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Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 1 translation


Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 1 – Una mala partida

p7

This is a story without heroes.

Our story starts in Buenos Aires. It starts in a hosue. Una casa grande del lujoso barrio “Belgrano”. Es la residencia de los esposos Francisco Castelli y Catalina de Castelli. Los Castelli son venezolanos. Son las nueve de la mañana, hora del desayuno.

Catalina:
Do you want coffee?

Francisco:
Yes please. Un little. . . . Thank you. No more.

Catalina:
Here you have the sugar . . . and the milk.

Francisco:
Thank you, my love. Now, the newspaper . . . . Some interesting news, I believe. . . . page 6. “Financial Section” . . . . Oh, no! Again? The dollar went down again. And the pound, I think also. And the gold, of course. The gold went down, also. . . My God no, NO!

Catalina:
What did you say? What’s wrong?
Francisco:
The stocks “The golden refrigerator” went down two hundred pesos.
Catalina:
And what?
Francisco:
It’s horrible?
Catalina:
Why? What’s wrong?
Francisco:
The stocks go down and you ask: What’s wrong? . . . . Well good happens, that happens . . . I have stocks of “The Golden Refrigerator”. I have a thousand shares. Do you understand me now?
Catalina:
Since when?
Francisco:
Since yesterday? Since yesterday afternoon. Listen . . . The newspaper says: “The Golden Refrigerator” has risen to a difficult situation. The stocks went down. The experts have announced a possible bankruptcy. Bankruptcy? This seriously is the end, the end.
Catalina:
And you have your stocks. . . . Since yesterday . . . You’re an idiot, a poor idiot. . . . You always say: “I’m a genius for finances”. And later, look. You always lose.
Francisco:
No more, please. I don’t want more comments. I want coffee. Another cup, please. . . . It’s a horrible loss, horrible. . . . 
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Catalina:
I’m anguished, Francisco, really anguished. Always the same thing. Wall Street. The London Stock Market, from Buenos Aires, from Brussels. You loose always.
Francisco:
No. It’s not true. Not always.
Catalina:
Not always, but almost always. You lose often. Today you lost.
Francisco:
Perhaps. But today is really serious . . . serious . . . catastrophic.
Catalina:
It’s your fault, right? Always you do bad business. And later, later you complain.
Francisco:
I complain?
Catalina:
Yes, this moment you complained.
Francisco:
No, beloved; you’re the one who complains.
Catalina:
Yes, I complain, I complain because you’re an imbecile.
Francisco:
You see? You complain. I don’t. I have my problems; that is all. And now the rest of the news. . . . What is this? “Spectacular robbery of Tres Picassos, two Braques, and five Légers disappear from a private collection.” Aha!, this is surely it . . . art.
Catalina:
Sure? What?
Francisco:
Art objects never go down, they rise, they always rise. Art is, without a doubt, the ideal investment.
Catalina:
You then want Picassos on your walls? And the money to buy them?
Francisco:
(with bad humor) Fine . . . Fine But I have an idea.
Catalina:
Another idea? I prefer a big bill in the bank.
Francisco:
Ah, sure. You . . . You talk and talk; and yak and yak

But I have another idea: Let’s leave this house and this unpleasant scene. Let’s leave Francisco Castelli and Castelli’s Catalina and go to another site..

