TEODORO AND THE MOON


1ST PART

Space: a little house near the proscenium. Behind it, a large sky. It’s night. The lights of a city, a wood, a river and mountains can also be seen at the distance.

Indoors. On the walls, some kites and binoculars.

Teodoro is telling Horacio, his deep voice dog, how to hold a mirror so that the moon light can be reflected on it and projected into a frame on a wall.

Teodoro:
Move it a little more…

Horacio:
Like this?

Teodoro:
A little more.

Horacio:
Like this?

Teodoro:
More…

Horacio:
This more?

Teodoro:
Perfect… (He looks at the moon on the wall and recites)



Moon,



Dream of my dreams,



that reflected on my mirror,



lights the darkness of my life.



(Coming closer as if he were speaking to the moon’s ear)



One day, owner of my secrets



(Touching the picture) I’ll go there to caress your land



in gratitude of your friendship.



(To Horacio) Do you like it?

Horacio:
(Holding the mirror) Yes, it’s OK.

Teodoro:
Nothing else than OK?

Horacio:
Well, quite OK.

Teodoro:
Listen to this other one I made up to Lulú… (He takes out a sheet of paper from one of his pockets and starts reading it) 



To Lulú, from Teodoro



Lulú, your plaits made of thread


make me sigh.


And you are, as the full moon,


the light of my darkness.


My dream love,


I’d love to fly with you


deep into the sky.


Do you like it?

Horacio:
A lot.

Teodoro:
Nothing else than a lot?

Horacio:
Quite a lot.


(The moon is turned off. Teodoro sticks his head out of the window furiously)

Teodoro:
Candil!


(A diabolic laughter is heard and the a light is turned on in one side of the stage, at a certain height. It lights Candil, who is sitting in front of a display board with cables which he plugs in and unplugs. He has got two birds: Plumero, on his hat, and Pico, standing on the console.)

Teodoro:
Turn it on!

Candil:
It was a joke!


(Candil plugs a cable in and the moon turns on.)

Candil: 
(Shouts) Eggs, little eggs, eggs!!!


(Plumero and Pico fly to look for eggs. The light over Candil is turned off.)

Teodoro:
(In a low voice. To Horacio) Right now I’m going to meet Lulú at the park to give it to her. (He shows the sheet of paper where he has written the poem.)

Horacio:
Right now? At night?

Teodoro:
So what?

Horacio:
Aren’t you frightened?

Teodoro:
Me frightened?

Horacio:
What about her?

Teodoro:
There’s me to take care of her.

Horacio:
(He bursts out laughing loudly) I’d be… frightened, anyway…

Teodoro:
Shut up…

Horacio:
(Scared. He stops laughing) Why are we whispering?

Teodoro:
To prevent Candil from hearing us.

Horacio:
Ohh!


(Teodoro goes out through the window and runs to one side of the stage, where the park is settled. He waits peering at every place till Lulú arrives. She is wearing a T-shirt with the moon on it.)

Teodoro:
(Pointing at the moon on her T-shirt) What a nice T-shirt with the moon you’ve got!

Lulú:
Do you like it?

Teodoro:
A lot.

Lulú:
Nothing else than a lot?

Teodoro:
Quite a lot… I’ve written something to you.


(Teodoro gives her the poem. She reads it and looks down shamefully.)

Teodoro:
Do you like it?… (She doesn’t answer.) Don’t you like it?…


(She looks at the moon on the sky and sighs. She kisses him unexpectedly and then, runs away. Teodoro gazes at her going away. Then, he comes back home and enters through the window again.)

Horacio:
So?

Teodoro:
I gave it to her.

Horacio:
So?

Teodoro:
(Sighing) She read it, looked at the moon and kissed me.

Horacio:
Cheers!

Teodoro:
Do you realize? A kiss! She is in love with me, too!

Horacio:
And then?

Teodoro:
She ran away.

Horacio:
Uhhh!


(Teodoro leans on the window and looks at the moon through a telescope.)

Teodoro:
I do love the moon, Horacio.

Horacio:
Oh, yes. It’s nice.

Teodoro:
Nice? It’s lovely, wonderful, beautiful, magnificent… (Horacio goes with his enthusiasm.) It’s… it’s… it’s the best thing that has ever existed… Now that I’m in love it’s more marvelous than ever… (Horacio is disappointed. Teodoro looks at him) I love you too, huh? Don’t worry.

Horacio:
No, it’s OK.

Teodoro:

(Giving him a slap) We’re inseparable friends... but her, I don’t know, she’s my moonlight.


(The moon is turned off again.)

Teodoro:
Again!!… (To Candil, through the window) Turn it on, Candil!!! Stop being silly!


(Candil’s place is lighted. Pico and Plumero are giving him the eggs he’s wolfing down. He also eats the shell of them and he talks with his mouth full, spitting out small pieces.)

Candil:
Silly? I’m the one that runs the lights of the universe, so I turn them on and off whenever it pleases me.

Horacio:
This guy, Candil…

Teodoro:
I’ve told you a thousand times that you can’t do whatever you want!

Candil:
Oh, no? Just look.


(He starts connecting and disconnecting cables, and the moon and the stars are turned on and off hazardously. Meteorites, comets and so on, appear and disappear. It’s a perfect show.)

Teodoro:
Watch out for that comet! You’re going to make it crash into the moon!

Candil:
(Changing the comet’s direction) Olé!

Teodoro:
Why don’t you think about the lovers that look at the moon?

Candil:
They should do anything else than looking at the moon foolishly.

Horacio:
Cretin!

Teodoro:
What about the poets that write to it?

Candil:
They should write to something else… and some of them had better not write anything at all.

Horacio:
Wicked.

Teodoro:
What about those who are deep into the jungle? They can get lost without its light!

Candil:
That’s the all I needed! Having the moon on for those who get into the wood without torches.

Horacio:
Nasty piece of work… (Some steps are heard. To Teodoro) Your mom! 


(Teodoro lies on his bed. The light over Candil is turned off. Teodoro’s mother comes in and the mirror and the frame can be seen. Teodoro can hardly make himself comfortable.)

