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Los Caminos Peligrosos – Chapter 20 translation


Los Caminos Peligrosos
Chapter 20 – Todos se encuentran
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On board the Mexican Airline plane, flight 852.
Azafata:
Ladies and gentlemen, we have just began to land in the international airport of Ezeiza, Buenos Aires. The local time is 8:24. The temperature is 12 degress.
María Josefa:
12 degrees, you hear? It’s cold in Buenos Aires.
Alvarez:
Perhaps, but I’m very happy to be here.
Azafata:
We ask of you to be seated and keep seat belted until the plane has completely stopped. We hope that you have had a pleasant flight. The captain and his crew wish you a pleasant stay in Buenos Aires, and expect to see you again onboard Mexican Airlines. We ask the passengers to make sure they have all of their onboard items before leaving the plane. Thanks.
María Josefa:
I think we can’t forget anything on board. We don’t have anything.
Alvarez:
Except our minds . . .
María Josefa:
What are in small boxes . . .
Alvarez:
You are an expert, tell me: Did we have a good pilot?
María Josefa:
Better than me!
Alvarez:
But you’re more beautiful.
María Josefa:
Besides, we didn’t just come from San Jerónimo, in the jail, with sergeant Hernandez.
Alvarez:
Without hoping of a barbeque and playing Blackjack.
María Josefa:
Now, to give us a good life. I’m sure that Francisco is going to give us a good commission.
Alvarez:
I expect that. After everything we did for him . . .
Azafata:
Ladies and gentlemen, leave through the door in the front of the plane.
Alvarez:
Let’s go. No more problems. We don’t have to wait for luggage or report anything.
María Josefa:
You forgot the boxes.
Alvarez:
I don’t see Francisco. They allow him to wait for us in front of the Customs?
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María Josefa:
I think so. In any case, I asked him.
Alvarez:
Yesterday, by phone?
María Josefa:
Look, he’s there. He’s there, and he looking for us.
They call him. Francisco see him and run toward them.
Francisco:
Ah! There you are! Everything went well? I’ve been busy! One moment, I’m going to hug you. First you, María Josefa . . . Where have you been? It’s been five minutes that I’ve looked for you.
María Josefa:
We just arrived.
Francisco:
Are you very tired?
Alvarez:
We slept on the plane.
Francisco:
And the boxes? Where are they? You told me yesterday over the phone.
María Josefa:
They’re on the plane. They’re going to take a moment with the luggage.
Alvarez:
And here you have the official Mexican Customs license.
Francisco:
Extraordinary! “Arts and crafts.” And an authorization, my name, to take them. Ah! It’s fabulous
Alvarez:
It was Alonso’s idea. He prepared his hit well. What filth!
Francisco:
María Josefa told me that you had problems with him, no?
Alvarez:
Ay . . .!
Francisco:
And there are the boxes?
Alvarez:
Foolish things! Masks, figures, vases.
María Josefa:
I think we brought a fortune. Alonso took some objects for himself. But he’s out of this . . .
Francisco:
Aha! With that the professor took some things . . .
Alvarez:
He took it all. I took the boxes.
Francisco:
Here comes the first of the luggage. Here comes yours?
Alvarez:
Ours? They’re in Mexico. We left them in the hotel because the police followed us. We passed the night on the beach, and took the plane at the last second.
María Josefa:
You already know. We think they’re lost.
Francisco:
What happened?
María Josefa:
Everything went admirably well. We were a little delayed, but we had four full fuxes. We were on the plane and we left the pyramids bound for Gran Caimán.
Alvarez:
And Alonso, he left in the jeep for Mérida.
Francisco:
Yes, just like we had planed . . .
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María Josefa:
After 10 minutes of our flight, the plane motor began to overheat and failed.
Alvarez:
María Josefa did a beautiful forced landing!

María Josefa:
It destroyed everything, yes.

Alvarez:
He saved the boxes.

María Josefa:
Fortunately, we didn’t get injured. We abandoned the plane and look for a town to call you and tell you that we had a lot of things, but we got delayed.
Alvarez:
It was then that we were stopped.
Francisco:
You were stopped! . . .
María Josefa:
Three soldiers. A sergeant and three solders three days in jail. María Josefa, was it two, or three days?
María Josefa:
I don’t know either. In the jail, the time . . .
Francisco:
Poor friends! You deserve a good commission. And Alonso?
María Josefa:
He went to Mérida. I’m sure that he saw the plane and thought that we had an accident. He found the plane. He told us. And he also said also that he was looking for us, but we already knew.
Alvarez:
Then he took the boxes. Simply . . . He took them and left for Mérida.
Francisco:
And from there, he offered them to Suárez . . . But now WE have them. Look, we took then. They’re these, right?
Alvarez:
Yes. They’re these. These are our four boxes.
Francisco:
Sir! Take these four boxes, please. And let’s go to the Customs.
María Josefa:
What are you going to say?
Francisco:
Above all, I should not pay anything. They’re antiques. The true problem was the Mexican Customs to the exit. But now, here, everything is legal. Come, let’s go through the Customs and I promise you that afterward, let’s go drink a bottle of champagne and celebrate with a dinner.
The pass the Customs. Everything goes well. Francisco Castelli has only to sign a receipt more.

