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  Foreword




  The Royal Court Theatre has been involved in an exchange with new writers in Spain over the last six years. In 1993, Andalusian playwright Antonio Onetti took part in the Royal Court International Summer School, our annual residency for emerging playwrights and directors from all parts of the world. He worked on the translation of his new play with directors Roxana Silbert and Mary Peate. In 1995 David Planell and Antonio Álamo joined this new wave of young Spanish playwrights. As Álamo said at the time, ‘The word is becoming respectable again.’




  In March 1996, the Spanish newspaper El País published a leading article about the new playwrights proclaiming a new found energy and enthusiasm among young theatre writers. The British Council then funded a research trip for the Royal Court to explore a creative exchange between playwrights in Spain and Britain. Playwrights, directors and artistic directors in Madrid, Barcelona and Seville convinced us we were at the beginning of an important and innovative dialogue about new writing for the theatre.




  We returned with over a hundred plays from Spain and formed a reading committee at the Royal Court. We then selected six plays for a week of rehearsed readings of new plays from Spain and commissioned translations of the plays into English from Spanish and Catalan. The plays in this volume were chosen for the ‘Voices from Spain’ week of rehearsed readings at the Royal Court in April 1997. We were looking for new plays from Spain which were original, contemporary, challenging and diverse. Each writer travelled to London for the rehearsal of their play. The translator attended rehearsals with the playwright to work with actors and the director on the first reading of their play in another language.




  This project was jointly funded by the European Commission Kaleidoscope Programme and the British Council. The British Council also enabled playwrights and directors from Spain to travel to London for the reading week. The enthusiasm and commitment of all the Spanish practitioners involved made it possible for the reciprocal exchange of British writers in December 1997. Nueva Dramaturgia Britànica was produced at the Sala Beckett in Barcelona, at the Cuarta Pared in Madrid and at the Centro Andaluz de Teatro in Seville with plays by nine Royal Court playwrights translated into Spanish and Catalan:




  

    

      	

        * Sarah Kane


      



      	

        Reventado (Blasted)


      

    




    

      	

        * Phyllis Nagy


      



      	

        Desaparecida (Disappeared)


      

    




    

      	

        * Rebecca Prichard


      



      	

        Essex Girls


      

    




    

      	

        * David Greig


      



      	

        Europa (Europe)


      

    




    

      	

        * Jim Cartwright


      



      	

        Yo Lamí el Desodorante de una Furcia


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	

        (I Licked a Slag’s Deodorant)


      

    




    

      	

        * Meredith Oakes


      



      	

        Fe (Faith)


      

    




    

      	

        * Stephen Jeffreys


      



      	

        El Llibertí (The Libertine)


      

    




    

      	

        * Kevin Elyot


      



      	

        Aquella Noche con Luis


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	

        (My Night with Reg)


      

    




    

      	

        * Jez Butterworth


      



      	

        Mojo


      

    


  




  All the writers were invited to Spain to attend the rehearsed readings of their play in either Spanish (Castilian) or Catalan.




  The Royal Court Theatre has been the home of new theatre writing in Britain since the English Stage Company under George Devine took up residence there in 1956. The Royal Court’s impressive international repertoire included new plays by writers such as Samuel Beckett, Bertolt Brecht, Max Frisch, Jean Genet, Eugene Ionesco, Arthur Miller and Wole Soyinka. Since 1993 the Royal Court has placed a renewed emphasis on the development of new international work and partnerships now exist between innovative theatre writers and practitioners in many different parts of the world. Spain is the most comprehensive programme because it embraces both senior writers emerging through exchange and the development of young playwrights. Enthusiasm from our Spanish partners has allowed many ideas to flourish.




  Onetti, Álamo and Planell showed there is energy among new writers in Spain. We are delighted that since they first attended the Royal Court International Residency, other playwrights and directors have taken part: Chiqui Carabante, Beth Escudé i Gallès, Borja Ortiz de Gondra, Mercè Sarrias, Juan Mayorga, José Ortuño, Andrés Lima and Carlota Subirós Bosch.




