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Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 15


Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 15 – El abrazo inesperado
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The professor Alonso’s room in the Las Palmas hotel.
Alvarez:
It’s true. You can’t travel with us. You’re a dangerous man. The police know you.

María Josefa:
What is your flight number?

Alvarez:
And the license, the official Customs license?

Alonso:
No . . . never.

Alvarez:
Let’s go, professor. He’s going to give it to us. You know why? Because now the license doesn’t serve him anything for him. You don’t want it? Then I have an idea. We’re going to make a change. Three boxes for one. You give us one the license and three boxes. And we, we give you one box. One big box . . .

Alonso brings forward the gun.


One big crate only for you!

Alonso:
No!

María Josefa:
Hurry, yes? Listen, Eduardo: we have to do something. I’m going to call Francisco and tell him where the boxes are.

Alvarez:
The flight number.

Alonso:
No.

Alvarez:
Fine. If you don’t tell me the flight number, then give me the license.

Alonso:
No.

María Josefa:
Eduardo: Do what you want; but we need that license. We have to warn Francisco immediately. If not, Suárez is probably going to receive the boxes in Buenos Aires.

Alvarez:
Suárez . . . you know him?

Alonso:
No.

Alvarez:
Yes! You called him on the phone.

Alonso:
Me? No!

Alvarez:
Enough! Where is the license? I want it, you hear me? and now.

Alonso:
No.

Alvarez:
You infuriate me. Talk of the license. Where is it?
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Alonso doesn’t respond.

María Josefa:
Fine: let’s look for it, and find it, Eduardo . . .

Alvarez:
What?

María Josefa:
Look through his pockets, his pants, his jacket.

Alonso:
No. Leave me.

Alonso rises. Alvarez throws himself on him. They fight. Alvarez has the gun in his right hand; he beats Alonso with his left. Alonso, for his part, used two hands, but he isn’t young. He fights well obviously. Alvarez puts his hand in Alonso’s jacket. Alonso loses balance. He falls. Alvarez, who has his hand in Alonso’s pocket, falls on him. In this moment, the gun shoots accidentally. Alonso yells loudly.

María Josefa:
What a disgrace!

Alvarez:
But I didn’t do it on purpose. The gun went off. It’s the shoulder. Only the shoulder.

María Josefa:
Look for the license. There is no doubt he has it.

Alvarez looks in all of his pockets. Finally, he finds two pieces of paper.

Alvarez:
Look: here he has it. I think this is it. Look.

María Josefa:
Yes, it is. Official Customs declaration. Four boxes. And here is the authorization of the Customs.

Alvarez:
Terrific! An official authorization?

María Josefa:
Nothing less. And read here: “Contents”: crafts.

Alvarez:
With this, there isn’t any problem. Nothing foolish professor . . .

María Josefa:
Yes, but its done to the name of Alonso. We have to change the name to remove the boxes from Buenos Aires, you understand?

Alvarez:
No. We shouldn’t change the number. If you do it, it’s forgery. We need a declaration, permission from Alonso. What do you call it? A . . .

María Josefa:
Authorization?

Alvarez:
Yes. Alonso’s authorization that says we can remove the crates from Buenos Aires in your name. Professor . . .

Alonso:
I beg of you, leave me, leave me already.

Alvarez:
Get up. I’m going to help you. Get up and sit up on the table. 
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Alonso:
(with a painful voice) Ay, careful. It hurts. Ay!

María Josefa:
He bleeds, he bleeds a lot.

Alvarez:
It’s not this moment he’s busy with along with us. First we have to busy him with the license. Alonso: take out a pin. Write.

Alonso:
I can’t. I can’t.

Alvarez:
Yes you can. Write.

Alonso:
Where?

Alvarez:
On the license, at the end of this sheet. Write: “I, the above-mentioned, Juan Alonso, authorize . . . Continue: . . . authorize María Josefa Parodi y Eduardo Alvarez . . .

María Josefa:
One moment, Eduardo. “Authorize Francisco Castelli.” I prefer this. Afterward, the crates are Francisco’s and furthermore if we don’t pass something . . .

Alvarez:
Fine. I also prefer that. “ . . . authorize Francisco Castelli . . .”

Alonso:
Oh, no! Not him!; I can’t.

Alvarez:
Yes! Write: . . . “Francisco Castelli to claim in my name . . . the three boxes that I sent . . . to Buenos Aires . . . with the present declaration . . . Signature: Juan Alonso.”

Alonso signs and passes out above the table. María Josefa rises to him and examines his shoulder.

Alvarez:
Come, María Josefa; we have to leave from here.

María Josefa:
What! Alonso is half dead.

Alvarez:
But no! It’s only his shoulder. It’s not serious.

María Josefa:
He bleeds. He bleeds tremendously. We can’t leave him here.

Alvarez:
And we can’t stay here. . . What do you want to do? Call the police? an ambulance?

María Josefa:
I didn’t say that. I only said that . . .

Alvarez:
And I said to you that we have to leave immediately. The police follows him. And if the police arrived and found us here, we’re screwed.

María Josefa:
Yes, yes. I know that . . .

Alvarez:
Let’s go, let’s go now. We can’t stay here. It’s too dangerous. Come! No, not by the door. The owner of the hotel can come. Let’s leave from here; through this window.

Alvarez leaves first. He goes and calls to María Josefa.
(further) Jump already. Jump to me. Jump!
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María Josefa jumps. Alvarez catches her in his arms. Only in his room with his head above the table, Alonso weakly asks for assistance.

