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Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 14


Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 14 – Tres cajas por una
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Alonso flees. Alvarez and María Josefa search for him. There is no doubt that he’s in hiding. He knows that he’s in danger. In danger of who? Does he know?

100 meters away, on the other side of the street, an automobile passes; a red and white automobile. Alvarez and María Josefa hear a voice that shouts “Taxi.” A man leaves from the alley and runs to the taxi. It’s Alonso.

Alonso:
The Palms Hotel. Quickly!

Chofer:
The Palms Hotel? Where is it?

Alonso:
I don’t know! On 70 street, I think. Quicly, please!

Alonso opens the door to the taxi. He goes in. He’s just gets and the taxi leaves. One second later, Alvarez would have shot the door. But Alvarez and María Josefa throw themselves on him.

Alvarez:
Get out, Alonso, get out!

Alonso:
But . . . How? It’s you . . .

Alvarez:
Yes, professor . . .

María Josefa:
It’s us.

María Josefa get out of the taxi and close the door.

Chofer:
Aha! Now you’re tree . . .

Alonso:
Ah! . . . ! Friends . . . Quickly! We have to leave from here.

Alvarez:
Let’s go, driver.

Chofer:
Yes, sir. But where?

Alvarez:
Depart!

The taxi departs.

María Josefa:
And . . . sir professor . . .

Alonso:
Oh friends! What an adventure! But finally I found you. I have been looking for you everywhere.

María Josefa:
Really?

Alvarez:
In the Tropicana hotel, for example?

Alonso:
But, you don’t understand? I . . . I went . . . a man followed me.
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María Josefa:
We know it.

Alonso:
The police. It’s the police.

Alvarez:
Yes. We know that also. And, why do they follow you?

María Josefa:
Really . . . What have you done sir professor?

Alonso:
At least I found you!

María Josefa:
We were better us finding you, don’t you think?

Chofer:
Where are we going?

Alonso:
I don’t know. No . . .

Alvarez:
Yes, I know. Let’s go to your hotel. The address that you gave to the driver.

Alonso:
No, no. It’s too dangerous.

María Josefa:
Why? Driver: let’s go to the hotel.

Chofer:
The Palmas hotel? 70th street, you said?

Alonso:
No. Wait. We can’t go to the hotel. I don’t want to.

Alvarez:
But we want to.

Alonso:
I repeat that . . .

Alvarez:
Shut up; scoundrel!

María Josefa:
Let’s go, Eduardo. There has to be kindness in the professor . . . It’s true professor, my love and good friend?

Alonso:
What is it that you want from me?

Alvarez:
You’re going to know quickly . . . in the room in your hotel.

Alonso is panicked. He moves forward to open the door to the taxi. Alvarez takes out the gun and puts it on Alonso’s back. The taxi goes on 70th street, far from the center of the city.

El taxi stops in front of an old house, yellow that has a garden with palm trees. Palms Hotel.

Chofer:
It’s here?

María Josefa:
I suppose yes.

Alvarez:
Alonso: the driver asks. It’s here?

Alonso:
Yes . . . It’s here. Yes.

Alvarez:
Pay and then give a good tip to the driver. He’s very nice.

They get out of the taxi . . . Alonso pays . . . The taxi goes

And now nothing from history.
 Let’s enter the hotel, you use your key and leave your room. Understand?
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They enter. It’s a miserable, sad, small hotel in the city’s suburbia. It’s name, The Palms, recalls the beach, the outside air, the vacations. There isn’t anything in the reception.

He asks for his key.

Alonso:
There’s someone here? . . . Miss!

Ama:

Ah! It’s you count Nado?

María Josefa:
Aha! with what is it you count. Condemned probably.

Ama:

You have friends, no?

Alvarez:
Yes exactly. Friends . . .

Ama:

What do you desire . . .?

Alvarez:
Please give the key to the king of Spain.

Alonso:
Yes, give me the key please . . . Thanks, miss. With pardon. Let’s go.

They go to Alonso’s room, who opened the door. Alvarez shut it with the key.

María Josefa:
Good, count Nado.

Alvarez:
You prefer the hotel Tropicana?

María Josefa:
We want to explain.

Alonso:
You don’t understand me, my friends. You can’t stay here. You must go immediately. I ask of you. It’s for your own good.

Alvarez:
And it’s for yours also, without a doubt.

María Josefa:
Why didn’t you go to the Tropicana. How come you hid yourself in this hotel?

Alvarez:
And under a ridiculous name.

Alonso:
Because the police follow me. I am scared. I have scared for me and you.

María Josefa:
You’re scared for us?

Alvarez:
You’re wrong, sir professor.

Alvarez takes out the gun from his pocket and puts it on the table.

Alonso:
But, what do you want from me?

María Josefa:
The police pursue you? We already know that. Since when?

Alonso:
Since . . . two days, I think.

Alvarez:
Since two days? And you’re in the city three days? Why, then didn’t you go to the Tropicana on the first day?
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Alonso:
Because . . . I already told you the police follow me. Therefore, I looked for a small calm hotel and gave a fake name.

María Josefa:
Very well, count Nado, but, . . . Why didn’t you call the Tropicana? Why didn’t you leave a message for us?

Alvarez:
A phone message for warnings, to give us an address?

Alonso:
I beg of you . . . I am in danger. The police follow me.

María Josefa:
Why do the police follow you?

Alonso:
I don’t know. Perhaps the police know that we were visiting the pyramids.

