?

MANUEL:  Fantastic!

FANNY:  Did she bring him up by herself?

MANUEL:  Yes.

FANNY:  Like I did with you... (Very emotional, almost between sobs.)  Oh, Son, I love you so much.

MANUEL  (he tries to get close to her.  He looks for her.):  Mama.  I want to hug you!... Can't you come back, even if just for that?

FANNY:  No, my love... It's okay like it is... Now put on your suit...

MANUEL:  Where is it?

FANNY:  On your bed.

MANUEL  (he gets closer and, becoming surprised, sees it): ...What for?...

FANNY:  What do you mean, what for?

MANUEL:  But she left.

FANNY:  She's going to come back.

MANUEL:  How do you know?

FANNY:  You're asking me?  I know.

MANUEL:  When?

FANNY:  Just put on your suit!


(MANUEL gets undressed and starts putting on his shirt.  Meanwhile, CHIRINO appears and goes toward him threateningly.  FANNY signals him.)

FANNY:  Shh!  Chirino... (CHIRINO stops and looks at her.)  Don't do this any more.

CHIRINO:  Why?

FANNY:  Nobody can stop this gaucho now.

CHIRINO:  What do you mean?  Let me try!  You'll see!  No one escapes from Sergeant Chirino!

FANNY:  This time you won't be able to.

CHIRINO:  Why not?

FANNY:  He wants to be a father.

CHIRINO:  What does that have to do with anything?  And what was Moreira?

FANNY   (emphatically):  I'm telling you not to keep this up.  Don't argue with me.  Leave!

CHIRINO:  Okay, don't get like that!  (He begins to leave until at one point he turns around decidedly and, directing himself toward an imaginary audience, he recites.  MANUEL listens to him, defensively.)



I'd like to have you comprehend



my thinking at this moment, friends,



And pardon, please, my intervention,



but understand my good intention.



I'd like to have you all perceive



the truth as I prepare to leave



If I leave this company,



it's not because I'm cowardly



Like that well-known gaucho wise



who returned before sunrise,



longing to see his sweetheart's face,



and found her in a rival's embrace.



No courage, nor humiliation



brought him to face the situation;



He took whatever he might need,



and, mounted on his tired steed



rode to a faraway location,



and perished without consolation.



No...



I won't go into seclusion...



And as I leave this drama here,



I'd like to clear up all confusion,



leaving my reasoning quite clear.



I'll tell you straight, so that you know:



I go because... I want to go!

FANNY  (tired of listening to him):  Get the hell out of here, will you?


(CHIRINO leaves.  MANUEL breathes a sigh of relief and nods his head approvingly at FANNY.)

FANNY:  Pull your pants up a little... (MANUEL does it.)  Button your middle button and pull down the lapels.  (MANUEL does this.)  Good, Son...

MANUEL:  You're not going to come back any more?

FANNY:  What for?

MANUEL:  Mama... Do you remember the candy shop where you used to take me to have chocolate and pastries, after going to the movies?

FANNY:  Which one?

MANUEL:  The one with the little tables that had red tablecloths... like the Independents' shirts.

FANNY:  Oh, yes!

MANUEL:  Do you remember that we used to sit at the table beside the window to watch the people go by... and we used to laugh, making up their life stories?

FANNY:  How could I not remember?

MANUEL:  Mama...

FANNY:  What?

MANUEL:  What if we meet there, some day, let's say, in a month?

FANNY:  Do you think so?

MANUEL:  That's it... Both of us alone... Let's say, the last Friday of each month... at six in the afternoon... Wouldn't that be fantastic?... (FANNY, very moved, can't answer.)  Say yes..

FANNY:  Yes, Son... Sure...


(At that moment DOLLY comes in.  MANUEL looks at her, showing off his suit.  They approach each other.  They look at each other.  Then, MANUEL, smiling, directs his look toward the place where FANNY is.)

FANNY:  What did I tell you... Mama knows...

DOLLY:  Is something going on?

MANUEL:  My mother... She knew...

DOLLY:  What?

MANUEL:  I'll tell you now.  (He takes her by the hand and heads outside with her.  Before leaving, he stops, he looks back and raises his hand and waves to FANNY, who also waves.)

DOLLY:  What are you doing, honey?

MANUEL  (in a soft voice, so FANNY won't hear)  Wave.

DOLLY:  To who?

MANUEL:  To... to my mother.

DOLLY:  To who?

MANUEL:  Wave!


(DOLLY, surprised and compliant, raises her hand.  MANUEL, also waving, looks at FANNY, who keeps waving.  With this image, there is music and a blackout.)       
                                                           END
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