  This initiative has also inspired a new generation of Spanish translators of new British plays. Playwright Antonio Onetti translated Meredith Oakes’ Faith, Antonio Álamo translated Sarah Kane’s Blasted, David Planell translated Rebecca Prichard’s Essex Girls and Borja Ortiz de Gondra translated Phyllis Nagy’s Disappeared.




  I am thrilled at how much has been achieved since the project began. The Royal Court produced the English premiere of David Planell’s Bazaar in the Theatre Upstairs in November 1997. In Spain, Phyllis Nagy’s Disappeared opened at Cuarta Pared in Madrid in April 1998 and My Night with Reg opened in Valencia in November 1998. The Royal Court and the British Council are planning a future programme in Spain of some of the Royal Court plays in Spanish and Catalan and the next `New Voices from Spain’ is scheduled for 2000 in London.




  In autumn 1998, playwright Sarah Kane, director Mary Peate and I had the opportunity to work with some of the most promising new playwrights in Spain, finalists in the recently created Miguel Romero Esteo Prize for young Andalusian playwrights. The young writers were particularly inspired by working with Sarah Kane. Tragically, Sarah Kane died on 20 February 1999. The following month the group presented readings of the plays they began with her as a special tribute. They continue to work together.




  Young playwrights in Spain have been very impressed by the new British plays they have read in the Spanish translations. We hope the plays in this volume will be treated with similar enthusiasm.




  Elyse Dodgson




  Royal Court Theatre, London










  




  Introduction




  The six playwrights in this volume contributed to a resurgence of new writing for the theatre in Spain from the mid 1980s onwards. The previous generation had championed physical theatre and visual spectacle, but by the late 1980s there was a renewed interest in plays, both twentieth-century Spanish classics and plays by living writers. By the mid 1990s, there was enough interest in new plays for a new generation of playwrights to have emerged across Spain, produced mostly in smaller theatres.




  Spain produced more new plays in the 1990s than in previous decades. The first reason for this was a reaction against pioneering physical theatre companies who had dominated the Spanish theatre scene in the late eighties. Second, there was a reaction against auteur directors which was happening across Europe. Third, there was exposure to innovative European playwrights through international festivals. Finally, there was simply curiosity about what a new text-based theatre might be; Ernesto Caballero, playwright and teacher, expressed this as ‘a need to discover what is theatrical in the word’. In 1993 playwright José Sanchis Sinisterra (then artistic director of La Sala Beckett in Barcelona) stated: ‘It seems to me that theatre writing is going through an interesting, hopeful time. After the imperialism of directors and the apogee of gesture, image and group theatre, we’re going through a period of questioning theatricality through writing. Today it is the author who is beginning to show the way ahead in theatre’.1




  Incentives to young playwrights included prizes for new writers, such as the prestigious Marqués de Bradomín, set up in 1985 (first won by Sergi Belbel), and the Calderón de la Barca prize. Artistic directors started to produce new plays despite a perceived financial risk. José Sanchis Sinisterra at La Sala Beckett in Barcelona and Guillermo Heras of Centro Nacional de Nuevas Tendencias in Madrid produced new plays by young playwrights and both set up writers’ groups to help develop their work. Through the 1990s playwrights placed themselves at the centre of theatre production. Some writers began to direct or produce their own plays. Of the writers in this volume, Antonio Onetti, Sergi Belbel and Paloma Pedrero are also directors, and there are other examples of writers who directed their own work in the face of a lack of interest from directors. Playwright Juan Mayorga is a member of El Astillero, a group of four writers who help each other develop, produce and publish their own plays.




  These plays were selected by a group of readers on behalf of the Royal Court Theatre to reflect something of the diversity of contemporary theatre writing in Spain but from the perspective of British theatre. We searched for plays by men and women from different parts of the country. We were looking for the best and most diverse group of young writers emerging in Spain.




