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                                Where to read from

From inside the fragments of a brain.  Actions are presented linearly on the page, but happen simultaneously on the stage.

They occur where the situations interconnect read spatially, by means of the mechanisms of the visual narrative.(Objects, projections).

These texts should be visualized for the stage from the perspective of an archeologist, behind the ideas( concepts) lie cities  .  .  .Temples to disembowel

Scenic installations
These texts are written for multiple installations that form and disappear, producing the feeling of a mental labyrinth, where ideas, dreams, desires, intersect with a world of plastic and conceptual images, or points of reality that deliver a parallel perception to that of the verbal action described.

_________

THE SPEAKERS:

YOU

SHE

ONE (FEMALE)

HE 

THAT ONE (MALE)

__________

Concerning the characters:  they are speakers, each body assumes different voices  .  .  .there are voices that emerge again from a forgotten body, others that are other peoples’ memories that speak through your body, there are voices that are registers-recordings.  There are disemboweled characters that contain other characters.  There are speakers in the present—from the past and others of desire.

A BEGINNING

The Internal Museum

YOU:  I knew exactly who I wanted to seduce when I bought the lilac shirt with black 

borders, I looked at myself in the dressing room, thinking that someone else observed me.  That was the reason it took me so long to choose between the distressed jeans and the hip-hugger slacks.  Yes, I said to myself, I like this.  And what about the dark green shirt with the cuffed pants  .  .  .  ?

And that’s how I was dressed  .  .  .  not as you see me now, these are the residue, the fragments of outfits destined for different lovers.

She would have smiled at my alpaca sweater.  He, passed his hand over the orange quadrilles.

I would love to speak after death  .  .  .

Crimes surround me, not the ones in the papers, not the ones done with knives.  I know that you understand.  .  .  .

How many times did I sing my siren’s song?  How many people killed themselves with weapons that aren’t punished by any law because of me?

Nurse, nurse  .  .  .  pick up your pen, I’ve got something to tell you.  False, I won’t be able to, besides she’d only think I’m raving.  She would just ring the bell.

I’ll never know if, when I caressed them, this was pleasure, this was love .  .  .

I’m not sick, depressed, blue, or anything with evident existential.  .  .  .

I’m passing the time  .  . .  whiling away the time  .  .  .  a tourist in this city.  Visiting, entertaining myself  .  .  .  a tourist in my life.

Detained in front of every man and woman, visiting as if in a museum, they are what attract me this time round  .  .  .  So, there are museums I never went through, places  .  .  .  I’m going to write you this  .  .  .  “You went to a museum full of embalmed animals”  .  .  .

You took me to the room that least interested you, you knew beforehand that you took me to the gallery of forgetting  .  .  .

I’m certain  .  .  .  that in those, those where I stopped  .  .  .  I never got to the main exhibition, I saw the temporary ones  .  .  .  there wasn’t time, I tell you  .  .  .

I could have stayed in someone forever, enjoying their details, their walls  .  .  .  their eternal kisses.

I’m submerged in my own museum  .  .  .  You’re in luck today, the exhibition is open, you can stroll through the galleries where the pictures are already hung, the sculptures made, the inscriptions on the walls.  The album of my mind in motion  .  .  .  There are forbidden rooms, others that have been demolished already  .  .  .  some that we don’t wish to visit.

Nurse  .  .  .  the brochures  .  .  .  we have visitors  .  .  .  they need the brochures  .  .  .  the headphones with the self-guided tour.  The slides, the post cards  .  .  .

Nurse  .  .  .  I want to saturate myself in your white skirt and disappear.

GALLERY ONE

The Mistake

HE:
I got this video  .  .  .  they’re takes, I recognize a few faces  .  .  .  the places  .  .  .

YOU:
Well, tell me  .  .  .  What’s the mystery?

HE:
You’re in one part  .  .  .

YOU:
Great.

HE:
Has to be edited, you were never in Egypt  .  .  .  Were you?

YOU: 
What’s wrong with you, relax  .  .  .

HE:
It’s you, sailing the Nile  .  .  .  In black and white.

YOU:
I don’t know what you’re talking about, it must be a montage  .  .  .  something creative, a gift.

HE:
Yes, but on the bank, between the papyri, there’s an Arab embracing someone and that someone is me  .  .  .  and I talk to you, speaking with my voice  .  .  .  and I shout at you  .  .  .  Andrés!  .  .  .  Andrés!  .  .  .  you on the Nile  .  .  .  and I run along the bank and you don’t look at me  .  .  .  I’m so happy, it’s where I’ve always wanted to be with you.  It’s the place where I would be able to tell you what without wanting to I’m saying now, here on this frozen floor  .  .  .  Andrés, the video’s my dream, it’s my face suffused with the happiness with which I see myself, but never have.  My body in the sun, burnt, looking beautiful like it never is  .  .  .  It’s the Sahara in the background and the palm trees on the bank, it’s the place she promised but where I wanted to be, there, with you, but it’s no longer possible, because by that point you were already dead  .  .  .  Andrés.


It’s what’s left of my nightmare.  After images of the video.

FROM THE BEGINNING

YOU:  
Nurse  .  .  .  the brochures are upside down, we’ve come in the wrong way, through the last door.  We should have used the one on the right  .  .  .  The one from the beginning.

GALLERY TWO

ONE:  
You shouldn’t donate organs, donating organs is a terrible thing, they can’t resuscitate you  .  .  .  No reason anymore to go to wakes and wait for them to revive  .  .  .  Don’t let them do an autopsy!  Don’t give them your eyeballs!  You don’t have to be afraid that they’ll bury you alive today, you don’t have to build the coffin that opens from the inside, or ask them not to close up the hole until the third day  .  .  .  There aren’t any people beating the coffins from inside now, no vapor on the stained glass of the urns.


And I was frightened for so long, worrying about a last mistake, believing that even though I was gone, I still was  .  .  .  the best thing would be to wake up during the Mass  .  .  .  such panic and happiness at the same time  .  .  .  I don’t fear today anymore.

THAT ONE:  I’m no longer afraid either. I want to go dancing now, Zeba. I’m no longer interested in going out with sluts in their senior year of high school, or with the cashiers from Walmart. Besides, I never dared tell them to show me their clitoris, or what you said was the best  .  .  .   “fuck her in the ass” .  .  .  Even when I did it was by mistake, she said to me  .  .  .  “Oh, that hurts a lot and it isn’t great”  .  .  .   I hate fucking in the car.  Besides, when you took me to whores, she didn’t take off her clothes, neither did I and you, on the bed, to one side, even less  .  .  .  so it was the same as rubbing yourself in high school, you didn’t see anything  .  .  .  “Take your hand away”, she told me, “Leave it to me, I’ll guide you”  .  .  .  I didn’t see anything more than her wide mouth and her teeth stained with rouge  .  .  .  Besides, you only called me because I’ve got a car, so you could fill it with your friends and take off for a party in Puente Alto that was sure to be full of secretaries  .  .  .  Why bother  .  .  .


Maybe I’ll head for the beach, I might see her go by  .  .  .  I hope it rains.  She likes walking in the rain  .  .  .  smiling and picking flowers  .  .  .

YOU:
Why didn’t we have a child who would walk in the rain and pick flowers?

THAT ONE:  Hi, do you want to go to Chiloé?

SHE:
What’s there?

THAT ONE:  Rain, canals, we’ll take the train  .  .  .

SHE:
How?  There isn’t a train.

THAT ONE:  I’ve got chocolate.  Want some?

