Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 6

¡Alto!

On the road, Alonso goes fast on his jeep. Perhaps a little too fast. He has the map on his side. Quickly, he goes on a curve. He lowers his speed. He stops the jeep after the curve and examines the map once more.
Alonso:
I’m sure that it’s over there. The plane left form there. I saw it. It went down there, to the left. I go, then leave the highway then I go through here. There’s a little path. It’s possible. The plane has to have landed not far from here. I’m going to follow this path; and with a little bit of luck…

He splits and leaves the highway. He follows the path. There aren’t a lot of trees and he could see a good distance. Once in a while he stops the jeep and looks around. He looks for the plane.

Alonso:
Nothing. Everywhere I see nothing. But, as worse as it is, I continue…

Far form here, Alvarez and María Josefa walk slowly. They are tired. They have been walking for various kilometers over a difficult terrain. María Josefa hurt her knee. 

Alvarez:
How do you feel, María Josefa?

María Josefa:
Fine. More or less fine.

Alvarez:
You’ll see: quickly we’re going to find a town…What do you call it? I forget the name.

María Josefa:
Santiago of the rocks. I expect it. And from there we’re going to call Francisco. I know him. He must be very impatient.

Alvarez:
It’s normal. He has been waiting for our call for three or four days. You’ll see, let’s go.

María Josefa:
¡Ay! My knee!

Alvarez:
Look!

María Josefa:
It hurts me. Wait a second.

Alvarez:
But look, María Josefa. Look!

María Josefa:
What?

Alvarez:
There, in front, one or two kilometers.
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María Josefa:
A church…

Alvarez:
Houses…

María Josefa:
A small town. No, surely, it’s Santiago.

Alvarez:
I don’t know; but it’s a town and there are, with security, a phone. Does your knee hurt?

María Josefa:
Yes and no. But the town is not far.

Alvarez:
We’ll keep going then?

María Josefa:
Yes. You go ahead. I’ll follow you.

They continue toward the town
Alvarez:
Wait, I’m going to help you. Give me your hand and I’ll carry you.

Suddenly, three soldiers, a sergeant and two men detain them

Sargento:
Stop!

María Josefa:
But…What do I see? Soldiers?

Alvarez:
In any case, they’re not nuns. This is bad. Listen, you’re going to smile and be nice to them.

María Josefa:
Ahead, the fat guy with the mustache. What is it? …corporal?

Alvarez:
It’s a sergeant I think.

María Josefa:
Fine, it’s not important…

Sargento:
Stop! What are you doing here!?

María Josefa:
Good day to you sirs. Good day lieutenant.

Sargento:
Who are you people? Show me your papers.

Alvarez:
Papers?

María Josefa:
But, what have we done?

Sargento:
You have your papers, passports, visas?

Alvarez:
No. We just had a…

María Josefa:
But, what have we done?

Sargento:
What, what have you been doing? I’m going to tell them. They passed the border with papers. I stop them. Continue.

María Josefa:
And, where are we going?

Sargento:
To the town’s jail. Let’s go. Walk!

María Josefa:
But please, lieutenant.

Sargento:
I’m not a lieutenant. I’m a sergeant.

María Josefa:
Pardon, sergeant. Then, what? Can we cross the border? But you have an error.

Alvarez:
Yes, we’re lost, we…
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Sargento:
No more…Keep going. Your histories don’t interest me. Walk!

The sergeant and the two men take María Josefa and Alvarez. They go to the town. The town is close to the border. There is a church, some things, some small stores, a big white building; probably City Hall. In the main street, straight and below a white sky, there are two or three old cars, chickens, piglets and walk freely, and a brown cow, big and beautiful. The kids are playing soccer with a conserved old can. They see three soldiers and their two prisoners and they continue. The sergeant calls to one of the kids, a boy of 10 years of age.

Sargento:
Hello, Paco! Come here. Look, go to me a house and tell my girl: the sergeant is busy. You can’t return home quickly. You understand? Go quickly! 

Paco and his friends run to the sergeant’s house. Then he takes his prisoners.

Alvarez:
This is the jail?

Sargento:
You don’t like it?

María Josefa:
Yes, a lot. It’s precious…

Sargento:
You’re going to stay here and I’m going to interrogate you. First, you lady.

The soldiers enclose a Alvarez in the cell. The sergeant sits and offers a chair to María Josefa. He interrogates her.

In the meantime, professor Alonso continues to search for the plane. The jeep advances slowly above the difficult terrain.

