The other and his shadow

    To the others

 And their shadows

Characters

Pico

The other 

A hotel room from a provincial village. Two beds, a window. It is becoming dark. Pico is lying with his eyes open not to get asleep. He gets up, plays ‘I love this island’ cassette by Pablo Milanes, and, in underwear, dances sensually, caressing his body. The door handle starts moving. Pico frightens and looks at it. 

Pico: Who’s that?…(Nobody answers.) Who’s that?…I asked who that is!…

(The handle goes on moving. Pico turns off the cassette-player, goes to his suitcase quickly, opens it and takes a gun with which he points to the door.)

Who’s there? …Answer!

(The other enters with a suitcase in a hand. They look at themselves in fear.)

Who are you? What are you  carrying in the suitcase? Leave it on the floor!…

(The other leaves his suitcase and looks at him without knowing what to do)           

I asked you what you are carrying!…(The other does not answer.) Why don’t you answer? Open it!…

(The other puts the suitcase on the floor to open it and, when he is about to do it:)

            No! Leave it like that!…(The other looks at him in fear.) Who’s that? Where do you come from?…I asked you where you come from!…

(The other picks his suitcase and starts going. Pico changes suddenly.)

             Excuse me, don’t be afraid, I am a salesman and…well, you must already have imagined it, mustn’t you?, I mean, as this is a salespeople’s hotel…(the other’s ambiguous gesture) and I thought you could be a …How foolish! So many things happen. Please, be comfortable…

(The other looks at him and hesitates whether to stay or not. Pico looks at his hand with the gun pointing to the other and puts it down, but while he goes on talking he makes gestures with the gun in his hand. The other will answer Pico’s questions or will react to his speeches with small generally ambiguous gestures (A.g.), except for the cases indicated by the notes. It is important that the relationship between those ambiguous gestures and Pico’s interpretation and subsequent comments do not have the least possible similarity.)

      Besides, don’t tell me. Every day you hear about a robbery, a murder, a rape, don’t you? It is terrible! It must be drugs…(A.g.) Although, certainly, it may be that society is more and more violent and thus they get drugged. Who knows! What do you think? …(A.g.) Why don’t you speak?…(A:g.) Evidently, you got so shocked when entering and seeing me with the gun that you remained…(A:g.) I told you I got afraid…(A.g.) The truth? You are right, it must be terrible; if I were in a similar situation, I don’t know what I would do…(He puts the gun into the suitcase. The other leaves the suitcase on the floor, sits on the empty bed and takes off his shoes.) Is it true you were not so shocked?… (The other makes a  relief gesture with his feet.) And then?… (A.g.)

(Pico, carefully)

         Excuse me, what’s the matter?…(The other moves his toes.) To speak, I mean…(A.g.) Don’t bother, will you?, but aren’t you a stutterer or anything like that?…(The other smiles at himself.) And, I don’t know, something like that would be to speak badly, nasally…(The other nods.) Neither?…(The other lies smiling.) You are a foreigner…(The other denies.) Aren’t you?…(A.g.) Perhaps, excuse me, won’t you? Perhaps, are you dumb?… (The other covers his face with his hands.) And why don’t you speak? Does the heat hurt you?…(The other puts his arms on the bedsides.) You are very tired!…(A.g.) Do you want me to tell you? If you don’t want to speak, don’t do it, you are right. As there are few things to say; the truth is that if I could sometimes keep silent, but not, I always have to be saying something. Even when I sleep I talk!…That’s why, my friend,  if you don’t want to speak, don’t speak. And I don’t say it with resignation but I think it is right that you don’t do it, because, besides, do you imagine if you were like me? Do you know what this would be? A tenement!So be quiet: if you are dumb, you are dumb, and if you don’t want to speak , don’t worry, I understand you deeply…(Suddenly) But how didn’t I realize? Sure, you are a foreigner! And do you  want me to tell you more?…(A.g.) From the north! I know them well. They are not sociable, they don’t like speaking. Those from the headquarters, do you know how they are? Like shadows! One speaks, speaks and speaks and they …nothing. They are always with their suitcase, which must be to carry everything, or not?…(A.g.) And you go on with your suitcase there. Can I help you?…(The other denies.) You must be exhausted, let me…(The other denies again.) At least I put your suitcase on the bed…

(Pico moves to take it. The other is in the way.)

        Let me, man, if I don’t care. I like helping…(Pico cannot lift it.)

        Eeeh! What are you carrying here?…

(The other picks the suitcase and puts it on the bed again.)

         Strength, eh? Look. I always considered myself a strong fellow, but you defeat me to death…It is a way of saying it. What are you carrying? …(A.g.) What firm are you from? What do you sell?…(A.g.) How don’t you sell anything? And what do you do?…(A.g.) Come on, what are you carrying in the suitcase?… I already know that it’s not my business, but…Do you want me to tell you? You are right! Sure you are right! You don’t even have the northern people’s look. It must be…(The other lies.) Let me find it out! Let’s see…(The other stretches.) Don’t be bothered, will you? You know what? You look like a scientist. Are you a?…(The other starts doing exercises with his neck to  relax.) How more or less? Are you or not?…(He goes on.) I had sworn you were. And what are you?… (During the exercise he puts his face as if he looked upwards.) No! Don’t tell me!  Astronomer? Fantastic! I like the stars so much!… (The other goes on with the exercises.) The truth? I could never have imagined you were an astronomer! And what do you do here?… (The other looks at the other side.) Are you going to San Juan Observatory? It must be fascinating, mustn’t it? …(A.g.) Looking at the stars, the planets, the moons, the meteorites! And, tell me, after watching the sky for a while, what do you do? … (The other puts his face downwards.) I mean…don’t you get bored like funguses? …(A.g.) Do you want me to tell you? They must have chosen you because you don’t speak. Do you imagine if they send me? I’ll die of anxiety. Don’t laugh at me! Looking at the stars without having anybody to talk to! How can one live like that?… (The other stretches his neck.) Look at what it turned out to be…Evidently, now I realize you must carry devices in your suitcase!, mustn’t you? …(A.g.) I mean, as it is heavy. There is a disassembled telescope perhaps… (A.g.) Isn’t there? You aren’t carrying a bomb, are you?…(The other gets surprised. Pico laughs.)  I was joking! Don’t look at me like that, I already know they are not jokes to make at this time, but, tell me, wouldn’t it be possible? With the things that are happening. In the end, one imagines any madness and then one realizes that somewhere, it happened…

(The other starts laughing, without looking at Pico.)