Mother:
Playing again with this little game?

Teodoro:
No… I... ahhh...

Mother:
(Loving) Come on, my little crazy boy... You’re always in the moon!… 

(Teodoro and Horacio look at each other astonished. The mother tucks Teodoro up in bed.) Get asleep because you have to go to school tomorrow… (To the dog) And you, Horacio, don’t bother him… (Horacio grunts.)

Teodoro:
Would you tell me a short story?

Mother:
(Tired) Right now?

Teodoro:
Yes, come on. Tell me one.

Mother:
All right.


(The mother lies down next to Teodoro and starts telling him a story.)

Mother:
Once upon a time there was a girl who was so naughty that one day –when nobody was going to realize she was doing it- she got on a rocket and flew to the space… (She starts dozing.)

Teodoro:
And, where did she go?

Mother:
Mmmm… I don’t know.

Teodoro:
She must be somewhere.

Mother:
(She snores a bit) …I think so.

Teodoro:
And, why don’t you know?

Mother:
Mmmm… I don’t know.

Teodoro:
You have to know.

Mother:
(Making it up) She’s gone… to the moon… (She falls asleep.)

Teodoro:
To the moon?


(The mother is completely asleep.)

Teodoro:
Have you heard, Horacio? That girl has gone to the moon!

Horacio:
It’s a tale, Teo.

Teodoro:
I know, but…

Horacio:
(Interrupting him) Get asleep once and for all, Teodoro…

Teodoro:
OK, sing me to sleep.


(Horacio takes a guitar and starts to sing-howl a lullaby. Teodoro falls asleep. Horacio goes on singing. Candil makes noises. Plumero and Pico fly from Candil’s board to the windowsill and clap with their wings.)

Horacio:
Don’t make noises! You’re going to wake Teodoro and his mother up!

Plumero:
Did the old woman fall asleep again?


(They laugh.)

Horacio:
Shush!

Pico:
You sang out of tune the last howl of the lullaby again!  

Horacio:
Not today!

Pico.
I insist: you did.

Horacio:
And I insist: I didn’t.

Plumero:
(To Pico) Don’t pay attention to him. What do you want? He sings like a dog.

Horacio:
What did you come here for? To criticize?

Pico:
Sorry. What about Teodoro?

Horacio:
Well… he’s in love.

Pico:
Deeply?

Horacio:
As an abandoned female poodle.


(Plumero and Pico look at each other.)

Pico:
Have a look at the hummingbird!

Plumero:
He’s lost like a sparrow in the mist!

Pico:
…Like a wood-pecker who’s been deprived of his tree.


(They laugh.)

Plumero:
A nest is very close.

Pico:
And… how is the girl like?

Horacio:
I don’t know her, but from what he says, she seems to be a good girl.

Pico:
I wish she liked dogs.

Horacio:
I hope so.

Plumero:

What if she is Catwoman?


Hoffmann
Don’t make jokes, boys... Candil got mad today, huh?

Plumero:
He’s like that. What can we do about it? He’s got the power and he likes to show it off.

Pico:
Yes, but he can’t do what he pleases, anyway.

Horacio:
That’s true. He almost made a comet crash against the moon today. 

Pico:
How about what he did the other day? He had a meteorite turning round crazily! For a moment I thought it was going to fall on us and I was so, so frightened… that…

Plumero:
Don’t tell him.

Horacio:
What happened to you?

Pico:
I dropped a piece of pooh on his shoulder.

Horacio:
So?

Pico:
Now he doesn’t let me stand up on him anymore. He sent me to the commands.

Horacio:
Well, no wonder. Does he still eat dove eggs?

Plumero:
Well… Yes, he does.

Horacio:
That’s wrong! We’re going to run out of doves, and without doves… (He shakes his head.)


(Teodoro turns around in bed.)

Teodoro:
(As dreaming) What’s on?

Horacio:
(To the birds) Fan yourselves! Fly away!… (To Teodoro) Nothing, nothing, go on sleeping.


(Plumero and Pico fly to the console.)


(Scene about Candil and the sky. Candil turns a huge handle that makes a wheel turn over bringing first the down and then, the noon.)

Candil:
What a job! (Shouting) Eggs, little eggs, eggs!


(Plumero and Pico fly to look for eggs. The light over Candil is turned off.)

Horacio:
So? How did you get along at school?

Teodoro:
Bad.

Horacio:
Why?

Teodoro:
Lulú was absent.

Hoffmann
Ohh! What would have happened to her?

Teodoro:
I asked the teacher if she knew what had happened to her and she said to me Lulú hadn’t notified anything.

Horacio:
Perhaps she wasn’t feeling well.

Teodoro:
In that case, she must have notified it. The teacher did tell me it was strange!

Horacio:
Ohh!


(Pause)

Teodoro:
Maybe she got angry…

Horacio:
I don’t think so. Why do you say that?… If she kissed you… Perhaps she was ashamed… or something else.

Teodoro:
For example, what?

Horacio:
For example… something else.

Teodoro:
Horacio.

Horacio:
What?

Teodoro:
I’m afraid.

Horacio:
(Frightened, he looks around.) Afraid of what?

Teodoro:
Of her not wanting to see me anymore… and of her going away because she is ashamed.

Horacio:
(In relief) Ohh!… But, where could she go?

Teodoro:
…I don’t know… to the moon.

Horacio:
To the moon?

Teodoro:
…Yes…

Horacio:
How can it be possible? Did you go mad?

Teodoro:
Don’t you see? Like the girl of the story mom told me.

Horacio:
I’ve already told you it’s just a story!

Teodoro:
What, a story?… (Transition) If she doesn’t come back to school… I’m going to look for her.

Horacio:
Where?

Teodoro:
To… the moon.

Horacio:
Is it a joke?

Teodoro:
No, it isn’t.

Horacio:
(Nodding) You’ve lost your senses!

Teodoro:
No, I haven’t, either. 

Horacio:
You’re the one who is crazy about the moon, not her. Why is she going to the moon?

