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Patricia, a reporter

(A small garret on the fourth floor of an old house, standing on a corner in San Telmo
, Buenos Aires.


On the wall, a window from which you can see some old houses, and among them, beyond the street in front of the window, part of the port and the river. Close to the window, there are a desk and a chair facing the Ochava
. On top of the desk there are several paper balls and a black sculpture representing a man and a woman in an embrace, and to the left, separating the desk from the window there’s a palm tree in a planter.


To beds, on against each wall coming from  the “Ochava”2.


Abelardo’s to the left of the desk and Daniel’s to the right.


On the left wall, the entrance door. A little bit further, the bathroom door, and to the left, on the wall at the far end, the entrance to the kitchen. Between the latter and Abelardo’s bed is a wardrobe.


Over Abelardo’s bed here is a bookshelf with books, folders and newspapers, rather disorganized.


Over Daniel’s head, another bookshelf, also with books, a sewing kit, records and a record player. On the wall, about the height of the back of the bed, there’s a gooseneck lamp. In the middle of the room, there’s wooden table, simple, with two benches. The walls are peeling.


At curtain rise, Daniel, dressed in jeans and a turtleneck, is sitting on his bed, his back leaning against the wall, legs folded, sewing the button on one of his pants.


It’s dusk. He looks toward the window; then, to his watch and goes on sewing. He then stands up, leaves the pants and goes to the window. Leaning on the wall to his right, the looks out of the window until he opens it. He puts his hands on the sill, leans forward a little bit, looks, stands back, and closes it.


He goes back to his bed, sits, takes the needle and thread, brings it close to his right eye, closing the left, as though he threatened to prick it, then he takes it down and goes on sewing.


We can hear creaking footsteps outside, the noise of keys, and the door opens. Abelardo enters with a briefcase and a Newspaper in his hand, somewhat nervous, trying to cover up, he closes the door. Daniel looks at him. Abelardo goes to leave the briefcase in the wardrobe. He’s wearing a grey suit, rather worn and wrinkled.

Daniel:
(Pleasant) What happened?… (He looks at his watch)  It’s past seven thirty.

Abelardo:
(Somewhat insecure. Leaves the newspaper on his bed.) I was delayed at the University… (He takes off his coat and hangs it on a hanger)… with a class… afterwards the bus was caught in a jam downtown… (He loosens his tie) The students wanted to consult me about a few doubts they had…

Daniel:
(Funny) And the bus was caught in a jam.

Abelardo:
(Smiles) No… also…

Daniel:
Well... (Getting up) I didn’t ask for so many explanations, I asked you in case something important happened. I’m going to heat up the soup. (He drops the sewing elements on his bookshelf and goes into the kitchen. Abelardo rolls up the  sleeves of his shirt and sits on his bed to read the newspaper. After a moment…)

Abelardo:
(Reading, he smiles)… They’re showing. “The Gold Push” again.

Daniel:
(From the kitchen) Who?

Abelardo:
(Caught in thought)… It was very good… it showed what the world is very clearly.

Daniel:
Coming in to put the cutlery down, a towel around his waist. Ironic) Weren’t all films dishonest, commercial, profiting from easy emotion?

Abelardo:
(Somewhat surprised) Well… not all.

Daniel:
(Repeats) Not all…It seems that our convictions are beginning to wane… Are you getting old?… What’s the matter?

Abelardo:
Nothing… I only said, not all.

Daniel:
MMmm… a crack. (Pause)

Daniel:
… Sit at the table. I’m bringing the soup. (He goes back to the kitchen. Abelardo, newspaper in hand, goes to the record player, puts on Bach’s Fugue in E Minor, the organ version, and sits at the table. He sits down. Opens the newspaper and reads. Daniel returns with two soup plates, puts one in front of Abelardo and one on his side, and sits down.)

Abelardo:
(Reading) It makes no sense… It’s terrible…  outside it’s all destruction.

Daniel:
Well, leave the newspaper now. (Abelardo folds it calmly, stands and puts it on a shelf. He goes to the record player, turns up the volume, goes back to his chair and eats his soup, making a noise. Daniel looks at him. Abelardo continues. Daniel watches him without eating, he closes his eyes as if he were listening, and, with an announcer’s voice) We’re listening to The Fugue in… (Opens his eyes) in E Minor? (Abelardo nods, Daniel closes his eyes and continues) …in E Minor by Johann Sebastian Bach for organ and noodles (Natural) …either you take off the record or you turn off the soup. I cannot listen to the two things, I get confused, this way I’m never going to learn (Abelardo smiles and starts eating more carefully. Daniel, somewhat loud because of the music) Did you speak with the Dean?

Abelardo:
(Becomes very serious) …Why?

Daniel:
Because of that change in your timetable they imposed on you.

Abelardo:
Oh… no… (He goes on drinking while he takes off his shoes under the table and rubs his feet between them, closing his eyes. Daniel takes a couple of spoonfuls and then breathes deeply, trying to cover up, he leans backward looking under the table and sees the shoes. He is upset. He gets up, goes to the desk with the soup, leaves it there, opens the window and sits down to eat it. Abelardo looks at him, makes a face indicating he doesn’t know what to do, and then bends forward to put on his shoes. He finishes putting them on, and) All set… (Daniel rotates, looks at him, then slightly looks at his shoes, take the plate and goes back to the table. Before he sits down) Why don’t you close the window?

Daniel:
There’s something else, Abelardo, do you mind if I take off the record?

Abelardo:
(Hesitates) …I like it. (He smiles.)

Daniel:
All right… (He sits, drinks a little soup. More nervous) It’s just that we cannot talk, we are together now, and when we can talk a bit… (With a gesture, abruptly) Pac! The record (Abelardo is scared by the “pac”) and loud, (Louder each time) Don’t we have anything to talk about? Don’t we have anything to tell? For example you: Was it a blank day, empty; nothing happened today? (Abelardo looks at him)
Nothing, nothing at all?

Abelardo:
(Eating, a little scared) They told me… that I won the prize. (Daniel looks at him seriously. Tense silence. Then he starts eating soup again, he tastes it.)

Daniel:
(Screaming) And now its cold, shit!… (He gets up and takes the soup to the kitchen, he comes back, takes off the record abruptly and sits on his bed. He looks at his towel, takes it off and throws it o one side.)

Abelardo:
Why did… you take it off?

Daniel:
Because it bothered me.

Abelardo:
You could have asked.

Daniel:
(Looks at him surprised) It’s ridiculous… I’m going to ask you if  I can get rid of my kitchen towel, huh? What’s wrong with you?

Abelardo:
… No… no…!

Daniel:
(Interrupting) This reaching dangerous limits... Am I going to ask you if…? (Theatrically) Excuse me, do you mind if…? Take off my kitchen towel which is bothering me here? (He indicates the side of his waist) Or would you prefer that it felt tight here? (Indicates the other side)

Abelardo:
The record.

Daniel:
The record what?

Abelardo:
You took off the record… and I wanted to listen to it… you know that at this time Bach is good for me.