     What are you laughing at?…(The other goes on laughing.) What happens to you? What are you laughing at? Did I say anything funny?…About the bomb?… Why is it funny?…No,  of  course,  how are you going to laugh at that? And then? At what? …(Pico notices his own appearance.) At how I am?…(The other stops laughing.) I was practising gym…It will seem strange to you in this heat, but do I tell you? There are few things I love more than practising gym at this temperature… This sensation of perspiring, of feeling the drops in the body, stirring completely wet till I can’t any longer, is a special pleasure, as if I were, I don’t know, making love, isn’t it?…(A.g.) I don’t know, I like it!…(The other smiles.) Why are you looking at me like this?…(The other surprises at  the question.) Don’t think of anything bad; I am here, alone, you will have realized…Well, now you are too, evidently…I was telling you that I was alone here, and  ‘I love this island’ just started playing, which makes me mad and, after so many days traveling… No, what I want to say is that one needs a little movement…You must be wondering: did the music start playing by itself? The truth? You are right, I played it…You will think I am a bit strange…(A.g.) You can be sure…(The other nods.) Yes, I already know, nobody can be totally sure, but…And well, what can I do?… (A.g.) Don’t you know?…(A.g.) I do. Nothing! That’s it, my friend, nothing! Because you will always have a doubt, though it may be insignificant. The complete peace doesn’t exist!, or does it? …(The other breathes deeply. He starts getting tired of listening to him.) Come on, if it is not for one thing, it is for another and if not, it is for what you imagine the least…

(Pico smells something disagreeable, looks at the other, then at the other’s  suitcase. He smells again.) 

        You left your car at the hotel door, didn’t you?…(A.g:) Look out, because several  have disappeared lately. Did you buy petrol?…(A.g.) Consider that the nearest station is forty-five kilometers away. Do you know what it is to have your car out of order over here?…(A.g.) Will you stay  for several days?…(A.g.) Few?… (The other nods.) Do you feel anything?… Don’t tell me that you got angry because you saw me dancing, touching myself!…Come on, man, it is not so much either! Although I were a wicked one, let’s say, it is not to be like that. After almost two months traveling, in this heat…In fact, this time here in La Pampa is terrible. How unhappy! Every year, some days before coming, I say to myself: Pico, not this year to La Pampa!…(A.g.) Yes,  I am called as the town nearby. What a coincidence, isn’t it?…And bua, the hazard, or will it be the destiny? Who knows?  Firstly, we should know  what each  thing is to detect the difference, shouldn’t we? …

(The other, tired of listening to him, takes a book and starts reading. Pico watches the suitcase, approaches, smells till he realizes that the other looks askance at him.)

          What are you reading?…(A.g.) All right, don’t worry about me, read calmly…

(Pause. Pico lies.)

            It is difficult not to get asleep, isn’t it?…In this silence, the  nightfall breeze and the smell from trees…

(When  he is about to fall asleep, he reacts and gets up.)

             So an astronomer! And, tell me, suppose that after looking for ten years you discover a planet or…What is the most important thing you can discover?…(The other goes on reading.) Excuse me, I didn’t understand you well…(The other goes on reading.) All right, let’s say a planet. And?…I mean,  apart from the purpose of drawing the natal letter, the solar revolution and all those things from astrology, what is it for?…(He goes on reading.) Don’t be bothered! I tell you with the best intentions: to those who live on Earth, how are we influenced? Because I imagine that for those who are there (Pico points upwards) it must be important to be discovered, but about us, what?…(Pico suspects.) Or is it in case they invade us?…(The other goes on reading. Pico nods discovering that this supposition is the real truth.) Evidently,  they watch in case they invade us to destroy us…And to think that I  could never understand these jobs. I always imagined that the scientists spent the day making experiments , calculations , writing on sheets of paper, quantities of experiments, calculations, sheets of paper. And I wondered: one day, aren’t they going to be buried under all those sheets?…(The other closes the book, bothered.) Ja! I thought they were going to be searched and the only thing they could find would be paper-work…And in the end they had a very important mission! Why did you deny it to me?…(The other closes his eyes violently.) Why not? Yes, you denied it to me, my friend!… (A.g.)  Didn’t you want to say it not to frighten me?…(A.g.) On the contrary, now I feel more protected…(Pointing to him) Look, a watcher from our civilization, what do you think?

(The  other puts down his book, sits on the bed and looks at him attentively.)

            No! Really?…(The other leaves his head hanging.) How can you tell me  that you would prefer to be a salesman like me? How ridiculous!…(The other looks at him and smiles.) And do you ask why? You have a profession that is essential for the world’s survival! And are you here to tell me that you would love to go from one place to another with people?…

(The other gets up and goes to the bathroom. Pico goes towards the suitcase, approaches his nose to it, smells, makes a face of  loathing, makes gestures like doubting to open it or not, looking at the bathroom door, till he goes up to the door and goes on speaking.)

             Do you know that when I was a child I liked geography, looking at the sky, the maps? What a destiny!…(Pico laughs.) You may wonder: what is this madman talking about?  Do you want me to tell you? I like saying all I think of and, the truth, that I am a salesman to be able to do it…

(The open tap sound starts being heard. Pico speaks in a louder voice.)

            I decided it even as a child. I told myself: what do I like best and what gives  me pleasure? Speaking. What is the most convenient for me? To be a salesman. But if I were a seller at a shop or in only one town, I would turn out to know people and finally the topics would run out, wouldn’t they? Well, I became a salesman. Is it hazard or destiny? Who can know it, my friend!

(It is heard that the other empties the w.c.)

            Are you feeling bad?…

(It is heard that the other blows his nose.)

             Bua, a relief. The truth? About me, when something aches I am very afraid…Don’t answer me! I already know what you are thinking! Do you want me to tell you? No, I am not a hypochondriac, because not everything I feel makes me think that I am ill, but if I have some nonsense,  suppose  a stomachache or a cold or even if a mosquito bites me, I am afraid of having cancer or that all may be infected and  I may die of gangrene, do you  realize?…(The tap water running stops being heard.) Of course it is different! I would say that I am a coward rather than a hypochondriac, don’t you think so?…

(The other goes out of the bathroom and stares at him.)

