PAGE  
5
Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 16


Los Caminos Peligrosos

Chapter 16 –
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Night has fallen; the tropical night. A warm and sweet night. The sea is calm, the sand smooth. The moon, full and round, has put itself above the palm trees. Alvarez and María Josefa pass through this “postcard.”
María Josefa:
How beautiful it is!
Alvarez:
And I, I find you yet more beautiful.
María Josefa laughs.
María Josefa:
More beautiful than the moon?
Alvarez:
More beautiful.
María Josefa:
How come I’m closer to you?
Alvarez:
No. Imagine . . . Imagine that you are up above there, in place of the moon; and that the moon is here on the beach. Then I’m going there to look for you.
María Josefa:
You’re adorable.
They walk along the beach, along the sea, they go until the palm trees.
María Josefa:
Look, look at the moon’s light through the palm leaves. You see them? They form black and white lines on the sand.
Alvarez:
Lines . . . like a zebra. (laughs) Remember? Remember the sergeant’s story? That one of the zebra that was found with the bull?  
María Josefa:
You’re less romantic than a moment ago. (laughs and hugs him)
Alvarez:
Let’s pass the night away here, under the palm trees. You want to?
María Josefa:
Yes.
Alvarez:
Let’s go to bed . . . here, look. I’m going to make two pillows out of a bed of sand. You’re going to see. It’s going to be marvelous and very comfortable. You don’t seem to be more happy here than in the hotel?
María Josefa:
Yes.
Alvarez:
In any case, it’s safer.
María Josefa:
Yes . . .
Alvarez:
But, what’s wrong?
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María Josefa:
With me? Nothing.
Alvarez:
Yes. I know it. [It’s something.]
María Josefa:
No . . .
Alvarez:
I know you very well, and I know that [it’s something]. I respond to you only: “yes, no”. What is happening?
María Josefa:
I don’t know.
Alvarez:
You know it. But you don’t want to say it. Listen, María Josefa: We two both understand each other, no? You can talk. What is wrong? You’re thinking of something. Tell me. What is it?
María Josefa:
I’m a little sad. That is all.
Alvarez:
Sad?
María Josefa:
Fine . . . suffering, if you prefer that.
Alvarez:
You suffer? Is it me? Did I do something bad?
María Josefa:
No. It’s not you. For the contrary. You . . .
Alvarez:
Me?
María Josefa:
Listen; Eduardo. I think of Alonso.
Alvarez:
Ah! . . . That’s it!
María Josefa:
Yes. I don’t like this fact. You know very well. But after everything, he’s in pain and . . .
Alvarez:
There isn’t any thinking in him. We should think only of ourselves.
María Josefa:
I think that I believe in us. Because they left us, WE left them that hurt us.
Alvarez:
It was an accident. I didn’t do it on purpose. The gun shot by itself. I swear.
María Josefa:
Yes. And if he’s dead?
Alvarez:
No!
María Josefa:
Or if he’s going to die?
Alvarez:
I repeat to you that it’s nothing serious. It’s only his shoulder. María Josefa, I beg of you . . .
María Josefa:
You may be right. But I don’t know . . .
Alvarez:
That is it. We don’t know. And what? What can we do?
María Josefa:
I don’t know
Alvarez:
Yes, you know. You have an idea. What is it? Return to the hotel and see him?
María Josefa:
Yes
Alvarez:
You’re crazy!

María Josefa:
Return to the hotel and be busy with him.
Alvarez:
No, María Josefa, no. I forbid you. I flat out forbid you. You are good, you’re generous. But what you’re doing is insanity. We can’t do
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anything for Alonso to be dead or not. I don’t want to believe me?
María Josefa:
Yes, Eduardo.
Alvarez:
Listen: returning to the hotel is insanity. There is no doubt that he was able to ask for help. The owner of the hotel can care for him surely. And she can call the police. You see then? If we return to the hotel at the same time in the police’s hands.
María Josefa:
Yes, I know that . . . I know that . . .
Alvarez:
Besides, I assure you that he isn’t hurt; seriously, I want to say. It’s only his shoulder. We have to forget Alonso. He’s a scoundrel that deceived us. Yes or no?
María Josefa:
Yes . . .
Alvarez:
You see? We are first. Us.
María Josefa:
I know it. But I suffer.
Alvarez:
Forget your pain. Forget everything. Think of one thing: passing the night away here, calmly. Tomorrow: tomorrow morning, we take the plane to Buenos Aires. At Buenos Aires, what do you owe yourself? And 12 hours after we’re there, you and I, with the objects worth a fortune, millions.
María Josefa:
Millions. Yes, I know it. Give me only a kiss, only one . . .
Alvarez:
No “only one”. For you, millions. And here is the first . . .
In the Las Palmas hotel, in his room, Alonso recovers consciousness. He examines his shoulder. He bleeds heavily. He gets up. He falls against the door.
Alonso:
(he calls) Miss . . . Miss!
Ama:
(far away) Yes? What’s going on?
Alonso:
Get here! get here quickly, please . . .
Ama:
(far away) I’m busy. You can’t wait two little minutes?
Alonso:
No. You come here. I beg of you.
Ama:
I am . . . But . . . What do you have? Blood! My god! There is blood everywhere.
Alonso:
I’m hurt. In my shoulder.
Ama:
Quickly! You have to return to your room, please.
Alonso:
I can’t. You have to help me.
Ama:
I can’t. You’re too heavy.
Alonso:
Help me. You have to help me.
Ama:
Fine. Let’s go . . .
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She helps him to enter his room. She closes the door. Alonso climbs on the bed.
Ama:
But, what happened?

