Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 7

Churrasco…
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The house of the Castelli in Belgrano. Somber atmosphere. There isn’t any news from María Josefa and her companions Alonso and Eduardo. The phone rings. Yes, it rings often. But it’s always the same voice; a very nice voice: one from Leopoldo Suárez.

Suárez:
Do you have any news yet? Yes or no? My clients want to buy and …

Francisco:
(on the phone) I see; I understand. But what do you want to do? There is a small small delay

Suárez:
A small delay? You call this a small delay? 

Francisco:
Within 48 hours is the deadline. I know it. You have explained it to me, but…

Suárez:
48 hours. It’s my last deadline, and if not…

Francisco:
And if not…

Suárez:
If not, return to me the money.

Francisco:
Let’s go, a bi of patience. It’s simply a small delay. You can explain that to your clients, no? They are able to wait a little.

Suárez:
Wait? They can wait? This is my affair with them but not yours. You and I signed a contract. And you’re delayed, that is all. If you don’t want, or you can’t import the figures…

Francisco:
I see that I want it and I can do it. But you and I know it.

Suárez:
Fine. It’s enough. I don’t have time to discuss. You bring me the figures within 48 hours, and if not, bring me the money. It’s one or the other. It’s my last word, my last. You understand?

Francisco:
You can count on me. Hallo? Hullooooo?! What happened? The filthy dude hung up.

p58

Castelli hangs up also. He’s furious. He is, above all, restless. Catalina, his wife, enters the living room.

Catalina:
Him again?

Francisco:
Yes

Catalina:
What does he want this time?

Francisco:
Always the same thing. The figures or the money

Catalina:
And by when?

Francisco:
Within 48 hours, final deadline

Catalina:
What did you tell him?

Francisco:
Nothing. I didn’t have time. He hung up. Besides, what could I say? Without news from María Josefa y Eduardo, what could I have said?

Catalina:
I see it.

Francisco:
What? What do you want to say?

Catalina:
I want to say that… Really, you want to know? Fine. I don’t trust.

Francisco:
You don’t trust? How? Why?

Catalina:
I’m sure that they found the beautiful objects; and later thought: Why do this work for Francisco? We’re able to do it by ourselves. They know the price of these objects. And they disappeared with… this is what I think.

Francisco:
Oh! You and your ideas.

Catalina:
Then, why haven’t they called? Can you explain that?

Francisco:
Not very good.

Catalina:
I have already told you: María Josefa is an adventurer.

Francisco:
You’re jealous. That is all.

Catalina:
And you, you’re in love, probably.

Francisco:
What you say is barbaric.

Catalina:
I tell you and I repeat: that woman is an adventurer. She’s a pilot, yes or no?

Francisco:
Yes, she’s a pilot, and what?

Catalina:
She likes the adventure. She is ready for anything

Francisco:
It’s ridiculous 

Catalina:
You’re the ridiculous one. You don’t want to see the reality. You’re ready for anything for her. She’s your ex-girlfriend from before, no?

Francisco:
You’re a fool! That happened from a long time ago.

Catalina:
Always you have been in love with her; and she knows it.

Francisco:
For me, she is a pilot and nothing more.

Catalina:
And I, I’m not your bank.
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Francisco:
I’m not your bank? What do you want me to say to that? Why?

Catalina:
Why? Because Suárez wants your money. I know you: you go to ask me for it. And I tell you no. I don’t want to lose my plate for a woman like María Josefa.

Francisco:
Yes, I know it. You don’t want “to finance my ex-girlfriends” etc, etc…

Among  Francisco and Catalina are always doing the same thing: fights, money affairs, jealousy. It’s nothing pleasant.

In their prison, Alvarez and María Josefa have other difficulties. How to leave from here? They try to talk in a low voice from one cell to another.

Alvarez:
María Josefa, you hear me?

María Josefa:
Yes, what’s up?

Alvarez:
To leave from here… I don’t know. But perhaps we could phone our comrades.

María Josefa:
And say what? And how do we call from here?

Alvarez:
With the permission from the sergeant.

María Josefa:
But we’re prisoners.

Alvarez:
Anyway, we could ask them.

María Josefa:
Sure. But it seems to me to hear his answer.

Alvarez:
Yes. Probably, you’re right…

María Josefa:
You see? He doesn’t have anything to do all day, but now he has two strange prisoners. he is very happy, and he wants us to stay here.

Alvarez:
He wants us to stay here. He wants to retain us. How lovely! But for how long? He can’t keep us here for years! Besides, I want to leave this cell…I’m hungry.

María Josefa:
Yes, me too. Barbeque… and a glass of wine…Is it not of another world?

