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Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 17


Los Caminos Peligrosos
Chapter 17 – El perro Amarillo
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In his room, Alonso waits for the hotel owner to return. He hears voices and now hears steps on the stairway. The woman isn’t alone. Who is with the woman? He’s scarred. It takes an effort. He gets up and goes toward the door. The steps are just about at him. He opens the door with the key. The footsteps stop. Silence . . . Later he hears hits at the door.
Policía:
Miss, your husband shut your door with the key, no?
Ama:
I don’t know . . . I don’t know.
Policía:
Let’s go! Enough! Open the door.
Ama:
I don’t have the key.
Policía:
Open it.
Ama:
You’re going to break everything.
Policía:
Open it then. It’s simpler.
Ama:
Open! It’s me.
Alonso looks out the open window. The others have left through there. But the others are young. Besides, he is hurt. Alonso puts himself to bed and waits. The maid calls. The police gives terrible blows to the door. Always more and more stronger. The door opens under the police officer’s blows, who sees Alonso in bed, remembers him and throws himself on him.

Ama:
Can you be more careful? He’s hurt.
Alonso:
Ah you! Stupid . . .!
Policía:
Now no escaping, señor Alonso.
Alonso:
You idiot, yes: you are unfortunate.
Policía:
Let’s go, let’s go.
Alonso:
Are you happy now? You found me. O, for better, I sold myself. How much did I pay for this?
Ama:
No. It’s not the truth. He came here. He came to the hotel. I oblige. I didn’t say to him anything.
Alonso:
How much ah? How much?
Ama:
How come you said that? He didn’t pay me. I didn’t say anything. Even tried to . . .
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Alonso:
Ah yes . . .!

Policía:
Enough! Besides, you are mistaken. She told the truth. Yes. You told the truth. To me, she lied. She told me: my husband is up in this room.
Ama:
It’s true, sir, it’s true. You did everything possible . . .
Policía:
Let’s go. No more sentimentalities. I have stopped you here, Alonso. Follow me.
Ama:
But he’s hurt. Something has to be done.
Policía:
Yes. I’m going to take him to the hospital. Can you walk?
Alonso:
Yes, I think. I’m not sure.
Policía:
Doing it is possible. I help him. Let’s go, on foot, please.
Ama:
Have value, sir; have value. You believe me now? Please, tell me what you believe.
Alonso:
There on the dresser is money.
Ama:
No! I don’t want money.
Alonso:
Take it. For the room. Also for the damaged door. It was my fault.
Ama:
No thanks. I don’t want anything.
Policía:
Come, let’s go down.
Ama:
Be careful with his shoulder, please.
They go down the stairs slowly. The police walk Alonso to the automobile. The automobile departs and leaves behind the Las Palmas hotel. The police take out his radio-phone:
Policía:
Hello? Here is automobile 212 calling Inspector Ayala . . . Here car 212 . . . to you. . . . Yes, inspector sir. I have him. He’s stopped. He was in a small hotel. Here I found him. But he’s hurt . . . No, no; he was hurt when I arrived. A bullet in the shoulder. Then I take to the hospital, no? . . . Yes. He was alone. To the hospital, no? . . . I take him safely and there I interrogate him. Very well
Alonso:
You told him that I was alone. Why?
Policía:
Because you were alone, right?
Alonso:
Yes But why did you tell him that . . . ?
Policía:
We’re going to interrogate you later.
Alonso:
It’s true that miss . . .?
Policía:
Yes. Really. I was downstairs. She was down. She told me some stories . . I saw blood on the sleeve. She told me that her husband was hurt. She told me that you were her husband.
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Alonso:
Are you going to arrest me?

Policía:
We’re going to do that to you afterward. Now we’re going to the hospital. It’s more urgent.

The police accelerates and the car goes off at full speed on the streets of the city.

Alvarez and María Joesfa are still in the beach. They have to wait for day. The moon, that was above the palms, has gone down behind the trees. But it is still night. They have thrown themselves on the sand. Suddenly, María Josefa gets up?
María Josefa:
And the gun?

Alvarez:
why?

María Josefa:
You didn’t leave it in Alonso’s room, right?

Alvarez:
No. I have it here.

María Josefa:
We shouldn’t stay with him. We had to jump.

Alvarez:
Yes. You’re right. I’m going to do that surely.

María Josefa:
Where?

Alvarez:
I’m going to hide in the sand, don’t you think? I’m going to make a hole in the sand. A big hole.

María Josefa:
I’ll help you. Is this good?

Alvarez:
No. Deeper. Like this. This is good.