           You insist that  is being hypochondriac. You are an astronomer, not a doctor…(The other closes his eyes trying to refrain.) Yes, I already know I asked you , but I also explained to you the difference, or not?  And tell me, as you are involved in that, how are the flying saucers? Have you ever been afraid that an alien may appear in front of you? …(He looks at the suitcase and interrupts himself. The other lies and moves looking at Pico’s opposite side.) Evidently, they must be ready. Have you ever seen one?…(A.g.) No? How strange…(A.g.) No, neither have I,  because it is difficult for me to concentrate, if not, do you know how many I could have seen during my trips? Of all sizes and colours. What is necessary is to be willing to. Excuse me for explaining to you, I know that you are an expert, but do you know what?, it is important to be well prepared to receive the signals, otherwise…(Pico makes a no gesture), they do not appear…(The other folds half of the pillow covering the ear which is not against the bed.) If they realize that one is on the defensive, they hide, but if they see that one is a  so-called reliable receiver, they just communicate…Look, in this way…(Pico sits down.) relaxed and concentrated upon the farther on and you will see that, when one does not expect , zas, they appear! To see that I don’t lie to you, a fellow who seemed to be   a priest told me about it. Did you see they don’t believe in those things?…(The other arranges the pillow.) I already know I said I think he was a priest but it doesn’t look so simple; he was wearing a sort of cassock, I don’t know. Come on, I am sure that he seems to me to be a priest!… You will see, when you are in San Juan, with all the time to be well prepared, you will be tired of seeing them go by…

(Pico smells again something unpleasant and looks at the other’s suitcase. Sullenly, he approaches his case, moving like making gym. The other turns round and looks at him threateningly.)

      No,  I felt like stretching a bit…

(Pico returns to his bed and sits down.)

       Excuse me, you must want to rest. Do you think I don’t understand you?…(The other gets ready to sleep.) Why don’t you? It happened to me thousands of times! Suppose I am going to a restaurant wishing to be alone…I tell myself: I hope not to meet anybody; I order my big beef and  custard quietly, without talking, pointing them to the waiter on the menu; I eat, pay, walk seven blocks, because eight are too many and six are few, you know…and to bed…(The other starts snoring.) That is the plan, but on the way one meets a friend or relation, starts speaking about anything and, for the other not to be offended or angry, one spends the night talking…There’s no way, people are like that, communicative, have you seen?…(The other goes on snoring.) But I always stand in the other’s place and realize what he wants…For example now…I know that you want to rest, then, closed mouth         and to bed…

(Pico  lies.)

        Quiet, my friend, don’t worry about me. With this ‘Universe Mysteries’ magazine, I can spend hours reading. Do you like being on your own?…(The other stops snoring.) I don’t know, it seemed to me! I had the intuition!…How strange loneliness is! Isn’t it? Why is it so difficult? One feels bored, sad, as a worm  before the world. Will it be that another by your side gives more strength? Who knows!…(The other starts snoring again.)

(Pause. Showing the magazine.)

        Have you ever read it? Sorry, you don’t need to answer. Do you know what the article I’m reading says? That one is the universe’s synthesis! Think about it and you will realize that it is true! All that exists in the universe, is inside us…It is what astrology says…

(Suddenly the other wakes up,  gets up, goes to the window and bends half his body through it.)

        Will you stare? I am surprised, you are an astronomer who should know…(The other covers his eyes with a hand.) Don’t laugh, they have a lot to do with…(The other turns his head and looks at him.) How don’t you believe? Then you have no idea what it is. Do  you want me to explain to you?…

(The other looks again outside and turns his head, hopelessly. Pico gets up.)

         Suppose that at this moment I see you as if you were another…(The other turns his head and looks at him in surprise.) Don’t look at me like that! You and me are blood which runs in the veins, aren’t we?  …(A.g.) Of course! We are bones, we are that brutal brain substance and we are the conscience mystery, or not? …(A.g.) Well, if it is like this, this meeting shows us the Earth’s material evolution throughout thousands of years, searching for shapes, beings that can communicate… (The other looks outside again.) And though what  we are have been molded here, the atoms, the basic substance, where did it start? Yes, sir!…(Pointing upwards.) In the big ovens! In those big explosions that are in what we call sky! In this way it is shown that you and me and everybody are star material that communicates. What do you tell me?…

(The other covers his face with both hands.) (Pause)

        Really, it is unbelievable…And the worst of it, each one  is energy that comes from a shape the stars had at the moment of our birth: the Natal letter.

Look, if we  see the shape they have today, it is evident that there is a destiny in it, or not?…(more loudly), or not?…(The other denies turning his back.)  Or do you think that we have met by chance?…(The other denies turning his back.) Of course not , my friend! Everything has a sense! And don’t ask me what for, because neither you nor me yet knows what the stars offer us…(Pico looks at his suitcase and doubts till he gets control again.) We are talking under the stars about what we are and we are material and star energy speaking. What do you tell me?…

(The other turns round, returns to bed and lies.)

            We are life passion to be met, which is not insignificant…

(Satisfied with his demonstration, he lies to read. He starts falling asleep again but, suddenly, he gets up.)

              Do you mind if I play a bit of music? …(A.g.) (He plays it.) It is said it calms down the beasts…Are they gossip?…No, my friend, of course they aren’t!…They really calm them down. Once I myself saw in  Misiones jungle, a tiger that was about to jump, from a tree, over a fellow who, without seeing it and due to nothing, without any reason, unbelievably, started whistling! And do you know what the tiger did?…(A.g.) Though seconds ago it was going to attack, it leant against the branch and  remained amazed, I would say if one can read a tiger’s feelings, no? What do you tell me?…(A.g.) I know it is not easy to believe, but I saw it, nobody told me, so: believe or explode. Yes, sir, music calms the beasts…Rather than calm them, confuse them, do you realize? Because they must remain meditating: where the hell does it come from?…It is also true that the fellow whistled like gods…Maybe, the tiger believed it was a bird and was thinking: what kind of bird is this?…It must have been shocked rather than surprised!,  mustn’t it?…How the madman whistled! How would the poor tiger imagine that a human being could whistle like that?…

                No, I play music not to sleep…(A.g.) Because, I don’t know, I think that awake, the mind and body are more alive, aren’t they?…Haven’t you ever thought that while sleeping one is exposed to anything?…(A.g.) Well, that is what happens to me. Do you like Pablo Milanes?…(A.g.) He is the one who sings like gods! And the rhythm he has? Listen to this lyrics…(He listens.) Living on an island and not wanting to stand on solid land is fantastic, isn’t it? Don’t tell me, it is a phenomenon! If I had this fellow’s talent, you know what I would do, don’t you? With the money I could earn, I ‘d buy the island to stay there, on my own, with all the black women and mulattoes! Great Pico!! All the coloured women for you!! If you want I can give away the white ones, but not the black ones!  Young, old ones, those who come!…Do you know what I had liked being? Columbus’s crew! That! Pick all of them when virgins! What a feast I had had! And those silly ones becoming mad at the gold! Please! If they  had no idea about what they had to conquer! It can’t be believed! Having them all there, available and looking for the gold! Idiots, if  gold serves to get women and women were already there! What for? …You know what? One should have celebrated the five hundred years of universal masturbation!… (He sings.) Ay, negress, candombe negress, negress of my life, negress of my love…Excuse me,  don’t you like dancing?…(The other looks at him in surprise.)

