

SOULMATES

translation by Charles Philip Thomas


ALMAS GEMELAS

by Eduardo Rovner


CAST

ANA


LUIS


OSWALD


MAGDA


©1994 & 2003 by Charles Philip Thomas


All rights reserved


Translator and Literary Agent

Charles Philip Thomas


1319 E. Custer Ave.


Oshkosh, Wisconsin 54901-4016


Phone (920) 426-1187 or (920) 424-4004


Fax 920-424-7289

Web site: Http://www.latinamericantheatre.com

E-mail: CTHOMAS1@new.rr.com (or) thomascp@uwosh.edu

(The scene is the living room of ANA and OSWALD's house.  Classic furniture, adornments and photos of their children show an ambience of concern and solitude in their marriage. A knitting machine.

LUIS, somewhat awkwardly, is fixing the machine while ANA watches attentively.  He has a tie on, which bothers him a little as he works and he adjusts it every once in a while.)

ANA:  Well, I've had it for quite a few years... And it's the first time that it's broken down.

LUIS:  You were lucky.  Anyway, this machine is one of the real good ones. They don't make them like this anymore.  I think it's fine now... (He tries it and it works.)

ANA:  What luck!  I have to finish a job by tomorrow and I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to do it.


LUIS:  It was nothing.

(He goes to put away a large knitting needle that he was working with and it falls to the floor.  He bends down to pick it up.)

LUIS:  I'm sorry.  I'm so clumsy!  (He straightens his tie.)

ANA:  No problem.  Are you nervous about something?

LUIS:  No, I'm not.  Do you want the truth?  That's how I am.

ANA:  How's that?

LUIS:  A little klutzy.

ANA:  What are you saying?  A repairman from the factory came out and he couldn't find out what was wrong with it.  Then you come along and in two seconds it's all fixed.

LUIS:  Those are two different things.

ANA:  What do you mean?

LUIS:  I'm a good mechanic... and a little clutzy.

ANA:  You're not a klutz.  Everyone drops things now and then...

(LUIS sees some sweaters that ANA is making.)

LUIS:  Are those the pullover sweaters you make?

ANA:  Yes.

LUIS:  They're real nice.  You use a Jersey stitch for the borders and a cable stitch for the rest with eight-stitch patterns for the sleeves.

ANA:  How do you know about knitting?

LUIS:  I like to knit.

ANA:  Do you do it for an extra job?

LUIS:  No I do it for kids.

ANA:  Your kids?

LUIS:  No.  I'm single.  I knit for the kids in a town... (ANA is surprised.)  My father was a tailor and my mother a seamstress... and well, it's in the blood... (He straightens his tie.  Pointing to the pullover sweaters.)  They're really done well.

ANA  (she nods her head):  It's a good combination.

LUIS:  It goes together the best... (He looks at one again.  He smiles.)  Do you know what I like most about your design?

ANA:  What?

LUIS:  That there's a space, on the front, for a screen print.

ANA:  I've never heard of pullovers with screen printing.

LUIS:  It's something I've always wanted to do.  I invented a machine to print photos on knits... (Pointing to the photos.)  You could put on the ones you like the best.

ANA: Really.  And sell them?

LUIS: No, because... it’s kind of a complicated story.

ANA: What happened?

LUIS: You’re going to laugh: A few years ago I used to always carry a big picture of my wife around in my briefcase, and I would proudly show it to everyone.  Just like you, I like photos a lot... One day I got the idea that she would love to walk around with a big picture of me, too.  Later on I thought a screen print on her clothes would be better.  Like on teeshirts, see?

ANA: Yes.

LUIS: Then I started to think about some way of printing on any article of clothing: pullovers, pants, dresses, and I even invented a special machine to do that.

ANA: And it works?

LUIS: Not yet.  When I had it almost all set up to go, my wife left me.  (He fixes his tie.)

ANA (she doesn’t know what to say): What a shame!... (Pointing to the machine) Is it going to quit on me again?

LUIS: Well... nothing’s ever a hundred percent sure, isn’t that true?

ANA: I meant, I don’t know, is it likely to quit on me again soon?

LUIS: I don’t think so... Here, take this needle... (He hands he the needle that he had dropped.)  If you notice it acting up again, or something else seems to be out of whack, you take your hand like this (He takes ANA’s hand, much to her surprise, and together with his, they bring the needle close to the end of the machine.) ...and you put the needle in here, until it starts to wobble. Most of the time, that gets it going again.

(They take the needle out, which remains in ANA’s hand.) 

ANA: But... this is one of your tools.

LUIS: Yes... But hang onto it.

ANA: Why?

LUIS: Because I like you.

ANA: Excuse me for saying this, won’t you?  But this is your work.  If you tell all your customers how to fix everything by themselves...

LUIS: Not to all my customers, no way.  I gave this to you.

ANA: Okay.  Either charge me for it, or tell me where I can buy one.

LUIS: Let me give it to you as a present.

ANA (after hesitating): Okay... (She’s going to place it on the table.)

LUIS: No.  Don’t put it there.  The point is really sharp and any contact can harm it.  It’s better to put it here... (He takes it, he’s going to put it down to one side of the machine and he drops it again.  He bends down to pick it up.)  Again!  It seems like it doesn’t want to stay here.  It’s giving me a hard time.

ANA: I hope my husband doesn’t use it to clean his fingernails.

LUIS: Are they that big?... Does he have a guitar player’s nails?  (ANA smiles.  LUIS starts to get ready to leave by putting his other tools in his carrying case.  He fixes his tie.)

ANA: Excuse me.  Why do you wear a tie?

LUIS: It seems stylish to me.  Doesn’t it to you?

ANA: Yes, but since you’re always fixing it so much, it seems like it bothers you.

LUIS:  No.  I like having a tight fit…  (He points to the sweaters.)  Wouldn’t you like to give


Me one as a sample, so I could show it to some businesses?

ANA: Do you think you could?

LUIS: There’s nothing to lose.  I don’t want you to think that everything I said was to steal a pullover from you.

ANA: Never, in spite of the short time I’ve known you, I would never think badly of you, but do you know what?

LUIS: What?

ANA: I don’t want more work.  I like to have time for my family and for me.

LUIS: That seems wonderful.  I wanted to ask a favor of you, because I need one, too.  When all is said and done, a person spends the day either working or doing some other silly thing and neglects the most important things, don’t you think?

ANA: Sometimes, yes.

(A pause.)

ANA: How much do I owe you for the needle?

LUIS: Nothing.

ANA: Why?

LUIS: Today is the 29th of February.

ANA: And what does that have to do with anything?

LUIS: I don’t charge anything on the 29th of February... (He becomes a little emotional.  He tires to fake it.  He fixes his tie.)

ANA: Why?

LUIS : In honor of leap year.

ANA (she smiles): What does leap year have to do with it?

LUIS: I don’t know.  But I like it.  It’s different, you know?

ANA: You’re no idiot.  You’re a little strange, for sure.

LUIS: Strange?

ANA: Let’s say... nice.

LUIS: I don’t seem nice to very many people... (He becomes more emotional.)

ANA: What’s the matter?

LUIS (he shakes his head, It’s difficult for him to speak): Nothing.  I said I was a little stupid.

ANA: Tell me about it.  Maybe I can help.

(LUIS indicates she can’t.)

ANA: Do you want something to drink?

LUIS: No, no.  I’d better go.

ANA: What’s the matter?

LUIS: This can’t be.  Eight years now and I’m still getting like this.

ANA: Eight years of what?

LUIS: It would seem really stupid to you.  Please let me leave.

ANA: Tell me.

LUIS: Eight years ago I came home very happy, like every 29th of February and I found my wife seated in the living room with two suitcases by her side.  I asked her where she was going, and she said to me: “Luis, I wasted 15 years of my life trying to love you...I can’t go on anymore, it’s impossible.” Then I asked her, pointing at the suitcases: “Are you leaving?” And she answered me: “Don’t you realize that you’re an idiot?”...(He makes a gesture as if to say: “Well, what are you gonna do?”He fixes his tie.)

ANA (She doesn’t know what to say. She intends for it to come out ironically): Well, that must not have been very much fun, right?

LUIS: To say the least.  It wasn’t the best thing I’ve heard in my life.

ANA: Please, let me fix you a drink.  (She goes to get the bottle and a glass.)  It’ll do you good.

LUIS: I prefer to leave.

ANA: First have one, and then go.

(She hands him a drink.)

LUIS: Thanks.

ANA: And you still pay homage to leap year?

LUIS: Leap year wasn’t to blame.

ANA (she smiles): Why do they call it adjustment day?

LUIS: I don’t know.  I know it’s a day to look forward, don’t you think? (He fixes his tie.)

(ANA nods.)

ANA: You must not have been happy, right?

LUIS: That’s the way it seems, at least for her, anyway.

ANA: Did you love her a lot?... (LUIS nods.)  Well, even though you were in love, if she didn’t  love you, you couldn’t be happy either, right?... That’s why it’s better to look for someone who can fall in love with you.

LUIS: You know what’s going on?

ANA: What?

LUIS: Who’s ever going to fall in love with me?

ANA: Don’t be ridiculous.  Of course they would.

