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Blas is sitting on a park bench, near an arbor, carving a piece of wood with a knife. His model is the dimly lit statue of a woman upstage. The sculpture is beautiful yet strange. The woman seems to be running away while looking backwards at the same time. She has ivy winding up and around her legs and branches stretch out from her hands. Blas eats an orange as he carves; he then spits the seeds into his hand and puts them in his pocket. Next, he takes a small spade from a bag by his side. He stops carving, places the knife and the piece of wood on the bench. He stands up and walks over to a spot with grass and dirt, where he begins to sow the seeds he has in his pocket. His appearance is sloppy. Funes enters from a darkened corner; his clothes are informal and dismal. He is holding a large bottle of wine and a small bag in his hands. Funes looks at Blas, the sculpture and the carving. There’s street noise: cars honking and traffic.

FUNES.
Excuse me. (Sits down and looks at the small piece of wood next to him.)

BLAS. 
(Working, on his knees.) Be my guest.

FUNES.
I’ll go away if I’m interrupting anything.

BLAS.
No, you’re not interrupting anything. I wasn’t doing anything like…

FUNES.
(Interrupting.) Did you want to be alone, in silence?… (Removes his shoes. His face shows his relief.)

BLAS.
No, no… on the contrary… I…

FUNES.
(Handing him over the bottle of wine.) Want a sip?

BLAS.
I don’t drink.

FUNES.
It’s always relaxing before dusk… (Rubs his feet.)

BLAS.
There’s a full moon tonight.

FUNES.
It’s always better to face life with this.

BLAS.
You think? You know, I wait for the moon to rise every night just to glance at it.

FUNES.
And what do you think about when you do that?

BLAS.
I don’t think about anything.

FUNES.
You don’t think about anything?

BLAS.
I like looking; I don’t like thinking.

FUNES.
How can you not think about anything?

BLAS.
The truth is, I’ve never thought about that.

FUNES.
(Changing.) In all fairness, it’s best not to look at life in any particular way, don’t you think? (He waits for BLAS’ answer, but BLAS looks back at him surprised.) In the meantime, here… have a drink.

BLAS.
(Hesitating.) Okay, if you insist… (Approaches and takes the bottle.) They say it’s God’s blood, don't they?

FUNES.
They say so many things…

BLAS.
True… (Toasting.) To life!

FUNES.
(Short pause.) Cheers!… This… (pointing at the carving) are you making this?

BLAS.
Yes. (Pointing at the statue.) It’s of that statue over there. I’m almost done.

FUNES.
Daphne?

BLAS.
(Not understanding.) Pardon me?

FUNES.
(Pointing at the statue.) Isn’t her name on it?

BLAS.
No.

FUNES.
(With certainty.) It’s Daphne. You know who she was, right?

BLAS.
(Apologetically.) No, I don’t really…

FUNES.
She was a nymph.

BLAS.
A nymph?

FUNES.
Yes. She was being chased after by Apollo, so she turned herself into a laurel tree. That’s why she’s standing like that and has all those plants around her legs.

BLAS.
And what was he chasing her with?

FUNES.
With his lyre. An instrument that he played.

BLAS.
And that’s why she turned herself into a laurel tree?

FUNES.
(Nodding.) She refused to yield.

BLAS.
I’ll be damned! I thought it was the monument to some unknown pursued woman and that those were just weeds.

FUNES.
No. I admire her courage so much that… (Emotionally.) I would have named my daughter Laura in her honor…

BLAS.
Why didn’t you do it?

FUNES.
She couldn’t stand being born… (Changing. Points at the carving.) You’re doing a good job.

BLAS.
I carve one every day.

FUNES.
Every day?

BLAS.
I think they bring good luck… Would you like one?

FUNES.
No, thanks.

BLAS.
Good, ‘cause every time I’m about to give one away, it breaks.

FUNES.
What do you mean it breaks?

BLAS.
I don’t know. Just when I pick it up to give it to someone, it falls apart. It’s very strange.

FUNES.
It must be Daphne; she doesn’t want to be held.

BLAS.
You think?

FUNES.
I’m sure.

BLAS.
(Makes a gesture as if saying “How odd”; he then takes a drink and hands the bottle back.) I’m sorry but, were you planning to stay here or did you just stop to rest?

FUNES.
Does it matter?

BLAS.
I thought I could help.

FUNES.
I don’t need help, I wasn’t coming here and I didn’t stop to rest.

BLAS.
So?

FUNES.
I’ve just wandered over from the other side of town. I’m tired and I’ve got blisters on my feet. I saw this place, I saw you, I saw the sculpture and I thought to myself, “Funes, what’s your hurry? This park can be the setting for your last moments.”

BLAS.
Last… moments?

FUNES.
That’s right. This is the end of the road for me.

BLAS.
It’s true. Why must we be going somewhere all the time? And yet…

FUNES.
What?

BLAS.
Until recently I was looking for my own destiny in life…

FUNES.
(With surprise and sarcasm.) Your own destiny in life?

BLAS.
Yes.

FUNES.
So, did you find it?

BLAS.
Something like it.

FUNES.
You’re either a white fly or an irresponsible man!

BLAS.
That’s the second time that I’ve been called a white fly! The first time was when…

FUNES.
(Interrupting.) What destiny did you find?

BLAS.
How can I explain it to you? I’m a carpenter. And I (showing his bag) have my tools, some pieces of wood and I carve things… (Shows the wood.) You’ll probably think I’m a little off… I’m in this park, dressed like this and telling you this story…

FUNES.
What kind of things do you make?

BLAS.
Right now I was carving this piece and planting the seeds of an orange I ate…

FUNES.
Is that your path in life?

BLAS.
No, planting seeds is just this thing I do… (Sticks his hand in his pocket.) I also have watermelon and cantaloupe seeds... It’s better than throwing ’em away. Anyway, I didn’t say this was my destiny. I said, “Something like it.”

FUNES.
Something like what? You haven’t said a word!

BLAS.
About what?

FUNES.
(Severely.) About anything! First you said you found something like your destiny! Then you said you’re a carpenter and that you carve things! And if all that nonsense weren’t enough, then you said you plant orange and watermelon seeds and… Tell me… are you nuts?!

BLAS.
You think so?

(FUNES puts on his shoes and prepares to leave.)

BLAS.
What are you doing?

FUNES.
I’m leaving.

BLAS.
How come?

FUNES.
I’m yearning for some dignity during the last moments of my life.

(FUNES grabs his bag and the bottle of wine and begins to leave.)

BLAS.
Since you’re already here, at least you can listen to what happened to this “nut”, as you say. Maybe I can amuse you in your last moments of life.

FUNES.
(Before exiting, he looks at the statue and stops; he hesitates and then turns to BLAS.) What’s your story?