(Pico stands up and starts moving encouraging him to dance.)

                    Come on, man, it will be good for you! You will see that you  feel better then. Cheer up, my friend, let’s move the skeleton!…

(Pico starts caressing himself. The other loosens his belt and unbuttons some trouser buttons.)

                   Attention, friend! You don’t think I am strange, do you? Ja, strange Pico! Perhaps I am called Pico because I like speaking a lot! Or I speak a lot as I am called Pico! Who knows!…(Theatrically) Stop the music!…(He goes to the gadget and turns it off.)

(Pause. Pico looks at the other’s suitcase again.)

                Sorry for my insistence, will you?,  but if you don’t carry any gadgets, why does your suitcase weigh so much?…(The other looks at him threateningly.) My intention is not to interfere in your life. I already know that this is your business, but …(The other denies.) All right, it is not to become like that either. Have you got children?… (The other blows his nose.) No, evidently, if not you couldn’t do what you do. What would the kids do while you keep looking at the sky? And wife?…(He blows again.) Girl-friend either?…(The other looks at his handkerchief.) You must have been in love before…(He folds the handkerchief and keeps it.) Sure, everybody, any time… What a strange sensation love is!, isn’t it? That is just a mystery! Like life and death. I was lucky to marry the woman I fell in love with, but then, the time, life, excuse me, I prefer not to speak about that…

(The other takes a drop jar and starts pouring drops into his ears.)

          Yes, I have a son…Bah, in fact, I don’t know if I have him or not. I am not mad, it’s that I haven’t seen him for about eight years. Wait, now I’ll explain to you why. Do you know  how long I haven’t seen him more precisely? Eight years, three months and two days. It was my birthday. He didn’t bring me any gift… (The other moves his head to pour the drops into the other side.) No, how am I going to get angry about that? The argument started then. I  told him : ‘Nothing?’. He answered me: ‘I have no money’. ‘But at least you could have written a little card to me’, I told him. And do you know what he answered me? ‘It didn’t occur to me.’ What do you think?…(A.g.) No, sir, it seems to be nonsense, but it isn’t. One  makes a sacrifice for children, gives part of one’s life for them, for them not  even to think later of  writing a poor little card for a birthday?…(The other keeps the jar, takes a cotton piece and picks some to put them on.)  I hit him, what could I do? If they don’t learn while being kids…He was six years old and he already knew how to write…The point is not the gift, but the attitude! Do you realize?…He must be old. Do you want me to tell you?…(The other puts a cotton piece into one ear.) Lately, several times I have wished to return and forgive him…(He puts it into the other.) You are right, I will do it: if I come back, I’ll forgive him…(Pico stares at the other.) Do you know that you remind me of my son?…He didn’t almost speak either and, each time I told him something, he looked at me like telling me: ‘Be careful, it’s better not to be careless’ Then I asked him: ‘Why?’. And he always answered me: ‘Why what?’. He made me mad! That ‘why what’ is inside me here (he touches his head) and I can’t take it out! Because, what was I going to tell him? Why is it better not to be careless? He would answer me that he hadn’t told me anything! Then, furiously, I had to turn round and leave.

(Pico smells again.) 

         Nothing is smelt, isn’t it?…(A.g.) Strange, I…each time I feel it more…

(The other picks a book again and starts reading.)

           That book fascinates you, doesn’t it?…(A.g.) What is it about?… (The  other looks at him and, without answering  him, looks at the book.) 

            Of course you will not speak. You have a full right, why will you do it? Perhaps, when a child, you said a cruelty, your face was broken and from then on…(A.g.) Excuse me, my friend, I don’t let you read…No, I don’t want to lie…Yes, I am sleepy, but, I told you: I prefer to be awake… In case something happens…I don’t know, anything…

(Pico bends over the window to watch.)

       This place is beautiful!, isn’t it?…(A.g.) Do you want me to tell you? As a child, when I studied geography, I thought: it is the most fertile place in the country, template climate, little rain, how wonderful it would be to live in the wet Pampa! And now, that I am here, I look toward the north, nothing; to the south, nothing. Nothing to any sides. The truth? It is very boring…Tell me: we are in the south, aren’t we?…(A.g.) And if we look from another planet, will it go on being the south? …(A.g.) How don’t you know? By chance aren’t you an astronomer?…(A.g.) And of course, they only look outside, my friend! What can they know? Perhaps it is the north!, or not?…(A.g.) Do you know why it is important for me? Because if we were up, the underdevelopment should be tolerated by those who are there. (He points upwards.) Or not? What do you think?…

(There are noises from the roof. Pico frightens. The other looks there.)

        What is that?…

(They go on being heard. Pico asks more loudly.)

         What happens there?…

(Noises and blows go on. To the other.)

           What did I tell you? We can’t fall asleep. Watch the door…

(Pico goes to the window, gets out his head and shouts upwards.)

           Who walks there?

(The knocks sound again. Pico looks for his gun and returns to the window. To the other.)

            Lock!

(The other looks at him without understanding.)

             I told you to lock! Then I’ll tell you why!

(The other closes the door. Pico keeps the gun out of the window.)

              I have a gun! Who he is or who they are, I tell you that I have a gun!…(The blows go on.) I count up to three, if you don’t stop, I’ll shoot! One!…(To the other) They thought they could catch me easily…Two!…

(Noises stop. Pico puts the gun in.)

              I knew they were leaving. They are all the same! They threaten till one reacts and there they escape like rats! Do you want me to tell you? They try…(The other sits on the bed again.) It’s like that, they try to see what one does. Do you know how I study them? If one doesn’t react, they advance and take all, but if one is awake, they look for another stupid one who may trust or who doesn’t dare. You will not believe me, there are some who are the worst: they help to be robbed! How can it be? One can’t understand…

(Pico bends again and shouts outside.)