LUIS: I’m serious.  She was right.  She tried for fifteen years, to love me.  What other woman would put up with an idiot for so long?

ANA: Don’t say that anymore.  I’m asking you, please.  You’re no idiot.  You’re just...

LUIS: What am I?

ANA: ...Especially sensitive.

(A pause.)

LUIS (he looks at her): Excuse me.  What neighborhood are you from?

ANA: Saint Christopher.

LUIS: I’m from South Congress, almost the same.  What street?

ANA: Independence and Sarandí.

LUIS: Incredible.  I used to live on Independence and River’s Entrance.  Two blocks down.  Do you see?  What school did you go to?

ANA: Our Lady of the Garden.

LUIS: You don’t say!  The one with the nuns from Rincón and Independence?

ANA: Are you familiar with that one?

LUIS: How could I not be, when I went to the monks’ school for a week right around the corner.

ANA: Only one week?

LUIS: Yes.

ANA: Why?

LUIS: The fact is... I’m Jewish.

ANA: So how did you end up in a school run by monks?

LUIS: My parents were immigrants, a little absent-minded, and they sent me to the closest one.

ANA: And a week later they found out.

LUIS: Yes, when one day I showed them a beautiful little print that they had given to me.  (He  fixes his tie.)

ANA (she laughs): You’re making that up.

LUIS: I swear to you it’s true!  That’s why I thought I knew you!  Don’t you think my face looks familiar?

ANA: You know we girls weren’t too keen on staring very much.

LUIS: Sure... The times that I must have looked and thought: She’s really pretty!  I’m sorry, I don’t want you to think I’m trying anything here... it’s strange, you know?  What’s happening is, I’m realizing that for once I’m meeting someone who seems... I don’t know, it’s as if I knew you,  It’s really affecting me... What an idiot I am!  Here I go getting all choked up again!

ANA (she smiles, moved): You’re a real case, aren’t you?

LUIS: I’m not a weird case.  I’m just a crybaby.

ANA: Do you cry a lot?

LUIS: Let me tell you: sometimes when I’m at home, I leave the TV on and I’m going to do something, see?  If I walk by in front of the TV and I see a soap opera with a couple looking deep into each other’s eyes, I know it’s really stupid, but right then I get tears in my eyes. And to top it off, they get closer and their lips touch, and I get such a crying fit that it’s like an epileptic.

ANA: I’m sure you’re exaggerating!

LUIS: Seriously.  You can’t believe it.  I don’t even sit down to watch!  I just walk by in front of the TV.  What am I going to do?

ANA: Crying is not being weird.

(A pause.)

LUIS: Don’t you have the feeling... I don’t know, as if we’ve known each other all our lives?

ANA: It’s that kind of feeling, isn’t it?

LUIS: Could we be soulmates?

(ANA smiles.  A pause.)

ANA: Have you lived alone since your wife left?

LUIS: Yes.

ANA: Don’t you get depressed?

LUIS: It’s not easy.

ANA: I get upset when I spend a lot of time by myself.

LUIS: When they think of loneliness, lot of people don’t realize what it’s like, in everyday life, to do everything alone: get up, eat, go the movies, even being alone alone.  Do you understand what I’m saying?

ANA: More or less.

LUIS: I mean that sometimes it’s good to be alone if a person has the chance of being with someone else, but if not...

ANA: Now I see.

LUIS: I don’t know why I thought of this right now.  Do you remember the bakery on the corner by the school?

ANA: How could I  forget?  The “Garden Bakery.”

LUIS: That’s it.  What a memory!

ANA: How could I forget?  Coming from school, before going home, two friends and I always used to stop to buy cream puffs and chocolate.

LUIS: And you never saw a boy who played the flute with his nose?

ANA (she thinks): No, but they told me about him.

LUIS: That was me!

ANA: Are you serious?

LUIS: Yes.  I used to play the flute with my nose and they would give me a plate of cream puffs. What do you think?

ANA: Fantastic!

LUIS: Do you know how I remembered?

ANA: How?

LUIS: Because it really made me want to have a hot chocolate and cream puff with you.

(A pause)

ANA (against her desire to keep on talking to LUIS): Don’t take this the wrong way, but my husband is coming home pretty soon and I have to make him something to eat.

LUIS: Yes.  I’ll leave now... Pardon me.  What happened is that I was so happy talking with you...

ANA: Me, too.

LUIS: Really?

ANA: Yes.  Why are you surprised?

LUIS: Because, usually, nobody like me... Since I’m clumsy and shy... people laugh at me and when I want to express my feelings...

ANA: What happens?

LUIS: Nobody takes me seriously... or maybe they pretend not to take me seriously to not hurt me, do you think?  (He fixes his tie.)

ANA: You should deal with less sensitive people... Listen to me, I love talking with you.  Don’t think for one minute that I want to get rid of you but... I have to.

LUIS: And could we meet to continue talking at some other time?

ANA: No, we can’t... Your name is Luis, right?

LUIS: Yes.

ANA: I’m Ana.

LUIS: A pleasure to meet you.

ANA: Let’s take this for what it was.  It was just a conversation in which, I assure you, I felt like I haven’t felt in a long time.  But I’ve been married for twenty years, I’m happy with my husband and... let’s keep this especially nice “encounter” we had to ourselves.

LUIS: Did I bother you?

ANA:  Not at all.  But I’d rather you left.  I’m a little nervous, and I want to calm down before my husband gets here.

LUIS: Talking with me upset you?

ANA (she hesitates): Yes, but... Please, don’t make me... stammer... I mean, hesitate.

LUIS: I can’t believe it.

ANA: What?

LUIS: That you might doubt... because of me.

ANA: I’m asking you, please leave.

LUIS (he picks up his briefcase.  He goes toward the door, he opens it and turns around): Can I ask you for something before I leave and then not bother you anymore?

ANA: What?

LUIS: A kiss.

ANA: What do you mean, a kiss?

LUIS (he nods): Just one kiss.  It’s been so long since I’ve been so moved, by anyone, so intensely.  I need to take something of yours away on my lips.  Please, give me a kiss and, as if by magic, I’ll disappear.

(LUIS gets closer.)

ANA: No, Luis, no.  It’s ridiculous.  It’s only been an hour since...

(Their faces come closer and they kiss each other very tenderly.  LUIS, moved, leaves.  ANA locks the door with a key and sits down, affected.  It’s now nighttime.  To clear her head she begins to work with the knitting machine.  She looks at her watch, she hesitates about what to do, until she gets up and leaves.  After a minute, the noise of a lock opening is heard, the door opens and OSWALD enters with a package that he leaves, as quickly as possible, to one side.  OSWALD is wearing a well-worn grey suit, his collar is unbuttoned and his tie is loose.)

ANA:  What are you doing, dear?... (OSWALD comes closer and gives her a kiss.)  Did you go to play pool?... (OSWALD shakes his head.)  You should have called... I was bored, I didn't know what to do, I was going to visit the kid, but then I thought that you didn't want to eat alone and... well, I finally stayed home.

OSWALD:  ...You don't know what happened to me.

ANA:  Did you get fired?

OSWALD:  No... no...

ANA:  Did you eat?... I already ate, I was hungry...

OSWALD:  No, but I'm not hungry.

ANA:  I made you a salad since I didn't know...

OSWALD:  No, I told you I don't want to eat... Let me tell you what happened to me.

ANA:  Wait, before I forget, the secretary for the Court called... He wanted to ask you something.  Did you go there first?

OSWALD:  He always calls about stupid things... Yes, I went there first... That's exactly what I want to tell you.

ANA:  It might not be stupid... That's why I didn't go out!  Since he told me you weren't there, I thought you were going to get home early.

OSWALD  (impatient):  Ana, let me tell you!

ANA:  Well, don't be like that! 

OSWALD:  Excuse me, the truth is that something happened to me... I don't know what to call it.

ANA:  Good or bad?  (OSWALD hesitates, he smiles.)  But what?  Tell me!

OSWALD:  I don't know... it seems a little bizarre to me, but... (A pause.)

ANA:  Well, tell me already!

OSWALD:  I was at the Courthouse.  Three in the afternoon.  All of a sudden the judge got the idea to get everything up-to-date and it was impossible... Screaming, nerves, papers all over the place... I started to feel sick.

ANA:  And did you lose control?

OSWALD:  No, no... but I started to feel drained, fed up... Sick!

ANA:  And what did you do?

OSWALD:  At one point I stopped, went over to the window and looked outside.

ANA:  And?

OSWALD:  The sun wasshining, it was a beautiful afternoon... Do you know what I did?

ANA: What?

OSWALD:  I left.  I told Echeverry that I was feeling sick and left.

ANA:  No!  Seriously?  (Oswald nods.)  And what did he say to you?

OSWALD:  He said to me, “Right now, Vernet?”  Then I answered him, “And what do you want me to do?  I feel sick... now.''

ANA:  And you left?

OSWALD:  Yes.

ANA:  How did you get up the nerve?

OSWALD:  Strange, wasn't it?  The fact is I got my courage up... You know what?  For me it was destiny.

ANA:  Why?

OSWALD:  All right... Now you'll see... I got into the car and I went to Palermo Park.

ANA:  How crazy.  Was it pretty?