SHE:
No, I don’t want you to see me eat, it deforms my face, I don’t want you to see how if disfigures me.

THAT ONE:  Me neither, then.  Let’s take the train.

SHE: 
But those canals are in Venice.  It’s late.

THAT ONE:  We’ll sleep there.  On the steps of the church.  


How good it is to wake up, here, cold and hungry, how good to wake up   .  .  .  In Venice  .  .  .  full of canals and museums that I don’t have the cash to enter or want to see .  .  .  I’m more interested than I can tell you  .  .  .  that’s the way it was, with the hot chick, making love on the steps of Santa Sofía, putting my hand inside her jacket, feeling her wet  .  .  .  eating a pizza, dead from the heat, feet soaking on the shore, the, throwing ourselves into it right there.  And then in Greece, nude on the beach, lying across the rocks  .  .  .  sleeping in another church, Orthodox, white  .  .  .  looking down towards the cliffs of the Santorini volcano  .  .  .  (To the audience) Ever done it?

YOU:
But it was on the cliffs of Ios that hate appeared, where we began to kill each other.  Then  .  .  .

HE:
Better to talk to a Dane:  My country is very beautiful  .  .  .  lots of nature  .  .  .  good wine  .  .  .  come sometime  .  .  .  I want to show it to you  .  .  .  no, it’s not like here, people so alone, no family  .  .  .  old people dying alone  .  .  .  There, if someone sleeps in the street, they’ll pick them up, take them to shelter, give them hot coffee  .  .  .  If there’s an accident everyone helps  .  .  .  people are cultured, even a laborer will recite you Neruda  .  .  .People get together in their homes  .  .  .  friends invite you  .  .  .  you don’t have to warn them like here, ask if there’s room in their schedule  .  .  .  there  .  .  .  everyone’s friendly, you’ll like it  .  .  .  Sun all year round, here, you’re stuck with clouds, there aren’t any clouds, the sky’s like pavement  .  .  .  there you ski for a while, and when you get bored, you’re already at the beach.  A sea with waves, not like here where all you get is pluf  .  .  .  pluf  .  .  .  and people don’t live squeezed into places without bathrooms, where you can’t even fit a computer  .  .  .  No, houses with patios, big apartments with a view of the mountains  .  .  .  Come see.

FROM THE BEGINNING II

YOU:
Nurse, you wash me, you rinse my eyes with alcohol  .  .  .  you watch me and don’t talk to me, you smile  .  .  .  you read the chart.  .  .  take my temperature, toss the syringes, cover yourself in green.  .  .  close the curtains  .  .  .  dim the light, even when it isn’t dark  .  .  .  look at your small gold watch  .  .  .  take my pulse, write  .  .  .  Nurse, please open your lips  .  .  .

SHE:
You don’t recognize me, you never recognize me, even if I let down my hair and shake out the coif I don’t wear.  I’m sure you see me wearing a white apron, you don’t see my silhouette walking on the wet cobblestones, you don’t see me bringing flowers  .  .  .  You picked up the feathers in the parks  .  .  .  I harvest winds, it’s me with the pink nipples and hair down to my shoulder  .  .  .  Look, I’m the one with blue eyes  .  .  .  we’re like we were on the rocky shores on the island of Ios  .  .  .  What did we argue about?  It deformed your face, mine, and how we showed our teeth  .  .  .  It was going to be a beautiful trip  .  .  .  as beautiful as postcards written while contemplating the acropolis  .  .  .we stole grapes from the fields and I taught you what an olive was  .  .  .  We were two transparent silhouettes lying nude across the stones  .  .  .  I, submerging myself between the rocks  .  .  .  coming back to see:  my house between the eucalyptus under the sea  .  .  .  my mother’s sad eyes  .  .  .  the melancholy, beautiful days  .  .  .  We’re the ones that escaped from the tv stars on Sábados Gigantes  .  .  .  those who didn’t look at the mountain range like it was a wall  .  .  .  We’re the ones who believed that to write would destroy our daily dialogue.  I’m the one who felt that my clothes stank of urine and the man I loved was a fallen angel  .  .  .  I’m the one who now shines in a star, so that you’ll see me as a nurse  .  .  .  I’ve come to love you anew, not to fill the table with flavors, nor make the bed with embroidered sheets  .  .  .  I came back to find us  .  .  .  you pushed me through an underwater channel and you went by yourself on the Aegean Sea  .  .  .  And now  .  .  .

GALLERY FOUR

I’m Happy

HE:
I comb my hair, I take a shower, it’s three in the afternoon  .  .  .  I’m nervous, I just talked to him  .  .  .  I’m happy  .  .  .  this is what it’s like to be happy,  waiting until seven arrives  .  .  .  Thinking four hours left  .  .  .  washing yourself for someone  .  .  .  taking a good look at yourself in the mirror and finding yourself handsome  .  .  .  imagining the encounter, yearning for his gaze again  .  .  .   yearning for them to see you, to see him  .  .  .  I’m happy.  And if he doesn’t come  .  .  .  and if he calls to say that he can’t right now  .  .  .  I should go out and make some photocopies  .  .  .   he might not come, he forgot  .  .  .  I’ll call him from a payphone  .  .  .  I’ll remind him  .  .  .  No, obsession  .  .  .  how wonderful it is to exist  .  .  .  Santiago’s so beautiful, I love its traffic jams, please let me get there on time  .  .  .  Who will get there first  .  .  .  he will, sitting with his back to me  .  .  .  I’ll surprise him  .  .  .  or nobody will be there  .  .  .  and I’ll have to pretend   .  .  .  with a newspaper or a beer  .  .  .  It’s five, two hours left  .  .  .  he’ll be as happy  .  .  .  smiling  .  .  .  or maybe he’s already had second thoughts and he’ll tell me that he just came for five minutes, then he has to go, he forgot about a friend’s birthday  .  .  .  Then I’ll go type his name into a chat room, looking for/ someone cool, green eyes, one meter seventy, who wants to now  .  .  .  / hello, where are you?  .  .  .  /  Ñuñoa /  I’m here in Bella  .  .  .  / do you want to get together?  .  .  .  /  what do you like? /  .  .  .  thinking it’s him answering  .  .  .  Been here long?

THAT ONE:  Just got here.

HE:
Where should we go?

THAT ONE:  Wherever you’d like.

HE:
I’m happy  .  .  .

GALLERY FIVE

I love Him

ONE:
I love him, I love him, I love him   .  .  .  I don’t want to suffer  .  .  .  Look, Cristian, I love you  .  .  .  but I don’t want to suffer, I don’t want to see you hugging someone else tomorrow, smiling at her like you smile at me, turning your tender cheeks to each other with me greeting you as I pass by  .  .  .  I don’t want you to tell me you don’t have time  .  .  .  that you’ll call me later  .  .  .  I don’t want to wake up in a cold bed  .  .  .  or on someone’s arm that’s not you  .  .  .  I can’t be happy thinking this is over  .  .  .  I don’t want you to shout at me “possessive, hysterical”.  .  .  Nor do I want to spend an entire night saying goodbye  .  .  .  Listening to your reasons  .  .  .  internal  .  .  .  your doubts, all under the cover of something uncertain  .  .  .  And me feeling mature, even giving you advice:  “Do what’s best for you”  .  .  .  “Do what you need you need to do”  .  .  .  So that I remain dignified and fierce in front of you, because I don’t know what else to do and you thanking me for my friendship.  Me, filling the glass with wine, trying to make a longing surface that’s already gone up in smoke  .  .  .  but always with hidden desire  .  .  .  You turn your head and flash, you look at me with the same love  .  .  .  telling me it was all to see how I would react.  And I hit you with the pillow, and you take me by the wrists and remove my clothes with your teeth  .  .  .  and we sweat screaming  .  .  .  I don’t want to think about all of that and never have it happen  .  .  .  That’s why I don’t love you, Cristián.