        Cowards!…

(He enters repentantly.)

         I was wrong! I shouldn’t have shouted that at them. They will be angry and will return. How idiot! I was arrogant and lost control. I can’t do these things. How hateful I feel! I was controlling everything well: why do I have to lose control in this way? And now there is no solution, do you realize? I’ve already done it. Nobody can erase it, how talkative! Only if I hadn’t said a word, all would have finished perfectly, but that extra nonsense, to become brave, made everything wrong, didn’t it?…(The other puts his head between his hands.) All right, not all, but now, there is again the risk of having them back. Why? Why did I have to say that extra word ? The truth? I envy you…Really I tell you, I’d like to be like you: reserved, silent, controlled. 

 I see you have a complete control of yourself, don’t you? …Sure! What will people like you be afraid of? If you don’t take anything out! What can they do to you? …Instead, as an idiot, I take all out and, evidently, in the middle of everything, fear comes out too, or not?…(The other looks at the window again.) Certainly! What a strange sensation fear is!, isn’t it?…It is a mixture of  impotence and despair that…(He listens. The  other lies.) Let’s be cautious of any sound, do you agree?…

(The full Moon appears through the window, enlightening the room. Pico notices the light, looks at the window and goes there to watch it.)

        Full Moon…How beautiful it is!…Now I envy  your being an astronomer…How it influences men is fantastic!, isn’t it?…(The other starts whistling.) No. How can you tell me you don’t know? I already know it is not an astronomy topic, but anyway you should be interested…(The other whistles more loudly.) Don’t you really believe?…(The other goes on whistling.) Don’t tell me! Things that are being discovered are shocking. Apart from the tides, the influence on the pregnancy and menstruation; now it seems that it is essential for the sex determination…(The other whistles more loudly.) Don’t be surprised! Here in the countryside it is said that mares pregnant  at last quarter deliver males. It is unbelievable!… And the full Moon? Some say that the wolf man is a legend, but not…There are truthful cases hidden not to create psychosis. Or don’t you know that scientifically it is proved the full Moon modifies dreams and behaviour is changed?…(The other starts accompanying himself striking with the fingers somewhere.) And well, from there to the wolf-man there is one step, isn’t there?…Don’t you believe me? Find it out! Under full Moon hospitals are crowded with ill people and more crimes and rapes happen!…(The other stops whistling and goes on with the sounds.) And? What are you going to say now?… (The other goes on with the blows.) And do you know what the Moon letter in the Tarot says? Warning: dangers. It isn’t funny! Those who don’t believe in all this remind me of the fellow who goes against traffic and thinks that the others are going against. Convince yourself, my friend! There are millions of signs!

(Pico returns to the window to watch the Moon. The other looks at him attentively.) 

         It reminds me of a night when I was trapped in the jungle…(He decides not to talk about it.) No, it has no importance…One looks at it and has a sort of melancholy, no?… But it also has that which makes cats mad. Could one never be in peace?…

(The other stands up and starts walking from one side to the other of the room. Pico walks with him while he talks to him.)

       I tell you: there are moments when life becomes unbearable. It is a continuous deterioration. Sometimes I wonder if death may not be a rest…(The other nods.) Not to ask myself so many questions? Do you know what happens to me? I doubt of everything, but of everything!, eh? For example, do you know who you are?…(A.g.) The truth? I know neither who I am, nor what I am, nor  anything. Besides I don’t know if I am the one who is speaking or if, you are by chance, because  how many things  must you be saying,  while I talk, talk, talk and don’t say anything?…(A.g.) And if we are both dead?…(The other stops, and Pico behind him.) Ja! You didn’t expect this, did you? Don’t tell me that you had never thought you were dead and that, everything goes on the same for one, while the others don’t see you any longer, though one thinks they do! One can’t be sure of anything, friend! One is and isn’t and the other who seems not to be, suddenly is. And then, what is  one, a shadow?…

(The other approaches a wall and starts beating his head.)

        Tell me! Isn’t it possible that one is a shadow?…Very well! Let’s suppose it is. And if it is, who from? Because the shadows are always from somebody, aren’t they?…(The other goes on beating his head.) Then, if one is a shadow of another, the question appears: and if the other is also a shadow?…(The other starts walking again and Pico behind him.)

          There we fail! Because we keep with everybody being a shadow. And then who lives in this world? Or is it a world of shadows?…Unless a shadow of a shadow makes a person, doesn’t it? So in the best case, each person is a shadow of another shadow…(A.g.) You are right, who  will care about this?…

Concerning all this, when you travel, aren’t you afraid?…

(The other starts humming while walking.)

        I am. You must have realized. With the atrocities that are heard…Once I wondered: why  must I have so much fear? And finally, what am I afraid of? Of being ill-treated? Of humiliation? All that goes by, even torture goes by! No, my friend, fear is of something else. In the past I thought it was of dying, but then I realized that, besides, fear is about being deprived of what we love the most, because losing our life must be terrible, but we don’t know how it is; by chance it is not so bad, is it?,  while losing what we need to live would be terrible, one would go on living only to suffer. Do you realize? It would be an unbearable sentence, like Hell in life, or not?…Do you want me to tell you? It must be worse than dying…(The other continues.) When I realized that fear is not only of death, of disappearing forever, but of  deprivation and eternal suffering, then I started thinking about how to defend myself against that,  till a gun appeared before me here…(he shows it before his eyes and nods)…

(The other finishes humming and stops.)

         I mean the shape, not a real one, eh? I didn’t know what to do, for six months I was with that shape here (he indicates) till I told myself: ‘Pico, don’t be  idiot, it is clearer than water, you must buy one’. And I bought it. I carry it there (Pico points to his suitcase), quiet, I know that if something happens, there it is…(The other sits on the bed and makes a gesture showing anxiety.)

         Don’t look at me like that, my friend, each one calms down as one can. Though I will tell you: fear has no solution…(Answering him) Evidently I bought it not to have any longer, but now, you will not believe me, I got afraid of the gun…(A.g.) Don’t laugh,  everything has a reason. Do you know what I think? That one is adopting the personality claimed by the objects that accompany one…(A.g.) Don’t hesitate it is like that. Tell me, what  are you carrying in the suitcase?…(The other looks at him with worry.) I know they are your belongings! How many times will you tell me? I ask you to give you an example about what I want to explain to you. Can we suppose you  carry things to be sold?…(A.g.) Very well. If you carry goods, you must be kind, nice, tolerant: a salesman! And have you ever wondered what for?…

(The other, tired, stands up and goes to the bathroom. Pico goes on talking to the bathroom door.)