BLAS.
You don’t mind, do you? ‘Cause maybe you came here to rest a little and I…

FUNES.
Do you want to drive ME nuts? First you ask me to listen to your story and now you ask me if I mind? Spill it.

BLAS.
Well, I used to have a little workshop, there, across the street… (Pointing. FUNES looks.) Right there, can you see it? Next to the little house with the front made of stone.

FUNES.
Which one?

BLAS.
Hold on. There’s a bus right in front of it.

(Both stare in silence. Cars honk. FUNES drinks from the bottle and passes it to BLAS, who drinks, too.)

BLAS.
(Grinning at FUNES, as if apologizing.) It looks like a traffic jam… (More honks.) It’s unbelievable! In general, I don’t like to be around noise, but lately everywhere I go there’s always loud music, screams, construction noises, cars honking, engines revving up, wheels screeching… the world has become a noisy place, hasn’t it?

FUNES.
Noisy? Unbearable!

BLAS.
Well, I don’t know about unbearable… (Pointing.) They’re moving now. Look, between that bus and the ambulance.

FUNES.
(Impatiently.) I don’t really care about the little house next to your workshop.

BLAS.
I wanted you to see it because it has a certain… special look, don’t you think? Now you can see it! Doesn’t it look like a little chapel?

FUNES.
No.

BLAS.
No? Interesting. It always looked like a little chapel to me.

FUNES.
Are you or are you not going to tell me what happened to you?

BLAS.
I am, yes… I was going through a very rough patch, you know. I was feeling weaker and weaker and I didn’t know why. One day, when I couldn’t get out of bed and go to work and I thought life had lost its meaning…

FUNES.
(Ironically.) You thought it had lost its meaning?

BLAS.
Yes. I thought about crying for help and, with the little strength I had left, I thought about carving a big Jesus Christ… I mean, a really big one! Not like this one. (Points at the piece he is carving.)

FUNES.
(Not understanding.) Since you thought life had lost all meaning, you carved an image of Jesus Christ just so you could ask him for help?

BLAS.
(Naturally.) Right. And, you know what? Just when I finished, it came to life…

FUNES.
What do you mean it came to life?

BLAS.
Just like it sounds. And He said (in a deep voice), “Blas…”
FUNES.
(Still unable to believe what he’s heard.) He spoke to you?

BLAS.
Yep. Picture it. First, I was petrified, but then, when I realized He had answered my prayers, I got enough strength together to say in a little voice, “Yes?” And then He said (in a deep voice, again), “Salvation is a mystery.”

FUNES.
(Repeating mechanically.) “Salvation is a mystery”… That’s what He told you?

BLAS.
Just like that. I didn’t understand what He meant either so I just stared at Him in awe. He looked back at me, didn’t say a word and vanished…

FUNES.
(Repeating mechanically, again.) Vanished…

BLAS.
As if by magic… Please sit down. I feel awkward with you standing there.

FUNES.
Never mind me. Go ahead.

BLAS.
It’s just that I’m afraid you’ll walk away and I get all jittery… (FUNES hesitates and then goes back to the bench. He puts the bag and bottle down and then sits.) Thank you. Well, that’s when, desperate to understand the message, I started carving images of Christ.

FUNES.
How many have you made?

BLAS.
Well, at first it would take me about a week to make one, but then, when I learned the technique, I started to make one a day, so I must’ve made over one hundred altogether.

FUNES.
(Astonished.) Over one hundred!

BLAS.
I still have some. Would you like one?

FUNES.
No, thanks… Where do you keep them?

BLAS.
In the little chapel… (Points at the place he indicated before.) When I gave the workshop away, my neighbor let me store the statues there. So, when somebody wants one, I go over and get it. Are you sure you don’t want one? They are quite nice… and they don’t break.

FUNES.
I said no! Don’t you see that Jesus Christ has nothing to do with me?

BLAS.
How would I know? It’s a very personal subject…

FUNES.
(Changing abruptly.) Did He ever show up again?

BLAS.
No.

FUNES.
So, what happened?

BLAS.
Well, that “Salvation is a mystery” deal became an obsession. I left everything behind and I started preaching salvation right here.

FUNES.
Right here?

BLAS.
Yes. I would stand on this bench and cry out… (Stands on the bench and begins to preach.) Brothers and sisters!

FUNES.
Get down! That’s just what I need! A sermon! (BLAS steps down.) How long did you do that for?

BLAS.
Till I was committed…

FUNES.
To a loony bin?

BLAS.
No, to a hospital for the mentally ill… (Funes nods along. Blas smiles.) That’s where I got the nickname “White Fly.”

FUNES.
How come?

BLAS.
Because I would wear a white robe and walk around really fast while praying in a monotone, like this… (He does it and smiles.) They called me the white fly… (FUNES keeps nodding, holding back his reaction.) Everyday, I would get up and tell the doctor, “Doctor, Salvation is a mystery, ain’t it?” Until one day the doctor said to me, “I’m sick and tired of you, Blas. Get out.” And that’s when I came to this bench with my tools and my pieces of wood. I sat down and stayed put. One day, a kid asked me to fix his kite…

FUNES.
(Astounded.) And?

BLAS.
I felt better… and here I am.

(Pause.)

FUNES.
That whole story… you were kidding, weren’t you?

BLAS.
No, I wasn’t.

FUNES.
(Standing up.) Honestly? I don’t care.

BLAS.
You don’t?

FUNES.
(Ironically.) You couldn’t think of anything more stupid than believing it was a message from Jesus, could you?

BLAS.
Stupid?

FUNES.
(Upset.) If you think that a phrase by Jesus Christ will give some meaning to your life, then, my friend, you really are a nutcase.

BLAS.
(Coyly.) I wasn’t looking for meaning…

FUNES.
(Ignoring BLAS.) There’s no way out! You hear me? There isn’t! It’s all crap!

(From this moment on, when FUNES speaks, he keeps walking away and returning to emphasize his statements. In the meantime, he drinks from the bottle of wine, which he passes to BLAS every now and then; in most cases, BLAS accepts the bottle out of fear.)

BLAS.
You think so?

FUNES.
I’m certain. And your story proves it. What does making life meaningful mean?

BLAS.
How would I know?

FUNES.
Does it mean turning one’s life into something important?

(BLAS makes a sound of doubt. As FUNES becomes ever more vigorous, BLAS becomes more timid.)

BLAS.
I don’t know. Maybe…

FUNES.
And so what’s important? (BLAS hesitates again.) Just an abstract concept! As Nietzsche said, truth is an illusion that helps man to survive. Get it? (BLAS nods oblivious.) So you gave the workshop away?

BLAS.
Yes.

FUNES.
Why?

BLAS.
Cause I wasn’t going to use it anymore.

FUNES.
Why didn’t you sell it?

BLAS.
What would I do with the money? I’d just worry about keeping it in a safe place. I was gonna get robbed anyway so I thought it was best to give it away ahead of time.