Teodoro:
I’ve told you that she looked at the moon and sighed before going away. On top of that, she was wearing a T-shirt with the moon on it. So… at any rate, she is also…

Horacio:
She is what?

Teodoro:
Mad about the moon.

Horacio:
And, can you tell me how are you going to get to the moon?

Teodoro:
(Hesitates up to the moment he points at the walls) …By kite.

Horacio:
By kite?

Teodoro:
Why not? A huge kite…

Horacio:
But, how…? (He changes) All right! Go ahead! What does it mind me? Whenever you get something into your head…

Teodoro:
Let’s go there together.

Horacio:
We both?

Teodoro:
Aren’t we inseparable?

Horacio:
But... so much?

Teodoro:
Let’s start making it.

Horacio:
What?

Teodoro:
The kite.

Horacio:
But… She can still come back.

Teodoro:
Just in case. Let’s go to the garden.


(They go out to the garden. Teodoro looks for paper, wood, thread, tools in a box, takes them out and throws them to the grass naming them. Horacio avoids each one of them.)

Teodoro:
Wood.

Horacio:
Watch out!

Teodoro:
Nails.

Horacio:
Be careful!

Teodoro:
Thread.

Horacio:
Stop it!

Teodoro:
(Starting making up the kite) When we get to the moon… I’ll build a two floors doghouse for you. You’ll sleep upstairs and you’ll be able to invite whoever you want downstairs.

Horacio:
And, who am I going to invite in the moon?

Teodoro:
(Surprised) There must be someone… Lulú will be very happy when we drop in.

Horacio:
Sure. (Obviously, Horacio thinks Teodoro is crazy.)


(Mr. Pedro passes by.)

Mr. Pedro:
How are you doing, Teodoro?

Teodoro:
How are you, Mr. Pedro?

Mr. Pedro:
What a big kite!

Teodoro:
Yes, it’s big.

Mr. Pedro:
Where are you going to raise it?

Teodoro:
I don’t know.

Mr. Pedro:
With such a huge kite… (Laughing) you can get to the moon.

Teodoro:
(As if he were continuing with the joke) That’s it! We’re going to the moon!

Mr. Pedro:
You’ll have to raise it at the blue mountain. (He points out. Teodoro and Horacio look at the mountains.)

Teodoro:
(Pointing out, too) That one?

Mr. Pedro:
To get to the moon…

Teodoro:
It’s very far from here.

Mr. Pedro:
Yes, it’s. You’ll have to cross the city, the wood and the river.

Horacio:
Ohh!

Teodoro:
How high is it?

Mr. Pedro: 
About a lot of feet.

Horacio:
Cheers!

Mr. Pedro:
(Looking at Horacio) What did you say?

Teodoro:
It was me who said: Cheers!

Mr. Pedro:
Oh!… All right, go on playing, boys… (Caressing Teodoro) Bye, Teo. (He starts leaving.) Bye, Horacio. (Horacio barks at him.)

Teodoro:
(Calling him) Mr. Pedro!

Mr. Pedro:
Yes?

Teodoro:
Haven’t you seen a girl named Lulú?

Mr. Pedro:
Lulú, Lulú… what is she like?

Teodoro:
She’s neither fat or slim, neither tall or short, neither blonde or brunette… Very pretty.

Mr. Pedro:
(Thinking) Neither fat or slim, neither tall or short, neither blonde or brunette…  That one with neither long or short little plaits?

Teodoro:
That one!

Mr. Pedro:
I haven’t seen her for some time, you know? Why are you looking for her?

Teodoro:
For nothing.

Mr. Pedro:
(Intimate) Is she your girlfriend?

Teodoro:
…Something like that… How did you realize?

Mr. Pedro:
Well, if you want to go to the moon to look for her… (He laughs.)

Teodoro:
(Surprised) It has nothing to do! You imagine such a kind of things!

Mr. Pedro:
Imagination, Teodoro, a lot of imagination…

Horacio:
Imagination? His marrow is out of order.

Mr. Pedro:
(To Teodoro) What did the dog say?

Teodoro:
Nothing, Mr. Pedro, dogs can’t talk.

Mr. Pedro:
Of course… Do you know… I sometimes hear voices?

Horacio:
Haven’t I told you? He is crazier than a drank flea.

Mr. Pedro:
(Looking at Horacio) It seemed to me again that he has spoken!!!

Teodoro:
Go, Mr. Pedro, go away.

Mr. Pedro:
Yes, I’d better leave. Bye.


(Mr. Pedro greets him, he doubts about where to go and he finally faces the same place where he came from.)

Teodoro:
(To Horacio) I’ve told you not to speak in public!

Horacio:
Well…

Teodoro:
(Looking at the mountain) About a lot of feet...!!! From that mountain… the moon must be very near, huh?

Horacio:
No idea!


(The mother appears.)

Mother:
(Offstage) Teodoro, tea time!

Teodoro:
I’m coming. (He goes on working.)

Mother:
“Coming”… means right now.

Teodoro:
Yes, mom. I’m coming right now. (He goes on.)... (To Horacio) Bring the string.


(Horacio looks for a clew and brings it in his mouth.)

Teodoro:
Don’t moisten it.

Horacio:
(Hesitates, till he loosens the clew.) And, how do you want me to bring it?

Mother:
(Appearing) Come on, little crazy boy, your milk is getting cold. (She takes him away.)


(Candil is lighted. Pico and Plumero are giving him eggs and he is eating them.)

Candil:
(Enjoying) Mmmm… what a pleasure… There isn’t anything like little doves eggs…

Pico:
Candil.

Candil:
What?

Pico:
There’re a few doves and many snakes and falcons left. Don’t you want us to bring you eggs of those other species? 

Candil:
How many times do I have to tell you I only want doves eggs?

Plumero:
So many doves eggs can cause you indigestion… You should vary…

Pico:
And, poison from snakes eggs or falcons vitamins can do well to your health.

Candil:
You are to bring me what I ask you, not to judge me.

Pico:
But… it’d be better there were less snakes and falcons and more doves.