Daniel:
(Somewhat mocking) Yes… it’s a good digestive… Bach Seltzer. How about that? (He laughs. Abelardo smiles and goes to put on the record again, Daniel steps in his way) So you won the Natural Science prize?… Well, look… Come on, tell me, how did they let you know? (Abelardo takes a paper from his pocket and gives it to Daniel. Daniel takes it and reads) “1978 Prize in Natural Science to Dr. Abelardo Terso for his work: Origin, Development, Decay, and Rupture of the bond in Biostructures.”. Perfect, Doctor, let me congratulate you (He shakes his hand. Bending forward, he kisses his hand.) May I kiss your feet? (He leaves the paper for the prize on the table, he kneels and bends toward Abelardo’s shoes. Abelardo moves backward, Daniel follows him on his knees until he takes his feet, he kisses his shoes, and spits.)

Abelardo:
No, Daniel (Disturbed) It’s no time for clowning.

Daniel:
(Kneeling) are you talking about me? (Laughs mildly) How funny, he means me! (Stands up) Well, it’s not that serious, is it? Finally… principles are principles… and can come to an end, can’t they? Well, and what are you going to do now?… (He closes the window, comes close to the palm tree, and caresses its leaves.) You didn’t even notice the palm tree.

Abelardo:
(Confused) It’s beautiful! Did you bring it today?

Daniel:
 (Ironic) No, it grew by itself…I asked you: What are you going to do?

Abelardo:
I haven’t thought about it yet.

Daniel:
(Surprised) The Natural Science Prize. We should celebrate, shouldn’t we? (Abelardo makes a face meaning, “Well, yes”.) I’ll get something together. (He takes the kitchen towel from the floor and goes to the kitchen. Abelardo is left standing without knowing what to do, until he hears a retching noise. He goes to the kitchen, worried, and runs into Daniel who is running out of the kitchen covering his mouth, heading for the bathroom. Abelardo follows him to the door and stares from there. Daniel cannot be seen in the bathroom. Only some retches are heard.)

Abelardo:
Should I bring you some cold water? It’ll do you good. 



(Pause. Daniel does not answer)… Did you eat anything?

Daniel:
(After a pause. From within) …It’s the third time today… bile… (He comes out slowly, and moving Abelardo from the door, he goes to the window, opens it and sits on the desk looking out.) Bile… (He smiles) I’m a biliar fellow… It’d be the pits, wouldn’t it?…To die without deciding it myself…

Abelardo:
You should…

Daniel:
(Continuing Abelardo’s sentence) …do something, I know… (Pointing at the palm tree) I’ve already planted a tree, it’s something, isn’t it?… I don’t have children, I haven’t written a book, but I have planted a tree… I didn’t get it planted… When I was coming from the hospital I bought the palm tree, the earth and the planter, and I planted it… but I feel the same.

Abelardo:
How is she doing?

Daniel:
Bad, but that has nothing to do with it. (Rather ironic) Each time she wakes up she says “I want to die”, and she’s put back to sleep (Each time more ironic and in anguish) Do You think it has something to do with my mother? (He smiles mockingly and repeats) …mother… being like this with…me in this state? Or you were wondering how the palm tree was?

Abelardo:
(Hesitates)…It will be over.

Daniel:
It cannot be over… it’s like the Gods punishment for having broken their laws…

Abelardo:
What laws? What are you talking about?

Daniel:
Nothing… (All of a sudden, theatrically, flamboyantly) Oh, Olympian Gods, why can’t you go to p…? (He smiles) And… It’s OK… they defend their interests… their property.

Abelardo:
I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Daniel:
About my mother dying… suffering… and me here… instead of being with her.

Abelardo:
Go.

Daniel:
He’s there.

Abelardo:
Your father? (Daniel nods) …But in a situation like that… you can’t… you shouldn’t fight.

Daniel:
More than before… he’s like crazy… you should see the dilated pupils, it seemed like he wanted to kill me.

Abelardo:
… But he’s your father…

Daniel:
… The way it goes…

Abelardo:
(Makes a grimace) …You have him… (Daniel looks at him rather surprised.) …I mean, if you need him… he’s there… (Daniel goes and looking at him)

Daniel:
It would be better if he weren’t.

Abelardo:
No… How could it be better?… You say that… because you have him.

Daniel:
Maybe… (Giving it no importance. Ironic) …You won’t start crying now because you have no dad… You’re an adult.

Abelardo:
I never had one. (Daniel looks at him questioningly.) …I don’t understand that because you took some money from him… It can’t be reason enough, for him to look


at you that way, the way you say…

Daniel:
(Reacting) OK, enough with “it can’t be”, “it can’t be”…it’s that way… sufficient… if you understand it, good, and if not… (Gesture indicating “what can you do”. Pause. The two remain silent until Daniel regrets it) I’m sorry… I have no right to take it out on you.

Abelardo:
No… it’s OK.

Daniel:
I feel like shit, Abelardo,... I don’t know what to do.

Abelardo:
Live… Yourself.

Daniel:
(Smiles) How easy, isn’t it?… And how?… With what?

Abelardo:
…And… with your imagination. (Daniel moves his index finger, pointing at Abelardo and agreeing. They both smile.) It’s not the first time that I’ve told you. (Abelardo comes closer and strokes Daniel’s head, messing up his hair. The latter moves his head away.) …Have you been writing?

Daniel:
(Showing the wads of paper on the desk) Yes, can’t you see? (He stands, gathers the wads, and comes close to the window and throws them out in little pieces. Going from irony to emotion) Fly, someone will gather the pieces, read them, be moved, and look for the poet… He’ll come up those creaking stairs, we’ll meet, we’ll look at each other, without words we’ll recognize one another, and, and… (He’s very overcome with emotion, caressing the palm tree, and all of a sudden he shows it again to Abelardo) It’s beautiful, isn’t it? (Abelardo nods.) I’ve always thought that this place is an oasis… and over there  (He points to the window) the river.

Abelardo:
I had that feeling the first ten years.

Daniel:
Until you got sick of the sun these last days of autumn. (He points to a place on the window. Pause. He looks at the window) …A long winter is ahead… and then instinct will bloom… and… (He looks at Abelardo, smiling) it will be spring.

Abelardo:
You like that place, don’t you?

Daniel:
(Looking) Which?

Abelardo:
…The corner. (He nods at the place.)

Daniel:
(Smiles. Nods) Mmmm… It’s comfortable… It’s like a shelter.

Abelardo:
(Surprised) It was my shelter for years.

Daniel:
Really?

Abelardo:
When I felt lonely… very lonely, (Comes close to the window) I crumpled up over there under the window.

Daniel:
(Smiles) Under the palm tree?

Abelardo:
(Merry) No… its shade would have been most welcome.

Daniel:
And how did you manage?

Abelardo:
I crumpled up. (He doesn’t know how to explain it.)

Daniel:
But how?

Abelardo:
I can’t remember anymore.

Daniel:
Go there.

Abelardo:
No… the desk is there.