OSWALD:  Marvelous.  I sat down on a bench by Rosendal and I began to watch the sun's reflection on the lake.  It seemed like a dream.

ANA:  Why didn't you come and get me?  I would have loved to be with you.  I spent the whole afternoon between doing this work (She points to the machine.) taking care of this and that...

OSWALD:  Didn't you have to finish it for the day after tomorrow?

ANA: Yes, but in any case I'd call the boutique owner and tell her that... I don't know... any excuse, but I'd go with you for sure... It must have been beautiful.  How long has it been since we've done something like that?

OSWALD:  A long time, hasn't it?

ANA:  A real long time.  You could have called me, even just to ask me.

OSWALD:  ...I didn't think of it.

ANA:  You didn't, huh?  I didn't even see the sun and you were there until now?

OSWALD:  No... For a little while I was sitting there as if I was hypnotized, enjoying the whole dream... (A pause.)

ANA:  What happened?

OSWALD:  At one point I was looking to the side and I see, seated on another bench, a woman, looking at me and smiling.  (A pause.)

ANA:  Did you know her?

OSWALD:  No.

ANA:  A pick-up artist.

OSWALD:  No, no... I thought: “Does she know me from somewhere?''  But right away I forgot and I kept looking at the reflection of the leaves in the lake, in the wet grass...

ANA:  Here comes the poet!

OSWALD:  We'll have to have a garden, Ana.

ANA:  Right now?  Better to be happy with the flowerpots on the patio.  And what did you do next?  Because you couldn't have been looking at the lake and the trees all this time.

OSWALD:  No, no... After a little while I looked to the side again, and once again, the woman I told you about was smiling and said hello to me.

ANA:  Persistent.

OSWALD:  Yes...

ANA:  And?

OSWALD:  Well... I felt uncomfortable then, and besides, I didn't want to seem rude, so I said hello to her and I asked her if she knew me from somewhere.

ANA:  Why did you ask her that?

OSWALD:  And why not?  If someone you don't know says hello to you, what do you do?

ANA:  Are you serious?  Men have said hello to me thousands of times on the street!  Do you think it's a good idea for me to talk to all of them?  It's the most common way to pick up women.

OSWALD:  Well, but this was different... I didn't say hello to her.

ANA:  You're acting like a little kid... And then?...

OSWALD:  Then what?

ANA:  After you asked her if she knew you, what did she say to you?

OSWALD:  That she didn't, but that she'd like to share such a nice time of day with me.

ANA:  Listen to you!  And you, what did you tell her?

OSWALD:  I told her yes.  What could I say to her?

ANA:  And then?

OSWALD:  She came over and sat down next to me.

(A pause.)

ANA:  Is this a joke?

OSWALD:  No.

ANA:  Are you sure?

OSWALD:  No, it's not a joke, why?

ANA:  Oswald, don't play stupid.

OSWALD:  We were two people on a beautiful afternoon looking at the lake and we sat down to share that moment.  What's wrong with that?

ANA:  What did she look like?

OSWALD:  Nice, beautiful eyes.  About the same height as me...

ANA:  How do you know that if you were sitting down?

OSWALD:  We stood up later on.

ANA:  How old?

OSWALD:  Our age.

ANA:  So you only shared that moment... You must have also talked about something, right?

OSWALD:  Yes, sure.

ANA:  Tell me.  What did you talk about?

OSWALD:  So many things... You know how incredible it is!  After talking for a little while we felt like we had known each other all our lives.  And then at that moment, do you know what she asked me?

ANA: What?

OSWALD: If we weren’t soulmates.

(A pause.)

ANA:  Oh, really?

OSWALD:  Seriously.  You know how it is when you meet a person who has so much in common with you?... The same neighborhoods, similar parents, grade schools and high schools, work, likes... It's like we'd lived the same life!

ANA: What... what are you telling me, Oswald?

OSWALD  (he hesitates):  ...What happened to me today.

ANA:  Are you telling me about a romance?

OSWALD:  It's not about her and me, Ana... It has to do with us, including you.

ANA:  I don't understand you.

OSWALD:  Sure... She could be you... or me... She likes to dance the tango, she writes poetry, like me... She even collects pictures of children!  (He points to theirs.)

ANA:  Of her children.

OSWALD:  No, she doesn't have any, but since she loves children she collects pictures... When I told her that on Sundays I bring ten kids from the neighborhood over to have lunch at our house she looked at me and her eyes filled with tears, she was so touched... Do you see how sensitive she is?

ANA:  Is she single or separated?

OSWALD:  A widow.

ANA:  She's lonely.

OSWALD:  You see?  The same thing happened to me.

ANA:  What?

OSWALD:  It moved you... ( He nods.) She's alone, like us.

ANA:  We have a family, don't we?

OSWALD:  You, yourself, always complain that the kids don't ever come over and that you spend the whole day alone, and that makes you miserable.

ANA:  So you felt for her?

OSWALD:  Yes.

ANA:  And what did you do?

OSWALD:  ...You know that in a little while as we were talking...

(A pause.)

ANA:  What?

OSWALD:  ...She started to touch me.

ANA:  What do you mean she started to touch you?

OSWALD:  Yes... and suddenly, don't ask me how, I found myself walking with her, along the edge of the lake... walking hand in hand.

(A pause.)

ANA:  Oswald.

OSWALD:  What?

ANA:  I'm Ana, your wife.

OSWALD:  I know that.

ANA:  No!  Not, “I know that!''  What are you telling me?... (OSWALD doesn't answer.)  Answer me.  What are you telling me?

OSWALD  (he hesitates):  ...An encounter.

ANA:  What encounter?  Do you think I'm an idiot?  You're telling me about an affair!

OSWALD:  Please, Ana, darling...

ANA:  Darling, nothing!  If you had an affair or a romance or whatever, keep it to yourself or your friends!  Do you hear?  Don't come to me with your stories!  You're crazy!  What's the matter with you?  Twenty years of marriage.  And you want to throw it all away because of a God-damned widow who, to top it all off, you just met today?

OSWALD:  Don't yell!  I don't want to throw anything away.

ANA:  Oh, no?

OSWALD:  Listen to me!

ANA:  Leave me alone!  Don't talk any more!

OSWALD:  But what friends do I have?  The people from work?  My pool buddies?  They're not friends, darling!

ANA:  Don't call me “darling!”

OSWALD:  Please Ana!  I can't talk to them about anything important!  Only jokes, pranks, and stupid things!  Don't you get it?

ANA: Get what?

OSWALD:  That if I can't share this with you... Who am I going to share it with?

ANA:  Stop it, damn it!  Did you do something with another woman?  I can take it!  In twenty years I can understand having a fling.  But coming to tell me about it, all worked up, and with the gory details?  No!  You're mistaken!

OSWALD:  Why?

ANA:  What do you mean, why?  Stop playing dumb!  I'm your wife, not a friend!

OSWALD:  Do you realize what you're saying?

ANA:  Yes, I realize perfectly well!

OSWALD:  But then... What kind of marriage is this if we can't tell each other everything like friends?

ANA:  Normal!  We're lucky we're normal like everyone around us!  And if you've gotten it into your head, at this point, to have a different marriage... an abnormal one, that's your problem!  Do you hear?

OSWALD:  But... Why abnormal?  The only thing I want is for you to be my wife and friend!  What's abnormal about that?

ANA:  Do I have to listen to all this?  (She begins to go toward the bedroom.)  That's it.  It's over for today!

OSWALD:  Don't go... (He stops her.)  Believe me, I didn't have a fling.

(A pause.)

ANA:  After walking next to the lake, hand in hand... What did you do?

OSWALD:  We went to have coffee.

ANA:  And then?  (OSWALD doesn't answer.)  What did you do after the coffee?  (OSWALD still does not answer.)  It's nine o’clock at night, Oswald!  What did you do next?

OSWALD:  ...We went to a hotel.

(A pause.  ANA does not come out of shock.)

OSWALD: But we just kissed.

ANA: You went to a hotel to just kiss?

OSWALD: I knew you weren’t going to believe me. 

ANA:  Well, now you've told me everything!  It was what you wanted!  Right?  Now leave me alone!... (She begins to leave again, but all of a sudden she turns around, furious.  Yelling.)  And if that isn't having a fling, what is it?  Hypocrite!

OSWALD:  Don't scream, they'll hear you outside.

ANA:  What does it matter?  Let them hear!  That way at least they're not going to say that I was a stupid broad and the last one to find out!

OSWALD:  Shh!  Ana, please.

ANA:  I spent my whole life by your side, waiting on you, breaking my back!  For this?  No, Sir!  And to top it all off you say it wasn't a fling.  Well, what is it then?  Speak!  Let's see, what is it?  I want to know!

OSWALD:  ...I told you.

ANA:  What did you tell me?

OSWALD:  That it was... an encounter... We needed companionship... and caring... and well... we gave that to each other.

(A pause.)

ANA:  You fell in love!

OSWALD  (he hesitates):  No... I don't know...

ANA:  Answer me, yes or no!  If you fell in love, tell me and get it over with.  Why complicate it?  If you don't love me any more there's nothing we can do.

OSWALD:  I do love you...