  Sergi Belbel (born 1963, Barcelona) is a Catalan playwright, translator, director and lecturer who writes in Castilian Spanish and Catalan. In his Caresses (Carícies, 1991) he draws on the structure of Schnitzler’s La Ronde: a chain of duologues, where each character appears in two consecutive scenes in a different relationship. Belbel creates an overview of society through a range of ages, professions and attitudes. He presents recognisable characters and relationships and then overturns our assumptions about them. Relationships are often ambiguous: the characters avoid the issue or play out different roles. A little boy is merciless, streetwise and ready to mug a destitute old man, but then naive and sympathetic. This reversal of perspective on character unsettles and surprises, evoking a precarious world of unstable identity, random relationships and lack of social structure. Belbel creates a cold and cruel world. Relationships breed resentment and hatred, people are ruthless, almost savage. Characters feel pain and inflict pain: they long for a gentle world but lack understanding, love or the ability to communicate. A fragmented society leaves everyone exposed, raw and isolated. With Belbel, the world is brutal, but the tone is ironic. Caresses is surprising and witty, and the language is vivid, playful and rhythmic.




  Lluïsa Cunillé (born 1961, Badalona) writes in her mother tongue, Catalan, although she too has written in Castilian Spanish. In Roundabout (Rodeo, 1992), Cunillé abstracts character into archetype. Characters are nameless and described only by their relationship to the protagonist: friend, brother, father, client, woman and other client. Cunillé drains this world of colour: local reference and idiom are almost entirely absent, the setting is a featureless office. Social interaction is mundane: a pointless existence which stirs an aching desire to break out. ‘She’ is cool and taciturn, which provokes nervous chatter in others. There is only one scene in which she speaks inconsequentially and at length: with ‘Woman’, who unnerves and distresses her. For Cunillé, minimal language is a protest against fiction, rhetoric and self-deception. With precise and patterned language, any deviation, detail or generalised emotion becomes charged with significance.




  Paloma Pedrero (born 1957, Madrid) is a playwright, director and actress. Her early play Wolf Kisses (Besos de Lobo, 1987) is set in an imaginary village in central Spain in the early 1970s. Romantic love, a rural setting and a classical narrative infuse the play with a fairy-tale quality. Ana returns home from boarding school in the city. In conflict with herself and her environment, she searches for identity and love. She overcomes resentment of her father, finds friendship with Luciano, a homosexual local boy who is treated like a village idiot, and waits to be rescued by her lover. She struggles against her family and a claustrophobic, narrow society but achieves a degree of self-knowledge and liberation. Pedrero creates a gentle, poetic tone for this modern fairy-tale, which offers some glimmer of hope despite the fleeting nature of love.




  Antonio Onetti (born 1962, Seville) is a playwright, teacher, screenwriter, actor and director. Onetti’s Bleeding Heart (La Puñalá, 1991) shows two characters on the edge: Lady Marlboro (La Winston), a transvestite who runs a sweet and cigarette stall, and Malacara, a homeless pickpocket. The setting is specific: a small square in Seville, during the early hours of Wednesday of Easter Week. La Winston is a social outcast because of her homosexuality and her transvestism, and yet she is a devotee of one of Seville’s adored Virgins, La Puñalá. By setting the play during Easter, Onetti throws into relief the contradictions of a traditional Catholic society which at once includes and excludes its misfits. Onetti highlights the conflict between Lady Marlboro’s fervent spirituality and her mercenary sexual dealings with Malacara. As a petty criminal, Malacara still loves Easter Week with equal passion, but his concerns are material: the street festival offers excellent pick pocketing. When the Virgin of La Puñalá’s jewels are stolen, he responds with a combination of greed, residual Christianity and pagan superstition. Onetti’s language is inspired by the accent and idiom of the streets of Seville, but it is an invented language which emphasises the contradictory needs, desires and attitudes of his characters.