Daniel:
(Taking the desk away quickly) Come on… show me.

Abelardo:
No… What’s the point?

Daniel:
I want it… I’m moved just imagining you.

Abelardo:
I don’t remember it very well. (He goes to the spot under the window, by the palm tree, sits on the floor, takes his knees up to his chest, puts his arms and hands around them, leans his head on his knees, closing his eyes, and stays like that. Daniel is standing, watching him in silence, moved. Abelardo gets up slowly, drying some tears. Daniel comes close and Abelardo goes by him.) It’s not like before… thank goodness… (Daniel looks at him.) Once I stayed like that for two days. (He indicates the spot) …Until the monkeys saved me. (Daniel is surprised.) …I got up all of a sudden, and, just the way I was, I ran out… Yes…! I must have run to the zoo and I stood in front of the monkeys, to look at them… until the zookeeper came to tell me they were closing. So, there I go, at least once a week… (He smiles)… Except during the time I went every day or every other day. …I had become friends with a marvellous chimpanzee, an artist… I brought him peanuts, cookies, bananas… It’s like going to the zoo with my son; I kept on going to the zoo for nine months that way, nearly every day and I stayed for hours… (He smiles) It was terrible, I couldn’t take it anymore… but he asked me to keep on going… Until one day when I arrived, the keeper told me that he had died… that it seemed that someone had given him something bad to eat.

Daniel:
(Very puzzled) It’s terrible.

Abelardo:
(Nods) …I couldn’t go back for a while, until I had the idea of developing the theory I had come up with about the bond between living structures… and since then I went more or less regularly…  to study. (He looks at Daniel, Daniel avoids the look, he’s serious.)

Daniel:
(Smiling. Confused) How incredible, isn’t it?… You won the prize… the Natural Science prize. (Abelardo nods.) …Well (Touching the palm tree) If it lasts ten years… it’s a lot, isn’t it? (Abelardo nods, smiling.)

Abelardo:
It will not when you don’t need it anymore. (Pause. Daniel looks at the palm tree.)

Daniel:
It looks vulnerable. (Abelardo nods smilingly.) Well, as long as no one attacks it… (All of a sudden he starts laughing, not too much.) What a coincidence, isn’t it? You study monkeys and I bring a palm tree… It’s a point of contact, well, a tree of contact. (Daniel puts his arms around the palm tree, making a face and posing like a monkey. He looks at Abelardo, and makes sounds like a monkey.) Study me, study me. (He imitates a monkey laughing and then a monkey crying.) And, what conclusions are you arriving at? (He doesn’t let go of the tree.)

Abelardo:
(Merrily) I can’t tell the difference… (Daniel is rather disturbed, with a questioning attitude.) …You look like a scared little animal clinging to something…

Daniel:
(Lets the palm tree go and starts walking) It’s OK, I cling to that palm tree and you to that prize, eh?… The deal is to cling to something which won’t sink… (He laughs.) …Do you remember that story I wrote about the guy clinging to a board in the middle of the ocean? (He smiles.) He looked like you.

Abelardo:
(Worried) In the end he sank, didn’t he?

Daniel:
(Thinks) Yes, and the board didn’t… What a paradox, isn’t it? (Abelardo raises his eyebrows. Daniel puts the desk back in place.) …Speaking of paradoxes, Helga came to clean and my desk is still dirty… Fatso is incredible. I think I’m falling in love with her. (Abelardo smiles.) …You know that in order to show her that everything was dirty, I started banging on your bed, like this. (He pounds with his right hand.) And I said “Look, Helga, the dust rises… (He raises his eyes)… and falls. (He lowers his eyes) Do you realize? (He pounds again) It rises… (He raises his eyes) and falls… (He lowers his eyes)… everything is like that, everything that rises, falls.” She looked at me with that good Heidi grandma face she has and she says: (With a German tone) “And the balloons?” …I had to think… and she is right, Abelardo, Heidi’s grandma changed physics; from today, everything that rises, falls, except balloons. Isn’t it great? (Abelardo laughs.) …Tell me… your theory… she wrote it, didn’t she? Confess, twenty years living here and she coming up here every day, four floors, by the stairs, to clean…. Did you see what they did to the sign at the door? They took the middle ‘r’, the ‘t’, the ‘e’ and the final ‘r’ off the word “Porter”. So, now it says “Pot”. …It wasn’t me, eh? (Brief pause.) …We didn’t celebrate… Don’t take it badly, but… (He touches his stomach.) I’m not in my best shape.

Abelardo:
No, it doesn’t matter.

Daniel:
(Ironic) You’re always so good. (Abelardo makes a gesture meaning “What can I do!” Daniel, suddenly, nearly screaming) React, do something, say something, you won a prize, you come to celebrate it, to enjoy it with me and I’m spoiling it! Insult me, call me envious, shit, what are you? A machine? An iceberg? Don’t you feel anything? (Abelardo sits down.) It can’t be; demummify! Do you hear? De-mummy-fy! (Pausa)


(Daniel opens his arms and looks at Abelardo.)

Abelardo:
(Sitting, staring ahead blankly) I would like to be with my wife… (Brief pause)… and my son.

Daniel:
(Begins to walk, trying to have an understanding tone) Again with that story, Abelardo? …Now I’m your son.

Abelardo:
No, no… it’s different. (He withdraws into himself.)

Daniel:
 Why is it different? (Abelardo makes a gesture indicating he doesn’t know; he’s confused.) You didn’t even have it… and is it different? Forget it now.

Abelardo:
I didn’t but… Elida did give birth to him… unfortunately.

Daniel:
 My God!

Abelardo:
 I’ll never be able to understand it, how could they both die right then?

Daniel:
It was nature’s flaw… Enough of that… It’s terrible, but it has also happened to others… Every day you hear of women and kids who don’t make it through childbirth… There’s always a risk coming out… Well… now you have me.

Abelardo:
 (Gesture) It’s not the same, son.

Daniel:
 (Smiles affectionately) No, then I forbid you to tell me about it. You want me to be your son only when you need it?

Abelardo:
It’s always like that.

Daniel:
What? (Abelardo repeats the gesture.) Always like that?…


(Pause. With a smile) And if I always want to be your son? (Abelardo repeats the gesture.) Always that face. (He makes a face mocking him. Sympathetic) You look like a tired cow… Come on, lift up your heart!… By the way, I brought a poster. (He goes to the shelf above his bed and he takes a bundle. He gets rid of a paper and unfolds it.) Look, isn’t great?

Abelardo:
(Looks with some interest and nods) …It’s all right… What is it?

Daniel:
Miro’s “Maternity” …I’m going to put it up. (He goes to his desk, opens a drawer, gets some tacks, goes to his bed and kneels on it. Keeping some tacks in his mouth and some in his hand, he begins attempting to hang it properly.) Is it OK right here?

Abelardo:
Yes… The combination is interesting… Why is it called “Manernity”?

Daniel:
Can’t you see the boob?… Is it right side up? (Abelardo looks and wonders.) …The poster, not the boob.