FUNES.
Unbelievable!

BLAS.
Why?

FUNES.
No, forget it… plus, what’s salvation? What is it?

BLAS.
Well…

FUNES.
C’mon! Say it! Is it earning a place in heaven? Is it being a supportive person? Is that what it is?

BLAS.
I don’t know. Maybe…

FUNES.
No! (BLAS nods fearful.) It’s none of those things. Or do you think that when you do something for another person everything becomes meaningful?

BLAS.
Well, yes, of course, no, I mean…

FUNES.
No! Not when you discover the law of gravity just because an apple happened to fall on your head! Not when you fix a boy’s kite! What are we in the face of the greatness of the universe? (BLAS hesitates.) Infinitesimal memories! That’s what we are, right?

BLAS.
What can I say? I’m just a carpenter.

FUNES.
So, tell me, was that your calling? Being a carpenter?

BLAS.
I don’t know. When I give a statue of Jesus to somebody or do something that makes the other person look me in the eyes and thank me…

FUNES.
What about it?

BLAS.
…I like that.

FUNES.
That wasn’t your calling.

BLAS.
You don’t think my calling can be making other people love me?

FUNES.
(Surprised.) Let’s cut the crap, Blas… The best thing one can do is to vanish. I’ll let you in on a little secret.

BLAS.
(Interested.) What?

FUNES.
Like it or not, we’re symbols.

BLAS.
You think? Symbols of what?

FUNES.
Of life’s futility.

BLAS.
Really?!

FUNES.
You don’t believe me?

BLAS.
Of course I do… why wouldn’t I? It might be true…

FUNES.
Let’s toast to this meeting… (FUNES drinks and passes the bottle to BLAS.) I see a prosperous future ahead of us. You found something that makes you comfortable, after which you’ll die, and I… I will avoid such fruitless endeavor… I’m going to kill myself. (Gestures a toast.)
(Surprised and concerned, BLAS takes the bottle and tries to hand it back to FUNES. FUNES refuses.)

BLAS.
Excuse me… did you say you’re going to kill yourself?

FUNES.
(Nodding.) Have a drink, my friend… (BLAS drinks and hands him back the bottle. FUNES drinks.) You make me feel good.

BLAS.
Thanks.

FUNES.
My name is Funes… You know what? I have the feeling that I can trust you with my wish.

BLAS.
What wish?

FUNES.
To happily share these last moments of my life.

BLAS.
Maybe you should lay off the drinking.

FUNES.
Relax, Blas… Wine is a harmless nectar.

BLAS.
(Trying to stop FUNES from drinking.) Give me that bottle… (FUNES gives the bottle to BLAS, who drinks again.) And, tell me…
FUNES.
What do you want me to tell you?

BLAS.
Do you want to kill yourself now?

FUNES.
That’s right… Have you ever thought that killing yourself is a way of saving the world?

BLAS.
What do you mean?

FUNES.
What I said.

BLAS.
I didn’t quite follow. (Drinks again.)

FUNES.
C’mon, Blas. Since the only thing we can do is increase the chaos and violence, why don’t we kill ourselves to save humanity?

BLAS.
(Chokes on the wine and coughs it up, spitting all over FUNES’ clothes.) I’m sorry, I’m so stupid! I tried to swallow too much.

FUNES.
No big deal.

BLAS.
I’m not a… what’s the word? An experienced drinker. (Goes over to FUNES to clean him up.) Did you say kill ourselves?

(They are almost face to face.)

FUNES.
Has it ever occurred to you that Jesus had Himself crucified, just so everybody will imitate Him and put an end to human brutality?

BLAS.
Jesus too?

FUNES.
Don’t you see that every day people around you are killing themselves?

BLAS.
Well, every day…

(From this moment on, they keep passing the bottle back and forth until they finish the wine; obviously, when they are done drinking they are inebriated.)

FUNES.
The world is crap, Blas. Nobody cries over lost ideals, no one fights to make this a better world. People don’t look at each other in the eye, anymore. Everyone’s afraid of looking at his neighbor.

BLAS.
Why?

FUNES.
Shame… Hope does not exist.

BLAS.
You shouldn’t say that.

FUNES.
Why shouldn’t I? And as if that weren’t enough, reason is impotent.

BLAS.
Impotent?

FUNES.
(Nodding.) Eager for some kind of understanding, the soul searches for something and finds nothing but darkness.

BLAS.
I once read that sadness is a moment of darkness in a sunny place. That’s a pretty thought, isn’t it?

FUNES.
Darkness is forever, Blas.

BLAS.
You speak so well. Do you write poetry?

FUNES.
I will die and become a poet.

BLAS.
Do you believe in reincarnation?

FUNES.
C’mon, Blas… the jokes of a man about to commit suicide should make you laugh. If only for once we were able to say, “This is or will be like that”, then salvation wouldn’t be a mystery, as you were told by… (Interrupting himself.) It’s ridiculous!

BLAS.
What is?

FUNES.
The struggle between man’s desperate cry for some answer and the world’s silence.

BLAS.
Well, yes.

FUNES.
Blas, we’re dead!

BLAS.
Excuse me?

FUNES.
What I said. We’re dead. Numb from living in a world with no answers. Every now and then someone must sacrifice himself. That’s why they did it: Socrates, Joan of Arc, Gandhi, Martin Luther King, and Che Guevara.

BLAS.
Well, yes, of course, no, I mean…

FUNES.
Yes, of course, no, you mean?

BLAS.
I hear you, but I… don’t know…

FUNES.
Do you agree with me or not?

BLAS.
Well, kind of.

FUNES.
(Growing impatient with BLAS’ constantly hesitating attitude.) What is it, Blas? Are you afraid of contradicting me?

BLAS.
No, it’s not that… It’s just the things you say…

FUNES.
(Increasingly anxious.) Well, if we don’t dare talk about these things, we’ll never analyze anything in depth.

BLAS.
You’re right.

FUNES.
And the world will collapse into ignorance, right?

BLAS.
(Nodding.) I’m afraid so.

FUNES.
You’re getting on my nerves, Blas.

BLAS.
But what can I do about it?

FUNES.
I need some conflict here! If you don’t agree, say so! Challenge my opinions! And if you agree with me, do what you have to do!

BLAS.
I’m a little confused.

(Pause. FUNES tries to contain himself. Takes a deep breath to calm down.)

FUNES.
I’ll get everything ready…

(FUNES pulls a gun and two bullets out of his bag and, as their dialogue continues, he begins to polish the gun, spins the drum, loads it with the two bullets, blows into the cannon, while BLAS looks at him in shock.)

BLAS.
What are you preparing here?

FUNES.
My protest.

BLAS.
Your what?

FUNES.
Do you want to hear my story?

BLAS.
(Scared.) What?… Sure, I’d love to.

