PAGE  
2
Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 13


Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 13 – Persecución
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Alvarez leaves the barbershop quickly. María Josefa called him and he doesn’t know why. Now, she explains what’s wrong.

María Josefa:
What? You don’t see it?

Alvarez:
Who?

María Josefa:
The man from the automobile?

Alvarez:
What? From the automobile that was following us? The automobile that . . .

María Josefa:
Yes. He’s in the barbershop. It’s the police, there is no doubt. He’s sitting down in the barbershop and I saw him clearly. He’s watching Alonso

Alvarez:
Are you sure that it’s him?

María Josefa:
Positive. Come. To have to hide.

Alvarez:
Fine. Let’s cross the street.

They cross the street and hide behind the door, facing the barbershop.


Then it’s the police, eh?

María Josefa:
Yes. He followed Alonso, by car. I see him in the barbershop. He stopped, he entered, and sat down also very calmly.

Alvarez:
How I . . .

María Josefa:
While the barber shaves, the police waits patiently.

Alvarez:
I had the same idea as ours. It’s curious, nonetheless, that I have haven’t seen the police.

María Josefa:
Nothing surprising. You were continuing watching Alonso in the mirror.

Alvarez:
Why not? I want to be sure.

María Josefa:
I didn’t say that. In any case, it’s luck to have seen the police.  Thus, I called you.

Alvarez:
Yes. But now Alonso is there, and we’re here.

María Josefa:
You prefer to be there, together with the police that is watching Alonso? Fine; walk in, then return to the barbershop.

Alvarez:
My God, what’s wrong with you?

María Josefa:
You don’t understand, eh? Look: here there is police that watches
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Alonso. You also are watching Alonso. It’s simple. If Alonso sees you and you talk, you lose. You change automatically into an accomplice of Alonso.

Alvarez:
Yes, yes. You’re right. I understand. You did very well.

María Josefa:
And now, we seriously need to evaluate

Alvarez:
In any case, something thing is true, Alonso is here and we can’t let him leave. We have to wait, even though the police is in there also. We can’t let our eyes off of him. When he leaves, we follow him and the police.

María Josefa:
Yes, but . . .

Alvarez:
It’s a risk; but we have to do it. We have to know where they’re going and to do what.

María Josefa:
And if the police stops him?

Alvarez:
We have to know it also.

María Josefa:
I think that we’re losing. The police is going to stop him.

Alvarez:
It’s not sure. He wants, perhaps, to follow him to know where he’s going. Maybe he waits for us also. Probably he has said: “There is no doubt that Alonso has accomplices. If I stop him, I can’t find them. If the contrary, I leave him free, and I follow him, I can know who his accomplices are.” That’s what I think

María Josefa:
It’s logical.

Alvarez:
In this case, we’re going to follow Alonso. We’re going to put a lot of attention. We’re going to follow him. It’s necessary. Because you know, Alonso . . . he could have seen the police; knows perhaps. that he followed hi. In that case, if he can escape, he’s going to try to do that.

María Josefa:
That’s true. It’s a risk that we have to take.

Alvarez:
With a little bit of luck, in the street, with the people, we can grab him. It’s the only way; because we have to find the boxes as soon as possible.

María Josefa:
What are we going to do then?

Alvarez:
Wait. It’s the only way. Wait . . .

Meanwhile, in Buenos Aires, in Belgrano exactly, in the Castelli’s house, the spirit has reached the floor. Francisco is nervous, restless. He stops and return to sit down surely. He stops, he passes throughout the living room. He goes to another window. He looks out far; returns to his chair and sits down again. He looks at the phone. Catalina calls him.
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Catalina:
Francisco: I think that we have a visit!

Francisco:
What?

Catalina:
Are you waiting for someone?

Francisco:
No. No one. Why?

Catalina:
A white automobile just arrived. It just stopped in front of the house.

Francisco rises up and goes to the window. He hides behind a curtain and looks. He has seen the car before . . .

Francisco:
But, who is it?

Catalina:
You know who it is?

Francisco:
Ay! It’s him again!

Catalina:
Who?

Francisco:
Suárez! I’m going to hide. Tell him that I’m not in the house; that I left.

Catalina:
Why? What’s happening?

Francisco:
Him calling me does little. I didn’t talk with him. I hung it up. But he wants to talk to me, I know it. He told me: “it’s something serious.”

Catalina:
I see . . . The figures. The fakes.

Francisco:
Look: it’s him. Here he comes. Tell him that I’m not here.

Catalina:
No Francisco. For nothing from the world. I want to help you, but not like this. How? I told him that you left, and what?

Francisco:
You’re going to open [the door]?

Catalina:
If you want. But, listen, Francisco: you want to stay here: you want to meet with him.

Francisco:
Fine. Welcome him.

Catalina opens the door.

Suárez enters. He brings a large package. He greets Catalina, but with two words only.

Suárez:
Good evening

He directs himself to the living room. Catalina is ashamed.

Catalina:
Francisco is precisely
 in the living room. He awaits you.

Francisco:
Good evening, friend.

Suárez:
Firstly, don’t call me “friend.” Secondly, I am
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who wanted to talk here. I just finished the comedy; you understand?