Abelardo:
Yes… pull it a little down on the right.

Daniel:
(Does it.) Like this?

Abelardo:
Yes… (Daniel puts a tack on the left and presses it in but it bends. He takes one from his mouth. Abelardo smiles.) I don’t understand modern painting very much… They must be trying to be original. (He looks from his side.)

Daniel:
(Whithout looking at him) When you’re young you’ll understand. (He presses the tack hard and it breaks again.) They make them worse each time… What’s the day today? (He takes another tack.)

Abelardo:
(Stiff, he hesitates) The sixth.

Daniel:
The sixth already? (He makes a face indicating surprise) I thought it was… I don’t know… less than that.

Abelardo:
Why?

Daniel:
No, for no reason.

Abelardo:
(Somewhat insecure) You asked for some reason.

Daniel:
(Rotates his smiling head, natural, toward Abelardo) For no reason. (He turns his head to the poster. It is crooked. He is impatient. He continues in his effort, while Abelardo starts to look at Daniel with rather puzzled eyes, until he puts his right hand in his pants pocket, takes out his wallet, slightly walks to Daniel and stops.)

Abelardo:
How much did that picture cost?

Daniel:
A friend gave it to me. (Without turning around.)

Abelardo:
And the palm tree?

Daniel:
(Turning, smiling) What’s the matter? Expense control?

Abelardo:
No, no... (He takes money out of his wallet and counts it.) Take it.

Daniel:
Ah! Great. (He counts. He leaves the poster hanging from a tack.)

Abelardo:
(Doubts) …The fact is, Daniel, that now… well, since I don’t know exactly what I’m going to do… anyway… I’d prefer it if you controlled your expenses. (Daniel looks at him surprised) …looking for a job… This (Indicates the room) costs a rent…

Daniel:
(Sits down, calm) I don’t understand; speak clearly, without fear… You don’t have to look after me so much. What’s that right now?

Abelardo:
(Insecure) That since I… don’t know what I’m going to do now… and since your mother hasn’t helped you for a while, and it’s unlikely…

Daniel:
(Interrupting him) Leave my mother… I know what I have to do and what is my due.

Abelardo:
(Amazed) What do you mean your…?

Daniel:
Abelardo, What’s the problem?

Abelardo:
(Smiles, rather ironic, becoming impatient. He blinks his eyes, trying to pretend) Mine, none… but since your mother was taken to the hospital…

Daniel:
(Closing his eyes) Enough of that.

Abelardo:
Well, since then, it’s been some months already… that you’ve lived off my money… and if…

Daniel:
(Interrupting) What do you mean I live off your money? (Abelardo is taken aback) …You mean the money you earn… but it’s not only yours.

Abelardo:
What do you mean it isn’t?

Daniel:
Listen… (Serious, sincere) …for a year and a half I worked outside and took care of the house chores, until I got fired from the fifth job and I realized how it all worked.

Abelardo:
(Sits) What are you saying?

Daniel:
It’s not easy to understand because it’s all too natural. (He smiles.) I thought that the situation was obvious but it seems it isn’t; I’ll explain. Suppose that I were your wife (Abelardo is amazed, Daniel laughs.) I said “suppose”, don’t be scared… a wife… not all… but the majority, what do they do? The shopping, (Indicates with his fingers) like me. Prepare the meals, the same. Look after the children, we don’t have any, it’s not my fault. Make love, it’s not our style. Look after and love their husband… Well, it’s relative, but I do it in a way; and by these times I fall into the category of those who develop interests not acknowledged in cash… Therefore, it’s nearly as though I were… and what you give me, must be mine… With Beatrice, my old woman, it was different. She loved me, she had it, she knew I needed it, and she gave it to me.

Abelardo:
(Astounded) That business of marriage… It’s a formal analogy which makes no sense.

Daniel:
Call it “X”… if you’d rather think that what you give me is because of a formal analogy. No problem.

Abelardo:
Me never talked about this. How do you expect now…?

Daniel:
 Come on… You yourself always say that what matters is attitudes, not works… and you gave me the money… and without my asking for it.

Abelardo:
Let’s finish with this idiocy, Daniel, there’s no situation of legal commitment between us like that of spouses.

Daniel:
That’s true, but here there are two items. (He laughs.) No, you and I, no. One: The fact that it’s necessary to have a legal commitment between spouses talks of the feebleness of that relationship. Two: Ours is a commitment of conscience… and I appeal to your conscience …Look how ridiculous, Abelardo, if I were your wife, it would all be very clear, wouldn’t it?

Abelardo:
(Totally lost) So?

Daniel:
(Pause) …That half you stuff from two years ago till now, at last, is mine.

Abelardo:
Not the prize. It makes no sense… Even legally I think it’s not shared.

Daniel:
Did you find it out? (Ironic) …It’s the same, Abelardo… I don’t discuss laws formally, I question them at the roots. You know what and who they were made for… I repeat, I appeal to your conscience.

Abelardo:
(Giving up) I’d like to… (Right then there are footsteps on the stairway. Abelardo and Daniel listen. Someone knocks at the door. Abelardo and Daniel look at each other again.) Can it be the reporters? (He smiles, he stands, he fixes his tie knot, he arranges his pants, he puts on and buttons his coat, and goes to the door.) 

(Daniel runs to the door and leans on it, extending his arms, facing in.)

Daniel:
(As if playing, in a threatening tone) This hole in the wall of pure creation shall not be contaminated by the emissaries of prostitution.

Abelardo:
Shhh. (Putting his fingers to his lips. Daniel locks the door slowly, takes the key, and leaves quickly. Abelardo following Daniel) No… no… give me the key.

Daniel:
(Looking at him) Shhh, don’t make a noise; if they realize you’re home and won’t  let them in, they’ll know you down.


(Abelardo lets him go and stays looking hard. Daniel brings the candle to the table in the middle, lights it, turns off the light, and closes the window and curtains. The stage is lit by the candle alone. Daniel sits on a bench in front of the table and audience, Abelardo watches him standing. Daniel signals for him to sit down. Abelardo, confused, sits with his profile to the audience, on the other bench. They are both sitting at the table with the candle and the rest is in darkness. Daniel takes the paper for the prize, reads it. Another knock.


Abelardo and Daniel look at each other, Abelardo wants to take the paper, but Daniel leaves it on the table, putting his finger to his lips. They glance away, they wait until the steps are heard on the stairs again. Daniel takes in the atmosphere, the candle, the shadows, and then Abelardo. Abelardo avoids his look. Daniel looks around him once again, toward the candle and Abelardo, who looks in another direction. Daniel suddenly laughs and bends toward Abelardo and takes once of his hands in his.)

Daniel:
(Joking) Alone, at last. (Abelardo is surprised. He wants to take his hands away but he can’t.) Darling. (He comes closer to Abelardo, bending across the table. Abelardo smiles, then becomes serious and pulls his hand, but cannot break away.) …Give me a kiss.