ANA:  Well then?  What's wrong with me?

OSWALD:  Nothing's wrong.

ANA:  But something must be going on!  Do you have some problem?  (OSWALD shakes his head.)  There's something here you don't dare say to me.  Do I treat you bad?  Do I say or do things that you don't like?

OSWALD:  Not at all.

ANA:  Well then?... (OSWALD doesn't answer.)  Other women complain about everything... Not me, I'm happy by your side... I'm proud of you, as a husband and as a father.  What else?  I don't know... If I've failed at something, tell me... whatever you think.

OSWALD:  I love you very much, Ana... There's nothing I can say to you... But I don't know... that woman woke something up in me that I hadn't felt in such a long time.

(A pause.)

ANA:  It's lust, Oswald, please.

OSWALD:  No, no... it's something else... Everything is shaking me up, exciting me... I feel alive in such a special way... Do you understand?... (ANA doesn't answer.)  Don't you understand what I want to tell you?  (A pause until ANA, abruptly, goes to the bedroom and, after a moment, one sees OSWALD's clothes being thrown into the living room.)

ANA  (from the other room):  The suitcase is in the storage room!

OSWALD (avoiding the clothes that fly from the other room, he tries to go toward the bedroom):  Ana, please!

ANA:  It's over!

OSWALD:  Ana!

ANA:  It's over, I said!

OSWALD:  Please...

ANA:  Please nothing!  (Appearing.)  I can learn to live with an affair, but not your falling in love with another woman!

OSWALD:  But I didn't...

ANA  (she interrupts him):  What do you want me to be, your maid?  Should I cook, wash, and iron for you, and leave love for someone else?  No sir!  You're out of here!

OSWALD:  Don't yell, listen to me!

ANA:  Is that the only thing that's important to you?  That we don't make a scene?  Go on!  I don't want to see you any more!

OSWALD:  Ana, I...

ANA:  Can't you hear?  You're leaving!

OSWALD:  Please, I'm asking you... Are we going to end it all like this without being able to talk?

ANA:  We don't have anything else to say!

OSWALD  (reacting):  I do!

ANA  (surprised):  What's that?

OSWALD:  I want you to listen to me.

(A pause.)

ANA:  Oh, yeah?  Speak, I'll listen to you!

OSWALD:  No, not like that.

ANA:  What do you mean, not like that?

OSWALD:  Not all worked up and screaming... It's useless.

ANA:  And you think that I can be calm?

OSWALD:  There's no other way.

(A pause.)

ANA  (trying to be more calm):  Speak.

OSWALD: I'm the father of your children, right?... Your longtime companion... I never managed to bring up anything that would bother you... I never did anything that would bother you… Didn’t I respect you?

ANA  (she hesitates):  ...No...

OSWALD:  Well?

ANA:  Well what?

OSWALD:  Why can't you understand me now?

ANA:  What do you want me to...?

OSWALD  (interrupting her):  Tell me:  What do you want me to do?  Lie to you?  Not tell you anything about what's happening to me?  Would that be better?  Should I lead a double life, hiding one half?  Is that what you want me to do?... (ANA doesn't answer.)  Ana, my love... I've spent more than thirty years watching liars come through the court!  They're swine!... They pretend to be men, but they're pigs!... They spew out their rubbish and then they hide behind that same garbage.  Do you realize?  It... it would make me sick doing the same thing.

ANA:  Look at you... So it makes you sick to lie...

OSWALD:  You know that very well.

ANA:  But it seems that being unfaithful doesn't.  Right?... (OSWALD is surprised.)  And why?  Since when is betrayal better than lying?

OSWALD:  What do you mean, betrayal?

ANA:  Yes, betrayal!  Or isn't infidelity betrayal?... Answer me!  Why is lying not okay and betrayal is?  Where is it written that one is better than the other?

OSWALD  (reacting):  And what do I have to do?  The opposite of what makes me feel good?

ANA:  Do whatever you like, but don't pretend that on top of everything else it's okay with me!

OSWALD:  Do you realize that you want a dead person by your side?

ANA:  What are you saying?

OSWALD:  Just that!  What you want is a dead man!  I'd have to kill myself and be like what you want so you can understand me!

ANA:  Listen to me, dead man!  What would happen if one day I came home and told you something like this?

OSWALD:  What do you mean, something like this?

ANA:  ...For example, that a little while ago, a guy came to fix the knitting machine, we began to talk, found out that by chance we were from the same neighborhood, that we had even almost gone to the same school, he remembered what I liked when I was young, we felt close to each other and... we ended up kissing... (A pause.  OSWALD does not react.)  Well?

OSWALD:  Well what?

ANA:  Doesn't it make you sick?

OSWALD:  ...A little, yes.

ANA:  What do you mean a little?  Doesn't it affect you when you think of me emotionally involved with another man who isn’t you?  (OSWALD doesn’t answer.)

(A pause.)

OSWALD: But... it’s not true

(A pause. ANA doesn’t answer.  She’s worked up.)

OSWALD:  I love you very much.

ANA:  Do you want us to stay together?... (OSWALD nods.)  Then... Why don't you forget what you just told me?

(A pause.)

OSWALD:  ...I wanted to share it with you.

(A pause.)

ANA:  Do you know what it seemed like a minute ago... Not that you wanted to share “it”... but rather that you wanted to share ``her.''  The only thing missing was for you to tell me that you wanted to live with me and the other woman!  (A pause.)  Aren't you going to say anything?... Come on, now there's nothing that you could say that would surprise me.

OSWALD:  ...Why not?

ANA:  Why not what?

OSWALD:  Why couldn't it happen?

ANA:  (confounded):  What?

OSWALD:  ...Living... the three of us together.

ANA:  You're crazy!

OSWALD:  You're constantly complaining about being alone, bored, without anyone to talk to!

ANA:  How could you say such crude things?

OSWALD:  What do you mean, crude things?  I'm sure you'd get along well.  I told you what she's like...

ANA:  Is this a joke?

OSWALD: ...No...

ANA:  You can't be serious!  Have you been drinking?  (OSWALD shakes his head.  ANA gets closer to smell his breath.)  Open your mouth!  (OSWALD does this.  ANA sniffs.)  You're delirious!  (She feels his forehead.)  You met her this afternoon!!  What kind of foolishness is this?

OSWALD:  I didn't say right now!... But we can think about it...

ANA:  What are we going to think about?  If the three of us are going to live together?

OSWALD:  What's wrong with that?  We'd keep her company and she'd do the same for us!

ANA  (ironically):  Great!  Just great!  And why just three?

OSWALD:  I don’t understand.

ANA: Sure!  There could also be four of us, or can’t there be?

OSWALD: What do you mean, four?

ANA: Sure!  How about if we call up all the lonely women and men in the city, okay?  Or, in the country, or in the world!

OSWALD: What are you saying?

ANA: Why not?  We’d certainly feel among friends!  Right?  What do you think?  Who cares who or how many?  (Inviting.)  Please, don’t be afraid and make yourself at home!  Come on!... (She is enraged.)  What do you think we are anyway, a homeless shelter?

OSWALD: It’s not a question of...

ANA  (interrupting him):  And you certainly must have imagined how the three of us could live together!  Right?... Let's see, how would it be?  Tell me!... (OSWALD doesn't know what to say.)  Come on!  What do you think?  Make up your mind!  What would it be like?... For example, would I cook while the other one sits on your lap caressing you?  Or do I get you hot so then you can go to bed with her?  Let's see... Or maybe you'd like the two of us to do everything for you together!  Right?  Wash, cook, go out, make love!... Come on, speak!  What do you want?  I can't even imagine where you're headed.  Would we all sleep in the same bed, too?

OSWALD:  Don't get like that... I don't want anything like that...

ANA  (still enraged):  You know what you are?  A degenerate!  That's what you are!!

OSWALD:  Me?

ANA:  Yes, you!  And you're leaving here right now!

OSWALD:  Why?

ANA:  You're asking me why after all that?... Go get your suitcase, pack your things and get out!

OSWALD:  But now what's wrong?

ANA:  Get out, once and for all!

OSWALD:  Don't scream, please...

ANA:  I'll scream whenever I feel like it!

OSWALD:  They're going to hear...

ANA:  I don't care if they hear!  What's more, I want them to hear me.  (She goes toward the door.)

OSWALD  (he follows her and tries to get in front of her):  No, Ana.

ANA  (trying to avoid him):  Let me by.

OSWALD:  Please...

ANA:  I told you to let me by.

OSWALD:  What for?

ANA:  Get out of here!  Let me by!

OSWALD:  I'm asking you, please!

(ANA pushes him and OSWALD staggers.  ANA reaches the door, she opens it, ready to scream outside, sees someone and is surprised.  A pause.)

ANA:  ...Who are you?

WOMAN:  Magda.

(A pause.)

ANA  (she looks at OSWALD, frozen in surprise):  Don't tell me... (OSWALD nods.)  How can this be?

OSWALD:  I told her to wait... while I was talking to you... Her birthday is today... and she was lonely... I asked her to celebrate it with us (OSWALD goes over to MAGDA, lets her in and introduces her.)  Ana... Magda...

(MAGDA has the peculiar characteristic of being almost a stutterer and fairly insecure.)