Francisco:
The comedy? You’re the one who came with scenes.

Suárez:
Really? Now, sir, we’re going to fix some bills. I gave you two checks. Now, I want my money immediately.

Francisco:
But . . .

Suárez:
There are no “buts” about it! No more promises. I told you everything, you hear me? Ah! Now I know you. You dare call yourself a man of business?

Francisco:
Why not? We signed a contract. I have completed it, with a little bit of delay. but I swear that I completed it. And after two days for a deadline, I wait for an extraordinary collection.

Suárez:
Really? It surprises me. An extraordinary collection?

Francisco:
Yes. Marvelous pieces. I just received a phone call from there and . . .

Suárez:
Marvelous pieces? Only, without a doubt . . . How I sold them the other day, I bought them and paid them with true money; with true bills.

Francisco:
What do you want to say?

Suárez:
Words, promises, words! I’m going to show you what I mean. I’m going to show you, sir, and not with words.

Suárez tosses himself. He takes the package that was on the tale. He looks at Castelli thoroughly.


You see this packet? You what there is inside? Your figures, the ones that you sold me the other day.

Francisco:
And what?

Suárez:
What? Look at it, looking at it well for the last time.

Near the package is Castelli’s eyes.

You see well? Perfect!

Suárez directs to Catalina

Suárez:
Pardon, madam, that your carpet has to get dirty with . . . with this . . . with this . . . this scum that isn’t worth anything!

Francisco:
You’re crazy! I’m going to . . .

Catalina:
Francisco, please . . .

Francisco:
How imbecile you are!

Suárez:
Oh no! You know it. But I am not it. Those objects are
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fakes! Fakes, that I have seen. The test here, in the pieces that have in the ground. You know the one? I can report everything to the police. Yes, sir, everything.

Francisco:
For example?

Suárez:
That you are a robber and an imposter . . .

Francisco:
Very well. And now, tell me: this famous telephone call that you received . . . The call from Mexico, I suppose . . .

Suárez:
No. There was no direct communication. But I have a fountain of provision experts.

Francisco:
Really?

Suárez:
Yes, sir. And these objects are real!

Francisco Castelli laughs.


Laugh! Laugh! It’s not important. I want my money immediately to pay for these objects. I wait for them, and I want my money right now.

Francisco:
Right now, SIR, you go to sit down and listen to me. It’s your turn. I insist. You are in my house. I offer a chair. It’s a matter of courtesy . . .

Suárez sits down. Castelli understands that he has taken advantage. He passes around the chair and stops finally, in front of Suárez. Francisco Castelli keeps his ground and looks at Suárez for a long time.


Good! We’re going to talk of your new objects. They are already in Mexico, right? . . . Ah!, I implore you, nothing to protest. I know it. In this case, it’s very simple: I inform the Mexican authorities.

Suárez:
What? But . . .

Francisco:
There are no “buts” in the matter . . . Remember that phrase? You just told me. Now I take it for myself. Yes, I can inform the Mexican authorities. To the Customs, to be more precise. I have nothing to lose. You, yes: everything. If you permit me, then, I’ll go to answer the question that you are going to reply . . .It’s a fountain of provisions in Mexico, the other: the new fountain, who is it? Who? . . . I hear you.

Suárez:
Someone who is honest. Not like you. Not an amateur; not a thief like you. It’s an archeologist.

Francisco:
(laughs) Suárez, my God! You are ingenious. I know your
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archeologist. And I went to tell him something more. These figures that you broke stupidly, an archeologist examined them. They’re authentic. He evaluated them. Yes, Suárez. This archeologist is MY archeologist. And I think that it also is yours . . .

Suárez:
You’re insane! It’s incredible!

Francisco:
No, No. It’s strictly the truth. Yes. It’s professor Juan Alonso. I also received a call from him. You know it. You see it? The two . . . us . . . how to say it? The two of us in the same situation. A cup of champagne? . . . I see, I see, please, Catalina, a little of champagne for our new friend Leopoldo . . .

In Mérida, Alvarez and María Josefa continue waiting in front of the barbershop. They are impatient.

Alvarez:
He’s going to leave finally, yes or no? What’s happening?

María Josefa:
Look: here comes the police.

Alvarez:
Alone?

María Josefa:
Yes. And look: they are getting out of the automobile.

Alvarez:
But . . . What’s happening?

María Josefa:
Here for Alonso.

Alvarez:
The car goes . . . Come! We have to follow them.

Alonso, the car, Alvarez and María Josefa arrive at the crossroads.

What happens? Music, trombones, trumpets, guitars, maracas, tambourines, singers. It’s a fiesta! In any case, the automobile can’t the cross the crossroad. Alonso escapes by entering the music.

Alvarez:
Quickly, María Josefa! Quickly! Alonso ran away. We have to run after him.

Alvarez and María Josefa are among the multitude of people. They push and shove. They have to pass. They have to find Alonso. Finally! They are on the other side of the crossroad. But Alonso is nowhere in that part.

--END--







� Wow, this book’s dialogue is more archaic than I thought. Who says ‘precisely’ in regards to location!?