Abelardo:
No, leave me… (He doesn’t know what to do.) …Stop playing. (Daniel comes closer. He lets the hand go off and wants to take his face, always seductively, exaggerated. Abelardo becomes more scared and holds off. Finally, in the struggle, Daniel manages to give him a kiss on the forehead. Abelardo becomes desperate, and, pulling, he throws himself off the chair, and as soon as he falls he puts his arms in a defensive position.) Stop it!


(He passes his right hand over his forehead and goes back to the defensive posture.)

Daniel:
(Who was left leaning on the bench with his two hands on it, stands up, looks at Abelardo, and rubs his right hand’s fingers, as though thinking. Slow, as if discovering something) Of course… there’s no ambiance. (He suddenly runs to his bed, jumps on it, and standing, he puts on a record very quickly.)

Abelardo:
No… don’t play anymore.


(Daniel puts on the record, How deep is your love by the Bee Gees, goes to his bedside lamp on the wall, turns it on, and moves the light until he focuses on the palm tree and looks at Abelardo from his bed. Abelardo goes to the light switch next to the entrance door. He raises his right arm to turn on the light. Daniel, who realizes his intentions, crosses the room and arrives just in time to cover the light switch with his back. He takes Abelardo’s right hand with his left and puts his own right around Abelado’s waist and starts to dance.)

Daniel:
(Seductively) What do you think of free love?

Abelardo:
Stop it, Daniel, I’m not a kid. (He offers a little resistance to the dancing but continues.)

Daniel:
There’s no age for love. Do you believe in Platonic love?

Abelardo:
(Begins to get fed up) I’m getting tired, Daniel.

Daniel:
What can you say about Platonic love? (He goes on dancing.) Nice music, eh? It’s impossible to control oneself, isn’t it?

Abelardo:
(Standing) Let me go. (Daniel goes on moving by himself, holding Abelardo.)

Daniel:
What is life, a passion? What is life, an illusion?

Abelardo:
I’m not playing anymore… (Very energetic but with a normal voice, threateningly) Either you finish right now or I’ll finish myself it… and it’ll be worse.

Daniel:
(Lets him go, surprised) All right… (Takes a distance, a bit ironic) You see, I’m reasonable… aren’t I?… Uh… With me, being positive you can get anything…


(Pause) But threats… I don’t like them. (He walks to the record player, takes off the record, comes back, goes around the table and stops. He looks to the paper, he looks at Abelardo, he looks back at the paper, takes it and brings it close to the candle to read it. The room is still lit only by the candle and the bedside lamp focussed on the palm tree.)

Abelardo:
Watch it!

Daniel:
Take it easy… I’m not the clumsy one around here. (The scene continues with Abelardo, who starts asking for the paper, and Daniel, who will not hand it over. Abelardo asks for it more strongly each time; Daniel plays, avoiding him; showing it to him and then avioding him again; Abelardo pursues him more and more desperately; Daniel avoids him and runs, provoking him; until Abelardo takes the black concrete sculpture, which is about thirty centimeters tall, and raises it with his right arm. Daniel is scared.) Hey! Stop, no! No, not the sculpture,! (Abelardo comes closer to Daniel very softly, Daniel retreats slowly, but does not hand back de paper.) Careful, please, don’t break it. (Abelardo starts cornering him against the corner beside the kitchen door, and Daniel has the paper in his right hand raised. When he is cornered, holding the sculpture with his right hand, Abelardo raises his left hand to take the paper.) It’s OK,  I’ll give you the paper, but watch out.  (Pointing at the sculpture. A knock at the door. Daniel runs to it, opens it quickly with the key, while Abelardo looks surprised. Hi finds a young lady. Abelardo and Daniel stand still at the very beginning. Daniel turns on the light. Abelardo has the sculpture in one hand and Daniel has the paper. They start coming back gradually, trying to pretend. The young lady is also a little bit surprised, until…)

Reporter:
(A little extroverted and a little shy) Dr. Abelardo Terso?


(Abelardo and Daniel hesitate, they look at each other for a moment until...)

Daniel:
(Decisivelly) Yes, it’s me.

Reporter:
(Shaking hands) Pleased to meet you. I’m Patricia Jerez from the newspaper Consenso. Were you informed of my call at the University?

Daniel:
Oh…  Yes, or course. My pleasure, come in please. 


(Introducing Abelardo) Well, a friend, Daniel. (Abelardo, very confused, takes the sculpture with his left hand and gives his right to Patricia.)

Abelardo:
(To Patricia) Nice to meet you.

Daniel:
Ha. (Dominating the situation) We were celebrating.

Patricia:
Of course, I can imagine.

Daniel:
(Taking the sculpture from Abelardo’s hand. To Patricia) Nice, isn’t it? My mother made it for me and he wants to break it, to celebrate. Do you think that’s right?


Please sit down. (He offers her a chair, she sits down. Daniel goes to the desk.) Two seconds, and I’m back. (He leaves the sculpture on the desk and goes to the bathroom. When he walks by Abelardo he makes covert gestures for him to fix his tie and look properly. He disappears into the bathroom. Abelardo fixes up shyly, smiles to  Patricia, who in turn smiles, and then he sits beside her. Daniel comes back immediately, his hair neatly arranged with oil, a little ludicrous, merry, he takes the desk chair. He sits closer to Patricia, making Abelardo move. To Patricia, showing her the paper) Shall I call you Patty? May I call you that or not?

Patricia:
Yes, or course. That’s what they call me. (Nice.)

Daniel:
OK. I tell you, I can’t believe it.

Patricia:
(Takes out a notebook and a pen) You weren’t expecting it?

Daniel:
I hoped for it, I dreamt of it, which is different. I wasn’t expecting it; I hoped for it. You understand?

Patricia:
(Nods and writes) Excuse me, Doctor, how old are you? (A little surprised.)

Daniel:
(Hesitates,  coughs. Smiling) Intellectuals… (He corrects himself) …Well, scientists, aren’t friends with indiscretion.

Patricia:
How coquettish!… But you’re very young.

Daniel:
Yes, I keep in shape, aerobics… those things… Well, ask me whatever you want.

Patricia:
All right… What do you think is the origin of this profound work of yours?

Daniel:
(Confident and passionately) Passion.

Patricia:
Passion? (She writes it down. Daniel looks at Abelardo, winks, and makes a little cross with his fingers indicating that he has “killed” Patricia.)

Daniel:
(More passionately) Yes, yes, passion… Passion is the origin, the subtext, the essence… Passion to achieve the impossible allows us to fly and we come closest to the least possible… And that is the origin of art…


(Patricia looks at him somewhat exaggerated. Daniel tries to fix it.) Of art… of science, of course… (He looks at Abelardo) Isn’t it? (Abelardo is somewhat confused, he raises his eyebrows and nods.)

Patricia:
 And what do you think was, is, sorry, the reason of your success?

Daniel:
Of my success?

Patricia:
Yes. (Looks at him, smiling. Daniel looks at Abelardo as if looking for an answer and cannot find it.) …I mean, why do you think that you won the prize?

Daniel:
Because of what it signified for me.

Patricia:
(Takes notes) And what did it signify for you?