Alonso:
A bullet.

Ama:
Was it your friends?

Alonso:
Yes. My friends . . .

Ama:
I’m going to call the police.

Alonso:
No, please. Don’t call the police. I don’t want the police here.

Ama:
Neither I want the police in my hotel, but . . .

Alonso:
No, I repeat no. You cure me and I will go tomorrow. I promise you. I’ll go tomorrow. But don’t call the police.
Ama:
Fine. It’s okay . . . But what a thing! Finally . . . let’s. I agree. I’m going to busy myself with you . . . I can’t leave you here. Wait a moment here in the bed and I will return.
Alonso:
Where are you going? You’re not going to call the police right?
Ama:
I don’t think so. I promise you. I’m going to look for something necessary to cure you. I have to have something to cure you, no?
Alonso:
Fine. Hurry quickly.
Ama:
I will return.
She leaves the room and returns after some minutes.

Here is all that you need. Stay there lying down. I’m going to watch the pain. The bullet is still in your shoulder. I’m not a surgeon. I can’t take it out. I’m going to clean it. Fine . . . I’m going to try . . . Aha! It’s already a little clean and it bleeds less. Does it hurt?

Alonso:
I hurts less now. I thank you. I thank you dearly. You are very nice.
Ama:
One moment. I’ve almost just finished.
Policía:
(far away) Is there someone here? Is there someone here?
Ama:
What now? Ah! The customers you know. Sometimes . . .
Policía:
(far but shouting) Is there someone here? Is there someone here?
Ama:
Everything here angers me. Wait a second. I’m going to see what’s going on. I will return soon.
Alonso stays in his room. He closes the door and goes down. A man waits for her at the reception.
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Hello, what’s going on? What do you desire? Police? But, . . . What’s going on?
Policía:
Nothing really. I don’t know yet. But you can help me.
Ama:
Help you? How?

Policía:
I followed a man this afternoon and I lost him. He fled.

Ama:
Fine . . . It’s not my fault!

Policía:
He’s not here by any chance is he? I have looked for him in various hotels.

Ama:
I have various customers, but . . .

Policía:
His name is Alonso. Juan Alonso. Is he here?

Ama:
Alonso? No . . . There isn’t anyone here named that.

Policía:
Are you sure?

Ama:
Absolutely. If you don’t believe me, you can look in my book. Here. Here it is. You can make sure.

Policía:
They should have given a false name. It’s a man of 60 to 75 years. Grey and white hair. Not very tall. Peruvian. Do you recall someone like that?
Ama:
No. Besides, I don’t have any Peruvians here. There is a Spanish person; but not any Peruvians.
Policía:
Thank you very much then. I’m going to another hotel.
Ama:
I’m sorry I couldn’t help you. Bye. Good bye.
Policía:
What do you have on your sleeve? Blood?
Ama:
Yes? I haven’t seen it.
Policía:
Why not?
Ama:
Ah! It’s nothing. It’s nothing. It’s my husband. He cut himself. He cut himself from his shaving blade.
Policía:
Did he shave at midnight?
Ama:
I’m not sure. It’s been two hours, or three. I don’t know! I won’t explain how. He told me: “I cut myself, help me.” That is all.
Policía:
Aha! Then you cured him and you’re stained your sleeve with blood. You say two or three hours it happened?
Ama:
Yes . . . I think.
Policía:
But this blood is fresh. This just passed. Let’s go, miss. Tell me the truth.
Ama:
I already told it to you.
Policía:
No. The proof: this stain of blood on the sleeve is fresh. I arrived at your hotel. I called various times. I wait two or three minutes and later, you left from a room, really or not?
Ama:
Correct, so what?
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Policía:
And you live here in these rooms? I’m not sure, miss. Your apartment, your room, your kitchen, I see them from here. They are behind the reception desk, not on the second floor.

Ama:
Fine. What is it that you want? I have a little bit of blood on the sleeve. And what? It’s not a crime.

Policía:
No. But you lied.

Ama:
Me?

Policía:
Let’s go and see. Take me to the above room. I want to greet your husband and see if this poor man is fine. Come, miss. We’re going to greet him. Follow me, please.