THAT ONE:  Yes, I understand, you’ve been great for me, but I’m not ready  .  .  .

ONE:  
We’ve always told each other everything  .  .  .  it’s great that you’re so clear.

THAT ONE:  It’s just that  .  .  .  I’ve still got so much to live for, and I don’t want to trick you  .  .  .  That’s fundamental, it’s important to be truthful, with me, with you .  .  .  

ONE:
You’ve met someone else?

THAT ONE:  No, that’s not it  .  .  .  I don’t want to hurt you, but I can’t tell you  .  .  .  I’m leaving because I love you so much that, if we were to see each other in another life I would be born and buried with you .  .  .

ONE:
Well, if you need anything, call me  .  .  .  Wait  .  .  .  (showing a tattoo on her shoulder) It’s a butterfly right where you always bite me  .  .  .  It was a surprise.

THAT ONE:  I’ll bite it  .  .  .  then I’ll go.

ONE:
I’ll turn on the radio, I’ll dance and sing  .  .  .  until dawn  .  .  .  I want to make love to a Palestinian suicide bomber .  .  .


I saw him last night, with his black lock of hair, his come hither look, kissing his Kalashnikov, I’m going, I’ll buy a ticket to Ramallah or Belen  .  .  .  With him, I’ll finally be able to love someone.

GALLERY SIX

A Strange Retelling

THAT ONE:  Hi, I’m Cristián, my friend Cristina wanted to meet you, but couldn’t get tickets; I want to spend the night preparing for your suicide with you, if you want.

HE:
I like Chileans; I’ve got an uncle in Llay Llay  .  .  .

THAT ONE:  Listen, how much time do we have?  .  .  .  Your eyes, if I could only have those eyes.

HE:
I have to wash them, my feet too.  I turned them in already; they’re no longer mine.

THAT ONE:  I’ll help you  .  .  .  I’ll wash mine too  .  .  .  they’re very dirty  .  .  .  the sand, I could give you a massage, oil your body.  Eh?

HE:
Since you’re here, do what you have to do  .  .  .

THAT ONE:  I don’t dare  .  .  .

HE:
I do.

THAT ONE:  Don’t kiss me, I can’t, I feel awful, as if I’m taking advantage of you  .  .  .  Tomorrow you’re offering yourself for something I don’t believe in  .  .  .  everything will be the same, except you won’t be here and I’ll be all alone, desiring you  .  .  .  this is what it means to be frivolous.  Trembling  .  .  .

HE:
It’s the tank treads.  I’m a martyr and tomorrow I’ll be in paradise, I’m happy.

THAT ONE:  I came because I want to be your lover  .  .  .  and I won’t have to kill you because you’ll already be dead tomorrow and I’d like to say  .  .  .  I slept with a Palestinian kamikaze  .  .  .  and be a bit of a hero  .  .  . I saw you on TV  .  .  .  and said to myself:  There’s someone I want to meet.  No, it’s not because you were on TV  .  .  .  How can I explain?  Do what you want with me  .  .  .  put the explosives belt on me  .  .  .  We’ll go get a pizza and when I kiss you  .  .  .  Pow, we’ll go to heaven together  .  .  .  But first, I’ll shave your chest .  .  .  cover you with oil  .  .  .  I’ll wallow in your body  .  .  . just give me your semen.  OK?

GALLERY SEVEN

Events

SHE:
I was going to go out this evening, but I saw you go by and this time I said  .  .  .

HE:
Shall we dance?

SHE:
Let’s dance hard, and talk about everything, he studied film  .  .  .  it’s a good thing I’d just gone for the weekend  .  .  .  And I told him:  I love going to the movies, I cry a lot, I believe the stories.  It seemed like I liked him more  .  .  .  I couldn’t believe it when he began to hug me, he was hot.  And when I felt his tongue, it washed everything away  .  .  .

HE:
I don’t like it here, let’s go someplace else.

SHE:
So, I told him  .  .  .  You’re a good kisser, he said.

HE:
I caught a glimpse of you before; I’d already seen you  .  .  .   

SHE:
You asked me:  where’s the bathroom?  .  .  .  Behind the bar, I told you.

HE:
Yes, the bathroom  .  .  .  I came back but you were with someone else.

SHE:
A friend, nothing more.  Just as we got in the car his friends arrived saying:  


“Don’t go yet  .  .  .don’t run out on us.  .  .  “


I smiled  .  .  .  acting cool, smart  .  .  .  He stopped the car  .  .  .  how that bummed me out  .  .  .  and they talked and talked  .  .  .  and that hot chick took my picture  .  .  .  “Let’s get out of here,” he said  .  .  .  As he drove he began to play with his fingers between my legs  .  .  .  He loosened his jeans and guided my hand toward  .  .  .

HE:
Squeeze it hard.  It’s yours  .  .  .  

SHE:
 We hit a red light.

HE:
Relax, they can’t see anything.

SHE:
I didn’t want to contradict him  .  .  .  just then someone honked  .  .  .  it was Lucas and Susana  .  .  .  They lowered the window  .  .  .


“You’re having a good time” (they said to me).


“A classmate, nothing more”  (I told them).


Uff, he was hard and dripping  .  .  .

HE:
Look what you did  .  .  .  go on

SHE:
“No, not here”.  He stroked my hair and lowered my head

HE:
Don’t worry about it, let’s have a good time.

SHE:
Don’t let it end, please .  .  .  the last thing I saw was the metallic reflection of the snaps on his jeans.  The gearshift buried itself in my skull.  He lay across the dash  .  .  .  Telephones began to ring


--Hello, Susana, did you know  .  .  .  Angela had an accident  .  .  .  yes  .  .  .  I’m telling you  .  .  .  she died”  .  .  .  “They’re sure it’s my girl, they’re sure .  Please tell me it’s not true  .  .  .”


“Hi, it’s Cristián, bad news, Angela  .  .  .  yes, the wake’s tomorrow  .  .  .  They don’t know where yet.”

SHE:
That’s what went through my head.

HE:
Hey, what’s going on?  You fell asleep.

SHE:
But you  .  .  .You’re done?

HE:
Sorry, I couldn’t last and since you were still there  .  .  .  Where are you going?  I’ll drop you off.

SHE:
And you don’t have anything  .  .  .

HE:
Nothing  .  .  .  So, where to?

SHE:
To my house, I’d tell him  .  .  .  I was going to go out this evening but no one called and I started to cry.

FROM THE BEGINNING III

YOU:
Nurse, stop crying, and don’t keep standing there, staring out the window  .  .  .  Leave the room, go somewhere where there’s only happiness.  Don’t you see that the halls will get longer and the exhibition of sadness greater until it will never end  .  .  .  Nurse, enough, dry your tears.