  David Planell (born 1967, Madrid) is a playwright and screenwriter. Bazaar (Bazar, 1996), is more overtly socio-political than the other plays in this volume. It shows a first generation Moroccan settler, Hassan, and his nephew, Rashid, in their new country, and explores the social conditions which affect and drive them. Hassan is a striving businessman who has tried hard to assimilate himself into Spanish culture; he rarely visits Morocco and prefers to speak Spanish. Rashid is interested in learning about his roots, has a number of friends of Moroccan descent and, much to Hassan’s disgust, smokes dope. Planell analyses the situation of the two men through the structure of a highly entertaining farce. Hassan makes a ‘You-Have-Been-Framed’ style video of a local chancer called Anton who falls off his bike and crashes into a flower stall. Increasingly desperate attempts to refilm the accident create conflict between Hassan and Rashid, bring danger in their reliance on Rashid’s racist friend, and ultimately end in reconciliation. Through the antics of the day, Hassan and Rashid come to a greater understanding of each other and of their position in relation to their two cultures.




  Juan Mayorga (born 1965, Madrid) is a playwright and teacher. The Scorched Garden (El Jardín Quemado, 1994) deals with real history in its concern with the Spanish Civil War but is set in a psychiatric hospital on an imaginary island off Spain. Doctor Garay, the director of the hospital, is investigated by a young man, Benet, who says he is a medical student studying the methods of the famous doctor, but then claims he is taking over as a result of Garay’s malpractice. Benet disapproves of Garay’s refusal either to treat his patients, who are left to live out their fantasies and delusions with no attempt to cure them, or to impose any structure on their day. Garay is also suspected of killing twelve republican poets who disappeared on a boat during the civil war, and it is part of Benet’s mission to solve the mystery of how they died. Benet tries to disprove Garay’s theories about treating patients, and to understand what happened to the poets, but is left frustrated and unsure what to make of his experience on San Miguel. The Scorched Garden is intriguing and elliptical, and explores the instability of reality, and the impossibility of finding an objective version of the past.




  There are a number of characteristics which are common to all six plays: they all make use of naturalism, they explore social concerns but avoid ideological solutions, they often portray characters with little influence. But there is a diversity of style which reflects the search for a new aesthetic to express new ideas, and which indicates the vibrancy of new playwriting in a country which is turning to its young playwrights to reflect its concerns. At the end of the nineties young Spanish playwrights are beginning to see more of their work produced in larger theatres and this increasing prominence looks set to continue.




  Mary Peate




  Royal Court Theatre, London
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  CARESSES




  Ten Scenes and an Epilogue




  by




  SERGI BELBEL




  translated from the Catalan by John London




  Sergi Belbel (born Terrassa, Barcelona 1963) is a leading playwright, director and translator. He is a founder member of the Theatre School of the Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona and has been Lecturer in Dramaturgy at the Institut del Teatr, Barcelona, since 1988. He has written 17 plays, many of which have won prizes, which include: Calidoscopios y faros de hoy (1985), Elsa Schneider (1987), En companyia d’abisme (1988), Tàlem (1989), Carícies (1991), Després de la pluja (1994), Morir (1994), La Sang (1998). He has also written screen plays for drama serials for Televisió de Cataluñya. Some of his plays (particularly Carícies, Després de la Pluja and Morir) have been translated and produced in several countries in Europe and South America. Després de la Pluja (After the Rain) was performed in English at the Gate Theatre, London in the spring of 1996.










  




  Caresses (Carícies) was first performed in English as a rehearsed reading in the Voices from Spain season in the Theatre Upstairs on 8 April 1997 with the following cast.