Alonso:
But, were is the plane? I saw it. It went down here… Ah, over there, there are trees. It could be behind them.

He continues. He looks around the trees. Suddenly, a hundred meters ahead, he sees the plane.

Alonso:
Aha! They had an accident. Why?

He stops the jeep near the plane. He calls:
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Alonso:
María Josefa! Eduardo! Are they here? Where are they?

He stops the jeep. He board the plane.

Alonso:
The plane is empty. What happened? It’s evident that they had an accident. But where are they?

He leaves the plane and looks around. He looks for Eduardo Alvarez and María Josefa. He calls them. He boards the plane. He thinks…
Alonso:
And the crates? Where are they? How come I didn’t see them? I’m going to look…

He leaves the plane. The boxes are there intact. They’re all here intact, full of figures and beautiful masks.

Alonso:
But where are those two? They went on foot, or what? and the crates… I’m not going to leave them here. No, it would be foolishness. I am going to carry them. In the bag of the plane, I put them in the jeep and I’m going to Mérida.

He calls one more time for Alvarez and María Josefa. Later he takes the crates from the plane and puts them in the jeep. He does it quickly without wasting time. When he finishes, he boards the jeep and leaves immediately. In his gray eyes, there is a strange expression.

Jail, close to the border. Two cells. One for María Josefa and the other for Alvarez. The doors of the cell aren’t of wood or iron; they’re bars. It’s possible to talk and listen to your neighbor. María Josefa and Alvarez talk on a low voice.

Alvarez:
Hello, María Josefa! You hear me?

María Josefa:
Yes, I hear you. But be careful; careful with the sergeant.

Alvarez:
You see him?

María Josefa:
No.

Alvarez:
He left, I think. It’s not dangerous. What did they ask you? 

María Josefa:
Yes, I see. They interrogated me.

Alvarez:
And, what did they ask you?

María Josefa:
For my papers, naturally.

Alvarez:
Yes, me as well.

María Josefa:
I lost my identification.
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Alvarez:
You didn’t tell the about the plane, I hope.

María Josefa:
No

Alvarez:
What did you tell them?

María Josefa:
I told them: Were with a friend who had a jeep. We’re tourists and …

Alvarez:
Bravo! I don’t them the same.

María Josefa:
And I added: It’s our fault, we were crossing the border. But we’re innocent.

Alvarez:
Perfect. I told them the same thing.

María Josefa:
And He believed you?

Alvarez:
I don’t know… I don’t think so. He left, he returned and began something else. He interrogated me one more time. Always the same question. Why are you here? What are you doing here? Then I said we’re visitors; we’re tourists. I’m Colombian; the girl, Argentinean.

María Josefa:
I told them the exact same thing. But then why are we here in the jail?

Alvarez:
And later he’ll come again?

María Josefa:
How much time will have passed?

Alvarez:
Where did he go? To do what?

María Josefa:
And Francisco waits news.

Alvarez:
And Alonso? I suppose he called.

María Josefa:
To who? To Francisco?

Alvarez:
Yes

María Josefa:
I don’t think so. He’s  a strange person, the good Alonso.

Alvarez:
And I know his position, I think.

María Josefa:
Yes, surely. But I don’t like it. Also… you know? I’m not sure. But…

Alvarez:
What?

María Josefa:
Why did the plane quit functioning?

Alvarez:
The motor went, no?

María Josefa:
Yes, I think so; and in any case or it’s the oil tank.

Alvarez:
Do you think Alonso emptied the oil?

María Josefa:
I don’t know…
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Alvarez:
It’s possible. I think. But, why? To take the crates?

María Josefa:
I don’t think so, Eduardo; I don’t know…

Alvarez:
But I don’t one thing. We’re going to leave here.

María Josefa:
How are we going to leave the jail?

Alvarez:
I don’t know how. But we have to try.

María Josefa:
You have some idea?

Alvarez:
Not  certainly… You have money?

María Josefa:
Yes

Alvarez:
Me also. All I have is $500

María Josefa:
and what?

Alvarez:
You know. With a little bit of money…The sergeant doesn’t earn a lot of money…

María Josefa:
It’s a good idea.

Alvarez:
Careful. Here he comes.

Sargento:
Silence over there! Silence! Speaking is prohibited.

María Josefa:
But sergeant…

Alvarez:
listen, sergeant, you want…?

Sargento:
Silence, I tell you. You are prisoners and I order you. No one talks! I tell them: one more word and you stay here for a long time.

He puts his revolver on the table. He lights a cigarette and stares at the prisoners…