Here we find three people; three people of this story without heroes. Their names? Eduardo Alvarez, a young person of 25 years; without a profession, without work, without money. María Josefa Parodi. Age? It seems to be a secret. She’s young, pretty, and a pilot. Yes, a pilot of tourist planes. And last, Juan Alonso, a professor, archeologist, specializing in Mayan art and civilization. First we present Eduardo Alvarez. He’s in a bar. An elegant bar in Buenos Aires.
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Alvarez:
Another drink, please.
Mozo:
Ah, no!
Alvarez:
Why not? What’s wrong?
Mozo:
Fine, sir. But, this time, pay.
Alvarez:
Pay, pay! Always the same story. This is a bar, right? It’s not a supermarket.
Mozo:
Fine. Take your drink. But pay me tomorrow. Understand? Tomorrow.
Alvarez:
Yes. Tomorrow. Then, toast for “tomorrow”. Eh! Hello! Lulu, my love. How are you? You’re precious today! You’re beautiful. Waiter, a drink for my adorable friend.
Mozo:
“If he does me the favor . . .”
Alvarez:
If he does me a favor.
And now we present María Josefa Parodi, our beautiful pilot. This moment, the phone rings from a friend.
María Josefa:
Hello? . . . Yes, it’s María Josefa. How are you? . . . Yes. More or less good, thanks . . . Sure, I still fly. I fly often. In fact, this afternoon . . . What? . . . Yes, I like it, I like it a lot, but also I like the work. By the way, I’m looking for a job . . . What? . . . Yes . . . Good, it’s fine. See you later.
Good, here they have Eduardo Alvarez and María Josefa Parodi. Now we present the professor Juan Alonso archeologist, specializing in Mayan art and civilization. He’s at home. He lives in a poor room. He takes a cup of coffee and reads a letter.
Alonso:
“Sir Professor. We thank you for your kind letter from September 10. Your reputation of an archeologist is well-known to us. We also know and respect your investigations in the field of Mayan art and civilization. Your articles about Yucatan, Mexico are extremely interesting. Unfortunately, it’s impossible for us to publish them in our magazine. We’re very sorry, sir and we expect . . .” etc., etc., etc..
These are the three people. Three personalities of this story. But the story barely begins. Don’t you think that all of them are in a difficult situation?
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Let’s return now to Belgrano, to Francisco and Catalina’s house. Good? How are the things going now? It’s already fixed.
Catalina:
You’re right, Francisco. Yes, it’s a good idea.
Francisco:
Ah! Finally! Listen Catalina. I know Mexico, Guatemala, Honduras and Central America. I know all of them, all those countries. Do you know my Mayan figurillas?
Catalina:
I see. You say “my” Mayan figures, but you forget one thing. They’re not yours.
Francisco:
It’s true. NOW they’re not mine. But . . .
Catalina:
Professor Alonso exists.
Francisco:
Yes. Alonso exists. The figures are his and it’s my fault. But the fact is that today those figures are worth hundreds, thousands. The prices of those things rise, rise continuously. He’s a fool, understand: I go to Mexico, I find the figures, I return to Buenos Aires, I’m nice with Alonso, he wants them . . .
Catalina:
What do you do then?
Francisco:
I give the figures to Alonso?
Catalina:
What did you say? GIVE? SELL, yes, but for nothing.
Francisco:
No. Not for nothing. For a good price. Evidently, these figures are worth thousands and thousands of pesos.
Catalina:
And what do you have? Nothing?
Francisco:
Ay! Please! Fine. It’s true that Alonso has my figures. They’re his now. But I have an idea. Listen . . . Do you know Suárez?
Catalina:
Who? Leopoldo Suárez, the antique dealer and expert of art?
Francisco:
Yes. The good Leopoldo. He has a store in the city. A good business. Good and rich customer. He buys and sells Mayan objects?
Catalina:
He buys? From who?
Francisco:
From me.
Catalina:
How?
Francisco:
Good . . . quickly.
Catalina:
You have Mayan figures.
Francisco:
No . . . (mysteriously) But I look . . . and I find.
Catalina:
Alonso’s figures.
Francisco:
(mysteriously) Eh? (apart) Alonso? (to Catalina) No. Nope. He’s in Yucatan, in Guatamala, in Central America.
Catalina:
Simple . . . ! And you found all of those in Yucatan?
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Francisco:
Sure. It’s the center of the Mayan civilization. There I find the figures, the masks, the ornaments. All with the help of the professor Juan Alonso, the great archeologist and specialist of Mayan art. He goes there, visit the pyramids, the temples, the tombs. I know everything and him as well. Then, he digs, he searches and brings a fortune. A fortune. And for nothing!
Catalina:
A fortune? For nothing! You’re always the same. But . .  . afterward, Why not? In truth, Alonso is a useful man.
Francisco:
Bravo! Now you understand. You understand? Alonso goes there, collects the objects and they arrive here.
Catalina:
How?
Francisco:
Patience, my beloved. They come by plane. The Customs are very strict there, you see? Terribly strict when you try art objects. BUT we avoid the Customs. We collect the objects in the same place. We take a private plane and abandon the country with a fortune. Without Customs.
Catalina:
Arg! . . . yes. You’re right It’s a good idea.
Francisco:
You see? And I count on an ideal pilot. I want a good pilot. María Josefa.
Catalina:
(with bitterness) Who? María Josefa Parodi?
Francisco:
Yes. Her.
Catalina:
Aha! . . . An ex-girlfriend, eh?
Francisco:
(without paying attention) María Josefa knows perfectly all of those countries. All of that region of the Yucatan, Guatemala, Honduras . . . and as a pilot, she’s formidable. She’s perfect as a pilot for a tourist plane.
Catalina:
Perfect . . . Yes, I see it.
Francisco:
Good. Then, I have here our team: Alonso, the expert and María Josefa, the pilot. Ah . . . perhaps one more . . . Afterward, Alonso is old and María Josefa isn’t better than a woman.
Catalina:
A poor little woman!
Francisco:
Therefore, I need a man. Yes. I want another man on the team. A man for the hard work; you understand me: the excavation, the load of the objects, all of that. A young and strong man. Help me think . . . Who?
Catalina:
You, perhaps . . .
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Francisco:
(laughs) How? Me? With María Josefa? Catalina . . . it’s an excellent idea if you think that it comes from a jealous woman. One moment . .  .I know it! Eduardo Alvarez. Do you agree? My cousin Eduardo Alvarez. He is without work. He’s young, strong. Perfect for this business. He is without cents, ready for all of it. That’s it! We already have our team: Juan Alonso, Eduardo Alvarez, y María Josefa Parodi. Perfect. It’s settled. One or two months and the fortune arrives by the millions! Good. I make the team and it parts for Mexico after two or three days. (Triumphantly), Do you have a question?
Catalina:
Yes.
Francisco:
Really?
Catalina:
Yes, one question. An important question. Who finances the operation, the three airline tickets to Mexico, the hotel, the traveling expenses, the private plane to the Yucatan, and . . . ?
Francisco:
Well . . .
Catalina:
Because you, my beloved Francisco, you also live without a cent, as your cousin Eduardo; and I, I do not finance this . . . expedition. I don’t finance your ex’s!
Francisco:
Catalina beloved, and I don’t ask this of you. I have it all. Everything is ready. I have a perfect plan. Yes, yes. Patience, my beloved, patience . . . that our fortune arrives.
--END--

� I honesty didn’t know what to translate this line to. It goes “Hablas y hablas; y ¡patatí y patatá!”