  

    

      	

        MIDDLE AGED MAN


      



      	

        Bruce Alexander


      

    




    

      	

        MIDDLE AGED WOMAN


      



      	

        Amelda Brown


      

    




    

      	

        WOMAN


      



      	

        Doña Croll


      

    




    

      	

        OLD WOMAN


      



      	

        Freda Dowie


      

    




    

      	

        MAN


      



      	

        Neil Dudgeon


      

    




    

      	

        BOY


      



      	

        Danny Dyer


      

    




    

      	

        YOUNG WOMAN


      



      	

        Alexandra Gilbreath


      

    




    

      	

        GIRL


      



      	

        Samantha Morton


      

    




    

      	

        LITTLE BOY


      



      	

        Daniel Newman


      

    




    

      	

        OLD MAN


      



      	

        Jeff Nuttall


      

    




    

      	

        YOUNG MAN


      



      	

        Shaun Parkes


      

    


  




  Director Mary Peate




  Translator John London




  Translator’s Note




  The punctuation of this translation follows that of the author.










  




  Characters




  YOUNG MAN




  YOUNG WOMAN




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN




  OLD WOMAN




  OLD MAN




  LITTLE BOY




  MAN




  GIRL




  MIDDLE-AGED MAN




  BOY




  WOMAN




  Places: different spaces in a city.




  Period: the nineties.










  




  Scene One




  Living room of a flat in the city centre. Armchairs. YOUNG MAN and YOUNG WOMAN.




  YOUNG MAN. It’s strange.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What?




  YOUNG MAN. All this.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What do you mean?




  YOUNG MAN. I don’t know if you’ve noticed.




  YOUNG WOMAN. No. Noticed what?




  YOUNG MAN. I’ve got this feeling that . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. Go on.




  YOUNG MAN. This strange feeling . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. What’s wrong?




  YOUNG MAN. It’s as if . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. As if what?




  YOUNG MAN. As if we . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. We, what?




  YOUNG MAN. As if we didn’t have . . .




  Pause.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What?




  YOUNG MAN. Anything to say to each other any more.




  Pause.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Yes.




  YOUNG MAN. Yes, what?




  YOUNG WOMAN. Yes we do have something to say to each other.




  YOUNG MAN. Oh yes?




  YOUNG WOMAN. Yes.




  YOUNG MAN. What?




  Pause.




  YOUNG MAN. Go on, what?




  YOUNG WOMAN. I can’t think of anything, now.




  YOUNG MAN. You see?




  YOUNG WOMAN. No. I don’t see.




  YOUNG MAN. You don’t want to see.




  YOUNG WOMAN. But, see what? What? Come on: would you be so good as to tell me what the bloody hell I should see?




  YOUNG MAN. Do you want me to tell you again?




  YOUNG WOMAN. No. If you’re only going to repeat what you’ve already said, you’d better shut up.




  YOUNG MAN. Okay, then, if I’d better shut up, I’ll shut up.




  Pause.




  YOUNG WOMAN. We have plenty of things to say to each other, even now, you know very well. I know there are things you think and keep quiet because you don’t want to say them, or you don’t want to say them to me, yes, say them to me, to me, because of some problem of yours I don’t know about, which even you yourself don’t know about, and that hurts me, you know?, it hurts me, it upsets me, and it upsets me to see you like this, to see me like this, to see us like this, filling all these idle moments of silence with idle words, and with insults, your insults, because what you’ve just said is an insult, you’re insulting me, you’re insulting me when you say you don’t have anything to say to me any more.




  YOUNG MAN. Excuse me. Just a minute.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Why are you interrupting me!! You always interrupt me when I start . . . start building up a . . . a coherent argument which goes beyond the . . . the monosyllables which are so characteristic of our daily conversation!! You’re just like my mother, and if I left home it wasn’t exactly to go and live with somebody identical to her or even worse!! None of this excuse me just a minute!! I was the one who was speaking and I’m the one who’ll carry on speaking!! And we’ll see if things don’t start changing in this shit-hole, at least in this one!




  He slaps her violently in the face.




  YOUNG MAN. When somebody says ‘Excuse me’ you react, you shut up and you listen, do you understand? And I said ‘Excuse me’ to make a passing comment within your . . . marvellous, ever-so coherent and ever-so explicit argument, and I intend doing so, do you hear?, I intend doing so, I intend doing so, I intend doing so!!




  He slaps her again in the face, even more strongly.




  I didn’t say I don’t have anything to say to you any more, do you hear?