GALLERY EIGHT

Events

THAT ONE:
They told me to call her, that Angela gave great head, and I believed them.  I believed everything  .  .  .  that Christ might appear suddenly  .  .  .  and ask me things  .  .  .  Why not?  .  .  .  even orders to pass my exams, so my mother wouldn’t get cancer  .  .  .  On my knees at Lourdes  .  .  .  I believed it all  .  .  .  thought the Pope was a saint and when I saw him go by  .  .  .  I really choked up  .  .  .  when others were sad, I embraced them, and told them about myself  .  .  .  Besides that I believed that I’d go to hell  .  .  .  Purgatory was the worst, I also believed that I had to help the poor, gave them alms  .  .  .  I volunteered for good works, building houses, singing to the old people in the Hogar de Cristo  .  .  .  I believed them when I entered university  .  .  .  they congratulated me, good job, they told me  .  .  .  I believed it was just a matter of applying yourself and everything would come  .  .  .  I believed my friends when they talked aobut their lives and how well everything went, now I listen to them all  .  .  .  and all I hear is lies  .  .  .  How happy they are with the new jeep  .  .  . how the girl is golden, they’re going to get married; they’re leaving the country because it’s cool  .  .  .  I also believed it was time to go away  .  .  .  believed that their vacations were better than mine  .  .  .  believed them that you had to make love in a threesome, and took it when they screwed me while I was screwing the chick touching the ceiling.  .  .  I did it and believed them  .  .  .  now I only listen to them  .  .  .  I’m a good listener  .  .  .  if you don’t believe in something, you’ll never get anywhere, you have to believe.   .  .  I believed it was best  .  .  .  When we robbed Pedro’s digital camera, I still believed, in rebellion, the rest  .  .  .  I got a piercing and weaved my hair  .  .  .  then they told me I was goth  .  .  .  and I believed it  .  .  .  shouted in the streets for the Minister, the President, the General to get out  .  .  .  I believed in the new candidate  .  .  .  I believed in the tv  .  .  .  the Emcees  .  .  .  the commercials, in them above all, I even believed in video clips and tried to become a rock star  .  .  .  I believed there was no future, and if there were, when I worked, I believed myself fortunate.  I’ve been waiting a long time for someone to tell me something to believe in  .  .  .  but I’m stranded  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
Listen, believe me, I really love you.

HE:
You better be serious, you bastard, or I’ll  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
And he believed it.
GALLERY NINE

From Her

SHE:
Don’t worry, I’m not crying for any particular reason, I’m crying because nothing’s going on in my life, so I think about it and cry, it’s the way I get ready for something to happen.


I cry thinking about all those who’ve died, whose names I have to erase from my calendar, my email, my computer, whose photos I put in frames, smiling on the lakeshore.  I cry thinking about those who were killed, how they were alone in their homes in the middle of Santiago  .  .  .  while other people made love, they had a pistol pointed at their skull  .  .  .  I cry because life goes on and what I’m doing doesn’t matter  .  .  .  I’m crying because I ought to be stupid and happy and laugh just because birds fly.  I ought to be playing guitar by the fire, happy when you cover me with your parka and tell me how much you’d like a house, happy about the child we’d have with my nose and his mouth.  Happy to see the dawn, the sun lighting up the fields  .  .  .  I ought to be happy like a television model, suffering because she’ll make less, because she doesn’t look good on the cover, because they don’t call her a star, worrying because they caught her with her makeup running  .  .  .  I’m crying because I can’t take advantage of the happiness I could have  .  .  .  No, I’m not crying, I’m just letting water swaddle my face so it won’t get wrinkled.

GALLERY TEN

YOU:
Bring Petunias and cover up this shit with flowers, I want my bed in the midst of a garden of Petunias, surrounded by water and filled with black necked swans.  And in the distance, have them plant a forest of birches, tall enough to reach the lookouts and wave at me with red handkerchiefs, so I’ll see them in the distance  .  .  .  .  so that we’ll get bigger from farther and farther away  .  .  .  I want them to see me only from far away.


NURSE, FILL THIS BLOODY LAGOON WITH YOUR WAILS.

GALLERY ELEVEN

From the Afraid

ONE:
Yes, I’m easily scared.

THAT ONE:
Me too.

ONE:
Dogs scare me.

THAT ONE:
I’m afraid they know.

ONE:
The dark makes me shit myself.

THAT ONE:
I’m afraid to kill you.

ONE:
I’m afraid of people at night.

THAT ONE:
You imagine thieves, slicing your face.

ONE:
Silhouettes scare me.

THAT ONE:
No, they frighten you.

ONE:
No, spirits frighten me.  .  .  .  you believe in spirits.

THAT ONE:
Why not, since you’re a spirit.

ONE:
How touching.

THAT ONE:
I don’t scare you.

ONE:
When you look like that, yes.

THAT ONE:
How do you know?  .  .  .  I like to do things passionately.

ONE:
Passionately  .  .  .  how so?

THAT ONE:
Let me tie you up.

ONE:
You’ve seen too many videos.  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
We won’t be alone; I’ve invited some friends.

ONE:
Someone’s knocking.

THAT ONE:
It’s them.

ONE:
That’s enough, Cristián, stop it.

THAT ONE:
Keep quiet; there are four of them  .  .  .  you’ll like them.  It’s a fantasy, or are you too uptight to fantasize?  You don’t like it when they stick things in

ONE:
Cristián, let me go  .  .  .  I’ll scream.

THAT ONE:
Scream and scream again, it’ll excite them.  Don’t you love me?  Or do you think that love is like eating popcorn at the movies in the mall?

SECOND NEXUS

Gallery One—The children’s room

YOU:
Which room are we in?  I can’t see you, you’re not here yet, it’s the little boys’ room, the little girls’   .  .  .  the one with the toys, the electric trains that don’t go anywhere, the talking dolls, your teddy bear, (To the audience) Didn’t you have teddy bears? Sticks to beat them with and see how they fall, dolls to be used in autopsies, the place with sexless dolls, I detest the children’s room  .  .  .  You can hear the parents’ voices; you can hear the sound of false pride and indestructible love  .  .  .  Papa  .  .  .  Papa  .  .  .  nyah nyah  .  .  .  googoo .  The little boy, the wished for future never built.  Poor kids, laying bricks on a house already built  .  .  .  Poor children, invalids, violated  .  .  .  Rich kids  .  .  .  Fat kids.  Girls like their mothers.  Boys as ugly as their fathers.  Kids as happy as their aunts, holy kids, hero kids, wicked kids, hated kids, abandoned kids, autistic kids, cancerous kids, assassinated kids, kids thrown in rivers.  Painted girls, virgin girls, strong girls, hateful girls, perfect girls, pretty girls, arrogant girls.  Famous kids, spoiled kids.  Nervous kids.  I would have liked to have been in nursery school with Hitler—Mother Teresa—Pinochet and the Pope.  With the psychopathic kids.  We’ll have to search the kindergartens, the nursery schools  .  .  .  get rid of them before they grow up.  This little boy will be the love you’ll never have and this little girl will assassinate you  .  .  .  How frightening the future must be.  Let’s get out of the children’s room  .  .  .  I don’t want to remember that I was a child.

ONE:
Don’t tickle me anymore  .  .  .  You know I don’t like it.  Here, I brought you this.  Put it there, by the whirlpool  .  .  .  you’ve gotten spoiled  .  .  .  Hit your little finger, such a stupid little thing  .  .  .  that’s it, leave my skirt alone.  You know what’s there  .  .  .  You’re even looking at me as if I were a toy.  Seriously.  Don’t squeeze me  .  .  .  Yes, yes, I love you.  Yes, up to the sky  .  .  .  Yes, more than the firmament  .  .  .  Yes, I love you, so that people will see I’m not alone, I love you because when we go to the movies you hold my hand, because I have someone to hug me at parties, and when everyone laughs, I laugh with you, because you stroke my back in the metro and everyone sees there’s someone who love me, because when you’re not here I can talk about when you’ll come  .  .  .  and they ask me about you.  And I can strip you bare and say that you’re a great lover, and everyone envies me  .  .  .  And say that I have to go because you’re waiting for me  .  .  .  that I have to get some asparagus because you love it  .  .  .  I love you because I no longer have to wait for someone to love me  .  .  .  And do you love me?  .  .  .