And to enjoy now. Here sir.
María Josefa:
Eduardo! Look!
Alvarez:
What?
María Josefa:
There, in the exit. It’s the police driver from Mérida. It’s him. I’m sure.
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Alvarez:
It’s the same guy that bored the plane. The flight attendant that attended to in the first class cabin.

Francisco:
What’s wrong?

Alvarez:
The police! The police has followed us until here. The man that has a flight attendant uniform from Mexican Airlines, a Mexican policeman.

Francisco:
Are you sure?

María Josefa:
I think so.

Francisco:
But he doesn’t have the right . . .

Alvarez:
Do you see those two people with him? I think they’re Argentinean police.

Immediately, the Mexican police advance to them. The two people accompany him.
Interpol:
Mr. Castelli? We’re the international police.

Francisco:
What’s wrong? What do you want?

Interpol:
We want to know if you are Mr. Castelli. The Mr. Francisco Castelli.

Francisco:
Ah . . .! Yes. I’m him. Why?

Interpol:
Follow us, please.

Francisco:
What are you accusing of? And with what right?

Interpol:
You will tell us.
Francisco:
And who is this flight attendant/
Policía:
Pardon my uniform, sir. I’m the Mexican police and the international police works in collaboration with us.
Francisco:
You have no right to do this to me.
Interpol:
Yes, sir. I have a warrant against you. Here it is. It accuses you for the exportation of illegal art objects of national interest.
Francisco:
And them?
Policía:
Them? The miss Parodi and Sir Alvarez? We don’t have enough proof against them. Not at the moment. They stay free. Besides, it’s you that interest us. We left to travel with the boxes. To be sure and to have proof . . . to find them with you, sir. Besides, I admit that I always wish to visit this beautiful metropolis.
Interpol:
Come. Follow us.
The man that took the suitcases has assisted everything with care.
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Maletero:
And what do I do? And the boxes?
Interpol:
Keep them in the Customs.
Francisco:
Wait a second . . .
Interpol:
Good, sir, keep going!
Francisco:
One moment. I have to pay this man.
Francisco Castelli is up to the man, he wants to give him a bill.
Interpol:
No. Here. Follow us.
The police take Francisco Castelli. Alvarez and María Josefa stay there, alone, without luggage, without anything.
Alvarez:
You see that? Francisco tried to give money to the man.
María Josefa:
Ya?
Alvarez:
Probably to ask him to not return the boxes to the Customs.
María Josefa:
For to give to us? My god! Francisco . . . always the same.
Alvarez:
When I think what’s in these boxes and that it’s a fortune . . .
María Josefa:
He forgot the boxes and came. Come, Eduardo. Let’s go home.
Alvarez:
Ah yes! Really. In the jail, you promised me to invite me to have dinner at your house.
They leave the airport and take a taxi. They go to Buenos Aires, to María Josefa’s house.
Alvarez:
How pretty your apartment is!
María Josefa:
You like it?
Alvarez:
A lot. You have luck! . . . an apartment like this! You have a beautiful view. But I prefer to look at you.
María Josefa:
You’re a sweetheart.
Alvarez:
But I can’t forget the boxes. 
María Josefa:
We have forget everything. We have to celebrate.
Alvarez:
I would like that. But . . . what?
María Josefa:
First, our freedom. I don’t have champagne; but there’s wisky.
Alvarez:
Perfect. Put on a record, you want that?

Yes, we’re free. The police said that they don’t have enough proof against us.

María Josefa:
I don’t think so. We don’t have the boxes in Mexico, nor in Buenos Aires.
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Alvarez:
You remember? Alonso told us that Francisco robbed him.
María Josefa:
Yes. I remember very well. You know? Francisco does a lot of things . . .
Alvarez:
I’m sure that Alonso gave his name to the police to avenge him, and to save himself.
María Josefa:
That’s assured. He didn’t like Francisco. He hated him.
Alvarez:
And you?
María Josefa:
Me?
Alvarez:
You liked him?
María Josefa:
Are you crazy?
Alvarez:
Yet I like him. A toast for . . . our good travel.
Alvarez:
After everything, he wasn’t bad. I never have been to Mexico . . . or in a jail.
María Josefa:
You know what you should say now?
Alvarez:
No.
María Josefa:
“Before, we were in Buenos Aires. But we didn’t know each other. Now, we know each other . . .
Alvarez:
You want to toast to that? I prefer to keep the cup above the table . . . Put your cup above the table . . . Leave to keep you in my arms . . .and to kiss you.
No sooner said than done . . . the cups stayed full and the music continued, continued, always continued