  He slaps her for the third time, savagely.




  I said we don’t have anything to say to each other any more. Not me. Not you. I said we.




  Silence.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What do you want for dinner?




  YOUNG MAN. I don’t know. What is there?




  YOUNG WOMAN. There’s meat, eggs, salad. I can do you spaghetti if you want.




  YOUNG MAN. No, no, pasta at night, no, afterwards I get heartburn. One of those salads with lots of different things and a good pudding.




  YOUNG WOMAN. We’ve got lettuce, tomatoes, carrots, sweet corn, olives, celery, onions.




  YOUNG MAN. No, no, onions, no, it repeats on me afterwards.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Yes, and what’s more your breath stinks and afterwards there’s an unbearable stench in the bed.




  YOUNG MAN. We could mix in bits of apple and pineapple, if we’ve got any, of course.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Ooh, yes. A tropical salad. That would be lovely. There’s only tinned pineapple, I’m afraid.




  YOUNG MAN. That’s okay.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Good. Come on, then. Ooh! I don’t know if there’s anything for pudding.




  YOUNG MAN. Isn’t there any crème caramel?




  YOUNG WOMAN. Oh, yes, I forgot. How silly of me. I bought a couple of tubs at lunchtime. Oh, and we’ve got yoghourts as well.




  YOUNG MAN. I’d prefer crème caramel.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Well I’ll have a yoghourt.




  YOUNG MAN. I’ll have a crème caramel.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Okay then, you have a crème caramel and I’ll have a yoghourt, there’s no problem.




  YOUNG MAN. There’s no problem. Shall I help you make the salad?




  YOUNG WOMAN. Yes. We’ll be quicker together. Shall we go into the kitchen?




  YOUNG MAN. Yes.




  They make as if to exit. She stops.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Excuse me. Just a minute.




  YOUNG MAN. What?




  She punches him in the stomach and knees him in the groin. He falls to the ground.




  YOUNG WOMAN. We’ve run out of oil.




  YOUNG MAN. Oh.




  YOUNG WOMAN. You’ll have to ask the neighbour for some.




  YOUNG MAN. Oh, I can’t brea . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. Come on, get up, we mustn’t waste time.




  YOUNG MAN. Oh. Oh.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Come on, hurry up, get up, grab a glass and while I soak the lettuce, go and ask the neighbour to fill it up with olive oil. But make sure it’s olive oil, okay?, I can’t stand salads with sunflower oil or corn oil, they’re tasteless.




  YOUNG MAN. You nasty snake.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Get up and come to the kitchen.




  YOUNG MAN. You’re repulsive.




  She kicks him in the face.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Are you getting up or aren’t you getting up?!




  She kicks him again right in the face.




  Are you coming to the kitchen or aren’t you coming to the kitchen?!!




  She kicks him in the face again.




  Are you going to ask the neighbour for oil or aren’t you going to ask the neighbour for oil?!!!




  Another kick in the face, this time much stronger.




  Do you want a tropical salad . . . or don’t you want a tropical salad?!




  Silence.




  YOUNG MAN. Oh.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What?




  YOUNG MAN. Ooh.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Oh dear, I can’t understand you.




  YOUNG MAN. Oooh.




  YOUNG WOMAN. I’m sorry, if you can’t articulate more clearly . . .




  YOUNG MAN. Ooooh.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Do you, perhaps, want to say something to me?




  YOUNG MAN. Mmm . . . yes . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. You see? You see how you’ve still got something to say to me?




  




  Scene Two




  A park. A stone bench. YOUNG WOMAN and MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What do you want?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Listen to this.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What are you going on about? Listen to what?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Just let me read it out. You know . . . it’s very difficult for me to speak. And what I want to tell you . . . but no. Listen carefully.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What is it?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter who wrote it. It doesn’t matter how it’s written. The words are what matter to me. It’s meant for you and for me. I hope you understand it. I’m doing this so you understand me.