Alvarez:
What could we do? We’re not in Buenos Aires. Tell me: Do you know this restaurant in Florida?

María Josefa:
Which? The Delights?

Alvarez:
Yes. It’s excellent, no?

María Josefa:
How funny! There is precisely where I ate the night before leaving.

Alvarez:
And you, you cook well?

María Josefa:
Fine enough.

Alvarez:
I would like to fix that. I leave from this cell, we return to Buenos
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Aires; invite me to your house and prepare a delicious meal. You want to eat, ah?… wait… Barbeque with salad. Sergeant Hernández from the jail from San Jerónmo from all the Americas. How delicious!

María Josefa:
Exquisite.

Alvarez:
Mm…I can smell it from here.

María Josefa:
Here we still are. Do you really want a barbeque? Fine. I invite you to have lunch, here, in my pretty little cell.
Ah, here is our new friend.

Sargento:
Silence! It is prohibited to talk…around here.

Alvarez:
Can we go?

Sargento:
I’m going to interrogate you. Around here…

María Josefa:
Really, we can leave?

Sargento:
Yes. Come.

Alvarez:
We can leave from the jail? We want to have lunch in a good restaurant.

Sargento:
How funny you are Mr. Prisoner. You have a sense of humor. Fine, I also have one.

Alvarez:
What good news!

Sargento:
But not today.

Alvarez:
Ah!

Sargento:
Tomorrow, perhaps. You can believe me.

Alvarez:
Ah, yes. “Tmorrow.” Tomorrow. What a word of such beauty.

Sargento:
Yes, mister: tomorrow.

Alvarez:
Or perhaps…the day after tomorrow?

Sargento:
Exactly. Very well. You understand me, I understand you. Perfect

He offers two seats to his prisoners and takes a couch for himself.

Fine. Now we’re going to talk with calmness.

Alvarez:
Yes, Sergeant… I’m going to be frank with you. I want to leave from here.

María Josefa:
Me, too.

Alvarez:
Yes, we want to leave from here.

Sargento:
I see. You want to leave from here. And I want to say this: it’s not very easy.

Alvarez:
You know, sergeant… we… we arranged to… it is to say…
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María Josefa:
To do an effort.

Alvarez:
Yes. That’s it. To do a small effort. And you also, perhaps?

Sargento:
Perhaps…

Alvarez:
Ah! You understand us.

Sargento:
But not today.

Alvarez:
Tomorrow.

Sargento:
Perhaps…

Alvarez:
Tomorrow. What do you want to say exactly?

Sargento:
You want to say… some day.

María Josefa:
And never you want to say “today”?

Sargento:
Never… Why did you pass the border?

Alvarez:
But I already told you.

Sargento:
You told me that. And you also said that, miss. But I don’t believe it.

María Josefa:
You don’t believe us. But it’s the truth. We’re lost.

Sargento:
We’re lost? Where? You were going where? What where you going to do?

María Josefa:
But, my god! We had an accident and …

Sargento:
An accident?

Alvarez:
(in a low voice) Shut up!

Sargento:
Then… You had an accident?

Alvarez:
No.

Sargento:
Yes. The girl just said so. An accident. What kind of accident? A train, a car, a plane? You think of your accident and tell me where you were going. You have two minutes.

María Josefa:
ugh, Eduardo: it’s a good idea.

Alvarez:
What?!

Sargento:
I’m not an idiot. I’m a fat sergeant with a mustache. Tell the fool. But, I’m not an fool. No.

Alvarez:
Know what?

Sargento:
Really? You had an accident?

María Josefa:
Yes. Really. We’re tourists. We had an accident with a small tourist plane.

Sargento:
Very good news. I’m going to verify that. I’m going to verify that with the police.

Alvarez:
The police?

Sargento:
Yes, on the other side of the border. And if it’s correct, the affair is finished. 
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He laughs and takes them to their cells.

Meanwhile, Alonso goes to the border of Mérida. He put in the jeep the boxes with the figures and goes, too fast. He finds houses, a church, a plaza, a town. He stops. He stops the automobile in frent of the post office and enters.

Alonso:
Pardon miss, I want to make a call, please.

Señorita:
Yes, mister. To where?

Alonso:
To Buenos Aires.

Señorita:
Buenos Aires, Argentina?

Alonso:
Yes, to Argentina. Is there operation?

Señorita:
I’m going to see. One instant, please.

Alonso:
It’s urgent. I want communication now.

Señorita:
But you know…

Alonso:
Miss, I request it. I want communication now. It’s very urgent.

Alonso insists. He looks around. He’s nervous, restless. He insists.

Alonso:
I request it, miss. It’s urgent, please.