FUNES.
(Nodding.) One good day I realized that the world had gone mad and the only thing I was doing was running like an idiot. You see? I was becoming lost in this world’s madness!

BLAS.
So?

FUNES.
I quit my job and decided to live a life more consistent with my way of thinking.

BLAS.
Where did you work?

FUNES.
I used to sell water filters.

BLAS.
Water filters?

FUNES.
You wouldn’t believe how polluted the water is in this town.

BLAS.
Is it very polluted?

FUNES.
Polluted is an understatement. It’s a cocktail of bacteria, viruses and amoebas.

BLAS.
(Not understanding.) Amoebas?

FUNES.
You shouldn’t be so surprised. Any water analysis would show everything but oxygen and hydrogen.

BLAS.
Right. It must’ve been tough working under those conditions.

FUNES.
It was disgusting.

BLAS.
(Nodding.) Is that why you drink wine?

FUNES.
What does one thing have to do with the other?

BLAS.
I don’t know… it occurred to me… since wine contains alcohol, it must be a good cleanser.

FUNES.
It merely wipes sadness clean and makes us believe we’re alive.

BLAS.
So?

FUNES.
So what?

BLAS.
Well, at least it cleans something… (FUNES gives him a stern look.) What do you do now?

FUNES.
What do I do?… (BLAS nods.) Whatever I feel like doing! How about that? No one demands anything from me on behalf of society.

BLAS.
(Pointing at the gun.) Then, why don’t you stop messing around with that thing?

FUNES.
Because if I didn’t speak my mind by killing myself, then I’d be an accomplice to those who destroy everything. Get it?

BLAS.
Excuse me, but aren’t you going to destroy yourself, too?

FUNES.
(Surprised. Hesitates and reacts.) What are you talking about? Mine is an act of rebellion. What have I been talking about all along?

BLAS.
Don’t take it so seriously… Do you have children?

FUNES.
No.

BLAS.
A wife?

FUNES.
(Nods and then blows into the gun’s cannon.) I did, but she didn’t want to go along with my unhappiness.

BLAS.
(Pointing at the gun.) Don’t blow into that thing. It could go off.

FUNES.
It’ll go off when I pull the trigger.

BLAS.
You never know… She must have suffered a lot, right?

FUNES.
Who?

BLAS.
Your wife.

FUNES.
At first, when I left everything behind to reflect on life’s nonsense, she understood, but when I started giving away our belongings to fight the system, then she changed her mind…

BLAS.
You see?

FUNES.
See what?

BLAS.
You didn’t understand why I gave the workshop away, but you did the same thing.

FUNES.
That’s why I said, “Unbelievable”… Anyway, I had different reasons for doing it.

BLAS.
(Nodding and smiling.) And yet, we did the same thing.

FUNES.
It was different!

BLAS.
(Trying to calm him down.) Excuse me, but, why don’t you put this stuff away? If a cop walks by, he’ll think we’re a couple of thugs.

FUNES.
Cops have better things to do.

BLAS.
(Nodding.) And what did your wife do?

FUNES.
One day, she came to me and said she was sorry but she’d rather go on by herself.

BLAS.
(Nodding.) And what did you tell her?

FUNES.
Does it matter? It was obvious from her attitude that she was questioning my behavior. What’s a wife for, then? (BLAS tries to answer, but FUNES goes on.) Isn’t the world hostile enough without having your partner question what you do? Even if I were a failure! What’s the point in questioning failure?

BLAS.
Yeah, of course.

FUNES.
I don’t blame her. I’m not one of those who blame their wives for everything. Actually, I don’t know what I would have done in her place.

BLAS.
What?

FUNES.
I told you, I don’t know. So I left, determined to find someone to share my failure with, someone who could understand me completely. A woman who could be like an angel, despite her imperfections… (Takes a fleeting glimpse at the statue.) Do you understand?

BLAS.
Yes, sure…

FUNES.
That’s what I’m looking for, Blas. An angel to share my dreams with. (Takes another quick glimpse at the statue.)
BLAS.
(Looking at the statue, as well.) What are you looking at?

FUNES.
Nothing, I got distracted.

BLAS.
So?

FUNES.
So what?

BLAS.
Did you find that woman?

FUNES.
It’s obvious I didn’t.

BLAS.
I’m sorry.

(FUNES approaches the statue. He bends over to look at its legs.)

FUNES.
It’s perfect.

BLAS.
(Nodding.) It’s good, isn’t it?

FUNES.
Did you know that champions are given laurel wreaths because of Daphne?

BLAS.
No. How would I know that?

FUNES.
Isn’t it ironic? She turned herself into a laurel tree to escape Apollo and now, every time people win something, they’re given Daphne in honor of Apollo.

BLAS.
If she had only known…

FUNES.
What?

BLAS.
Well, perhaps she’d been better off if she had given herself up.

FUNES.
It was an act of heroism, Blas. Don’t try to understand it from the point of view of convenience.

BLAS.
No, I’m not.

FUNES.
That’s why I told you before that the little statues break, because Daphne doesn’t want to be handed over any more.

BLAS.
Yeah, maybe…

(FUNES turns to where BLAS is standing. He seemingly doesn’t realize he has dropped a bullet. Surreptitiously, BLAS picks it up and puts it in his pocket. FUNES remains focused on the gun. Trying to hide what he did, BLAS begins to carve the piece of wood once again.)

BLAS.
Jesus said, “If any one strikes you on the right cheek, turn to him the other also.”

FUNES.
What does that have to do with anything?

BLAS.
Nothing, I just thought of it.

FUNES.
Are you married?

BLAS.
No, I’m not.

FUNES.
Do you have a girlfriend?

BLAS.
Nope.

FUNES.
Are you a ladies’ man?

BLAS.
No, it’s not that… It’s too difficult to… I’d rather not talk about it.

FUNES.
I lived through your Jesus story, I revealed some of my most painful secrets and now that it’s your turn, you don’t want to talk?

BLAS.
Don’t get me wrong. I just didn’t think you’d be interested.

FUNES.
Come on, admit it. You were wrong. And give me back my bullet.

BLAS.
What bullet?

FUNES.
Don’t play dumb with me, White Fly, and give it back. Or would you rather have me take it out of your pocket?

(Scared, BLAS hands him back the bullet. He stops carving.)

BLAS.
Fine. This is the deal. I prefer short-term relationships with women.

(When FUNES speaks excitedly, he waves his hand and thus the gun in every direction, even toward himself and BLAS, who is clearly terrified. BLAS ducks and makes different movements, at times trying to evade the shifting direction of the gun, at other times trying to hide FUNES and the gun in his hand from potential onlookers.)

FUNES.
That’s what you were afraid to talk about? I prefer short-term relationships, too. I always reach a stage where I’m sick and tired and I just want out. Sometimes I escape, vanish, just because I can’t say “Enough!”… How do you do it?