Candil:
Would it be better? Why?

Pico:
Because snakes and falcons attack everyone and there will finally be no more beings in the forest.

Candil:
Stop talking nonsense. Nature is wise. If falcons and snakes triumph, there must be some reason. No more words!… (He takes out a long whip and whirls it round in order to crack it.)


(Angry Plumero and Pico fly from Candil’s console to Teodoro’s window.)

Pico:
Candil has almost whirled us round.

Horacio:
Why?

Plumero:
We’ve told him that thing about the doves eggs again and he’s got angry.

Horacio:
What a mess, huh?

Pico:
Yes.

Plumero:
And, how are things doing here?

Horacio:
Bad. The girl didn’t go to school, so he thinks she went to the moon and wants to go there to look for her.

Pico:
Wow! He’s completely a humming bird!!!

Horacio:
Don’t you see the huge kite we’re making up?

Pico:
It can’t be true!

Horacio:
And, at the top of that, he wants me to go with him.

Pico:
I can’t believe you!

Horacio:
Believe me.

Plumero:
Well... tell him you can’t.

Pico:
Sure. Tell him some important business came up and you had to dash off. 

Horacio:
I can’t tell him a lie. He says we’re insuperable.

Plumero:
And, what does it mean?

Horacio:
I don’t really know what it means! It seems insuperable people don’t lie each other!

Plumero:
And how are you two going to fly by kite?

Horacio:
Holding on its tail, I think.

Pico:
But what happens if it brakes up or if you come untied?

Horacio:
No idea! Stop asking me questions!... I do lead a dog life! There’s no hope for me!


(Pico and Plumero look at each other and nod.)

Plumero:
Don’t worry. We’ll take care of you.

Pico:
Sure. What are friends for? All for one and one for all.


(Pico and Plumero move forward. Each one of them bring a wing nearer, Horacio brings a front leg nearer, and they put them together.)

Plumero:
There he comes!

Pico:
Let’s fly away!


(They fly. Teodoro comes back.)

Teodoro:
Let’s finish the kite and then, we’re setting off.

Horacio:
What’s happened?

Teodoro:
Did you notice mom insisted on my going home to have tea?

Horacio:
Yes, I did.

Teodoro:
It was a lie. It was burning hot and I burnt my mouth.

Horacio:
And… are we going to the moon because of that? Was it so hot?

Teodoro:
It has nothing to do with. But we’re leaving.

Teodoro:
But… didn’t you hear what Mr. Pedro said?

Teodoro:
What?

Horacio:
All those things about the lots of feet.

Teodoro:
Are we brave or what?

Horacio:
I think I’m a bit what.
Teodoro:
Let’s go ahead. Before my mother comes back.

Horacio:
She’s going to get worried.

Teodoro:
I’m leaving her a message explaining that we went to the mountain to raise the kite. (He is making it.) That way, the next time she’ll know how to prepare the milk for me… Let’s take the  kite launching device… (He takes a  kite launching device machcine.)

Horacio:
Let’s think it over, Teodoro. Aren’t we doing something silly?

Teodoro:
Future belongs to crazy men.

Horacio:
But, sometimes… isn’t it convenient to think about the present? I mean…


(He finishes writing the message and leaves it in a visible place, then he takes the kite and the string.)

Teodoro:
Take the tail.


(Horacio bites the kite’s tail.)

Teodoro:
Go ahead, my brave men! (Horacio bows his head and they walk to the mountain.)


(Candil turns the handle. Evening. The park is lighted again. We can see Lulú sitting on a bench. She’s sad. Mr. Pedro comes in, he stops in front of the girl and looks at her for a moment.)

Mr. Pedro: 
You’re Lulú!

Lulú:
Yes, that’s right.

Mr. Pedro:
What’s wrong with you?

Lulú:
Nothing.

Mr. Pedro:
You’re very sad.


(Lulú nods.)

Mr. Pedro:
Why?

Lulú:
Just because I’m.

Mr. Pedro:
It’s a pity that you’re so sad when a knight is able to go to the moon for you.

Lulú:
Sorry?

Mr. Pedro:
Teodoro, your something like your boyfriend, has told me he was going to the blue mountain (He points out) to raise his kite to look for you.

Lulú:
And where was he going to look for me?

Mr. Pedro:
To the moon… Bye, pretty girl, have a nice trip… (He laughs and starts to leave.)

Lulú:
(Astonished) Thanks… Why did you say “Have a nice trip”?

Mr. Pedro:
I don’t know… It just came out… (He leaves.)

Lulú:
(Looks at the mountain) Teodoro… (She stands up and starts walking to that place.)

2ND PART: THE CITY

(The city. The buildings are very tall and the sky cannot be seen because it is covered by cables. On top there are strangely shaped antennas. The sundown can be seen outside the city.)

Candil:
(He laughs diabolically. Pointing at the sundown) I’ve covered the sky for all these idiots! And I’ve sworn to the Northern Emperor they’ll never be able to see it!… (As if he were telling a secret to the public) I only add ten cables a day… that is 365.000 cables more in one hundred years… A little short circuit… (He makes the gesture of cutting something off) and… puff, everything is over.


(Teodoro and Horacio get to the city entrance.

Every time they try to enter the city, pedestrians pass by avoiding it. There are citizens that travel by cable, too. They go hanging from rollers, reading the news and carrying briefcases. 

After a big effort, they finally succeed and manage to get in the city. They find themselves in a clearing. They look up and see the roof made of cables.)

Teodoro:
Horacio, look at those people traveling by cables…

Horacio:
They are certainly hung!           

Teodoro:
The sky can’t be seen.

Horacio:
How crazy, huh?

Teodoro:
We must get out of this place quickly.

Horacio:
Yes, let’s run away.


(They can’t move forward because people are crossing.)

Horacio:
Let’s go away quickly!

Teodoro:
Are you afraid?

Horacio:
No, I’m not. I’m peeing! Ask someone where is the exit!

Teodoro: 
(To a cabled-man) Sir!

Cabled-man 1: 4965 1426-7984. (He passes by.)