Daniel:
Living… (A little overcome by emotion) …Better, realizing I’m alive.

Patricia:
How strange! (Nice) You don’t coincide with the prototype of the scientist. (Looks at Abelardo addresses him) Does he? (Abelardo smiles, confused, to Daniel again who is a little perturbed.) I’m sorry, I don’t have much experience in this yet… Don’t take it badly that I allow myself to… I’m slightly nervous because…

Daniel:
No, no,  lease, there’s nothing to make you nervous.

Patricia:
No, it’s just that it’s one my first stories and… I’m little bit nervous under the pressure of writing “The Article”.

Daniel:
We understand you perfectly… Calm down, we’ll help you.

Patricia:
Thanks. (Nice) Thanks… What do you think was the main motivation for your work? That is to say, what is the origin of your interest in this matter? That is,… Do I make myself clear?

Daniel:
Yes, yes… The key image in all this is… the monkey.

Patricia:
(Taking notes) How interesting! Can you explain it in more detail?

Daniel:
Yes, of course… (He hesitates) But the one who can explain it better is Daniel, (He points at Abelardo) who is very well acquainted with the work.

Patricia:
Aha? (Takes notes, looking at Abelardo.)

Abelardo:
(Smiling) Yes… It was the result of a visit to the zoo. I was very impressed by the behaviour of a chimpanzee. This impact made me come back some days later, and I got used to that habit up to the moment the idea of the theory came up.

Patricia:
(Hesitates) But, how? Then… (Looks at the two of them, confused.)

Daniel:
I was inspired by his experiences… in fact. (Strongly) This work, as you’ve just perceived, is not the most important thing for me. My passion, my true passion is women; (Seductively) their shape, their poetry. “Poetry”, which is what gives sense to my life.

Patricia:
Is it? (Point taken.)

Abelardo:
No, no, it’s not true… I’ve devoted all my time to this for the last years.

Daniel:
And I’m about to publish a book of poetry in which two publishing houses are already interested. (Patricia looks at them both, a little scared.)

Abelardo:
(Overlapping) No, it’s not true. I’m Abelardo, and this work is my life. (Daniel moves back and makes a gesture to Patricia indicating that Abelardo is crazy, while he stands up.)

Daniel:
I’m going to read you my last poem. (He goes to the desk, making gestures to look for the poem. Patricia has stopped taking notes, and she looks at them frightened.)

Abelardo:
Look at the depth of the original thesis. It looks trivial, but it’s not. Two people interrelate according to their necessities. (Daniel finds the sheet of paper and starts reading, making gestures in a loud tone.)

Daniel:
I desire and search


As if search and desire had an end.


Suddenly I find… 


I think,


And I live as if I had found.


I think there was an end,


I feel that it is forever


that everything has made sense.


Everything is coherent, magical, perfect, 


And I smile, watching myself…


And I understand myself, watching myself…


And I love myself,


Watching myself I live as if I had found…


Until I lose…


And everything starts again,


With or without me…


With a footprint.

Abelardo:
(Overlapping Daniel, enthusiastically) In fact, in each human being, the motivating contradiction of their conduct is, on the one hand, their potential capacities, and on the other, the bonds he creates to satisfy them: if the bonds satisfy them, good, it’s useful, it supports itself; and if it hinders them, that bond must either be changed or broken, otherwise it’s a prison… and a death in life, do you realize? Also, necessities change according to the established bonds, then, one cannot know whether the necessity is the cause of the bond or the bond the cause of the changing necessity, that’s why the solution is the diametric contradiction between necessity and bond… (Patricia stands up. She retreats to the door, opens it and leaves while the two of them continue, speaking with emphasis. When she closes the door the two of them finish, Daniel with the poem and Abelardo with the theory, slower and movingly until they remain standing mute. They look at each other surprised until Abelardo goes slowly to his bed. He takes off his coat, hags it, loosens his tie knot, unbuttons his shirt, takes off his shoes, and lies in bed. Daniel goes to the table and stays hammering with his fingers. After a tense pause) …You shouldn’t have done it. (From bed, looking up.)

Daniel:
(Without looking) What?

Abelardo:
What you did.

Daniel:
Why? (Abelardo doesn’t answer.) …What does it mean that I shouldn’t have? …You’re the one who decides what I should and shouldn’t do? (Abelardo doesn’t answer.) Who are you, the judge? I’m tired of judges. And you, who gives you the right to judge? The years?… Experience?… What, now you think yourself important?… (Abelardo doesn’t answer. Suddenly, with a lot of rage) Old bastard! Hypocrite! I  spend my life sitting down here, working alone with my inspiration, and you come across a stupidity, you send it wherever and, I don´t know how, but you suddenly become famous. (Abelardo straightens his back a little and turns his torso, his face reclined on his left elbow, and looks at Daniel. Daniel starts laughing.) Famous Abelardo! The limit! (Daniel laughs. Abelardo looks at him somewhat amazed and scared. Daniel goes on laughing. He makes strange sounds.) You, the old pig! (Daniel makes a sound with his tongue out, always laughing. Abelardo starts laughing shyly. Daniel doesn’t notice and goes on laughing and making sounds.) Can you imagine the old pig becoming famous? (Makes a loud and long sound and goes on laughing. Abelardo starts laughing harder, Daniel notices it, he is a little shocked and begins to stop laughing slowly, while Abelardo goes crescendo with his laughter.


Daniel vacillating and smiling, hardly laughing.) This old… pig… (Abelardo starts to laugh uncontrollably now. He sits on his bed.)

Abelardo:
…The old pig! (He laughs uncontrollably. Daniel looks at him without understanding, he doesn’t know what to do. He smiles a little and shakes his head slightly, and becomes serious again. Abelardo out of himself, as in a trance) …And now I’m going to be full of women, all sizes, colors and ages. (He moves his arms, he is in an exhilarated mood. He stands up and begins to walk with energetic steps, while he says) They are all going to come… all the ones I dreamt of, the ones desired, the ones imagined, the shit ones! They’re going to come… (Takes Daniel by one arm, while he is still lost, he makes him stand up and carries him by the shoulder around the stage, while he speaks, sometimes, like telling Daniel) …In twos, in threes, or fives… or fifteen! Fifty! …They’re going to… they’re going to try to catch me. (He stops laughing.) Well, they will catch me, they are too many… and… (He stops laughing at all.) They will caress me. (He closes his eyes and opens his arms.) Kiss me, undress me… They will have to fight among them to make love to me… (As if in a trance) Those who debased me are also going to come, those who illtreated me, those who fucked me off… Those who killed me and buried me and then, naturally, stepped on me… And I’ll tell them: “Out!” (With the sound of revenge, increasing, transforming, he shakes his head) “Now… Out!” (With wide eyes, he points with his finger. He then mimics his trying to release himself from someone who is holding him.) “I’ve said out!” (He wants to set himself free more and more strongly, he starts running round the stage in big strides, jumping, trying to set himself free, while he screams) “Let go of me!…” (Until he stumbles and falls on the floor, nearly under the proscenium and he starts to turn around and kick, trying to set himself free. Daniel looks at him from the middle of the stage. At the beginning he followed the game slightly, smiling, now he’s scared. He comes to his side, facing the audience, trying not to get hurt and starts saying, louder each time)

Daniel:
(Building) Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!