     Wrongly done, my friend, periodically one must wonder what sense one’s life has and what one does, deeply, because if not, we may get lost in the tangle! (The tap noise is heard, along with sounds as if he were knocking on the floor with the heel.)

      And you understand what I mean when I say a tangle (Accomplice) Is it like that?…(Clapping adds to the previous noises.) I knew it! How incredible! There are people one meets for the first time and thinks one has known all one’s life, right?…(Noises go on.) What were we saying? Due to philosophizing I lost what we were talking about! Ah, yes! Why do you have to sell what you carry in the suitcase?…

(Noises stop and the other goes out of the bathroom sullenly.)

       I will not turn to that silly explanation given by the usual eccentrics: for the firm owners to make more money! No! Our work has a deep sense! Let’s not lower ourselves to accept those theories that consider us simple merchants! We do what we do so that the objects we carry may comply with their own destiny. That’s it. Let’s suppose you sell saltcellars, what would your saltcellar destiny be? Simpler, impossible: to throw salt, or not?…

(The other returns to the bed and starts looking at the suitcase.)

       Very well. While you have it or it rests at a warehouse, do you comply with it?…(The other stares at Pico.) The destiny of throwing salt, man! Pay attention! Definitely not! What is necessary, then?…(A.g.) Don’t you know? Instead of  something that may be, for example, money, give it to somebody who needs it, uses it and makes him perform his existence’s reason. That is our mission in life, mate! Specially that! It is neither to pretend the eternal recognition, nor to be considered the humanity’s heroes, but it is for us at least, to give it the transcendency corresponding to it! In this life, we are concerned about helping the objects God put into our hands to fulfill their own destiny! Others will say: which destiny, if they are things made by men for their comfort?…And I say, to each one of us: who made us and what for? And we are fed up with talking about our destinies! Or not?…(A.g.) Of course it is true! And what is worse is that if we didn’t help them get their destiny, we wouldn’t fulfill ours either and our own existence would be without sense…(A.g.) Do you understand me?…(The other nods.) And applying this thought to the gun…(The other stares at him again.) Why do I take it, to make it rust and spoilt? A gun ‘is’ a gun on condition that it shoots; otherwise, it is something out of shape (contemptuously), senseless, do you realize?…(A.g.) Attention! I’ve never used it and I swore myself not to do it…unless another attacks me, of course. But it isn’t that, I realize that only having the possibility of using it makes me feel safer, sometimes I would say even imprudent. What do you tell me?…(The other looks at him with worry.) Don’t you believe me? Do you want me to tell you? I always felt a coward, but since I had it, I don’t know how to tell you, something strange happens to me…(Determined) I’ll confess you something: sometimes I feel like inventing a reason to use it, at least once…(The other goes on looking at him.) Don’t look at me like that! It is true! And I feel fear again! Do you realize? …(A.g.) I don’t know what of! It will be of being possessed and turned into a murderer! It must be difficult to be a military or a policeman and not to become mad!. Mustn’t it? Carrying it all day close to oneself, after some time it is already part of the body and using it must become  natural…Sometimes I think they must shoot as if they were part of their body, don’t you think so?…(The other crosses his arms and watches him like measuring his body. Pico laughs.) Don’t think I laugh at you, will you? No! It’s that you have sense of humour! Do I tell you anything? Each time I like you more…(A.g.) You, man! Who must it be? Am I not talking to you?…(A.g.) Don’t bother, eh? No, because you will think: when I entered he was dancing alone, now he tells me he likes me. Calm down, you must already know I like saying things. Why keeping them, no? …(The other nods.) Sure! Besides, you give me a nice impression and by chance we may be good friends, who knows?…(A.g.)  It is true we know each other a little, but it is something one predicts. And friends should be confident, if not, what kind of friends are they?…(A.g.) As a confidence evidence I’ll confess you something: I have never before felt somebody loves me truly. Nobody! Did you understand me?…(A.g.) Neither my wife, nor my son…They must even be happy I went …(A.g.) Ah, no? And then why haven’t I received either a letter or a call for all these years? Nothing! Do you realize?…(A.g.) I already know I could have called them too. But they threw me away without saying a word to me, when I asked them for their opinion if I would go to the province to work! …While you, I don’t know, give me the impression you appreciate me…The truth? I’m glad! What a strange sensation joy is!, isn’t it? What does one laugh at?…(A.g.) Sometimes I think if one laughs at being glad or if one is glad because one laughs. Who knows!…

(Pico smells again.)

         Excuse me, don’t tell me you go on not feeling the smell there is!…(The other looks at the suitcase.) No?…(The other looks at Pico.) But it is almost unbearable!… It is not from outside…(Pico goes to the window and smells.) No…(Pico smells his armpit.) Mine neither…In fact it is not perspiration…You…, how can’t you smell anything?…(The other starts smelling.) You mustn’t be hiding anything to me, must you? …(He looks at Pico.) Don’t be offended! Perhaps you have something that gives this smell and you deny it to me as a shame. How many times is one in a situation like this?…(A.g.) Ah, no?…(Pause)  Sorry for my question, you have already told me they are your business, but understand me, we are room-mates, aren’t we? Won’t you have anything in your suitcase that is a bit spoilt?…(The other stands up.) It might also be food…(The other goes to the suitcase.)

            Are you bothered again? Don’t take it like that, man. It is not so strange either that somebody goes on a trip and takes a ham and cheese or salami sandwich or, I don’t know!,  any other sausage…(Pause) By chance you kept it, I don’t say without realizing, but by accident…Has anybody helped you to pack the suitcase?…

(The other puts on his coat and keeps his book.)

          Suppose your mother has helped you and, without your being aware, she put something into a pocket of your suitcase and in this heat…Couldn’t it be? …And well, then you don’t have to be like that due to the question…(Pause) And?…(The other looks at him.) You didn’t answer me…(The other goes on looking at him.) No, it is not a little and it is important for me…(Nervously) My friend, there is a putrid smell here, do you understand me?…

(The other picks the suitcase and goes to the door.)

          What are you doing?…

(The other opens the door and leaves.)

           What are you doing, man?, why are you leaving?…(Pause, till Pico goes to the door and shouts from there.) Come back, friend! I won’t bother you any longer! The smell is not so terrible either! Come back! I have no right to make you have to look for another place to rest. Don’t worry. Come! Do you want to rest? You lie, sleep and the end,  why so much mess? I promise you not to bother you any longer!…There it is, come, come…(He nods.) You will see you can…

(The other enters again, goes to the bed, leaves the suitcase, takes off his coat and lies, while Pico locks the door.)