Teodoro:
(To other man) Excuse me, sir!

Cabled-man 2: 4899 3654 8213.


(Teodoro and Horacio look at each other.)

Teodoro:
Shall they have numbers instead of names?

Horacio:
Should we call them up? Explain them I have to go to the toilet.

Teodoro:
And, how can I do it, if they don’t let me say a word?

Horacio:
Well, point at me and show them my tail.

Teodoro:
(Hisitates) Hold on. Let’s go over there.


(He points at a place and they try to move forward. They get to an Information Office where is a cabled-man in charge and a long bearded one who looks like a   homeless sitting on the floor.)

Teodoro:
Sir.

Man in

charge:
Cable number, please.

Teodoro:
I don’t know… I’m not from this place.

Man in

charge:
Aim of your stay.

Teodoro:
We want to go to the mountain.

Man in

Charge:
What for?

Teodoro:
To raise this kite.


(The man in charge of the Information Office looks surprised. The homeless pays attention with interest.)

Man in

Charge:
What is it for?

Teodoro:
…To be raised.

Man in

Charge:
Aim of the object.


(Teodoro and Horacio are surprised. They look at each other.)

Teodoro:
To get to the moon.

Man in

Charge:
To the… what?

Teodoro:
To… the moon.

Man in

charge:
Description of the object.


(Teodoro hesitates.)

Man in

Charge:
What do you mean moon?

Teodoro:
Well… (He shows something round with his hands.) Like this.

Man in

Charge:
Location.

Teodoro:
It’s over the cables.

Man in

Charge:
What is it for?

Teodoro:
To… to be looked at.

Man in

Charge:
Go straight to the Searching of Useless Objects Office for them to find it and make it disappear.

Teodoro:
No! I’m driving crazy!

Man in

Charge:
Right. In that case, go straight to the floor. (He points at the bearded man.)

Teodoro:
Sir…

Bearded man:
(Coming closer to Teodoro. He speaks to him in secret.) I’ve seen what you say.

Teodoro:
The moon?

Bearded man:
I think so. And they’ve driven me crazy for that reason.

Teodoro:
Why?

Bearded man:
I cleaned terraces… One day, I saw a round, white, beautiful thing through the cables, and when I went downstairs to notify it, they called me crazy… But I’m not the only one, huh? Some people believed me and they want the cables to be pulled down. Go out and take a look.


(He points at a place. Teodoro and Horacio go there. 


Men and women that look like demonstrators show up at each side of the stage. The group on the right, full of bearded men, shouts: “Cables down! We want to see the moon”.


The group on the left, composed of businessmen, “Yeah, down with the moon. Cables up!”


They are coming to the center as if they were going to wrangle. Teodoro stands up between the two groups and in the middle of the shouting, he avoids the quarrel.)

Teodoro:
Don’t quarrel. The moon does exist!!! I see it every night!!!


(Shouting and tension increase up to the moment they walk on Teodoro, who remains laying on the floor. Horacio licks him. Each group continues on its way till they exit by the opposite side. When Teodoro feels better, he stands up again and looks up.)

Teodoro:
It can’t be true!


(The bearded men come back running. They are being chased by the police, and the businessmen are following the latest. The police has cornered them. The moon appears among the cables, through a crack, and lights a secret path.)

Teodoro:
Right there!!!


(Horacio barks.)


(Teodoro, Horacio and the bearded men manage to escape along that path. When the police –that was on their heels- arrives, the moon hides behind the cables and stops lighting the exit. The confused policemen take a wrong way. Teodoro and Horacio come back and see them leaving. Teodoro looks up.)

Teodoro:
Thanks, Lulú!

Horacio:
(Shaking his head) Lost as a dog on a roundabout.

AT HOME – TEODORO’S MOTHER AND MR. PEDRO


(Teodoro’s mother is in the garden. She’s very worried, holding in her hand the message her son left her and looking to the mountain. Mr. Pedro appears.)

Mr. Pedro: 
Is anything wrong?

Mother: 
I’m very worried. Teodoro has left this sign where he tells me he’s gone to the mountain to raise his kite. 

Mr. Pedro:
Really?

Mother:
Yes. And he’s never gone to the mountain. I don’t know why he must have wanted to go this time.

Mr. Pedro:
(Worried) I think I’ve put my foot in it.

Mother:
Why?

Mr. Pedro:
The other day, as I was passing by I saw the huge kite Teodoro was making up and so, I told him that he could get to the moon with such an enormous kite. I was joking, of course.

Mother: 
And, what did he want to go there for?

Mr. Pedro:
I don’t know… he said something about a girl…

Mother:
What girl?

Mr. Pedro:
A girl… who was something like his girlfriend… And I think he wanted to look for her.

Mother:
…Look for the girl in the moon?

Mr. Pedro:
Well… yes…

Mother:
It’s my fault. In order to avoid his going on with those games about the moon, I told him a tale about a girl who had gone to the moon… and he must have wanted to look for her.

Mr. Pedro:
No. It’s my fault for having told him that he could look for her by kite.

Mother:
No. It’s my fault.

Mr. Pedro:
No. It’s mine.

Mother:
Mine.

Mr. Pedro: 
Yes, mine.


(They look at each other bewildered.)

Mother:
I’m going to look for him.

Mr. Pedro:
I’m going with you.


(They go in the mountain direction quickly.)

AT THE CITY SQUARE – MEETING


(Teodoro and Horacio are running along the same path, after the bearded men and get to a square where there are many people, one on top of the other, forming a pyramid, trying to keep the roof of cables open to let the others see the moon.. The moon watches smilingly. One of the bearded men is talking to the others)

Bearded

Philosopher:
Why don’t they let us see what is there in the world, over those cables?

Everyone:
Cables down!!!

Bearded

Philosopher:
And if it comes to be true that there’s the sky with its eternal beauty behind those electric noodles, why can’t we enjoy it?

Everyone:
Cables down!!!

Bearded

Philosopher:
And, if that light (He points at it) has influence on so many things, like the  weather, love and poetry, as it’s said… How can one live without it?