BLAS.
Will you settle down?

FUNES.
It’s an intriguing topic. Tell me, how do you do it?

BLAS.
Why don’t you put the gun away? If someone sees it, they will think you’re robbing me.

FUNES.
It’s late, Blas. Nobody is looking this way, and if they do, they won’t see us. C’mon. Tell me.

BLAS.
I don’t want to talk about it.

FUNES.
Why not? Whatever you tell me, I’ll take it to the grave with me.

BLAS.
If you keep waving that thing, we both will take it to the grave with us. At the very least you could point it somewhere else.

FUNES.
Fine… (He points the gun somewhere else.) Spill it, my friend.

BLAS.
(Nodding. Pause.) The bus.

FUNES.
Excuse me?

BLAS.
I travel by bus a lot.

FUNES.
And that’s where you meet the women you go out with?

BLAS.
I’m not sure “meet” is the right word for it… I told you they are all short-term relationships.

FUNES.
What do you do? You just talk with them on the bus?

BLAS.
I don’t talk to them.

FUNES.
What do you do? (Pause.) Do you rub it up against them? (BLAS nods.) And that’s what you call a short-term relationship?

BLAS.
Is there something more short-term than that?

FUNES.
Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?

BLAS.
You know? I’m more often anxious than ashamed.

FUNES.
Unbelievable. That’s enough to satisfy you?

BLAS.
Not always. Some trips are sad, some are good and others are wonderful. The worst trips are those when they look at me and then get off the bus.

FUNES.
Do you get off with them?

BLAS.
I can’t… and when the bus goes away, I see them looking at me as if asking “Why not?”

(Brief pause.)

FUNES.
Can you imagine if all men did the same thing? The world would end in just one generation.

BLAS.
Well, I’m not saying everyone must do the same thing. Can you imagine what buses would become?

FUNES.
So, you’ve never met any of those women?

BLAS.
Well, I wouldn’t use the word “meet”…

FUNES.
That’s just another example of our world today. Nothing but solitude, sadness, misery and injustice.

(FUNES begins to move the gun around his temple. BLAS looks at him surprised.)

BLAS.
Wait, what are you doing?

FUNES.
I told you. I’m going to kill myself. What a paradox! A bullet will bring meaning to my life. Or is life worth living, my friend? That’s the basic question that man must ask himself, don’t you think?

BLAS.
Well, yes, of course, no, I mean…

FUNES.
Have you ever seen anyone die because of a philosophical argument?

BLAS.
Well, if by…

FUNES.
(Interrupting.) Even Galileo, who set forth a great scientific truth, backed out at the last minute when that truth put his life at risk.

BLAS.
Who would’ve thought!

FUNES.
Rightfully so! In this absurd world no truth is worth dying at the stake for. Who cares if the earth revolves around the sun or the other way around?

BLAS.
Some people do, others…

FUNES.
Nonsense! Some get themselves killed for the very ideas and illusions that keep them alive. How absurd! Their reasons to live are their reasons to die! How about that?

BLAS.
I had never thought about it… (Pointing at the gun.) Can you talk without that thing? I mean, when the moment comes… then you’ll… right?

FUNES.
It’ll fire off when I pull the trigger… (Shows him.) You prepare for an act like this little by little. Even the person killing himself is unaware of it. In a single instant, he either pulls the trigger or sinks back down. The secret rests inside of him, like a little worm in an apple.

BLAS.
Yes, fine, but still…

FUNES.
Don’t worry, guns don’t go off by themselves.

BLAS.
Really? Don’t you want me to hold it for you?

FUNES.
No.

BLAS.
You can have it back whenever you want.

FUNES.
I said no!

BLAS.
Fine… Let me tell you, I think a lot about people, too. They get up, take a bus, work for four hours, have lunch, go back to work for another four hours, have dinner, go to bed and every day it’s the same story… Is there salvation for them? One day they’re bound to ask themselves, “What for?”, don’t you think?

FUNES.
That’s right. And that’s when worries appear, the beginning of everything else. You know, Blas? We spend our lives thinking about the future. Everything will make sense tomorrow or later. But there comes a time when the future turns into the present and in that very moment we realize that we’re lost in time.

BLAS.
Well, yes. Everyone gets lost somewhere sooner or later.

FUNES.
I didn’t mean that!

BLAS.
You didn’t?

FUNES.
No! I meant that, as time goes by, hope vanishes. Do you know what Heidegger said?

BLAS.
He must’ve said many things.

FUNES.
He announced that existence is humiliated and that the only reality is anxiety, that brief and fleeting fear. But if we all were aware that this world can’t offer anything, do you know what that anxiety would turn into?

BLAS.
What?

FUNES.
Anguish. Do you understand?

BLAS.
It’s terrible. As the great poet Macedonio Fernández said, “If this is life, how come everyone doesn’t kill themselves?”

FUNES.
(Amazed). Very good!

BLAS.
And, when did you decide to do… what you want to do?

FUNES.
When my wife said she’d rather go on alone, I asked her if she didn’t love me anymore.

BLAS.
And?

FUNES.
She paused for a while.

BLAS.
What happened next?

FUNES.
An endless pause…

BLAS.
And what did she say?

FUNES.
She didn’t answer. There were so many words in her silence! I left the following morning, before she woke up. I didn’t want to put up with the horror of an unexplainable goodbye.

BLAS.
I’m sorry to ask you this, but, when you asked your wife if she still loved you, did you speak up?

FUNES.
What do you mean did I speak up?

BLAS.
Well, sometimes people think that the other person didn’t want to answer, when actually the other person just didn’t hear them well. Maybe that’s what happened…

FUNES.
What are you talking about? Of course she heard me.

BLAS.
Okay, fine, calm down. It’s not that I don’t agree with what you want to do, but to kill yourself? Don’t you think that’s an act of cowardice?

FUNES.
No. It’s admitting that one doesn’t have a reason to live and that one feels the uselessness of suffering. I’ll kill myself in self-defense!

BLAS.
But, life isn’t easy for anybody. One should also think about others, don’t you think?

FUNES.
My friend, this world no longer has any lights or illusions… (BLAS nods, but doesn’t understand.) It’s an exile without having ever departed. We are left without the memories of a place lost and without hope for a promised land. What can we do?

BLAS.
I don’t know…

FUNES.
Do you know what Schopenhauer said?

BLAS.
(As if he couldn’t remember well.) What is it that he said?

FUNES.
(Nodding.) He praised suicide while seated at a well-set table. How about that? Could that be our model?

BLAS.
No… right?

FUNES.
Of course not. Paradoxically, those who commit suicide are certain of life’s lack of meaning. Isn’t that a wonderful contradiction?

BLAS.
The truth is, it is.

FUNES.
Let me tell you. I’m happy that we agree.

BLAS.
I’m glad.