MAGDA  (nervous):  Pleased to meet you.  (She holds out her hand to ANA, who does not take it.)

OSWALD  (grabbing the package with which he entered):  I bought a cake... and a candle.  (ANA stares, astounded.)

MAGDA  (who remains nervous, looks at the clothes on the floor):  Did you have a big argument?  (OSWALD nods.)  Sure... Can I help in some way?  (She begins to pick up the clothes.)  Where should I put them?

OSWALD:  In the bedroom.

ANA:  In the suitcase... and you're both leaving.

OSWALD:  Ana...

ANA:  I don't want to listen to one more word!  Both of you get out of here right now or something's going to happen!... 

(MAGDA and OSWALD look at each other.  They hesitate.  A pause.)

MAGDA  (to ANA):  Can't we talk?

ANA:  What do you want to say?  There's nothing to talk about!!

(A pause.)

MAGDA  (getting closer):  I don't want you to misunderstand all this, dear.

ANA:  Don't call me dear!  I'm not your friend!  There's nothing to understand!  You're leaving!!  (A pause.  MAGDA gets closer to her and tries to take her by the hand.)  What are you doing?  Are you crazy?  Don't touch me!  (MAGDA withdraws her hand.)

MAGDA:  Don't act like that.

ANA:  I'll act any way I want!  That's all I need!  (She looks at OSWALD, flustered.)

MAGDA:  It's not worth it... (She tries to touch her again.)

ANA:  Don't come near me!  (She retreats toward the knitting machine.)

MAGDA:  It doesn't make any sense... (She gets closer.)

ANA:  Get out of here!!

MAGDA:  Please, calm down... (She gets closer to her again, trying to touch her.)

ANA:  I told you to leave!  (She grabs a long needle from the knitting machine.  ANA looks at her own hand, surprised.  Then she points it toward MAGDA, threateningly.  A tense pause.  OSWALD looks on, stupefied, and MAGDA retreats, terrified.)

MAGDA:  Put that down... (ANA walks toward her.)  What are you doing?

ANA:  And now?  Get closer now!  Let's see?

OSWALD:  What are you doing Ana?  Put down that needle!

ANA:  First you're both getting out of here.

MAGDA:  Fine, but...

ANA:  Without opening your mouth!  You're both leaving!

OSWALD:  But, even though it may be... Be careful...

ANA  (interrupting him):  I said leave!

(Threatened by ANA, MAGDA and OSWALD continue to move closer to the door, until as OSWALD opens the door to leave, when ANA is distracted for a moment, he grasps her hand.  ANA drops the needle, screams, and MAGDA picks it up from the floor.)

OSWALD:  Don't scream!  (MAGDA closes the door.)

ANA  (screaming):  Let me go!

OSWALD:  But don't scream.

ANA:  You animal!  Let go of my arm!

OSWALD:  Calm down, Ana, please!

ANA  (screaming so they will hear her outside):  Help!!  Thieves!

OSWALD:  Shut up!  What are you saying?

ANA:  Thieves!  They're robbing me!

OSWALD:  The police are going to come!

MAGDA  (stuttering):  Put something in her mouth.

(OSWALD, holding on to her firmly, puts his hand over her mouth while ANA struggles, trying to free herself.  She bites him.  OSWALD takes his hand away from her mouth, but he continues to hold her arms and part of her body with the other hand.)

OSWALD:  Ouch!

ANA:  Help!!  Murderers!!

MAGDA:  Cover her mouth!

OSWALD:   She bit me!

ANA:  Help!

(MAGDA takes a handkerchief, puts it in ANA's mouth and stuffs it in while ANA struggles desperately.  OSWALD holds her up as best he can.  MAGDA adjusts the first handkerchief and puts a scarf  over ANA’s  face, replacing the handkerchief.  ANA throws some kicks which MAGDA avoids as best she can.)

OSWALD:  Ana, calm down!

MAGDA:  Sit her down in the chair.  (She points to it.)  I'll bring some yarn.

(OSWALD does this, while MAGDA looks for some yarn by the knitting machine.  The action continues with MAGDA tying her hands behind the chair while OSWALD holds her.  ANA moans and kicks.)

OSWALD:  But... Wait a minute!

MAGDA:  Hold her legs so I can tie them.

(OSWALD does this and MAGDA ties them.)

OSWALD:  Look what you're making us do!  Can't you stay calm?

MAGDA  (almost begging):  The only thing we want to do is talk... and look how you're acting!

(ANA launches a kick with her tied-up legs and MAGDA threatens her again with the needle.)

OSWALD:  Don't you see.  It's impossible to do anything like this.

MAGDA:  Besides, what's the sense?

OSWALD  (to ANA):  None.  Don't you realize?... Calm down and we'll let you go.

MAGDA:  I only came here to celebrate my birthday with you and him.

(Both of them speak to ANA.)

OSWALD:  I told you she wasn't coming to stay...

MAGDA:  And even if I were coming to stay,... Why can't we talk about it?

OSWALD  (he hesitates):  ...Sure...

MAGDA:  We can talk about everything... And if it's better for me to go, I'll go... but not thrown out, okay?

OSWALD:  Sure...

MAGDA  (to ANA):  The last thing I wanted is to bother you.

OSWALD:  When I asked her to come over she even asked me if I was sure about it.

MAGDA  (to ANA):  It's true.  I don't want you to think I'm crazy or that I'm real forward... When he asked me to come here, I thought, “Are you crazy?  Your wife will kill you!''  (To OSWALD.)  Don't get angry, that's what I thought at first... (To ANA.)  But then I said to myself, “How do I know what kind of marriage it is?... You see so many things...''

OSWALD:  It's true...

MAGDA:  And besides, with what he was telling me about what you're like, the things you enjoy, that you felt very lonely... I think we'd get along very well... And... it seems to me that we could be such good friends.  (ANA moans, enraged.)  Don't act like that!

OSWALD:  It's incredible that you can't listen for even five minutes!

MAGDA:  It's just that you don't understand me... I don't want to run off with him!

OSWALD:  I told her that before... but it's useless.

MAGDA:  I was married once and widowed within a month!  Do you see?... I've been alone for about thirty years!  Why would I want to try it again?... The only thing I want now is companionship!  Do you understand?  We could go out together, share the work... Doesn't it sound great to you, for example, that I'd help you around the house?

OSWALD:  How many times have you told me that with some help you could knit a lot more?

(ANA shakes her head.)

MAGDA:  Yes... (Pointing to the knitting machine.)  Oswald told me that you make pullovers!  Listen, I can even help you with that!  I can buy the yarn... or... Or sell... I always liked the idea of selling!  (To OSWALD.)  Where does she sell them?

OSWALD:  In a boutique...

MAGDA:  You only knit for just one boutique?

OSWALD  (he looks at ANA, waiting for an answer that doesn't come):  Yes.. I think so...

MAGDA:  You could sell ten times what you're selling now.

OSWALD:  How many times did I tell you?

MAGDA:  Look, in the school where I teach there are a lot of colleagues who sell clothes or perfumes, or who cook for other teachers or for the mothers in the Cooperative.... I also do massages and besides that, I go to an institute where I do meditation and biofeedback... I can take a bunch... and I'm sure I'll sell some.  I can also go around and offer them to the businesses that you recommend, or to the ones I think would be interested... (to Oswald.)  Right?

OSWALD:  Certainly!

MAGDA  (to OSWALD):  You, too.  Couldn't you take some to the Courthouse?

OSWALD:  ...Do you think so?

MAGDA:  Why not?

OSWALD: ...That might work.

MAGDA  (to ANA):  How much do you get for one?  (ANA moans.)  Thirty dollars?  Thirty-five?  Add it up!   Forty?  Nod your head!  Sixty? (ANA remains immobile.)  What will it hurt to answer?

OSWALD:  Answer!  It's for your own good!...

MAGDA:  Fine, suppose you sell them for forty dollars.  How many can someone make in a day?  (ANA moans.)... Two?  (ANA moans again.)  I don't understand you... (To OSWALD.)  Do you know how many she makes?

OSWALD:  One, I think.

MAGDA:  In how long?

OSWALD  (to ANA):  Two or three hours?

MAGDA:  That means that if the three of us worked, eight hours apiece... Forty dollars times three times twenty... (She tries to calculate, unsuccessfully.)  Well, it doesn't matter... Anyway, in a couple of years, with what we make, plus the rent from my apartment... One of these days, we wouldn't need to work any more!  (To ANA.)  Do you know how we could live?  Just think!... Any afternoon, the three of us together... You with the photo albums of the kids, which Oswald told me you love to look at... He, writing a poem, me listening to tangos... Wouldn't you like that?... (A pause.  ANA does not move.)  Oswald, get an album!

OSWALD: ...What for?

MAGDA:  To look at... bring me one... (OSWALD looks around and gives it to MAGDA who opens it and supports it on ANA's knees so she can see it.)  Look at it slowly... (To OSWALD.)  You, in the meantime, write a poem... (OSWALD at first hesitates and then goes to do it.  MAGDA looks at both of them for a few moments, then she goes to where there is a tape player with some cassettes, picks one out and turns it on.  A classic tango begins to play.  They are:  ANA seated, looking back and forth at the photo album and the situation; OSWALD, alternately writing in his notebook and watching ANA and MAGDA; and MAGDA looking at them tenderly while she listens to the tango.)