 Everyone:
Cables down!!!

Bearded

Philosopher:
Because, what could our destiny be without love and poetry?

Everyone:
Cables down!!!


(The poet is among the listeners.)

Poet:
And without poetry, there’re no metaphors!


(All the others are mixed up. They look at him, talk among themselves making gestures and wondering: What did he say?)

Bearded

Philosopher:
And without love and poetry, either peace nor justice can exist!

Everyone:
Cables down!!!

Bearded

Philosopher:
So, let’s fight for love, poetry, peace and justice!!!

Everyone:
Love, poetry, peace and justice!!!

Poet:
Love, poetry, peace, justice… and metaphors!!!


(Everyone looks at him in astonishment at first, but then more and more people gather to please the poet, until they shout as they walk  around him.)

Everyone:
Love, poetry, peace, justice… and metaphors!!!

Teodoro:
Excuse me, may I ask you a question?


(Everyone look at him curiously.)

Poet:
Of course, you can, son.

Teodoro:
If you want to see the sky, why don’t you go to the wood?


(They look at each other bewildered.)

Bearded man:
And, what’s the wood?

Teodoro:
A very nice place without cables. From that place you can see the sky with the stars, the moon and the sun.

Horacio:
And it’s got trees.


(All of them look at Horacio astonished.)

Teodoro:
(Imitating Horacio) Yes. It’s got a lot of trees... (Returning to his own voice) We’re going there. Come with us.


(The bearded men talk.)

Bearded Poet:
Living means taking risks.

Bearded

Doubtful:
But, we can lose what we have, huh?

Bearded

Philosopher:
What do we have? Unhappiness!

Bearded

Practical:
Let’s go and try it. The worst thing that can happen is that we don’t like it and we have to come back.

Bearded

Doubtful:
But, can there be no place for us on our return?

Bearded Poet:
If we want to create a better world, we have to do something. We can’t spend the whole life complaining!

Everybody:
That’s it! Let’s go!

Poet:
(To the others, pointing at the Philosopher, the Doubtful and the Practical) We can go first and if everything is OK, we come for you.

The others:
All right.

Poet:
(To Teodoro) The four of us are going with you.

Teodoro:
Let’s go.

Horacio:
Yes, let’s go.

Teodoro:
(Softly, to Horacio) Don’t speak in public anymore.

Horacio:
Sorry, I remembered the trees and… (He lifts a back leg.) I became enthusiastic.

Teodoro:
Don’t become enthusiastic anymore.

Horacio:
(Moving a leg) I’ll make an effort.


(They go to one side, followed by the four bearded men.)


(Lulú appears from the city access. She wants to get in the city to look for Teodoro, but the crowds are going and coming. Finally, she gets in. Teodoro’s mother and Mr. Pedro arrive a few seconds later and the scene of trying to enter the city is repeated.)

3rd PART: THE WOOD AND THE RIVER


(Teodoro and Horacio walk along a path, followed by the four Bearded men. They get to the wood at sundown. They carry the kite and the  kite launching device. They get to a river so fast that prevents them from continuing on their way.)

Horacio:
Cheers to this river!

Teodoro:
We’ll soon be able to cross it, Horacio. Don’t worry.

Horacio:
I’m not worried at all.

Teodoro:
(Taking a deep breath) This is life, Horacio.

Horacio:
Of course, it’s. This place is full of trees! (He runs toward a tree and hides behind it.)

Teodoro: 
(To the Bearded men) Look at this. The land, the water, the trees, the clean air, the birds sounds…

Horacio:
(Behind the tree) Nature, bah.

Bearded Poet:
It’s a different world.

Bearded

Practical:
You can breathe differently here.

Bearded

Philosopher:
Life does make sense here.

Bearded Poet:
(Embracing a tree) One feels a piece of it.

Bearded

Practical:
Let’s stay here!

Bearded

Doubtful:
And, what about cold days?

Bearded

Philosopher:
Happiness will cover us.

Bearded

Doubtful:
Do you think so?

Bearded

Practical:
Let’s make a shelter with trees branches, just in case.

Bearded

Doubtful:
And, what shall we eat?

Bearded Poet:
Be more spiritual. We’ll surely find something.

Bearded

Doubtful:
I hope so, because if we don’t find something to eat, we’ll have our spirits starving.

Bearded

Philosopher:
Nothing will feed us better than good thoughts.

Bearded

Doubtful:
Are you sure?

Bearded

Philosopher:
Do you have any doubt?

Bearded

Doubtful:
Well… you say such a kind of things…

Teodoro:
Tie thread to a branch, add a hook with a little worm on it and throw it to the river. You can eat some fish. You also have food in vegetation.

Bearded

Practical:
That’s it! Let’s get down to work!


(All of them follow him. Two of them start making the rod and two, the shack. Horacio comes back.)

Teodoro:
We must continue on to the mountain, Horacio.

Horacio:
And, how are we going to cross this river?

Teodoro:
(Looking at the river coast) Let’s come closer to that bank and think.

Horacio:
Well, go ahead. We’ve done so many things, that one more…

Teodoro:
(To the bearded men)
Sirs, we must continue on our way.

Bearded

Philosopher:
Where are you going?

Teodoro:
(Pointing out)
To the blue mountain.

Bearded

Practical:
What for?

Teodoro:
We want… (Hesitates)

Bearded Poet:
What do you want?

Horacio:
(In such a way that only Teodoro can hear him) Just tell them we want to raise the kite directly to the moon.

Teodoro:
We want… to raise this kite (He shows it off) directly to the moon.

Bearded Poet:
That is loving poetry, (To the others) can you see?


(All of them nod.)

Teodoro:
Pleased to meet you, huh?


(They shake hands.)

Bearded

Philosopher:
Go on looking for your life. You’ll finally find it.

Teodoro:
Thank you.

Bearded

Practical:
(Pointing at the  kite launching device) And what’s that?

Teodoro:
A  kite launching device.


(The Bearded Practical remains looking at the  kite launching device and the kite.)

Bearded Poet:
Some day, we’ll also go to that mountain to be closer to the moon.