             Do you want me to tell you? Finally, this smell is not only so disagreeable but it has…I don’t know, a sort of attraction, no?…(A.g.) What will be different?… In the end, who can say that something is pretty or ugly? It depends on each one, doesn’t it? …If it is pretty for you, why will I say it is disgusting? If you carry it you must like it…Let’s say it is a smell and the end. What do you think?…(A.g. Pause) You are also a bit intolerant, aren’t you?…(The other looks at him in surprise.) What I told you was not to leave as you did either…(A.g.) I tell you the truth that it seems to me you must have some problems and that’s why  you are so ill-tempered, aren’t you? Did you see those things happen? Suddenly, one feels bad due to something and blames another who has nothing to do. How many times one reacts like that! Don’t tell me you don’t!…

(The other gets up, goes to the wall and leans his head on it.)

             Did you see? And I don’t say it only because of you: how many times did it seem to me that somebody chased me and finally I attacked him? Don’t think I am an idiot, I notice the things I do but, do you know what?, realizing is not enough! The matter is not to be afraid!…And that is more difficult, so unluckily, if one is afraid and feels one is followed, though one realizes it is his own issue, preventing is the best, isn’t it?…(A.g.) How? Attacking. That’s it. What other thing can one do?…(A.g.) Do you know when it was impossible for me to control this topic of fear?…(The other looks at him attentively.) I was not going to tell you but, as we became friends…It was on a trip to Misiones. The same on which I saw that tiger, the one confused by the whistling.  I was going to open my suitcase to show the goods to a customer and the fellow tells me: ‘Here we are full of those trifles. Why don’t you go farther?’. At first he bothered me, but then I thought: ‘And why not?’. The next day I went to the outskirts to sell. I was walking, absorbed in my thoughts, till the moment I realized I was in the middle of the Misiones jungle.

Of course, there was nobody, do you imagine?, walking in the forest, with my suitcase full of imported products. I myself laughed at the situation, but I told myself: ‘Pico, this is your mission and it must be fulfilled in the farthest places’. Suddenly I see a hut in a clearing among the trees. That was my opportunity. I knocked at the door, an old man opened and I started telling him he couldn’t live there, in that place, completely far away from civilization and  evidently, he didn’t want to go towards it, so civilization had to come to him and happily, I was in charge of bringing it to him. When I decided to open the suitcase he tells me: ‘Don’t open it’, in such a way that, the truth?, it frightened me. When I reacted and started talking again, he told me: ‘Shut up, I hate the men’s sound’. A maniac. And what made me more furious was he was very, very rich. From the door, I could see many precious stones of all sizes. I could sell the complete suitcase to him. ‘I can’t lose this’, I told myself and insisted: ‘ it is inevitable’, I told him, ‘ you can’t reject the civilization’s advance’. ‘What is inevitable’, he answered me, ‘is the civilization’s progress towards its disappearance’. ‘How to its disappearance?

What are you saying? With these harmless pocket television sets, button- sized radios, tiny little tool-boxes, knives, corkscrews, scissors and combs for barbers?’ I started opening the suitcase to show him the things, when with an energy that could have stopped even a tank, he tells me: ‘Close it immediately. In that suitcase you carry the seeds of your own destruction’. ‘How?’,  I asked him. He closed the door and disappeared.

          Do you know how he left me? Stiff, do you want me to tell you? That old man looked like God. Shocking. A very white beard and  long hair almost up to the floor. At first I thought, as if to stay quiet: must he be bothered because I told him I carried scissors and combs? But when I was leaving I was already feeling strange. I couldn’t forget that I was carrying the seeds of my own destruction in my suitcase…That very night I dreamt about suitcases that appeared before me alone,  and some  days later I started dreaming about fellows with suitcases, who came to remove everything from me, do you realize? I even dreamt , listen carefully, that I returned to the jungle and killed the old man. But not to carry the stones, eh? I did not even touch them. I killed him to remove those  appearances from my mind and be able to live quietly, what do you think? See how that meeting left me. Besides, how idiot!, if I had killed him, I would have become completely mad. Those things are really impossible to be removed from the mind…And since that moment do you know what is the only way to make me calm down?…(A.g.) Speaking…(A.g.) Of course it is strange, but it’s like that. When those images that frighten me appear, I keep quiet speaking. And I talk and talk and talk till they disappear…Do you understand now why I was like that when I saw you? I couldn’t control myself. Sure that if I thought for two seconds I would realize you weren’t a dream, I am not stupid, but at first I related you to all that and fear came back to me . Ja, seeds of my own destruction! I will leave the suitcase…just now that, do you know what is coming?…(A.g.) This is really a revolution! The inflatable ones. In the next months, do I say months?, weeks! And I say weeks not to say days and not to seem exaggerated!…(Accomplice) I don’t want to be dishonest with you, I’ll tell you the truth: during the next hours we are going to start carrying the inflated tree in the suitcases to rest in the shade and read the newspaper in any dry square or in your own house, in contact with nature; bar tables with one or more friends; in Las Vegas, you know it is in the middle of a desert, they are making inflated mountains and pools like lakes, do you realize? In a short time we will have to go neither to Cordoba nor to Bariloche. There are no limits: historical monuments! Did you hear? Each country will have, for example, its own pyramids! It is unbelievable! They will make entire inflated islands!! Neither Capri nor Sicilia! Nylon or acrilamida, old man! In few years the world will be another, did you understand me? Not different! Another!! My destruction would be to remain outside all this! 

(Noises that seem to be knocks on the door are heard. Pico frightens. The other looks there.)

         (To the other) I told you they were returning!…(To the door) Who is that? …

(They are heard again. Pico asks more loudly.)

          Who’s that?…

(The knocks repeat. To the other)

           You don’t wait for anybody, do you?…(A.g.)  Sure not?…They are not preparing me anything, are they?…(A.g.)

(The knocks are heard again. Pico looks for the gun and points to the door. To the other)

            Open!…

(The other looks at him in surprise.)

            How why? Don’t be foolish! Didn’t you hear the knocks? I told you to open!…

(The other, afraid, goes up to the door.)

            Slowly and don’t do anything suspicious! Did you understand?

(The other opens the door and there is nobody.)

            Look at the corridor!

(The other looks and then looks at Pico like misunderstanding.)