YOU:
You’re such a child  .  .  .

FROM THE MIDDLE I

YOU:
Shut the doors  .  .  .  Lock the windows, close the curtains.  Turn off the TV, the radio, the CD player.  I don’t want to know what they’re saying.  I don’t want them to hear the story of the day or whose face is famous.  I don’t want to know who won a prize, or whose head was cut off.  I don’t want them to tell me what’s happening  .  .  .  which book I have to read, I don’t care if stocks are down, or if there are storms in Colorado, I don’t care if planes blow up, or bodegas burn to the ground  .  .  .  the smoke billowing on the screen or the woman screaming.  Only about the pain in my back and my lack of memories  .  .  .  Do stoplights stop when you suffer?  The garbage man will still go by my window the morning I breathe my last  .  .  .  and my death won’t be more than a disagreeable tic for people going to the office.


Nurse  .  .  .  Don’t let them close the museums on Mondays  .  .  .  Have them bring me my webcam  .  .  .

CHAT ROOM

HE:
I write my profile, read my profile, make up my nickname  .  .  . I’m  .  .  .  modern  .  .  .  cool  .  .  .  endowed  .  .  .  heavy  .  .  .  ready for good sex  .  .  .  now  .  .  .  already  .  .  .  place  .  .  .  interesting  .  .  .  professional  .  .  .  university student  .  .  .  active  .  .  .  latino  .  .  .  hot  .  .  .  hard .  .  .  dark  .  .  .  no lunatics  .  .  .  nobody fat  .  .  .  no street hustlers  .  .  .  no liars  .  .  .  Your best sex  .  .  .  creative sex  .  .  .  looking for 23, 28, 36 year-olds  .  .  .  trios  .  .  .  quartets  .  .  .  toys  .  .  .  dildos.  Bears, teddy bears.  Skinny ones, little dark skinny ones  .  .  .  thick legs, muscular, blond  .  .  .  black  .  .  .  serious  .  .  .  passive  .  .  .  modern.


You like to suck, you like cum  .  .  .  great ass  .  .  .  well endowed  .  .  .  no endless conversations, now, downtown  .  .  .  at 8  .  .  .  I want it now  .  .  .  you’ve got big hands  .  .  .  what do you like to do  .  .  .  what’s your favorite  .  .  .  you’re sweet  .  .  .  where are you  .  .  .  who do you live with  .  .  .  what do you do  .  .  .  do you have a picture  .  .  .  there you are, hi  .  .  .  I want it too  .  .  .  what are you looking for  .  .  .  call me  .  .  .  you’ve got a cell  .  .  .  there you are .  .  .  don’t lie to me, please  .  .  .  I’m at the office  .  .  .  I’m on the web  .  .  .  I’m at my place .  .  .  I’m with a friend  .  .  .  I’m wearing black jeans  .  .  .  a red shirt  .  .  .  short shorts  .  .  .  carrying a green backpack  .  .  .  notebooks in my hand  .  .  .  170-172 kilograms dark clean-shaven-virile, coffee-colored eyes  .  .  .  184, 20 centimeters 75 kilograms great ass  .  .  .  you like to suck it  .  .  .  I’m hard and you  .  .  .  what’re you doing  .  .  .  what will you do to me, how do you like it, what’s your favorite, there you go, turn and turn, I’ll swallow it, I want to suck, I want you to give it to me, let me put it, yes, I’m horny, hot,   .  .  .  yes, it’s okay, besides  .  .  .   you’re discreet  .  .  .  a cool guy .  .  .  you’re fun  .  .  .  I’m friendly  .  .  .  happy  .  .  .  what music do you like  .  .  .  you work out  .  .  .  do you have a camera  .  .  .  let me see it  .  .  .  show me more  .  .  .  take the shirt off  .  .  .  in twenty minutes  .  .  .  in an hour, how will I recognize you  .  .  .  how you move  .  .  .  I’ve got a tattoo  .  .  .  stripped shirt, gray pants, hang on, my sister’s here  .  .  .  I’m hanging up, I’m going to lunch, I have to go, what’s your name  .  .  .  I like your nickname  .  .  .  let’s get together, see each other, hook up, yes, at the kiosk, the exit from the metro, on the corner, at the gas station, in front of the drugstore, in the square, at the bank, but you’re going to come, sure, I’ll just wait five minutes, ten minutes, don’t leave me standing here, I want to meet you, but you’ll come, sure, use a condom, take this condom, well hello hello hi  .  .  .  hi hi hi .  .  .  there you are  .  .  .  marino 24 left the Chat Room 2030.

MEETING ROOMS

YOU:
                     It was great  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
You had a good time  .  .  .

YOU:
                     Yes, relaxed, very  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
You always chat  .  .  .

YOU:
                      When I feel like it.

THAT ONE:
You always use Digital as your username  .  .  .

YOU:
                     No, sometimes Megapenis  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
Oh god, I’m still sore  .  .  .

YOU:
                     You didn’t have any lubricant handy  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
I like it rough.  Not always, with you, yes.

YOU:
                   You’re kind of tight  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
So they say.

YOU:            
And if you don’t like someone,

THAT ONE:
When I see them through the window I tell them to kiss off on the intercom  .  .  .  Shit, ass fucking is great  .  .  .  Ah  .  .  .

YOU:
.  .  .  And he keeps talking and I realize I screwed up, I should have gone with 180, 21 centimeters, dark, green eyes, passing through Santiago.  I’m sure he would have been better  .  .  .  This asshole is a nerd  .  .  .   a nerdy little motherfucker, a med student.  Maybe I can get back online and green eyes will still be there.  I’ve got to get out of here.

THAT ONE:
Why don’t you get yourself a beer  .  .  .  .

YOU:
                   Well  .  .  .  it’s hot and a beer.  .  .  Listen, your dogs are barking.

THAT ONE:
They’re okay  .  .  .  And you, what ‘re you doing  .  .  .  

YOU:
                    What can I tell him  .  .  .  I finished publicity but I don’t like it  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
And what are you going to do now  .  .  .  

YOU:
                     I don’t know , there I am, screwing around  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
I’ll give you my number, we can get together again  .  .  .

YOU:
                     Sure, write it down for me  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
The problem with chat rooms is that the bitches lie a lot  .  .  .

YOU:
                      Yes, it happens.

THAT ONE:
 And they stink, I have to tell them to take a shower  .  .  .  The other day I got a rich hunk  .  .  .  But I grabbed his ass and he had shit stuck to the hairs  .  .  .  

YOU:
                       What did you do  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
Nothing, I kicked him out  .  .  .

YOU:
                      Too much.

THAT ONE:
I prefer to pick guys up off the street   .  .  .  It’s kinkier  .  .  .  You look at them, they look at you, you pass them, you stop at a kiosk  .  .  .  They approach you, you ask for a light  .  .  .  and pow  .  .  .  from there to a motel  .  .  .  it’s cooler  .  .  .  fast, safe.

YOU:
He kept running his mouth.  I got up to go, but first I scored, grab the door and suck me off for the last time  .  .  .  “You’re still horny”.  I told him, I’ll close the door and turn off the phone  .  .  .  a nut walked a dog in the street, I stood up to buckle my sandal, I looked at him, he turned, approached  .  .  .  I didn’t like him, I took off  .  .  .  That’s the way it is, it all builds up, the things people say  .  .  .