MAGDA:  What a beautiful tango!... (A pause.)  Do you want to dance?... (In the face of the confused looks of ANA and OSWALD, MAGDA gets closer to ANA, unties her legs and stops in front of her.  ANA, without uncomprehending, remains still.  MAGDA brings the needle closer to her and says softly)  Come on... (ANA, terrified and with her hands tied, gets up.  MAGDA signals OSWALD to dance with ANA.  OSWALD approaches her,  takes her by the waist with one hand, grabs her tied hands with the other, and they begin to dance.  MAGDA, near them, encourages their steps with some applause or exclamations until she gets closer.)

MAGDA:  May I... (MAGDA takes OSWALD.  MAGDA and OSWALD dance while ANA watches them.  After a few moments, MAGDA lets go of OSWALD, gives him the needle, takes ANA and they dance while OSWALD moves back a few steps and watches them.)  Oswald...

OSWALD:  Yes?

MAGDA  (while they dance):  Why don't you recite a poem?

(A pause.  OSWALD, embarrassed, with the needle in his hand, hesitates then begins.)

OSWALD:  ...
Neighborhood garden...

Flower pots, earth and walls.

And growing between the tiles,

incredibly beautiful...

two roses.

A beam of timorous light, 

invades them

And then sensuous, marvelous fleshy petals

open to receive it.

A laughing and crying eclipse...

Music, late afternoon.

And in this neighborhood garden

challenging the tiles,

two of them, decorating a tango.

(The tango ends.  MAGDA and ANA stop dancing.  MAGDA applauds enthusiastically and gets closer to kiss him.)

MAGDA:  That's beautiful!  Did you write it?

OSWALD:  ...Yes.

MAGDA:  You'll have to put it together with the others and publish them... (To ANA.)  Right?... (ANA is still terrified.)  I've never heard such beautiful poetry.

OSWALD:  Do you think so?

MAGDA:  Certainly!...

OSWALD:  And why should I publish them?...

MAGDA:  So other people can enjoy them too... (To ANA.)  Isn't that true?... If someone has something beautiful... Why not share it?   (A pause.  Moved, she looks at both of them.)  Wouldn't it be wonderful... the three of us living together?

OSWALD  (he nods):  ...Yes...

MAGDA  (to ANA):  Wouldn't you like that?... (ANA makes a strange movement with her head.)  Why not?  The three of us together, happy, doing what we want.  (ANA moves her head again.)  Is something the matter?... (ANA rotates her head around.)  What?... Do you have a cramp?... (ANA makes another movement.)  Sure... a lot of tension... I'll give you a massage!  Okay?... It can't do you any harm... Should we try it for a while?... There's nothing to lose... Come here, sit down... (She tries to lead her toward the chair, but ANA resists.  With a signal from MAGDA, OSWALD moves closer with the needle and then ANA lets herself be taken to the chair and sits down.  MAGDA situates  herself in back of ANA and, despite an initial resistance, she begins to massage her.)  Let's see?... Sure, the trapezium muscle!... It's the most common.  When there's a lot of tension, some of us, like me, become tongue-tied, but the majority have the trapezium contract... It sticks to the cervicals, the shoulder blade and restricts movement... Because of this, what you have to do is unstick it to free the bones... Well, after all it's easier to unstick a trapezium than a tongue, right?... (To OSWALD.)  Do you ever get a stiff neck?

OSWALD:  All the time.

MAGDA:  We should have a massage session a couple of times a week... Ten minutes for each one is fine... I like it done here... (She touches her chin.)  I'll teach you how to do it to each other and we can all give massages to each other... (ANA makes a quick movement.)  Relax... relax or it won't do you any good.  (She increases the pressure on her neck.)  That's it... that's it, it's loosening up... A little more and it's done... Looser, looser... Good, much better.  (She looks at her straight on.)  Do you see?  Your face has changed... (To OSWALD.)  Right?... (OSWALD nods, not very convinced.  MAGDA looks at ANA again.)  What isn't right is your hair.  (She gets closer to ANA to touch her hair, but ANA turns her head.)  Let me fix it for you.  (ANA avoids her again.)  I'm not going to do anything to you!... You've got it all tangled up, look... (She runs her hand through ANA's hair and tries to untangle it.)  Do you see?  It makes you look careless... Wait a minute. (MAGDA takes a brush from her purse, situates herself behind ANA and begins to brush her hair.)  It's a pity, since you have great hair... Don't you use a creme rinse?  There are some really good ones... with herbs...(ANA, terrified, lets her do it while OSWALD continues to point the needle at her, not understanding the situation either.)  After you wash you put a little on, massage it in good and you'll look great... Try it, it's really good... Now I'll brush this side a little and you're ready, even to go out.  You'll see when you look at yourself in the mirror... You'll feel a lot better.  (To OSWALD.)  Now she really looks good, doesn't she?

OSWALD:  Yes.

MAGDA:  Isn't she much prettier like this?

OSWALD:  Well... with the scarf...

MAGDA:  How stupid of me.  (To ANA.)  If I take it off, you won't scream?  (ANA makes a gesture that she won't.  To OSWALD.)  She's not going to scream?

OSWALD:  I don't think so.

MAGDA:  Good... (He undoes the knot on the scarf and removes it.  ANA moves her head trying to get comfortable and MAGDA takes advantage of this to massage her a little.)  Are you okay?

ANA:  Yes.

MAGDA  (to OSWALD):  Well?

OSWALD:  What?

MAGDA:  Fixed up like this.  Doesn't she look a lot better?

OSWALD:  Yes...

MAGDA  (taking a mirror out from her purse and putting it in front of ANA's face):  Look at yourself.  (ANA looks at herself.)  Well?  Don't you look better?

ANA:  Yes.

MAGDA:  Besides it's much softer.

ANA:  ...I'd like to touch it for myself.

(A pause.)

MAGDA  (to OSWALD):  Shall we untie her?

OSWALD:  ...Yes.  I think it's okay now.

MAGDA:  Good...

(MAGDA places the mirror on ANA's lap and unties her hands.  ANA stretches out her arms and legs.  Then with one hand she takes the mirror to look at herself and with the other she strokes her hair until all of a sudden she slaps OSWALD, takes the needle away from him and stands up, threatening, very upset and almost sobbing.)

ANA:  And now?  What are you going to do now?  (OSWALD tries to get closer.  To him, while she threatens Magda.)  Don't move... Don't you realize what you did to me?... Do you hate me that much?

OSWALD:  No.  What do you mean?

ANA:  This, after many years together?

OSWALD:  It's just that... You acted like a crazy woman.

ANA:  And what did you want?   For me to celebrate her arrival?... Animals!  You bound and gagged me like I was an animal!  Isn't that right?  I even thought you might end up killing me!

OSWALD:  How were we going to?...

MAGDA:  We wanted...

ANA  (she interrupts her):  I'm speaking to him!  (She brings the needle closer to her.)

MAGDA:  Be careful...

ANA:  With everything you did to me, I should be careful?

MAGDA:  What did I do to you?

ANA:  What do you mean, “What did I do to you?''

MAGDA:  I didn't mean...

ANA  (interrupting her):  Like worm!  Do you hear?  You made me feel worthless!  Like at any second you could crush me and end it all!  Do you realize that now?  Or maybe you still don't?  And when you put this close to me (She shows her the mirror.), you were trying to see if I was still alive... And you, speaking about my face and my hair as if nothing happened!

MAGDA:  It's just that... you didn't look well...

ANA:  Oh, no?  And how would you like it if you were bound and gagged, with a needle sticking in your face?... (MAGDA, terrified, doesn't answer.)  Oh, you're not answering!  Huh?  (ANA puts the needle closer to her throat and the mirror to her face.  MAGDA pulls back and ANA continues to corner her.)  And how do you look now?  Take a minute to look at yourself!  (She moves the mirror closer.)  Well?

MAGDA:  ...Fine...

ANA:  Fine is it?  And if I tell you that you have hair standing straight up, and bug eyes?  What will you say?...  You know what?  You could take advantage and ask the mirror who's got the buggiest eyes of all!

OSWALD  (making a movement):  Ana...

ANA:  Don't move!  (To MAGDA.)  Well, don't you want to ask it?

(MAGDA tries to escape, but ANA corners her again.)

MAGDA  (terrified):  What kind of a game is this?

ANA:  Let's say it's Snow White... Well?  Come on, I'll help you!  Repeat:  Mirror, mirror on the wall.

MAGDA  (stuttering):  Mirror, mirror on the wall.

ANA:  Who's got the buggiest eyes of all?

MAGDA:  Who's got the buggiest eyes of all?

ANA:  Can you do it without stuttering?

OSWALD:  How could you?

ANA:  Come on!

MAGDA  (with great effort she manages to say it): Who's got the buggiest eyes of all?

ANA  (in another voice, getting behind the mirror):  You, without a doubt!... (She returns to her own voice.)  But besides that, don't you also see the most shameless, most invasive, cruelest, craziest, biggest liar in the land?  (MAGDA doesn't answer.)  Listen up, take a good look in the mirror and you'll see her, even if it's only in a little corner. Well?