He throws the gun in the hole. Later, with his hands, they return to throw sand to fill the hole
Alvarez:
It’s ready. It was a great idea. Now, at least, we can be calm, without the gun, without boxes to our name. Since . . . they’re to Alonso’s name.
María Josefa:
I expect that he hasn’t talked. But if I was in his place, I would ask myself if . . .
Alvarez:
Look! What is that?
María Josefa:
What?
Alvarez:
In my pants.
María Josefa:
It’s blood. Are you hurt?
Alvarez:
No. I’m not.
María Josefa:
Then, what is it?
Alvarez:
It’s Alonso’s surely.
María Josefa:
How?
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Alvarez:
I don’t remember well. I had time tight, He fell, I fell on him. He was already hurt . . . We were on the ground. I was on him. With my knee on his shoulder. It had to be there.
María Josefa:
We have to clean that. We have to remove the blood.
Alvarez:
Blood . . . I don’t think it’s going to be easy.
María Josefa:
We have to remove it. Try with water from the sea.
They go and cross the beach. They tray to wash the blood with water from the sea.
María Josefa:
It does seem to be removed.
Alvarez:
No.
María Josefa:
Yes. Look . . .
Alvarez:
No. You see it less because it has water. It seems to have erased, but it’s there.
María Josefa:
Yes. You’re right. Ah . . . everything was easy, so beautiful! It was nearly . . . it was nearly how if were already in Buenos Aires. And now, with this blood, if the police search for us . . . if the police se this blood en your pants . . .
Alvarez:
Let’s go, dear. It’s not serious. Some more hours and we are in the plane.
He hugs her.

María Josefa:
My god! I’m scared!
Alvarez:
Where did this dog leave? Get him, dirty animal! You’re going to get it, right? Miserable!
Alvarez raises his hand. He throws sand at the dog and he flees.
María Josefa:
My God! Where did that animal leave to?
Alvarez:
He wasn’t here a minute ago. Suddenly, he appeared barking like crazy. But it seems that he left.
The dog runs along the beach towards the palm trees. Suddenly, he stops.
María Josefa:
No, look: there he his.
Alvarez:
What is he doing?
The dog scratches the sand. He’s making a hole


The gun! He found the gun. The scum!

El perro scratches.
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Alvarez takes María Josefa’s hand and runs to where the dog is.


Scram, you filth!

The dog scratches. The gun that is just below the sand is now at the bottom of the hole.

María Josefa:
It’s a police dog.
Alvarez:
No. No. Scram!
Alvarez tries to grab the gun, but the dog defends the hole. Alvarez takes sand in his hand and throws it at the dog who is now surrounded by Alvarez and María Josefa.
Alvarez:
What is this animal doing?
María Josefa:
We have to get him from here. He could be a police dog.
Alvarez:
No. If the police were here . . . But no. It’s a dog that was walking by here, no more no less.
María Josefa:
And that stopped us. We have to get it.
Alvarez:
If you want. It’s going to be dawn soon.
Alvarez throws rocks at the dog. The dog is yellow with a dark stain on his back. He flees; but quick stops and returns. He returns towards them.
Alvarez:
Come!
María Josefa:
No.
Alvarez:
You don’t want to get it.
María Josefa:
No, Eduardo. I can’t.
Alvarez:
Come, I tell you.
María Josefa:
Oh! This dog! . . . This dog!
Alvarez:
You’re not going to cry, no?
María Josefa:
We are better, you and I . . . But . . . this dog! And everything besides it: Alonso’s hurt. The police. And the dog continues barking. What are we doing here?
Alvarez:
We’re waiting for the plane to Buenos Aires.
María Josefa:
How optimistic!
The dog is close.


Scum!

María Josefa takes a rock and throws it. The dog flees but returns and comes closer.
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My God! You don’t understand? They’re going to grab us. The police already have us.

Alvarez:
That is not a police dog.
María Josefa:
What’s the difference? It’s here. He’s going to wake up the world. Someone is going to see us and going to warn the police. Kill him!, Kill him!

Alvarez:
What? Shoot? Yes, this is going to make noise and wake up the world.
María Josefa:
Let’s leave from here. We have to leave immediately. Listen, Eduardo: we have to abandon this, save ourselves, leave the city. Yes. That’s it: leave the city now.
Alvarez:
And Francisco? And the boxes?
María Josefa:
You’re grateful that we’re serving Francisco. He’s not here. Here, their fate isn’t the horrible yellow dog and the plice. No. We have to leave from the city, and not by plane, by bus. We can send the Customs license through by mail.
Alvarez:
By mail? He’s going to take a week, no? Impossible. María Josefa, listen . . . you’re depressed. You’re tired, probably. But we have to return to Buenos Aires with the boxes. You and me. You want to?
María Josefa:
Yes. You and you.
Alvarez:
Good. Let’s return to Buenos Aires. Let’s take the plane quickly and after 12 hours from now, we’re in Buenos Aires. You called Francisco, no?
María Josefa:
Yes. I think I have.
Alvarez:
And you told him that we’re on flight 852. With the boxes . . . Good? We have to return to Buenos Aires with the boxes. And afterward, we can take our money. Francisco owes us, I think . . . with or without the dog.
In the hospital, a doctor cures Alonso. He is calmer now. He’s settled in an office chair. The police interrogate him.
Policía:
Fine: what happened? Who did you shoot? Who injured you? Who is with you?
Alonso:
No one.
Policía:
Are they Peruvian? Who are they? Who did you shoot? You know. It’s very easy.
Alonso:
I don’t know.
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Policía:
You don’t know? Since, we, we know a lot of things. But there has to be something we don’t know. Who shot you? Why? You’re going to talk finally? Who is with you? Ah! If you were less stubborn!