Alvarez:
It’s possible. But, why does the police follow YOU and not us?

Alonso:
I don’t know . . . I don’t know.

Alvarez:
Fine. I’m gong to tell you. The police follow you because it’s you who has the crates.

Alonso:
The boxes?

María Josefa:
Yes. The boxes.

Alvarez takes the gun out again..

Alonso:
My God! Are you crazy? What do you want?

Alvarez:
The truth.

María Josefa:
 What did you do the other day, after our accident?

Alvarez rises and goes up to Alonso with the gun.

Alvarez:
Now you’re going to talk?

María Josefa:
After the accident, you went there, right? and found the plane.

Alonso:
But . . .

Alvarez:
There’s no “buts” about it, professor. It’s yes or it’s no.

Alonso:
Mmm . . .

Alvarez:
Yes or no?

María Josefa:
We know the truth. You talk. We listen.

Alonso:
Yes.

Alvarez:
Ah! . . .

Alonso:
Yes; I saw the plane and thought . . . I told myself; you had an accident. I’m going to go see if I can help you. I then searched for the plane, I found it. But I didn’t see you. I called you; I searched and later . . .

María Josefa:
And later . . .

Alonso:
I left.
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María Josefa:
With the boxes.

Alonso:
No!

María Josefa:
Eduardo: search the room. Look en the closet, in the dresser, under the bed.

Alonso:
There isn’t a doubt. I repeat that I don’t have anything.

María Josefa:
Then, why do the police follow you? You took the boxes.

Alonso:
No, I didn’t take them. You know well. Those boxes are very heavy, too heavy for an old man like me.

Alvarez:
How do you know? I’m the one who put the boxes in the plane.

Alonso keeps quiet. Alvarez and María Josefa search the room.

Meanwhile, in the city, in the black automobile, the police automobile . . .

Policía:
Hello? Here in car 212, car 212 calling Inspector Ayala. Urgent message for you.

Ayala:
Hello, 212. Ayala here. Continue.

Policía:
Pardon, sir inspector, but we lost the suspect.

Ayala:
You lost Alonso? Damn it! Where are you!

Policía:
Not far from the cathedral.

Ayala:
Do you need someone to help you?

Policía:
No thanks, sir inspector, I can find him. Pardon . . .

Ayala:
Let’s go! It’s not important. If you don’t find him now, I can then stop him tomorrow morning at the airport. I have the number of his flight. But I want him this afternoon. Understand?

For Alonso, in his room, things go bad. Alvarez uncovered the figures and masks on top of the closet.

Alvarez:
Aha! What is this, professor?

María Josefa:
Sir professor: you are an expert, you can surely explain this to us. This is a Mayan object, you think? Where did you find it?

Alonso:
It’s mine. I told you it’s mine.

Alvarez:
Look! and there are two figures more . . . and a vase.

Alonso:
All of that is mine. I found it. I found it. It’s the truth. I swear. I put it in my briefcase. I found it and grabbed it for me
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because Castelli robbed me. Yes, he robbed me in Buenos Aires. He stole my figures. Anyway, I wanted to replace them. I found those and put them in my briefcase.

María Josefa:
You lie. Yes, lie. Eduardo: give me that mask . . . I recognize it. It’s true that you found it but I already recognized it. I recognize because I am me, ME, you understand? I am the one who put it in the crate. You are a liar and a poor imbecile. Where are the boxes? Eduardo: the gun, please.

Alvarez:
Leave it. I’m busy with it. It’s a pleasure . . .

Alvarez nears Alonso and puts the gun on his temple.

Alonso:
Fine . . . I took the boxes from the plane. I took them because Castelli robbed me of my collection. He robbed me like he’s going to rob them from you. Thus, I took them. For to sell them in Peru. Your Castelli is a thief.

María Josefa:
We talk of Francisco, we talk of you. . . . and your boxes. Where are they?

Alonso:
In the airport.

María Josefa:
In the airport?

Alonso:
Yes.

María Josefa:
You have to be completely crazy. It’s a good gift for the Customs. Imbecile!

Alonso:
Enough! Later, I kept some pieces here.

María Josefa:
You are an idiot, Alonso, an idiot!

Alonso:
What do you think? No!; I have an exportation license. I paid an official of the Customs and I have an official license. You see? You are too late.

Alvarez:
No, professor. I think that we arrived exactly on time. You have done us a good work. It’s very good.

María Josefa:
Exactly. Because how you understand, sir professor, we, we have to return to Buenos Aires with the crates. With OUR boxes. And when I said OURS, I want to say Eduardo’s and mine. Because you, you stay here.

Alvarez:
She’s right. You can’t travel with us. You’re a dangerous man. The police already know you.

María Josefa:
What is the number of the flight?

Alvarez:
And the license, the official license of the Customs?

Alonso:
No . . . never.
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Alvarez:
Let’s go professor. He’s going to give it to us. You know why? Because the license doesn’t serve for anything for you. You don’t want it? Then I have an idea. We’re going to make a change. Three boxes for one. You give us the license and three boxes. And we, we give ourselves one box. One big box . . .

Alvarez brings forward the gun.


A big crate for only you!

� I honestly have no idea that this expression means.


� This entire section doesn’t make sense. I’m sure what Alvarez shouldn’t be taken literally but that’s the best I can infer from what he’s trying to say. Perhaps I’m wrong in multiple areas.