FUNES.
Let’s celebrate.

BLAS.
Are you kidding me?

FUNES.
No, why?

BLAS.
How could we celebrate the fact that you’re going to kill yourself?

FUNES.
Why not, Blas? Why is that relevant?

BLAS.
Well, in general, it is.

FUNES.
Take it as my dying wish. Let’s toast so that my death will be a wake-up call to humanity. First I’ll drink and then you’ll drink, okay?

(FUNES lifts the bottle, drinks and hands it over to BLAS, who takes the bottle. BLAS is torn between drinking or not.)

BLAS.
(Trying to look vigorous, stutters a little.) I’m sorry to say this… don’t get me wrong…

FUNES.
What’s the matter, Blas? You don’t want to drink with me?

BLAS.
(Suddenly.) Why don’t you fuck off a little?

FUNES.
What do you mean why don’t I fuck off a little?

BLAS.
What I said. Who do you think you are? God?

FUNES.
What are you talking about?

BLAS.
Who gave you the right to take your own life?

FUNES.
What kind of question is that? Who owns my life but me?

BLAS.
God!

FUNES.
What do you mean, God?

BLAS.
Yes! You can’t decide you’re going to die! Only God can do that!

FUNES.
God doesn’t exist, my friend.

BLAS.
Of course He does!

FUNES.
He’s man’s biggest lie. We are so insignificant and everything is so absurd, that we believe in Him so that everything else makes sense!

BLAS.
God exists! If He didn’t exist, then how come He appeared to me?

FUNES.
Wake up, Blas! You were hallucinating!

BLAS.
Hallucinating? He was there, right in front of me, just like you are!

FUNES.
Blessed art thou, who believeth in me. I wish I could! (Suddenly, after looking at DAPHNE.) Blas.

BLAS.
What?

FUNES.
I love Daphne! (Approaches the statue.) What beautiful skin!

BLAS.
It’s a pity she’s a statue, isn’t it?

FUNES.
She’s so beautiful!


(Reciting to DAPHNE.)


“If only I had a hint


that in the afterlife,


mysterious ghostly world,


I would find you,


subtle fantasy of my dreams,


then life, this absurd and painful trip,


would become a hopeful wait


so that I could live death happily near you.”

BLAS.
What a beautiful poem. Who’s the author?

FUNES.
(Focused on DAPHNE.) I’m sorry to bother you, but I can’t help telling you that I love you…

BLAS.
Careful, you may win her heart… Would you like that? You’d do with your verses what Apollo couldn’t do with his lyre.

FUNES.
(To DAPHNE.) If I asked you to share my dreams, what would you say?

BLAS.
The only thing missing is for the statue to answer.


(The actress looks back at FUNES. Behind her, there is an identical statue. It’s getting dark. The street lamp of the arbor turns on. The lighting changes. The waltz from Shostakovich’s Jazz Suite No.1 begins to play.)

DAPHNE.
I’d say that I’d like to know you better.

FUNES.
I’ve always dreamed of dancing with you.

BLAS.
(Believing it’s a game FUNES is playing.) Good one, Funes.

DAPHNE.
It’s been so long…

BLAS.
Who could resist that sweet mouth?

(FUNES hold out his hand to her. DAPHNE takes his hand and steps down from the pedestal. They begin to dance, under the arbor, to Shostakovich’s waltz.)

BLAS.
What are you doing?

FUNES.
I’m making my dream of dancing with Daphne come true.

BLAS.
(Pointing at the statue.) But Daphne…

(Blas doesn’t understand that FUNES is “living” the moment.)

FUNES.
(To DAPHNE.) You’ve got tears in your eyes. What’s wrong?

BLAS.
I’m tired.

DAPHNE.
My fate is so sad…

FUNES.
But now you’re here, beyond time, beyond space, beyond the ocean.

(DAPHNE dries her eyes with her toga. BLAS rubs his.)

FUNES.
Your eyes are so beautiful.

BLAS.
Cut it out, Funes!

DAPHNE.
I’ve got sad eyes.

FUNES.
(Shaking his head.) Your melancholy is poetic.

BLAS.
Stop it!

FUNES.
Your tears will feed your dreams and your dance will grow.

BLAS.
What are you saying to me?

DAPHNE.
That poem you recited… it was beautiful!

FUNES.
You inspire me… You look so fragile…

(BLAS looks at him surprised. Brief pause.)
BLAS.
Please don’t get me wrong, but at night, I like planting seeds, so I’ll… (Moves towards the lawn, takes out his little spade and throws in some seeds. Looks up.) God, if I can only get out of this…! (Focuses on what he’s doing.)
DAPHNE.
I was really touched.

FUNES.
You were? (DAPHNE nods.) How did I do that?

DAPHNE.
When you said you were looking for someone to share your failure.

FUNES.
Blas.

BLAS.
(Not looking. Tries not to get involved.) What?

FUNES.
I accept my suffering.

BLAS.
See? I told you…

FUNES.
Does love grow at night around here?

BLAS.
Well, not just here.

FUNES.
(Captivated by DAPHNE.) Can you fall in love?

(BLAS looks at him astounded.)
DAPHNE.
I thought I couldn’t, like Artemis.

BLAS.
I don’t know what to tell you! The melon seeds never grow in winter and now, look… (points at a sprout) one germinated.

(DAPHNE looks at FUNES and smiles.)

FUNES.
In your eyes I see the lights of paradise.

DAPHNE.
Stop flattering me.

BLAS.
Stop it, Funes. This is silly. Why don’t you take a little nap? You’ll see. When you wake up, you’ll feel a lot better.

FUNES.
I’ve always admired that you gave up life instead of giving in.
BLAS.
Me?

DAPHNE.
(Surprised.) How do you know that?

FUNES.
Everybody knows it.

BLAS.
What does everybody know?

DAPHNE.
Who blabbed?

FUNES.
The story spread. How did you get the courage to do it?

BLAS.
To do what?

DAPHNE.
What else could I’ve done?

FUNES.
Surrender to Apollo.

BLAS.
What are you talking about?

DAPHNE.
He was a fraud.

FUNES.
(Gesturing to BLAS to be quiet.) Why do you say that?

DAPHNE.
What else would you call a man who chased all those girls? He had the Corybantes with Thalia. Aria bore him Miletus. He fathered Aristaeus with Cyrene. He tried but couldn’t steal Marpesa away from Idas.

FUNES.
(To DAPHNE.) You see?

BLAS and DAPHNE.
What?

FUNES.
You could’ve given in, but you chose to turn into a tree, instead.

BLAS.
(Realizes FUNES is talking to DAPHNE. Approaches the statue and holds it.) Funes, the statue is over here! I told you you drank too much!

DAPHNE.
May I be honest?

FUNES.
Please.

DAPHNE.
After all this time, I’m not sure that was the right decision.