THE ROOM OF SENTENCES

HE:
Filthy Indian, asshole nigger, what a shitty bastard, what a lout, tacky little thing, an ordinary old man, a hot chick, your mediocre friend, slippery asshole, poor faggot, crazy social climber, tricky old guy, silly girl, horrible fat woman, wrinkled old prune, feeble horserace, fallen breasts, sunken ass, lack of a waist, a cretin wouldn’t go after her.

ONE:
What a marvelous bunch, what a handsome child, your son-in-law’s so amorous, your son’s taking her, I adore the country, I love the beach, what a beautiful family, your house is wonderful, the country’s a fright, your dessert’s delicious, it’s a shame about the poor, misery’s atrocious, I love your hair, your garden’s great, come over tomorrow, come over this evening, your granny’s good people, you have all the luck, mine’s a mess, I’m throwing her out tomorrow, school’s great, your friend’s superfluous, a beautiful mass, the priest’s a dear.

SHE:
Her husband hit her, they left her pregnant, he was in jail, he sells joints, sleeps with chicks, his house is ugly, child thieves, horrible guy, tightass bitch, doesn’t talk to anyone, you’d think she was dead, doesn’t have any education.  The car’s stolen, a bus hit him, locks up the kids, doesn’t wash his clothes, pays the soldier, bastard druggies, without direction, badly dressed, screws over the neighbor, runs down the country house, doesn’t pay the installments.  Stinks of the kitchen.

THE LABRYINTH ROOM

HE:
Flags make the best bags.  You take the four corners and all at once you have a “look”, you see?

YOU:
And what do I have to do to have a “look”?  Dye my hair?  .  .  .  Earrings make me panic.  Tattoos make me afraid.  Short hair doesn’t suit me.  Whatever I do  .  .  .  I don’t like it a minute later.

HE:
Where were you?

YOU:
I crossed the Pyrenees on foot to find you  .  .  .  They wouldn’t let me through the borders  .  .  .  And you’d be at the café by the Opera at 5PM and I will not arrive  .  .  .  I’m climbing the Pyrenees  .  .  .  They don’t see me  .  .  .  I cross the border, see the Spanish sea, run between the goats  .  .  .  There  .  .  .  I arrive.

HE:
I waited for you, you didn’t arrive, I thought you’d left  .  .  .

YOU:
I went to buy a book.  For the trip.

HE:
No, you abandoned me.  The book was a lie and you left me there in the café, and the hours passed.

YOU:
There were lots of books and I didn’t find any history  .  .  .

HE:
I had two beers, smoked ten cigarettes  .  .  .  You never came  .  .  .

YOU:
Where was I going to go?  I went back to the hotel and your things weren’t there.

HE:
Yes, you’d already left me.

YOU:
I thought you’d taken the boat and I ran along the dock shouting your name.  And the boat sailed away.  I called to the captain and told him I was looking for you, that surely you were at the railing preparing to dive, thinking about finding me.  I described you; they looked for you amongst the passengers.  They didn’t find you and I saw you drowning.  In the middle of nowhere.

HE:
No, I was here, with my beers, waiting for you to come.  I don’t have a bag anymore.  Look what happened to the flag.  I used it as a towel, something to remember you by.

YOU:
I went to the morgue, the police.  I searched all the metro stations.  I told them what you looked like a hundred times.  I climbed a thousand staircases and asked if you’d registered at every boarding house  .  .  .  The city was big.

HE:
Come on  .  .  .  Where would I have been, but here?  This was the place where we came for the first time  .  .  .  It was the only place I could be  .  .  .  Even now there you are, leaning against the railing.  I felt your noise in the bathroom.  And there are the same sounds from when we thrashed around in the bed  .  .  .  I didn’t leave, I waited for you.  Look at the sheets; they’re soaked with piss.  There’s shit on the floor.  I couldn’t leave because you could come  .  .  .  I haven’t eaten in three days.  Moreover, they’re talking about you on the radio, listen   .  .  .  Don’t stick your head out the window, the cars going by  .  .  .  It’s them, the ones who are looking for us.

YOU:
I’m the one looking for you  .  .  .  stupid.  Here I am.  And on the ship you know what’s going to happen  .  .  .  we can’t get on board.

HE:
It’s getting late; we’re already on board  .  .  .  look how the lights from the port slip away.  It’s hot  .  .  .  and the sea is thick like gasoline.  There’s the island on the horizon.

YOU:
It’s a trick; this boat isn’t taking us to any island.  Let me go.

HE:
You don’t see  .  .  .  I only want to protect you  .  .  .  come, let’s go.  We’ll save ourselves; we’ll jump.  Come.

YOU:  Don’t let go of my hand.

HE:
Save us, Andrés  .  .  .  they want to kill us  .  .  .

YOU:
Don’t you see it’s nighttime.  Don’t you see those two there down below, in the waves  .  .  .  We’ll disappear and all we’ll see is a boat moving away  .  .  .  we’re going to kill ourselves  .  .  .

HE:
We’ll be together  .  .  .  we’ll save ourselves; we’ll swim  .  .  .

YOU:
Please, don’t push me and don’t let go of me.

HE:
They’re going to kill us here.  Them, the ones in uniform  .  .  .  they’re talking about us  .  .  .  they want to liquidate us  .  .  .  they know we’re queers  .  .  .  Come with me, Andrés.

YOU:
This place is moving  .  .  .  this place is turning.

SHE:
You didn’t want to come towards this side.  It seemed to be water, it looked like the sea  .  .  .  you never understood the signals; you had to look at the sky.  You had to think you were an atom.  As if we were in the middle of the ocean.  As if you didn’t know where you were, as if we’re part of something twinkling in black space.  Look, I’m filming you from someplace you can’t see me.  Believe me when I tell you I’m in another galaxy and you’re no more than a point of light.  What can happen to a light submerged in light?  We were happy so many times.  I’m here, with him.  You just let go of my hand.

HE:
We’re waiting for you  .  .  .  Nothing’s over when you transcend your body  .  .  .   Your body no longer makes you happy  .  .  .  let it go  .  .  .  They’ll kill us just the same.

SHE:
I would have thrown myself in with him.

YOU:
I’m going with my sisters, my mother, the boat’s coming on Río Guayas, here come the canoes filled with bananas and little people. The boat breaks the coffee colored water of the Guayas and the mangrove thickets don’t let them see the land.  I throw them money, they dive for it, they yell at me, I throw another coin.  And I go through  .  .  .  I come up again, with the coin between my teeth  .  .  .  Now take it from my lips, it’s sweet water  .  .  .  It’s tropical  .  .  .  feel the taste  .  .  .  Do you like it?

HE:
Yes, it’s like cacao.

THE ROOM OF BEING

YOU:
I saw them in the distance and I imagined them, they crossed in front of me and I did get to ask them, because they could have been.

ONE:
I saw you from afar and I imagined you.  You could have been the one who showered with me in the afternoons and soaped my back, the one who spread my legs and licked my pussy for hours with your tongue, you could have been the one who ejaculated in my face, bite my breasts and hit me in the face.

THAT ONE:
I imagined you from afar and came closer, you could be the one who took off my clothes, the one who sucked my cock while I sucked yours, you could have been the one who I turned against the wall and penetrated, while I bit your neck.

SHE:
I saw you from afar and imagined you, you could be the one to listen to my stories, entertain yourself with my eyes, accompany me on trips, you could be the one I invent each day.