MAGDA:  Well, what?

ANA:  Don't you see her?

MAGDA:  ...No...

ANA:  Don't say no... She's there... (MAGDA gestures that she isn't.)  Don't you see her or are you lying to me?... (MAGDA indicates no again.)  You like to lie, huh?

MAGDA:  No... What do you mean?

ANA:  Oh, no?  Well then why did you come here with the story that all you wanted was a little companionship?

MAGDA:  It's true.

ANA:  Listen to you!  And that's why you went to bed with him?

OSWALD:  Ana, I'm here!

ANA:  I'm here, too, even though you haven't realized that fact!

OSWALD:  But...

ANA  (interrupting him):  But nothing!  Now shut up!  (To MAGDA.)  Well?

MAGDA:  Well, what?

ANA:  Tell me... if the only thing you wanted was companionship, why did you go to bed with him?

MAGDA: We didn’t go to bed.

ANA: Oh, no?  Then why did you go to a hotel?

OSWALD: I told you.

ANA: Do you think I’m stupid?  Do you think I’m going to believe that you just went there to kiss?

MAGDA: It’s true.

OSWALD: I was sure she wasn’t going to believe this.

ANA: Listen to me, tart.  Couldn't you just ask him that you wanted to celebrate your birthday with him and his wife?  Or, does everyone who wants to celebrate their birthday with someone have to go to bed with him first?

MAGDA:  No...

ANA:  Well then?

MAGDA:  I don't know.

ANA:  Oh, you don't know... Did you do it to pay him back?

MAGDA:  Pay him for what?

ANA:  The companionship... There are men who pay women to be with them and there are women who pay for companionship by going to bed... It looks like you're a prostitute.

(OSWALD reacts by going toward ANA, who sees him and brings the needle closer to MAGDA'S neck.)

ANA:  One more move and this needle will do a job on her.  Do you hear?

OSWALD  (without moving):  Fine, but don't put it so close.

ANA  (pulling it back a little.  Ironically):  Does that suit you?

OSWALD:  ...Yes...

ANA  (to MAGDA):  Well, did you pay for his company?

MAGDA:  No... I liked him.

(A pause.)

ANA:  So you met him today and since you liked him you went to bed!  How wonderful, right?  You must spend more time on your back than standing up.

MAGDA:  No... I liked what he told me... about you two.

ANA  (surprised):  About who?

MAGDA:  About you two...

ANA:  What did he tell you?

MAGDA:  What you were like... and how well you're doing.

(A pause.  ANA, confused, looks at OSWALD who returns the look, also without understanding.)

ANA:  I don't understand... You mean you liked what he said about us doing fine, and you went to bed with him?  (MAGDA nods.)  Are you playing me for a fool?

MAGDA:  No.

ANA:   Well, then?  Tell me straight out.  Why did you do it?

MAGDA:  I wanted to be closer.

ANA:  Closer to who?

MAGDA:  To both of you.

ANA:  But you went to bed with him, that's all.  What are you saying?  (Bringing the needle closer.)  You want to make me sick, confuse me... What are you trying to do?

MAGDA  (fearful):  Nothing.

(A pause.)

ANA:  Well... Tell me how it went for you.

MAGDA:  Where?

ANA:  In bed.

(In this scene the doubts, uneasiness, pauses and looks among the three of them are  prominent.)

OSWALD:  How can you ask that?

ANA:  Why not?  Didn't you both want to share everything?

OSWALD:  But there's a limit, isn't there?

ANA:  And who decides, you?  (Without letting him answer.)  No... you already went past it.  And now I want to know how it was for you!  (To MAGDA.)  Tell me.

MAGDA:  What do you want me to tell you?

ANA:  For example... How was he?

MAGDA:  In what way?

ANA:  Quit playing dumb and tell me, damn it all!

MAGDA:  Well... the first time... he's never very uninhibited, right?

ANA:  And?

MAGDA:  And... I don't know what else you want to know.

ANA:  How he acted: nervous, rough, tender...?

MAGDA:  At first a little nervous...

ANA:  How did you realize that?

(A pause. ANA plays with the needle close to MAGDA.)

OSWALD:  Is this necessary?

MAGDA  (she nods):  ...What happened at the beginning?

(OSWALD begins to try to get closer to ANA without her realizing, with the purpose of grabbing the needle from her.)

MAGDA: He was sweating and trembling...

ANA:  The poor thing.  And then?  (ANA looks at OSWALD and he feigns innocence.)

MAGDA:  Then he was more loving.

ANA:  Why?  What did you do to him?  (MAGDA doesn't answer.)  Are you embarrassed?

MAGDA: Yes.

ANA:  But coming here doesn't embarrass you!  Right?

MAGDA:  If you like... I'll leave...

ANA:  No!  Keep telling me how it was for you.

MAGDA:  Well... Anyway... It was fine for us.

ANA  (ironically):  Anyway it was fine for you?

MAGDA:  Yes, in general, yes.

ANA:  Well how great!  And how many ways did you do it?

OSWALD:  Ana, stop, please!

ANA:  You weren't saying anything a couple of minutes ago, right?  Why are you so worried now?

OSWALD:  Because you were out of control... She was trying to calm you down and the only thing you could do was scream.

ANA  (to MAGDA):  So you were trying to calm me down.

MAGDA:  ...Sure...

ANA:  And wouldn't it have been better to... I don't know, do something else?  Or do you think the best way to calm people down is to tie them up and put a knitting needle to their throats?

MAGDA:  No.

ANA:  Oh, now I know!  You wanted to tickle me?  (She passes the needle back and forth by her throat.)  Like this?

MAGDA:  No. please...

OSWALD:  Take that needle away from her.

ANA:  I'm not going to do anything to her!  I wanted to play a little bit!  (To MAGDA.)  Well, tell me more...

MAGDA:  What?

ANA:  About the ways you did it.

MAGDA:  No... I wasn't talking about that.

ANA:  I know that, but just the same I want to know.

MAGDA:  I don't know... What do you want to know?

ANA:  How you did it!  (MAGDA doesn't answer.)  The positions... Do you understand now, or not?  (MAGDA nods but still does not answer.)  What's the matter, does it seem strange that I would want to know that?  (Ironic.)  There are magazines that a person looks at every now and then and well, I like to, it makes me curious... Come on, besides the standard one, what others?

MAGDA:  None...

ANA:  Really?... (MAGDA nods.)  I can't believe you... Tell me... Didn't he ask you to lick his appendix scar?

OSWALD:  Ana!

ANA  (without paying attention to OSWALD):  And to suck his big toe?  (MAGDA shakes her head.)  Not that either?

OSWALD:  Will you stop that?

ANA  (to OSWALD):  And you went looking outside your own house for that?...

OSWALD:  What are you going to accomplish by doing this?

ANA: I don’t know, it depends on how far you two got.  Let’s see.

OSWALD: What do you want to see?

ANA: What you did... (Bringing the needle closer to MAGDA.)  Take off your clothes!

OSWALD: How...?

ANA: Stop playing stupid!  Didn’t you bring another woman home?  You’re going to pay the consequences!  Get your clothes off!... Come on!

OSWALD: You’ve gone crazy!

ANA: And just what did you think, jerk?  That I’d go along with everything?... (To MAGDA.)  Should I help you?... (To OSWALD.)  You, in the meantime, take off your pants...  And be careful, because any minute I might lose control of this needle!

(OSWALD takes off his pants and ANA is helping MAGDA get undressed.  In the middle of a tense silence, while ANA utters expressions like, “That’s it.” “Real good.” etc. the other two take off their clothes.)

OSWALD (in his underwear): Is this okay?

ANA: Yes... (To MAGDA.)  And you, keep your bra and panties on.

MAGDA: You’re humiliating me.

ANA: A whole lot less than what you did with me, stupid.

(MAGDA does this.)

ANA: Well, now I want to see it.

OSWALD: What?

ANA: What you did!

OSWALD:  With you watching?

ANA: And what did you have in mind when you brought her here?  That every night one of us would go away so she couldn’t see what the other two were doing?
OSWALD (hesitating): It was for another reason.

ANA: Sure, three of us together is something else!  Is that what you wanted to try out?  Come on!  You must have thought about how we’d do it among the three of us!  Right?

OSWALD (not being able to believe what he’s hearing): How...?  

ANA  (changing the meaning of his response):  Oh, you liked that?  Huh?  Now you want to 


Know  “how”  we’d do it.

OSWALD: No, I said “how” as in “how could you think that!”

ANA:  Well, while one of us does what you like, the other could do something else, right?  Or we could change places... (MAGDA and OSWALD are astounded.  ANA looks at them and laughs.)  No, not places among us... I mean places where we could do it... The most common is in bed, but we could do it on the rug... or on the table... in the end, it all depends on what we want to do... (To MAGDA.)  Right?  (MAGDA doesn't answer.  Once again to her.)  What do you prefer?

MAGDA:  I don't know.

ANA:  Come on, choose one:  Bed, rug, or table?

OSWALD:  Will you stop it, once and for all.

ANA:  What's the matter?  I get to choose on top of everything else!  (To MAGDA.)  Which do you prefer?