(Surprised, FUNES stops dancing. The music stops.)
FUNES.
What did you say?

BLAS.
The statue is over here! Can’t you see it?

DAPHNE.
You don’t want to dance anymore?

FUNES.
No, chest pain.

DAPHNE.
Are you okay?

FUNES.
I’m fine. I’d rather stop dancing, though.

DAPHNE.
Did I upset you?

BLAS.
Did she appear to you?

FUNES.
No, no… Did you say that you’re not sure that turning into a tree was the right decision?

DAPHNE.
Well, being a tree is not very nice, you know?

FUNES.
How can you say that? You’re a myth… Your roots in the ground and your branches swinging in the wind are a symbol of rebellion.

DAPHNE.
Excuse me, but that wasn’t my option.

FUNES.
It’s not about options, it’s about being!

DAPHNE.
As if it were that simple… I could’ve also made the effort to understand him.

BLAS.
Wake up, Funes! Over here!

FUNES.
Apollo?

BLAS.
Not Apollo. The statue!

DAPHNE.
(Nodding.) He was a daring and seductive spirit… Sometimes I wonder if I should’ve learned to share him with others.

FUNES.
You just called him a fraud!

DAPHNE.
It’s true… It was also part of his charm.

FUNES.
I can’t believe you’re thinking like that. Do you have any idea how many people see you as a role model?

DAPHNE.
I’m revealing my deepest secrets to you.

FUNES.
Daphne…

BLAS.
My God… his mind is gone.

DAPHNE.
Yes?

FUNES.
May I ask you a favor?

DAPHNE.
Go ahead.

FUNES.
Don’t tell anyone else.

DAPHNE.
Why not?

FUNES.
I’m begging you… (FUNES turns around and looks at BLAS with tears in his eyes.)
(DAPHNE goes back to the pedestal. The actress assumes the same posture as before. The lights go back to the way they were before.)
BLAS.
Is something wrong, Funes?

FUNES.
What’s left, Blas? Even Daphne’s changed her mind.

BLAS.
Well, don’t take it so seriously. There are worse things. Are you feeling better?

FUNES.
Better? Let’s kill ourselves, Blas. I’ve got two bullets. First I’ll shoot myself and then it’ll be your turn.

BLAS.
But…

FUNES.
Come on. Let’s leave this world behind.

BLAS.
I’m scared just listening to you.

FUNES.
Come on, my friend. Let’s do what none of the thinkers who denied life’s meaning have dared to do.

BLAS.
Well, I’ve never been interested in being a thinker.

FUNES.
(Understanding.) I understand, my friend. There’s something in our attachment to life stronger than any of the world’s miseries.

BLAS.
What?

FUNES.
The body.

BLAS.
(Gesturing understanding.) Honestly? You’re right, I won’t deny it.

FUNES.
It’s true. The body gives up when faced with its own destruction.

BLAS.
(Nodding.) That’s right! That’s absolutely true. I feel resistance here (touching himself), in my body.

FUNES.
That’s why we must help it die, Blas.

BLAS.
But, if we all killed ourselves, who would that be an example to?

FUNES.
(Confused by BLAS’ answer, tries to explain.) We’d leave a genetic imprint.

BLAS.
(Not understanding.) You think?

FUNES.
(Nodding.) Of course.

BLAS.
I wanted to tell you that…

FUNES.
We’ve already said everything, Blas! Millions are dying while we chatter! Let’s kill ourselves before the moon rises. Then they will know that at least we lived… (Puts his gun against his temple again.)
BLAS.
So you’re going to pull the trigger? (FUNES nods. BLAS raises his voice.) Jesus said, “Love one another!”

FUNES.
He had Himself crucified! (Shuts his eyes tight. He is going to pull the trigger.) Join me, Blas! Killing yourself is easier than being alive!

BLAS.
(Approaching FUNES.) Stop that!

FUNES.
There’s no room here for white flies!

BLAS.
(Throwing himself over FUNES.) Let go, you moron! (Grabs the gun.)
(BLAS and FUNES are drunk. Both have a grip on the gun and struggle to have it. In the struggle, a shot is heard. BLAS falls unconscious, his chest wounded. FUNES looks at him astounded, while holding the gun in his hand. Then he puts it down and goes over to BLAS.)
FUNES.
Blas! (BLAS is still unconscious. Desperate, FUNES begins to scream.) Blas, please, wake up! Open your eyes! You can’t die on me like this! (Puts his ear to BLAS’ chest. Checks BLAS’ pulse. Confused, he slaps him.) Blas, open your eyes! (Begins mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. Finally, BLAS opens his eyes.)
FUNES.
Can you see anything, Blas? Look at me. Can you see me?

(Blas nods.)

FUNES.
How do you feel?

BLAS.
It hurts… a lot.

FUNES.
Let me see.

BLAS.
I don’t want to die.

FUNES.
You’re not going to die.

BLAS.
Did you get me in the heart?

FUNES.
No, Blas, if I had, you wouldn’t be able to ask. (Unbuttons BLAS’ shirt.)
BLAS.
Where did you get me?

FUNES.
Let me see.

BLAS.
Don’t touch me. I feel like something’s stuck.

FUNES.
I’ll pull the bullet out.

BLAS.
Do you know how?

FUNES.
No.

BLAS.
So, how are you going to do it?

FUNES.
Do you have something I can use to cut it out with?

BLAS.
Something to cut it out with?

FUNES.
I don’t have a scalpel, Blas! Do you have a knife?

BLAS.
I’ve got my carving knife… (FUNES looks for the knife.) Don’t touch me, Funes.

FUNES.
I have to.

BLAS.
It’ll heal.

FUNES.
It won’t heal. It’s a foreign body. (Brings the knife over.)
BLAS.
You’re going to use that?

FUNES.
It’s the only one we’ve got.

BLAS.
Clean it first, Funes… (FUNES spits on the knife and rubs it against his shirt.) What are you doing?

FUNES.
I’m cleaning it.

BLAS.
I’ll get an infection.

FUNES.
Would you rather bleed to death?

BLAS.
No.

FUNES.
Then, shut up. Take a deep breath, close your eyes and grit your teeth.

(FUNES prepares to “operate”. BLAS stops him with his hands.)
BLAS.
Why don’t you call for help?

FUNES.
Who am I going to call? We’re alone.

BLAS.
Alone?

FUNES.
Do you see anybody around?

BLAS.
(After looking in both directions.) How come nobody sees us?

FUNES.
People have too many problems to pay any attention to us. Put your hands behind you!

(BLAS does so.)

BLAS.
It burns like something exploded inside of me.

FUNES.
Just a little bit more; don’t be such a coward! And let me work!

(FUNES begins to “operate”. BLAS makes abrupt movements.)

FUNES.
Don’t move! If you move it’ll be worse.

BLAS.
I’ll bleed to death.