Teodoro:
I hope so. I wish you are happy… (To Horacio) Say good bye.


(Horacio barks.)

Bearded

Philosopher:
Bye, doggy!

Horacio:
“Doggy”, who? Get out, bearded!

Teodoro:
(Quickly, to Horacio) Let’s go.


(Teodoro and Horacio go away from the Bearded men, who remain at a shadow. Teodoro and Horacio come closer to a part of the bank and Teodoro looks at the sky, which is completely cloudy. The moon can’t be seen because of the clouds. Teodoro hesitates, thinks, looks as if he were making up his mind, hesitates again, and he finally makes up his mind.)

Teodoro:
Horacio.

Horacio:
What?

Teodoro:
(Pointing at the sky) I want to sing a serenade to her.

Horacio:
Who to?

Teodoro:
To Lulú.

Horacio:
But the moon can’t be seen at all.

Teodoro:
As soon as it hears me, it’ll appear, you’ll see.

Horacio:
Do you think so?

Teodoro:
Of course, I do.

Horacio:
(Reacting) But, how can we sing a serenade to the moon, Teodoro? We’re two smart people, aren’t we?

Teodoro:
Yes, we’re. We’re two smart people who are going to the mountain to look for Lulú in the moon, aren’t we?

Horacio:
That’s right, but… as my old grandpa used to say: one thing is one thing and another thing is another thing.

Teodoro:
And what does it have to do with?

Horacio:
What do you mean by that? The Bearded men can see us singing a serenade to the moon.

Teodoro:
So what?

Horacio:
They can think people are driven crazy here in the wood, and they’ll want to go back. 

Teodoro:
They’re living their lives, Horacio. They don’t even pay attention to us.

Horacio:
But, what happens if they get distracted and take a look at us?

Teodoro:
Come on, Horacio. I ask you please.

Horacio:
(Hesitates a bit) Well… (He takes his guitar) What are we singing first, master?

Teodoro:
“Round Night”.

Horacio:
Right away, master.


(Teodoro climbs a tree to its top. He signals to Horacio and they start.)

Teodoro:
Moon that brakes


on the darkness

of my loneliness.


Where are you going?


Tell me if you are


going out tonight


as she did.


Who are you with?


Tell her that I love her.


Tell her I’m dying


of waiting for her.


When is she coming back?


Tell her that the rounds


Are not aright,


one can be hurt,


one can get sad


and finally cry.


(The moon doesn’t appear. Teodoro is sad.)

Horacio:
Would you like to play another one?

Teodoro:
(Nodding) “Moon, mootling, rattling”

Horacio:
Right away. If it doesn’t appear with this one…


(They start)

Teodoro:
Moon, mootling, rattling


go and tell my girl


to love me for God’s sake.


Tell her I can’t live with all this suffering,


tell her I would like to be by her side.


Moon, mootling, rattling


go and tell my girl


to love me for God’s sake.


Tell her I’m dying, I need compassion, please,


tell her to take pity on my lonely pith.


(Just at this moment, the moon slides the clouds with a big effort and appears slowly.)

Horacio:
Do you see? What have I told you? Anyone would surrender to this song.


(The moon is sad. It lets a tear go. The tear falls into the river.)

Teodoro:
No, Lulú, don’t cry. I’m going to look for you by kite and we’ll come back together.


(The moon smiles a little bit.)

Teodoro:
Yes! I love you so much that nothing can stop me.


(Wind. The top of the tree moves and Teodoro holds on as he can. Pico and Plumero appear. One of them gets him by the neck of his shirt, the other one serves as a seat and they take him higher.)

Teodoro:
Can you see? Destiny is by our side.


(The moon is moved. It lets another tear go. The tear falls into the river.)

Teodoro:
Put those tears away till our moving meeting, please.

Horacio:
Yes, and in order to avoid flooding, too.


(The moon smiles a little more. The wind decreases.)

Teodoro:
Yes, my Lumoon, be quiet. Thanks to the blue mountain and the kite-throwing machine, I’ll be there in a moment.

Horacio:
Don’t forget there are about a lot of feet.


(The moon gets a bit sad.)

Teodoro:
(To Horacio) Shut up once and for all! Don’t make it more difficult. Can’t you see how bad it gets?

Horacio:
Well, someone has to be a little less crazy.


(The moon makes gestures of hope. A cloud starts to cover it.)

Teodoro:
(Shouting) Be quiet, Lulú! Wait for me! I’m going there!… (To Pico and Plumero) Let me down, please… (They let him go down.)

Horacio:
(To Teodoro) You can thank the guys, can’t you?

Teodoro:
Thanks, boys.

Pico and

Plumero:
Oh, please, it’s our duty.

Pico:
(To Plumero)
Let’s go, Candil is waiting for us. (They go away)


(It’s getting dark. Teodoro and Horacio look at each other frightened.)

Horacio:
It’s dark, isn’t it?

Teodoro:
Just a bit.

Horacio:
Although I’m with you… don’t take it that way… I’m so afraid…

Teodoro:
Don’t worry. Nothing wrong is going to happen.


(Strange images and sounds start to be heard and seen, coming closer and frightening.)

Teodoro:
Horacio.

Horacio: 
What?

Teodoro: 
Why don’t you sing anything? Perhaps you drive them away.


(Horacio sings-howls, but the noises and images increase, till Horacio can’t control himself anymore and jumps on Teodoro’s arms, who holds him on.)

Teodoro:
(Leaving Horacio on the ground) Now, you’ll see how I have them running away.


(Teodoro starts roaring. Candil hears him and makes up his mind about frightening them more. He sparks off a storm. Candil laughs loudly.)

Teodoro:
Candil, you’re terrible!

Candil:
Eggs, little eggs, eggs!!! (He takes the whip and whirls it round in order to crack it near Pico and Plumero.)

Pico:
Be careful, Candil!!!

Plumero:
He’s going to kill us!!!

Teodoro:
This storm can be very bad for Lulú.

Horacio:
That’s right. And for me, too.