HE:
Why can’t I bring you a tray full of tostadas and chocolates and we’ll go to bed smiling while the kids come running and lie at our feet while we enjoy the stories, the humor and the movies on the screen?

ONE:
Why can’t we be those who spend whole afternoons looking at cruise brochures, choosing the cities we want to wander on the maps?

HE:
Why aren’t you the smiling granny who brings me the paper, and refreshes each morning with her ingenuity?

ONE:
Why aren’t you the crossing guard who tells us to stop and protects our lives with your red stop sign and then turns it to green and greets us as we go by?

HE:
Why aren’t we the ones who get up each morning to see how the wheat grows in the field, looking at the sky so it won’t cloud over, while spreading food on the ground for the geese and ducks?

ONE:
Why aren’t you the one who drives the subway every day, seeing a light that invades you and fills you with grateful faces in every station?

HE:
Why aren’t you president and you put me up in your palaces and we greet the people every morning?

YOU:
Why isn’t everything already in the present, since I won’t be here tomorrow?

THE DESERT ROOM

YOU:
I didn’t record it, I didn’t film it, we didn’t take pictures, I don’t have anything with which to fill this space  .  .  .  there aren’t any records, I’d have to invent an installation, put pieces of my body in a juicer alongside his, with neon lights recalling the ones we stopped beneath, with pieces of asphalt where our tracks were imprinted.

THAT ONE:
We went to the desert, that’s what happened.

YOU:
Yes, we went to the desert.

THAT ONE:
To see ourselves little  .  .  .  .  in order not to see ourselves  .  .  .  to be cacti and hug ourselves with our thorns  .  .  .  and it was good  .  .  .  they stuck in well and marked our bodies with tattoos  .  .  .

YOU:
We’ll have to fill this room with sand  .  .  .

THAT ONE:
And guanacos  .  .  .  so they can watch us  .  .  .  

Here, there’s a letter left, it’s not signed, it hasn’t been addressed.

---I’ve got a present in my mouth for you; I can’t just give it to you anywhere  .  .  .

YOU:
I feel like putting out the light for a moment.

X’S ROOM WHO DIES

YOU:  The batteries for the headphones are dead, I open the newspapers,

walk through the streets, lie down in the parks, see the people and I don’t know, why die?

HE—ONE—SHE—THAT ONE:


Die to get to heaven


Die of pure dignity


Die for ideas that diminish as you go


Die so that you won’t see how your body dies


Die so that she can claim the insurance


Die so that your spirit haunts the side of the road.


Die because others also die


Die to become a martyr


Die climbing a hill


Die from being born


Die defending your wallet


Die for tourism


Die because nobody loves you


Die to find the future


Die to keep a secret


Die to save a country

YOU:
To die, if only living convinced me.

ROOM APART

ONE:
I hope he’ll come close, to feel his breath.  I’m waiting for him, there he comes.

YOU:
I approach, but I’ll touch her leg to surprise her, to see if she’s there.

ONE:
I stroke his hair.  Squeeze his skull  .  .   .

YOU:
I twist her hair.  And I’d fall asleep like that  .  .  .  Each of us thinking about the other  .  .  .  about where we are.

ONE:
And my eyelids close, so I can see him inside  .  .  .

YOU:
I reply.  I open my eyes and smile.

ONE:
I see him smile and my lips part, stretch, my teeth appear.

YOU:
We laugh  .  .  .  About what?

ONE:
His laughing face appears.

YOU:
She sees my smile, sees that I am  .  .  . holds out her arms.

ONE:
I hold out my arms, enfold him  .  .  .  My eyes close again  .  .  .  I find his smell, breathe it in.

YOU:
I bury her head in my neck and look around us.

ONE:
I feel so good that I’m scared.

YOU:
I can’t tell her:  I’m sick, I won’t tell her, I’ll go away, making it all dissolve, like everything.

ONE:
I need his lips, his humid mouth.

YOU:
It’s too late, I didn’t say anything at first, I can’t say it now.

ONE:
Now I know how to die.

YOU:
I know she knows I love her, I know she’ll know why I left her one day.

SUICIDE ROOM

YOU:
Don’t see the edge  .  .  .  look at the sky  .  .  .  Don’t see the path, see the clouds, don’t think you’re falling   .  .  .  think you’re climbing  .  .  .  running from the bottom.  Everything they gave you at parties or you bought in stores, is looking at you.  You’re already in the air  .  .  .  Either you use gas, or draw letters with your slit veins, with a pen, a pencil, in envelopes, on math papers, composition sheets, a page from memo books, with the same starting date.  What are they saying?  .  .  .  Nothing  .  .  .  They’ve already said it all  .  .  .  Why don’t they leave me a letter?

SHE:
I went back to Venice, where you took me.  I strolled beneath the bridges and saw how it got orange on the canals as light fell  .  .  .  I sent you a postcard  .  .  .  Not the one with the gypsies  .  .  .  The one that said I’d return  .  .  .  to the northern roof  .  .  .  I couldn’t stain the waters  .  .  .  My body was too ugly to float on them  .  .  .   you were late in arriving.

YOU:
We arrived; I stopped before, on the beaches, in the ruins.

SHE:
You can’t live by the mountains  .  .  .  it was all a lie  .  .  .  and the lie wouldn’t let me breathe  .  .  .  It was night and everything was still lit up  .  .  .  it was summer.  Women in bikinis on the beaches, tanned men playing with their little shovels  .  .  .  I took the train that ran along the seashore  .  .  .  watching the tracks alongside where we walked  .  .  .  where we lay happily on the dunes  .  .  .They ate ice cream and inflated colored balls  .  .  . through the window  .  .  .  lookouts, barbed wire  .  .  .  prisoners lined up and they came covering themselves in tanning cream  .  .  .  how could you think that I could live in this country?  .  .  .  There, in Valparaíso Street I decided to buy the rope  .  .  .

YOU:
I arrived  .  .  .  on the bus to find you weren’t there   .  .  .  I follow, to erase what you wore  .  .  .  you know.  Now I’m on the beach playing with little shovels  .  .  .

SHE:
I saw you searching the Internet to find out how to do it efficiently.

YOU:
Besides, I looked for the doctor in the book that told you how  .  .  .  I didn’t find anything.

SHE:
You measured the length of your car, the width of exhaust pipe.  You thought about the color of the hose  .  .  .

YOU:
I parked in the country, tranquil  .  .  .  with the radio playing.

SHE:
You practiced in the kitchen, lying down, with the oven open  .  .  .  looking fixedly at the greasy light bulb  .  .  .

YOU:
He was the one who gave me the idea  .  .  .  I told him you’re going to the gym  .  .  .  And, of course, I believed you, that you’d bought the towels for the bathroom  .  .  .  I found them rolled up  .  .  .  soaked, stuffed under the doors  .  .  .  so the gas wouldn’t escape through the cracks  .  .  .  Professional.

THAT ONE:
I know, you don’t have to imitate me  .  .  .

YOU:
I liked it when we made love  .  .  .  on the floor  .  .  .  You had good ideas  .  .  .  Why not copy them?  I also heard you when you did it with others.  It all ended really well  .  .  .  Let’s leave it there.


The parrot shrieked and I couldn’t break down the door and the gas oozed into the pores of the cement  .  .  .  And there you were, spread out on your bed with the note.


I remembered the first time.

THAT ONE:
Where, in the disco?

YOU:
No, the first time you turned the knob  .  .  .  and I hit you so that you’d open your eyes.

THAT ONE:
Yes, and I asked you, where am I?