FUNES.
Stop whining!

BLAS.
What else can I do with a bullet in my heart?

FUNES.
You could shut up! (Exerts pressure with the knife.)

BLAS.
(Screams.) Aaaaaah!

FUNES.
How can you carve anything with this shitty knife?

BLAS.
It never occurred to me it might be used for this.

(BLAS shuts his eyes.)
FUNES.
Don’t go to sleep!

BLAS.
You told me to close my eyes!

FUNES.
But don’t go to sleep! (BLAS doesn’t know what to do, so he shuts his eyes slightly.) It’s right there, Blas… Just a little more.

(FUNES inserts his hand in the wound. BLAS screams.)

FUNES.
Just one more second, Blas! I almost got it. Think about those things you like… (BLAS resists in desperation.) Oh, damn it! I can’t reach it. If only I had some tweezers.

BLAS.
Use the spade.

FUNES.
Which spade?

BLAS.
The one I use to sow the seeds. It’s in my bag.

(FUNES looks for the spade.)
FUNES.
It’s covered with soil.

BLAS.
Scrape it off with the knife and spit on it to clean it.

(FUNES does so.)
BLAS.
It’s clean, right?

FUNES.
Cleaner than you are, I assure you… (Gets ready to continue.) One more time.

BLAS.
I can’t take any more… (Stops FUNES with his hands.)

FUNES.
Keep your hands behind you or I’ll tie them up.

BLAS.
No, no… stop, please!

FUNES.
A little pain won’t kill you. Just one more time!

BLAS.
I can’t stand it! Please, let me go. If I live, fine and if not… it’ll be God’s will.

FUNES.
Enough of your God and let me take out the bullet! Or do you think this is easy for me?

BLAS.
I can’t do it anymore. I’m becoming… numb…

FUNES.
No, Blas. Wake up…

BLAS.
I think… I’m going… (Touching himself.) I can’t feel my body… Is this the afterlife?

FUNES.
(Working.) What afterlife?

BLAS.
Is this heaven or hell?

FUNES.
Like I would know!

BLAS.
(Looking around.) Everything looks the same, Funes.

FUNES.
What do you want it to look like?

BLAS.
What are we now? Ghosts?

FUNES.
Will you shut up? Stick your hand in your mouth… I’m pulling it out now.

BLAS.
Are you sure?

FUNES.
Yes.

BLAS.
How do you know?

FUNES.
What do you want me to say?

(BLAS bites his hand. FUNES “inserts his instruments.” BLAS screams. FUNES speaks over BLAS’ screams.)

FUNES.
(Pulling the bullet.) I got it! (Showing it.) Look at this.

BLAS.
That little thing?

FUNES.
(Nodding.) Do you see now that we’re nothing?

BLAS.
Thank you, Funes.

FUNES.
I need to clean the wound.

BLAS.
Is there any wine left?

FUNES.
You think that will work?

BLAS.
It’s got alcohol…

FUNES.
And… they say it’s God’s blood.

BLAS.
You’re not gonna start quoting things other people have said, are you?

FUNES.
(Resentful.) No.

BLAS.
Just pour the wine.

FUNES.
(Puts the bullet and the knife down, grabs the bottle, pours the wine and stares at BLAS.)
BLAS.
What is it?

FUNES.
You’re all red.

BLAS.
So?

FUNES.
I don’t know if it’s blood or wine.

BLAS.
Who cares? Do something.

FUNES.
I’ll bandage you up. Don’t move. (Looks at BLAS’ shirt and removes his own.)
BLAS.
Use mine.

FUNES.
It’s too dirty.

(Tears his shirt and begins to bandage BLAS.)
BLAS.
How can I thank you?

FUNES.
Shut up. If you don’t shut up, I’ll bandage your mouth.

BLAS.
You’re telling me? You haven’t stopped yakking since you got here.

FUNES.
Don’t move!

(Presses the cloth against BLAS’ body.)
BLAS.
Gently!

FUNES.
Very funny! You endured the worst part and now you’re afraid of the bandage?

BLAS.
Don’t be angry. I won’t talk anymore.

(Stops bandaging.)

FUNES.
I think the bleeding stopped. How do you feel?

BLAS.
Not so bad now.

(Brief pause.)
BLAS.
You see, Funes?

FUNES.
What?

BLAS.
God does exist.

FUNES.
(Surprised.) Why?

BLAS.
He sent you to save me.

FUNES.
What are you talking about? I gave you that wound.

BLAS.
(Shaking his head.) It was me who fired off the gun.

FUNES.
I was going to kill myself and you almost died when you tried to save me!

BLAS.
(Shaking his head.) Don’t change the story, Funes. You saved me.

FUNES.
You’re saying that I saved you and that I’m changing the story? (BLAS nods.) You’ll see what God’s messenger is about to do… (Looks for the gun, grabs it and puts it against his temple.) You thought that after saving you I was going to feel that life had meaning and that I wouldn’t kill myself, didn’t you?

BLAS.
Put the gun down, Funes.

FUNES.
That’s why I took two bullets. I knew one could go to waste.

BLAS.
Please.

FUNES.
I stand by everything I said before.

BLAS.
Don’t leave me this way.

FUNES.
You’ll be fine. And if you die, then our pact to kill ourselves will be fulfilled.

BLAS.
I didn’t want to kill myself.

FUNES.
It must’ve been your destiny.

(Shuts his eyes tight. He is going to pull the trigger. BLAS, in a desperate effort, kicks him. FUNES stumbles and a shot is heard. He moans and kneels down next to BLAS. He is bleeding from the arm not holding the gun. FUNES puts the gun down and presses his other hand against the wound.)
BLAS.
You got hit?

FUNES.
Just a scratch.

BLAS.
Show me… (FUNES exposes the wound.) You were lucky. It’s nothing… (Looks for the bottle of wine.) There’s some left. Move your hand… (FUNES does so and BLAS pours the wine left in the bottle. FUNES gestures in pain.)
BLAS.
Just a little more. It’s God’s blood.

(BLAS is exhausted. FUNES looks at the gun and then at BLAS, who makes a gesture of apology.)
BLAS.
Sit down. Let’s rest for a while.

(FUNES sits down next to BLAS. They look at each other. The moon rises. BLAS looks at it.)
BLAS.
Nice moon, isn’t it? Look at it… and try not to think.


(FUNES looks at BLAS and then at the moon. Pause.)
FUNES.
I can’t believe it. In this fucking world, I’m staring at the moon.

BLAS.
It’s not that bad. (Brief pause.)
FUNES.
Blas.

BLAS.
What?

FUNES.
Do you feel guilty?

BLAS.
Guilty? (FUNES nods.) About what?

FUNES.
About being alive. (Another brief pause.)
BLAS.
What can I say, Funes? At least we’re wounded.

(The lights go down slowly on both of them.)
The End
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