Abelardo:
(Continues) Let go of me!

Daniel:
(Screams) Stop it! (He throws himself on top of Abelardo putting his face on top of his, but facing the audience. With closed eyes.)

Abelardo:
No! No! (Daniel takes him strongly. Abelardo begins to move less each time. Daniel keeps on trying to hold him tight until Abelardo remains motionless. Daniel and Abelardo are lying on the floor in each other’s arms, Daniel on top, Abelardo underneath. After a moment of silence, a cry from Abelardo can be heard; it’s a soft cry. In a moment, Daniel gets up and helps Abelardo to his feet, who is still crying. Daniel takes Abelardo to his bed, Abelardo seats him there. Abelardo is crying, bending forward, covering his face with his hand. Daniel is sitting by his side and holds him by the shoulder, patting him tenderly. Daniel holds in his emotion, until he says)

Daniel:
OK,  old man… OK… OK. (Abelardo starts quieting down.)

Abelardo:
I don’t know what happened to me.

Daniel:
Come on. (Keeps on patting him, trying to calm him and stimulate him) You win the prize, you become famous, you get a little dizzy and you say you don’t know what happened to you.

Abelardo:
It was something else.

Daniel:
Something else… Does it look so little to you? (A little disturbed but smiling, to gain momentum little bay little) But it’s always enough to drive one crazy… of jealousy. (He laughs) I admit it, huh? (Always beside Abelardo, tender) Do you know what power is? You can turn everything around… and you became a little dizzy… (He pats him.) Come on, Abelardo, the world is yours, you can do what you want! (He exaggerates on purpose to stimulate Abelardo and the latter begins to perk up. Abelardo smiles.)

Abelardo:
Don’t mock me.

Daniel:
(Laughs) Don’t mock me? What kind of an expression is that? It’s true, you can do what you want. (Abelardo smiles and shakes his head.) Don’t you think so? Travel, experience, have pleasure… (Abelardo shakes his head) …You’re able to say and to do whatever you please, and that will be always considered important… It’s great!

Abelardo:
(Shaking his head) No, no… it’s not the most important thing.

Daniel:
Please! Eternal consideration, marvellous!

Abelardo:
(Pointing with his finger) Maybe… What I like most, what I love, in this situation (He begins gaining momentum) is that people…

Daniel:
(With him) The World!

Abelardo:
(Shy at the beginning) Yes… the world. (He laughs.) The world will now realize…  that I’m not a fool.

Daniel:
(Bursts out in laughter) How could the world think such a thing?

Abelardo:
I know… and now… (Makes an energetic gesture meaning “I’ve given it to them”.)

Daniel:
(Smiles) Great! Great! You gave it to them.

Abelardo:
(Stands and crouches with open legs. Biting his tongue at the side of his mouth and contorting his face, he repeats the gesture meaning “I’ve given it to them” three times, maintaining a rhythm. Daniel, following the rhythm, bangs on the table with his fist when Abelardo finishes his gestures. Abelardo repeats the three gestures walking somewhat crouched, and Daniel bangs. Abelardo continues and Daniel joins him, walking by his side, and keeping up with the rhythm with supposed cymbals. They go around the stage and Daniel begins to sing, followed by Abelardo.  Pointing with their fingers, accusing, and they go around several times with the cymbals and drum, singing the song, in a marching beat.)
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(The lyrics of the song go: “Abelardo, it’s been proved, he is no ass, as the world thought”.)


(They repeat everything a few times in crescendo and each time in a higher tone. Daniel then jumps on the table.)

Daniel:
(With gestures, ironically and mockingly doctor-like, as if he were addressing an auditorium) And thus, Abelardo has been able to overcome his own prison, subtly planned - not just by him, of course- and he erupts into the world with his brightness and energy, making a dignified contribution according to his talent, and also, to the exhausting effort that it signified. (Abelardo looks at him smilingly.) We must not only acknowledge this final product, but all the processes of intense work, or sacrifice, of questioning and self-questioning, in brief, of suffering which is valued in his desperate search for… for… something. It is my task, since I have shared it with him these last years, accompanying him, according to his own words, from the madness of solitude, to have the honour of making this: His introduction before you: This is how, now, the living forces of the world and, why not,  also the dead forces… those that rise and those that’re perishing… First: Will acknowledge his existence. (Points at Abelardo, who’s smiling) Second: They will try to gain him for their causes, offering that little acknowledgement that Abelardo, it’s inevitable, will accept. Thirdly: Once absolved of these and enjoying all privileges, Abelardo will have to, or course, retribute… somehow… (He steps off the table and starts to walk; Abelardo starts changing expressions, he’s somewhat more serious.) This, of course, will be a small treason, won’t it? …Even understandable… Nearly imperceptible… But it will be… What so many principles and convictions for? What so much criticism and rigors for?… What for? (Abelardo more and more serious.) …Or were these the result of being unable… Weakness?… I don’t think so, it would be too sad.

Abelardo:
(Slowly) I’m not going to accept any conditions.

Daniel:
(Clapping) Good! Very good! Another guy sucked in!

Abelardo:
(Decisively, with suppressed rage) I won’t be sucked in. (Daniel shuts up and looks at him, Abelardo goes to the window and starts looking.)

Daniel:
What are you going to do?

Abelardo:
(Softly, he can hardly be understood) I want to leave.

Daniel:
What?

Abelardo:
(Turning to Daniel, with slowly rising rage) I want to get out of here…  I’m sick of living in this… (Looks at the room) …I’m sick of these benches… (Kicks one and overturns it) …Sick of the same walls always peeling… of the same window, with the same buildings and the same river… (Steps on his bed) …Sick of all these books… (He throws everything off the shelf and turns to Daniel.) Twenty-five years locked up in here! What for? (He steps off the bed.) …I’m sick of living in this disgusting cage.

Daniel:
Disgusting? Why?… What’s disgusting about it?… You and I are here… You, who won a prize, and I… (With irony) …Who vomits with a destroyed stomach… You with your dreams and I with my desire to disappear… No… It’s not disgusting… In any case… this is not fair… It should be the other way around… The natural thing should be the opposite, shouldn’t it? I should be watching your decadence with understanding… until I’d finally leave you… But… well, this story was written in a different way… (Tense pause) …Do what you  please. (Pause until Abelardo goes to his bed, bends over, takes the suitcase from under the bed, puts it on his bed and opens it. Daniel standing.) Stop, it’s not that easy. (Closes the suitcase and faces him.) You don’t need me anymore, do you? You won the prize and you leave, like those who win the lottery and abandon everything… Shakes his tongue meaning “no”.) No, that’s not the way… First, we’re going to clear up a couple of things, for example, why am I living with you?