YOU:
In heaven, stupid, and I hit you harder.

THAT ONE: 
But you only wanted to know how it felt, if I didn’t change my mind and turn off the gas  .  .  .  And I told you nothing, only tranquility.

SHE:
I said it in the stripes on the walls in my room, I told it to you in letters  .  .  .  I told you about it when I robbed the supermarkets  .  .  .  I told you about it next to your photos of them looking at my cadaver.

YOU:
I want to go with you  .  .  .  so you can push me through the underwater cliffs  .  .  .  to see again through your eyes  .  .  .  what I can’t see any longer today  .  .  .  So I can feel your skin and do what I never dared to do.

HE:
So slow.

YOU:
And you  .  .  .  How crazy, laughing, hugging me  .  .  .  celebrating the plebiscite like in Roman times  .  .  .  You, while everyone celebrated.  You, laughing with death in your backpack.

HE:
Yes, I was laughing  .  .  .  Stop talking; you’re swelling up  .  .  .  Besides, there’s no need to open that door.

YOU:
They left her alongside.

SHE:
It’s dark and you can’t see the exhibition.

YOU:
Everyone out, don’t let anyone in  .  .  .  the brochures don’t explain it well anymore, dust covers the colors, the lighting is insufficient, and we haven’t built the exit.  There are photos that haven’t been developed, people who haven’t’ arrived, or who enter and disappear, the nurse who never existed, I should go to my display window, there are too many rooms and I’m tired of crossing them, besides, they aren’t real and they don’t talk about what I feel.  Who told you this was a museum?  .  .  .  There was a history exam yesterday, but  .  .  .

1973

ONE:
The president’s palace no longer white, smoke pours from its windows, the door and the cast iron grills are burnt.  There are crushed cars  .  .  .  thick grease on the sidewalks and shadows of bodies stamped in the cement.  You can’t go downtown.


Don’t put the radio on, there’s only music you don’t like  .  .  .  run  .  .  .  and climb the stairs; take the posters down in your room  .  .  .  the university’s closed, there aren’t classes tomorrow, don’t go to the police, don’t get near the detectives, don’t ask the patrols for help, don’t run to Congress, don’t make denunciations in the courts.


Fill the bathtub with water, cut your hair.  No, it isn’t New Year’s, don’t drink that champagne, smile at those who smile, don’t look at those who are absent  .  .  .  


Burn your books, your papers, your pictures  .  .  .  Throw out the volunteer bracelet; put the Virgin back up over your bed, the bullets in the night aren’t roman candles.  Bathe yourself in the midst of smoke.  Don’t open the windows or respond to knocks on the door.


There are people with orifices in their eyes.  There are bullets that cut through brains, bayonets through chests, there are people lined up along the rivers, against the walls, alongside their graves  .  .  .  there are people with broken hands; teeth pulled out, absent fingernails, there are people without bodies, or the beauty of the morning.


Let them lock you in the closet and let your impotence drown you  .  .  .  


The nights are long and no one sleeps.  Grab him, by the arm, so they don’t take him in his pajamas  .  .  .  Scream; accept the punches  .  .  .  .  It’s the last time you’ll touch his hand.  Make the most of it; don’t let it go.  Don’t believe in his calm, don’t believe he’ll be back tomorrow, make the most of it, it’s the last time you’ll feel his arms.


Don’t spend time with those people anymore  .  .  .  get on your plane; don’t look back  .  .  .  Don’t call on the phone; don’t write sad letters.  Don’t answer calls  .  .  .  Don’t give food to the prisoners.  Ask them their names and be silent.

ROOM OF DOUBT

YOU:
I shouldn’t be here still; no one should hear me now.  Quickly, to the room of forgetting, where everything disappears.  The place where the moon returns to only a star, where the Earth is no more than a planet and where people have only recently been born.  Because that’s what happens and what stops happening.

WHAT HAPPENS AND STOPS HAPPENING

HE:
Why did I have to pick up your body?  .  .  .  pull back the sheets bathed in alcohol, get mad because the beers had rolled around on the wood floor and you kept sleeping when it was already six in the evening?  .  .  .  Why did I have to open your closet and cast aside your clothes, empty your drawers that were still in order, when there wasn’t anything left in their place? Why did I have to, naively, believe that you were sleeping when, in reality, you were looking at me from death and had stopped talking to me, believing that you were there?  .  .  .  Why did we insult each other when you already knew that you were saying good-bye?  .  .  .  


Why did I have to see when the electricity made your body jump?  To see if you managed to come back to life for an instant and tell me that you were only scaring me  .  .  .  .  So that I’d live in your absence for a second.  Why did I have to take the elevator to the twenty-fifth floor, knock on the door, refuse coffee, to let them know you were dead?


Why did I have to choose your coffin and look for the sunniest spot in the cemetery, choose the shirt, the suit, when you knew I had no taste?  Why did I have to see you laid out on a metal slab in the morgue?  When I only knew your body lying in the sand.

ONE:
That afternoon, I, while I changed my compact and you arranged your things, had to tell you that we should talk, how was I to know that the phone would ring just then, and I only heard the knock on the door, when I came out to look for you you’d already gone, and, so I wouldn’t keep stewing in my own rage, I left too.  How was I to know that while you strolled the avenue, I walked along the sidewalks and we crossed without seeing each other?  Then I went to the movies and felt like it was us, who, hugging, ran to protect ourselves from the bullets.  I came back happy to find you, to tell you.  But there was only one car parked, and they came out to receive me and hug me knowing that it wasn’t my birthday, and they squeezed me so hard that I cried.  How was I to know that the last I’d see of you was a noise at the door and your socks thrown at the side of the bed and that this afternoon I’d have to live what I’d never thought?  How was I to know that June 24th should have been wiped from the calendar so that we could have met the following day and nothing ever would have existed?  How was I to know that I didn’t have to answer that call, just stop you before you left, and tell you the trip was going to happen, that I didn’t care about the mosquitoes in the jungle?  How was I to know that your absence was going to be forever?  I’m burning the photographs because I don’t dare burn myself.

THE LAST

SHE:
There are days I follow you, see how roam the streets and places where your mind stops.  There are times I stop your hand and seed you with a path of signals.  There are afternoons I enter your mind and converse with you in the midst of the reefs.  There are nights I accompany you in danger, and detain you in thresholds.  That’s how I take care of you, not by curing your sadnesses, nor the anguish in your sojourn.  There are days I see how you cloud over and don’t see the signs along the way.  There are times that I seed your ideas with doubts so that you don’t realize a single one of them.  But there are times you’re stronger in your desires and I can’t stop what happens to you.

YOU:
Close the doors, leave the emergency lights on, the exhibition is over, my feet are frozen and my hands on fire, don’t let my family know, I couldn’t take my mother’s tears on my shoulder, I don’t want to hear my brother’s quivering voice, nor feel the compassionate caress from my brother-in-law, I don’t want to see chattering jaws, nor listen to throats spouting nervous sentences.  Don’t let my friends know; don’t let them bring me their helpful smiles, nor their pupils dilated with courage.  Nurse, don’t let the earth know.  Just you and me.


Tell them, yes, I heard them calling me, yes, I heard the phone ring  .  .  .Tell them that I sailed the ocean, that, yes, I fell into the waters, tell them tomorrow my nick won’t be on the Internet, tell them it was me in the video in the desert and I’m not dead, tell them that’s what happens and that’s what stops happening.  And that my desires are only fragments

SHE:
Don’t worry; I’ll feed the spiders.










THE END
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