Teodoro:
She must be desperate with all these thunders and flashes of lightning.

Horacio:
That’s right. And me too.

Teodoro:
Stop thinking of yourself!!! We must do something to Candil!

Horacio:
Do you want me to bark at him?

Teodoro:
Shut up!!! What harm is there in a bark?

Horacio:
We don’t have much to lose… (Teodoro covers his face with his hands in a deep anguish.) No way, I’m barking at him!

Teodoro:
Do whatever you want.


(Horacio starts barking at Candil.)

Candil:
Ohh, what a terror!… (He shouts) I’ve said: Eggs, little eggs, eggs!!! (He takes the whip and whirls it round in order to crack it near Pico and Plumero again.) Careful or I might do it again, filthy big ugly birds!!!


(Pico and Plumero fly away.)

Teodoro:
(To Horacio) And… if a lightning drops over… Lulú? We must hurry up, Horacio. Let’s cross the river!

Horacio:
But, how?


(Candil turns the handle and the deep night comes. Teodoro and Horacio look at the impressive sky and river.)

Teodoro:
What about crossing it by kite?

Horacio:
What about the  kite launching device?

Teodoro:
We can take it with us.

Horacio:
How are we going to take it?… At last, what are you asking me for? We’re going to do whatever comes to your mind, anyway.


(They try to raise the kite. They do it, but it isn’t puissant enough so as to cross the river on it. After a second attempt, they remain dejected and staring at the river. Pico and Plumero appear. They are flying and looking for a dark place. They finally lean on a branch.)

Pico:
I’m not coming back with Candil. And I don’t even think about taking anymore eggs from the doves.

Plumero:
Me neither. On top of that, here is where our friends might need us the most.

Pico:
Let’s stay right here. We won’t be found in this branch, covered by the tops of the trees.

Plumero:
That’s it. Let’s step aside so as to be closer to the trunk. (They do it.)

Candil:
(Shouting) Pico and Plumero!!!: I said five minutes earlier: Eggs, little eggs, eggs!!!… And I also said I’m not going to repeat it.


(Silence. Candil starts to operate on the board and a comet lights the different parts of the wood, as if it were a moving follower. Pico and Plumero hide so as not to be seen.)

Candil:
I’m counting up to three!!! If you don’t come back, when I find you I’ll eat big ugly birds wings instead of doves eggs!!! One… two… three!!!


(The moon, driven by Candil to light the wood, is reflected on the river. Teodoro and Horacio stare astonished. They finally cross along that gleam, carrying the kite and the  kite launching device. When they get to the other side)

Teodoro:
(Looking at the moon) Thanks, Lulú!

Candil:
Vile, filthy and pig big ugly birds!!! That’s it!!! You’re the worst thing on earth! Pig flyers!!! You’re going to deal with me!!!


(Candil turns the handle and makes the sunset.)

Teodoro:
Let’s take advantage of it to continue on!


(Teodoro and Horacio take the kite and the  kite launching device, continue on their way which is lighted by sunlight and disappear.)

Candil:
They aren’t going to mislead me! They took the other way!


(He looks at the other side of the wood. Lulú gets to the wood and remains staring at the river. She is in doubt about what to do, and in spite of the stream, she dives. She swims to the other side of the river. After getting to the other bank, she continues on her way, Teodoro’s mother and Mr. Pedro arrive. They look at the river without knowing what to do. Then, they sit on its bank  in anguish and weeping. As Candil is looking at another direction, Pico and Plumero fly toward Teodoro’s mother and Mr. Pedro. Each one of the birds takes a person and drive them to the other side of the river.)

THE END: THE MOUNTAIN

(Night. Teodoro and Horacio get to the top of the blue mountain. They put the kite in the  kite launching device, get on it and shoot, trying to raise it. The first time, they go quite high, but the kite finally falls near the place where it has been thrown. At every climb they encourage the kite shouting: Come on, Kite. A little more. Please. Go ahead, we get it. And so on. -Ad libitum. Have a good time.- And every time it goes down, they shout: Uhhh. We’re falling down flat as a cake. We’re going to play in the Minor League. Role, role, role, each one to his hole.


Twice. They go higher each time. They finally fall down. It’s the third attempt, they are about to get to the moon, helped by Plumero and Pico, when Lulú comes running.)

Lulú:
Teodoro!!!


(Teodoro looks down)

Teodoro:
Lulú!!!


(In that moment, Candil shoots a comet at them.)

Lulú:
Watch out!!!


(Teodoro and Horacio try to dodge the comet. They operate with the kite, and they finally manage to move over. The comet goes past and crashes into the moon.)

Everyone:
No!!!


(The moon has been hurt. It starts falling down. Teodoro and Horacio stand up under it and go down with it, holding it in their arms. Pico and Plumero help them. They come to land. Teodoro’s mother and Mr. Pedro appear on one side. But, Mr. Pedro stops her softly. They remain peeping. Teodoro and Lulú look at each other.)

Teodoro:
Lulú!!!

Lulú:
I’ve been looking for you so long…

Teodoro:
Me too.

Lulú:
(Showing the moon) We must save it.


(Teodoro, Lulú, Horacio, Pico and Plumero take the comet out of the moon. Lulú starts to heal it. Teodoro and Horacio try to help her, but they get annoyed.)

Lulú:
Let me do it.


(Teodoro and Horacio glare at each other, then they point at Candil. They put the comet into the  kite launching device and throw it in Candil’s direction. The comet gets to the place where Candil is. He rides crazily on the comet around the space till they disappear completely.)

Lulú:
(About the moon) It’s got better now.

Teodoro:
(Looking at the moon, surprised) What did you put on it?

Lulú:
A buckle… It’s very tough. Let’s take it up again.


(The four Bearded men get to the place and they stand up next to Teodoro’s mother and Mr. Pedro. Teodoro and Horacio put the moon on the kite and the kite in the  kite launching device. They shoot. The moon goes up and settles on its place. The three of them, together with Pico and Plumero, look at her embracing each other. Teodoro’s mother, Mr. Pedro and the Bearded men just gaze.)

The End
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