            What was missing was that they want to catch me by surprise! Lock again!…

(Pico will go on speaking, though without pointing, with the gun in his hand.)

            How could it be that there was nobody?…(A.g.) Must they have been from another place?…(A.g.) I mean the knocks!…(A.g.) Where would they be from?…(A.g.) You are right! The world has turned into a noisy place. How silly to be so afraid of unimportant noises!…(A.g.) It can’t be that anything happens either and one becomes absent-minded, no? If you hear noises that seem suspicious…(A.g.) Certainly! One must pay attention to health, if not…Will you look after yourself when you are dead? …(A.g.) Do you want me to tell you? I’d rather seem mad than die…(A.g.) I already know that I will die all the same, but if I can choose the moment…(A.g.) Why are you looking at me like that?…(A.g.) You know very well how you are looking at me! Don’t pretend to be innocent! I can understand you may be bothered by the suitcase or the door and I accept that, perhaps, I may have raised my voice a little extra, but, attention! I have never been disrespectful with you so as to look at me in that way…  I will tell you directly: I detest being looked at like this, in that way, arrogantly, ironically and…yes, threateningly. Who do you think you are?…(A.g.) Aaaah! Didn’t you look at me badly? Come on, man! What do you think? That I am foolish? I know very well what anyone means, not only you, when he puts his eyes, eyebrows and eyelashes like that! Please! Besides, what for? If you don’t agree with what I have ever said, simply tell me, and if you don’t want to say anything, in any case move the eyebrows like this…(Pico does it) and I will understand you don’t share my thought at least completely. I am not an idiot, I know not everybody can think the same, but that contemptuous look, like saying, how unlucky!, no!, because I didn’t insult you for you to do it with me unpunished…Besides, why? Why will you say to me foolish? What trust did I give you? That which a human being gives to another who shares a life moment with him. And then, why to offend? Why to give me back in this way?…Do you know how what you did is called? Treason! Yes, sir! Treason! Don’t say no!…(The other is surprised.) And the worst, my friend, is that if under this circumstance you react like this, I don’t want to imagine what you would do in a really irritating situation…Do you know what I think? That I could even…even…! It’s better for me not to say it…Why not? Kill!…

(The other deviates his look confusedly.)

       Don’t be surprised! One knows where one starts but not where one finishes! And if facing a nonsense, you only think about insulting me, how can I know if in another situation you will not try to kill me?…(A.g.) I am not telling you to be a murderer! Don’t assume that I said what I haven’t said! I am only wondering what could be done! Don’t understand what you want to! Is it possible? I can’t say anything as you interpret anything!…(He doubts and shouts.) Finish it! I didn’t say murderer to you! If  I had thought seriously that you are I’d already have left…(A.g.) How is it perhaps I don’t go because I am a coward? How do you dare?…(A.g.) Ah! Isn’t it an impudence? And then, what is it, a compliment?…(A.g.) Look! So it was only a question!…(He hesitates.) Then know, I am not a coward! If I had gone I’d have been so because I don’t like violence, did you understand?…(A.g.) And I have told you before: I wouldn’t know what I am capable of doing facing another who wanted to rob me…(A.g.) It isn’t a threat! I am afraid of not controlling myself and becoming a…I don’t want to say it…

(The other worries and sits on the bed.)

      Don’t try anything! Did you listen to me? You will not manage to frighten me!…(Pico approaches one step.)

       Don’t approach me!…Don’t look at me in that way any longer!! Quiet!! What did I do to you to become like that! Quiet, I tell you, or I don’t control myself!!…

(The other stands up and moves to avoid Pico’s approaching, who goes to the door, tries to open it, he can’t and, afraid, leans his back against it.)

          So locked up?…All planned since the first moment!, no? A trap!…

(Pico grips the gun with his two hands, aiming at the other.)

          As soon as you appeared I suspected you were going to kill me! But, as an idiot, I thought: ‘No, Pico, don’t be confused, this fellow has nothing to do with the others. If you are suspicious of everything you will be mad and locked up’. How stupid, please! I should have believed in my intuition from the very beginning…And how incredible! By chance even you started doubting on what to do and when you heard the word gun again your criminal instinct woke up! What a power! Do you realize? Only mentioning it! One doesn’t know. My life or yours depend on a word! Open the suitcase! No! You take it as it is and leave! Quickly, before I shoot at you! You can’t do anything to me!

(The other goes to his bed and picks all.)

           Don’t make any strange movement! Did you hear me?…

(The other remains still.)

         Go soon! What do you intend?…

(The other is going to lift the suitcase.)

          I told you not to open the suitcase! Do you think I am an idiot? I know what you have! Beast! Didn’t you realize I have been studying you minute after minute? You are a madman who wants to rob all from me, but you can’t, did you understand me? And I don’t care if it’s rubbish, it has no use at all or if they are my destruction seeds! Do you know why? Because it is the only thing I have! So go, with your suitcase full of remains you have been making along with…! I could recognize the smell, I am not stupid: it is from the rests of each one who opposed to being robbed!! Animal!! Thousands of broken and spoilt rests! I don’t kill you because I don’t dare to carry a dead man in my conscience! Did you hear? Go!…

(The other remains still again.)

         What are you planning?…Don’t be foolish! The smallest movement may take your life! Did you understand?…(A.g.) Go!…(The other doesn’t move.) What are you doing?…(A.g.) Don’t approach!…(The other goes on stiff.) Another step and I shoot! Do you hear or are you deaf?…I told you not to approach!! Criminal!! Back!!…Quiet!!…

(Pico shoots, but the other doesn’t react. He shoots again. The other goes on looking at him paralyzed.)

           Who are you?…Tell me! Who are you? Why don’t you die?…(Pico, in despair, shoots again till he has no bullets left. He throws the gun, runs towards the other and tries to catch him by his neck. They struggle until the other catches him by his neck and presses. Pico’s body loosens and falls. The other goes to the bed, sits down and looks in surprise at Pico on the floor. After some minutes:) (Lying still) Death…What a strange sensation!… Though one imagines or wants to imagine it, it is impossible to know exactly how it will be, isn’t it? Because you know I tried, eh? But I have never, really never, thought I could feel like this: cold, very cold; a strange silence that doesn’t bother me; my body is well like this, quiet, resting; and above all, do you know what? And I am not so worried, am I?, but it does call my attention: I don’t feel like doing anything…almost, not even talking…I say: am I feeling like this because I am dead or I am dead because I am feeling like this?…Who knows!…

(Slow darkening)

THE END. 
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