MAGDA: The rug

ANA (surprised, the same as OSWALD, that MAGDA has answered): Oh, really?  Well, look at you!  And how would you like us arranged?

MAGDA: Lying down...

ANA: I suppose you didn’t think that we were going to do it on the rug standing up, right?... Fine, lie down... (MAGDA does that.  To OSWALD.)  You, too.

OSWALD: Where?

ANA: Good question... (To MAGDA.)  You, where do you want to be?

MAGDA:  Me... in the middle.

ANA:  In the middle of what?

MAGDA:  Of you two.

ANA:  So in the middle is it?  (MAGDA nods.)  And when I want to touch him or kiss him, what do I have to do?  Ask your permission?  

MAGDA: We can take turns.

ANA (she nods): We’ll start with me in the middle... (She lays down next to MAGDA.  To OSWALD.)  Lie down beside me... (OSWALD does that.)

ANA (all of a sudden, she sits up, furious, puts the needle close to MAGDA, almost touching her):  Listen to me, good-for-nothing.  How can you delude yourself into thinking I'm going to share him?... We raised three kids, we lived through all their problems, we stayed with them until they left... And now that we're alone, peaceful, and he's my only companionship and I can enjoy him all for myself, you show up to get in the middle?... He's mine now!  Do you hear me?   Mine!!

(OSWALD, taking advantage of ANA's concentration on MAGDA, jumps forward and grabs the needle from her hand.)

OSWALD  (loudly):  That's enough!  (He bends the needle with all his strength.)  Have you  gone mad?  Threatening her like a murderer!... 

ANA: Why didn’t you break it before?  When she had it you defended her!, Didn’t you?  Give me that needle

OSWALD: Don’t come near me!

MAGDA: Don’t argue, please!

OSWALD: You, get dressed!

(MAGDA gets dressed.  OSWALD does, too.)

ANA (pointing to the needle): Give me that!  It’s mine!

OSWALD:  What are you, a baby... fighting over a toy?...

ANA: What are you talking about?

OSWALD: That neither am I a toy, nor am I going to put up with your spewing out whatever trash comes to mind. Do you understand?

ANA: I didn’t...

OSWALD  (interrupting her):  It's over.  I don't want to hear any more!... Can you imagine what it would be like... to live with both of you?... Hell!  That's what it would be like... Noooo!  That's not for me!  (He bends down to pick up the clothes still spread out on the floor.)

ANA:  What are you going to do?

OSWALD:  I'm leaving.  I can't take even five more minutes of this!

(A pause.)

ANA:  That's ridiculous.  What do you mean you're leaving?

OSWALD:  Why not?  What's ridiculous about that?

ANA:  This is our house!

OSWALD:  You mean you didn't want me to leave before?

ANA:  With her, not alone!

OSWALD:  Listen to me carefully:  I don't want to have anything to do with either of you!  Is that clear?  I haven't got fifty years left.  Probably more like twenty... and I want to live them in peace!  Do you understand?  It's the only thing I expect for the rest of my life!  Peace and quiet!  Learning to live, at this stage, with two crazy women like you?  Nooo!!  I'm leaving... to live the days that are left for me in peace!

(A pause.  He continues to gather the clothes.  ANA looks at MAGDA, confused.)

ANA  (to OSWALD):  You can't be thinking... that I'm going to stay with her, are you?

OSWALD:  Why not?

ANA:  What are you saying?

OSWALD: Don’t act so surprised!  Do you think I’m stupid?... Or blind, or deaf?  Tell me!  What do you think I am?

ANA:  What are you talking about?

OSWALD:  About you two, touching and caressing each other... (He points to the chair where ANA was tied.)  As if I were... I don't know, a ghost or I didn't exist!

ANA:  But I was tied, gagged... and she was threatening me with the needle!  What’s the matter with you?

OSWALD:  And afterwards, when she began to massage you?  I saw the pleasure in your eyes.  Don’t pretend!

ANA:  I couldn't move!  What did you want me to do?

OSWALD:  I saw your face!  You had your eyes closed and you were enjoying every movement of her hand!

ANA:  What are you saying to me?

OSWALD:  I'm telling you what I saw!

ANA:  You're crazy!

OSWALD:  So I'm crazy?  And when you suggested those things to her?

ANA:  I was encouraging her?!  What do you think I am?... (OSWALD doesn't answer.)  But what do you think I am?  (OSWALD still doesn't answer.)  How can you...?

MAGDA  (interrupting her):  Stop all this foolishness!!  (ANA and OSWALD look at her.  A pause.)  I'm leaving... I didn't think... that we'd come to this.  (She searches for her wallet.)  But before going... (To ANA.)  I want to tell you... that you took advantage.

ANA  (surprised):  Of what?

MAGDA:  You took advantage because we're in your house!

ANA:  After butting into my house, you're accusing me of taking advantage of that?

MAGDA:  Yes.  Since we're here you think you're the queen bee!

ANA:  What do you mean I think I'm the queen bee?

MAGDA:  No doubt!  And even with him you say he's yours like he was just one more piece of furniture. 

ANA:  Do me a favor and get the hell out of here!

MAGDA:  Sure I'll leave!  After all I saw and heard... I wouldn't stay even if you got on your knees and begged me!

ANA:  Don't worry, nobody's going to get on their knees and ask you anything.

MAGDA:  I already know that won't happen... I'm not that much of an idiot... (She begins to cry.)  I fell for it hook, line and sinker.

ANA:  You?

MAGDA  (upset, but energetic):  Sure.  They tell me that two people are sensitive and responsible and I believe it.  Isn't that being naive?... (They don't answer her.)  It's incredible.  You're not even people!

OSWALD:  What do you mean not even people?

MAGDA:  Things!  That's what you are!... Husband, wife, landowner and housewife!  Things, words that don't mean anything!  Neither of you has any idea of who the other is!

ANA  (to OSWALD):  What's she saying?

MAGDA  (to ANA):  Tell me... How long has it been since you asked him what you are for him, besides one of those things?... (ANA does not answer.)  Do you realize?  You spend almost your whole life without hearing or feeling what you love most!  How can you stand it?  (Very upset, to both of them.)   In the end... each of us is alone!  Isn't that right?...  Each one lives depending on what they want and the other can go to hell!!... But, tell me...  Isn't it a horrible fate to die like that, alone... like mushrooms?... (ANA and OSWALD look at her, moved.)  

(MAGDA wipes away a few tears and begins to leave.  She goes to the door and opens it.  LUIS  appears at the door.  A pause.  They all look at him, surprised.)
LUIS (to ANA): Since I left I’ve been walking around with tears in my eyes and touching my lips. I need to know what you feel for me.

(A pause.  OSWALD and MAGDA look at each other, upset.  ANA doesn’t know what to do.) 
LUIS (to ANA): Nobody ever kissed me like that.  Do you see?  You’ll all probably say I’m crazy, but it’s the truth.  Nobody, ever kissed me with such tenderness!

OSWALD (to ANA): What is he saying?

(ANA does not answer and she keeps staring at LUIS, astonished.)

LUIS: Please, tell me.  What do you feel for me?  Passion or pity?  My life depends on your answer.

OSWALD: Ana!  Who is he?

(ANA continues without answering.)

MAGDA (to LUIS, stammering): Who are you?
LUIS ( to MAGDA): My name is Luis.  (MAGDA is going to speak, but she stutters.)

What’s the matter?

MAGDA: W..w.. Why?

LUIS: Why do you talk like that?

MAGDA: Like what?

LUIS: Stammering.

MAGDA: I don’t know... you showing up... me... being confused.

(A pause.  LUIS remains flustered, looking at MAGDA..)

LUIS: What, in me, would affect you that way?

MAGDA: Your... your need for... for...

LUIS: For what?

MAGDA: Your needing love.

(A long pause.  LUIS looks at MAGDA.  OSWALD and ANA look at MAGDA and LUIS and then, confused, they look at each other.)

LUIS  (to MAGDA): Does it seem that way?

MAGDA: It doesn’t seem.  I dare say that... I’ve never seen a man who could... spark... so much... chemistry... (She looks into his eyes.)

LUIS (incredulous.  To ANA and OSWALD): Did you two set this all up?... (He points to MAGDA.)  I mean... the encounter between her and me?

(A pause.  ANA and OSWALD don’t know what to say.  Finally.)

ANA  (to OSWALD, trying to get out of the situation): Did you bring a cake?

(OSWALD, surprised, nods.  A pause.)

ANA  (Pointing to MAGDA): Since it’s your birthday... let’s celebrate it, okay?... (OSWALD,   MAGDA AND LUIS look at her, stunned) Wasn’t this what you wanted... (To OSWALD.)

Get it ready... to blow out the candles... (To MAGDA and LUIS.)  Come closer.

(OSWALD puts the package on the table and opens it.  He put in a candle and lights it.  MAGDA and LUIS move closer to the table.  ANA turns off the lights.  The stage remains lit by just the one candle.)

ANA  ( to MAGDA): Think of three wishes.  (A pause.  MAGDA looks at LUIS, at OSWALD, and at ANA one by one.  Then she blows out the candle.)

(A blackout.)
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