Alvarez and María Josefa flee. They run.

They walk now to the street in the city’s suburban. They look for a phone, a post office.

At home, in Belgrano, Francisco Castelli wait news of their friends. He can’t promise always, promises more and lies to Suárez. Furthermore, he has to know what happened in Mexico. He has to know if María Josefa is going to call him or not.

María Josefa:
Finally! There you are. I stamped it.

Francisco:
Hello, Castelli speaking.

María Josefa:
It’s me, Francisco. I have news.

Francisco:
Finally! What’s happening?

María Josefa:
We found the boxes. Good . . . not yet, but . . .

Francisco:
How? You have them, or not?

María Josefa:
No. But they leave tomorrow on flight 852 Mexican Airlines.

Francisco:
What flight did you say?

María Josefa:
Wait a second. I’m going to check . . . Eduardo: look at the flight number on the license.

Alvarez:
Mexican Airlines flight 852. It leaves tomorrow at 10:30 in the morning.

María Josefa:
Yes. That’s it. It’s flight 852. Listen now: the boxes arrive in this flight with an official license.

Francisco:
Incredible! What did you ask for that?

María Josefa:
I can’t explain it now. Not by phone. We had a small problem with Alonso. Are you sure that you’re understanding well? The boxes arrive on flight 852 and so will we as well. We yet don’t have reservations but . . .

Francisco:
Perfect. I’ll await you at the airport. And tell me: besides that, is everything going well?

María Josefa:
Yes. Good; mm . . . I don’t know. We have problems. I can’t explain them by phone. I wait that . . . if we can hide ourselves during the night, there isn’t a problem.
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Francisco:
Fine. I wish you good luck. Thank you. And see you tomorrow at the airport.

María Josefa:
Yes, Francisco. Yes. See you tomorrow.

María Josefa explains to Alvarez that she talked to Francisco.

María Josefa:
I’m tired. What are we going to do?

Alvarez:
I don’t know.

María Josefa:
Where can we go?

Alvarez:
Not to a hotel in any case.

María Josefa:
I ask how Alonso is.

Alvarez:
It’s not serious. It’s only his shoulder. Besides, we should busy ourselves with only us. We have to pass through the night in some part, calmly. And tomorrow morning, we have to make reservations on flight 852. We have to wait until morning. Until a moment before exiting the plane.

María Josefa:
What would you want? I’m exhausted. You don’t see a taxi ever in these parts?

Alvarez:
A taxi? You’re crazy! The taxi drivers are gossipy like old people, above all with the police. No; without thinking to take a taxi. Us, two strangers, at night, in Mérida’s suspicious suburban area.

María Josefa:
Yes, you’re right. Not a taxi. Where do we go? Have you seen a hotel around here?

Alvarez:
Neither thinking in the hotel. Neither tax nor hotel. If the police are looking for us . . .

María Josefa:
Yes, . . . the police . . . I ask that if the police . . .

Alvarez:
The police, what?

María Josefa:
I don’t know, Eduardo. I don’t know.

Alvarez:
I know what you think. You think that Alonso asked for help, called the owner of the hotel and that girl called the police. Yes, perhaps you’re right. It’s possible. O told you already we can’t go to a hotel. Let’s go, come, let’s walk and pass the night away on the beach. The night is warm. Come!

They walk in silence. María Josefa returns to Alvarez.

María Josefa:
How come you shot him?
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Alvarez:
I didn’t do it on purpose. It was an accident.

María Josefa:
You shot and . . .

Alvarez:
. . . and . . .

María Josefa:
A now he is going to tell.

Alvarez:
Ah! I see. He’s going to accuse me because I didn’t kill him.

María Josefa:
No, Eduardo. Not that.

Alvarez:
You’re scared. That is all. You’re full of fright. And I am annoying, you understand? I have had enough problems with you. I don’t need your accusations and your foolishness. Look here! The boss of the expedition . . . dying of fright.

María Josefa:
Yes. I’m scare. I confess that. I feel it. Yes, I only feel pain for the shoulder. You don’t understand, evidently. You don’t understand because you’re A MAN, a hard, brave man yes! But nothing of sadness, of pity . . .

They stay silent.

An automobile comes up the street and come to them.


Hug me. Take me in your arms.

The doubt. She throws herself in his arms.


Hold me tight. Hug me, idiot! Stronger I tell you! Like a loved one. Like a man! It’s the police . . .

Alvarez holds María Josefa tightly in his arms. The hug. The police car slows down. Alvarez puts María Josefa a hand above the man and on the back of the neck, and hugs again. The automobile stops a moment. The police smile and continue on.

María Josefa:
You see?

Alvarez:
I see, what?

María Josefa:
What this served.

Alvarez:
Yes, what served well enough.

María Josefa:
The loved ones are always innocent!

Alvarez:
Yet when do they kill?

María Josefa:
(with laughter) Nevertheless, lets not do that.

Alvarez:
No. You’re right. Not now. Come, let’s go to the beach and pass the night there, above the sand. You and I. You want to?
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She makes a confirming signal.

Wait . . . Hug me. There isn’t a police car around but hug me. You want to?

María Josefa:
Yes, Eduardo. Yes I want to. It’s perhaps the last thing good that we can do.

They hug. This time, María Josefa doesn’t have to say to hug her stronger in his arms.

--END--