Abelardo:
I allowed you to stay because I felt sorry for what you told me… that your father kicked you out… because of the money.

Daniel:
(Sarcastic) For  compassion.

Abelardo:
One could say that… (He smiles) …Although I never believed that story very much.

Daniel:
You didn’t. What a saint! (Nearly screaming) And if you didn’t believe me, why did you let me stay? …You didn’t allow me to stay because you felt sorry but because you were going insane… You yourself said it, that night you were drunk, of  course, otherwise you would have never said it. (Theatrically) …That I was the young Messiah who had come to teach you the road to struggle and sacrifice that you couldn’t find and to save you from the madness of loneliness and the world… like in the story, huh? You clung to me like a board so that you wouldn’t sink… But it made me feel good anyway.. I save you… I look after you, and now? …Now you want to go away… like in your theory, isn’t it? …When the bond, must be changed or broken or… and that’s how you justify yourself, you do what you please, huh? (He starts to walk. Newing) Me liar… (Pause. Suddenly) Me liar? You think I believed that story about the monkey that died because of bad food? (Abelardo frowns.) Come on! You poisoned him! You poisoned him, friend! (Abelardo trembles.) You prepared it day after day, you won his confidence, until one day… (Makes a gesture that he’s putting poison in food with his fingers) Poison! And that’s it. You killed it!… (Mockingly) It was like going to the zoo with my kid! …And you took revenge on the monkey… You’re a lunatic murderer!

Abelardo:
Why did your father kick you out?

Daniel:
(Surprised, looks at him very seriously and goes on walking, mumbling) Me liar.

Abelardo:
If your mother is so ill, why don’t you go there?

Daniel:
(Goes on mumbling, referring to the previous item, ironic) He tells me…

Abelardo:
Why do you say that your father looks at you with glaring eyes… as if he wanted to kill you?

Daniel:
(The same) Killing a poor animal.

Abelardo:
(Pause, Inquisitive) What did you do to your mother? (Daniel goes on walking very nervously and doesn’t answer.) What did you do to her?

Daniel:
What is this, a cross-examination?

Abelardo:
Daniel… is it your fault she’s so sick?

Daniel:
(Petrified) Nooo!... Sorry??

Abelardo:
Then?

Daniel:
Then what? What do you mean?

Abelardo:
You did something to her.

Daniel:
I didn’t do anything to her… (Lowering his voice) I merely put my arms around her.

Abelardo:
What?

Daniel:
(Very moved) …I was lying on my stomach… when she came in, she sat on the bed, by my side… and she started to caress my arm… like this… (He caresses his.) I turned and saw her, I don’t know, unprotected. Dad had left… I felt strong… I put my arms around her and I stayed like that… protecting her for a while, until I started feeling strange. She realized it, because she took her arms off me very tenderly and said, “We’re going to hurt each other”. … The next day I couldn’t look at her… We hardly talked…  I stopped doing everything I did and I spent all the time locked up in my room. Two months later, my old man came back… and one day he told me that I was already grown up and it could not be that way, me without working or studying, and that I had to leave home and earn my bread… I shouted back that the house was as  much his as mine… He punched me and kicked me out… (Abelardo is confused, he doesn’t know what to do, he looks out of the window again until he takes his suitcase as it is, his coat, and leaves. Daniel stares at the door until he gets up, slowly, goes to it, closes it, looks at the bedroom. He is very sad, he begins to come closer slowly to the poster, looking at it, until he stops some six feet away. He looks at it, then comes closer, slowly, very much in anguish. He rips it down, wads it up,  goes to the open window, and throws the paper out. He sees something out of the window, he turns around, thinks and goes to the record player. He puts on Bach’s Fugue again. While it starts to play he sits on his bed, covering his face. As the music continues he starts perking up and with his eyes closed he begins to conduct it with his index finger. Then he stands and begins conducting it, dancing, slowly, with closed eyes. All this builds until he bends forward with a terrible stomach ache, He goes on dancing and tries to overcome it until he suffers another attack, from which he tries to recover, up to a minute before the end. He runs to the window and stands on the embrasure, leaning forward with his hands on the lintel. It’s nearly night. This picture coincides with the final notes. Silence. The sound of the self turn-off of the record player. Some footsteps on the stairs which Daniel doesn’t perceive. The door opens, and while Daniel looks at it, in the same position, Abelardo enters. He stares at Daniel, with the poster-wad in his extended right hand and the suitcase in his left. Daniel steps from the window slowly and goes toward Abelardo to take him in his arms. The image is Daniel with his arms around Abelardo, while the latter gazes intently at the record player. It’s darker outside, they slowly separate.)

(Daniel lies on his bed and Abelardo sits close to him putting down his suitcase beside him. Pause)

Abelardo:
(Like someone telling a story. To Daniel) I was sitting on the square… like this, with the suitcase nest to me,  thinking... when I saw a multitude of people walking far away. As they come closer I see that they are all dressed very elegantly, with tails and tuxedoes, that kind of thing… (He shows something over his shoulders.) …They must be going to a play or something like that, I thought, but something called my attention… I cleaned my glasses, I looked carefully, and… I was walking in the middle of all the people, in the front row…. You should have seen me! (He stands up) The clothes I had! (He fixes his lapels.) Even new glasses! (He laughs.) …I came closer to listen to what they were talking about… and (Imitating tone) they were saying important things, transcendental things in a serious tone. They were talking of pure research, cybernetics, Wall Street, lifestyles, controversial epistemology, formal logic, metaphysics, idealism, rearmament, taxes on culture… I came closer to say hello to myself, but I looked to be having a very interesting conversation with the person next to me, because I didn’t answer… Hah! You know what I was saying? That scientific development is vital while the works and discoveries are to satisfy man’s necessities. I spoke so well! The other one nodded… and smiled…  I called myself again: (Softly) “Abelardo” …But I was still very interested and walking fast. 


(A little louder) “Abelardo, wait!” Then a man with a moustache came and said: “Don’t disturb Mr. Terso”. What do you mean Mr. Terso? It’s me… (With the other’s voice) “You’re a crazy old man and you must stay where you are” …I couldn’t see them anymore in a minute.  (Pause. He is happy, he rubs his hands.) Your soup was cold, wasn’t it? Why don’t you heat it up for us both? (Daniel looks at him tenderly and goes into the kitchen. Abelardo takes the prize from the table.) You know what, Daniel?

Daniel:
(From outside) What?

Abelardo:
God gives bread to those who don’t have teeth.

Daniel:
(Sticking his head out) I think I’ve heard that before.

Abelardo:
(Smiling) Bread?… Not even… crumbs, that’s the word.

Daniel:
(From offstage) I’m coming.

Abelardo:
Crumbs… not even a pious crumb.


(Abelardo begins to tear up the prize into little pieces and he puts them in his mouth, right when Daniel comes in with the two plates of soup and stops to look at him surprised and tenderly.)


(Slow fadeout)

The End







� Translaters Note: San Telmo is one of the old quarters of Buenos Aires.


� “Ochava” : A bevelled corner of a building.
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