  She picks up the book on her lap and reads:




  ‘Now that night is coming, silence is frightened away, because it is not true that silence is night. It’s one of those clichés: thinking that everything stops when everybody stops, and then everybody thinks . . . eventually stopping after all that routine, means stopping time and entering into rest, and they think that is night: a soldier’s rest, a boring piece of theatre, a prelude to sleep, a hollow interval, a much needed nothingness. Now that night is coming, a new time denies time; fuels desire, fosters excess: moments become eternal, unconfessable secrets are . . . brutally revealed, pretences collapse, some mad gesture can make everything explode, unusual passions, unsuspected desires . . . Night is the engine of eloquent silence, where time is not time, where place is no place at all, where darkness is radiant and nothingness is impossible . . . ’




  YOUNG WOMAN. That’s enough, mother, put a sock in it!




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. What?




  YOUNG WOMAN. Just fucking well shut up. Shit what a pain! What the bloody hell are you trying to tell me, if you’re trying to tell me anything? You haven’t made me come so far so late to give this lecture full of nonsense, to spew up, just because, as casual as you like, this load of still births and pedantic sentences, sublime pieces of pretentiousness written by an idiot for a bunch of morons who don’t know what they really are?! As if I didn’t know you . . . Stop all this rubbish. Tell me quickly what you want, I don’t have much time, I’m having dinner with somebody. I can’t waste time like a crazy old woman . . .




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Go, then.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Don’t start!




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I’m just asking for a short moment, that’s all. I’m so lonely, my child, and I think so many things. Since you left, the place isn’t what it used to be. Before it was hell, a constant battle: rows, sour faces, shouting, worrying, nerves, stress. I know, I admit it: perhaps it was my fault, war had broken out between us, a little hostile war made up of the slightest gestures and slightest words and eternal silences. The cruellest war is war between women, and it’s crueller still if it’s between mother and daughter. But now that you’re not there I need it so much . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. Have you gone mad?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Yes.




  YOUNG WOMAN. You admit it?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Yes.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Is that why you made me come here? Is that why you’ve bothered me and begged me to come and see you and listen to you? To tell me what I already know? To tell me you’re mad?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. No. To tell you the time has finally come.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Which time?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. The time.




  YOUNG WOMAN. To put you in a home?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. To tell you the truth.




  YOUNG WOMAN. If you feel so lonely living on your own, if you’re frightened of growing old and not having anyone whose head you can fill with your stories, with your obsessions, you can live in a home, there are some very good ones now.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. It wasn’t my fault.




  YOUNG WOMAN. You’d get to know people, somebody would take notice of you, you’d enjoy it, they’d listen to you there. I’ve been told they’re beautiful, apparently they’re not prisons any more, they’re more like . . . a kind of hotel, for old people but really clean, you can go and come back when you want to and they do outings.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I’m sorry I waited so long.




  YOUNG WOMAN. I’ve been telling you for some time now and you won’t take any notice of me.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I’m not your mother.




  YOUNG WOMAN. It’s a good place for you, the home.




  Silence.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. What time is it?




  YOUNG WOMAN. It’s very late.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Daughter.




  YOUNG WOMAN. What?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I thought this was the best place to tell you that I’ve finally taken a decision about this obsession of yours for getting rid of me and stop being a burden for you and the world. I know I’m still young, but I’m aware of my illness and I’m aware that I can’t live alone and I’m aware that everything chokes me and that I tell lies, I tell you lies, I tell myself lies to kill time or to make up for it, and that’s why I’m asking you . . .




  YOUNG WOMAN. You’re speaking like a book.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. . . . I’m asking you to take all the steps and spare me problems and paperwork and legal hassle and phone calls and visits and don’t pay any attention to what I say, to what I’ve said to you.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Yes, you’re right. It’s the best place. It’s such a peaceful park. So secluded, mother. So secluded.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I don’t understand you.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of everything.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Thanks.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Mother.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. What?




  YOUNG WOMAN. You should have had an abortion.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I’ll like it, I’m sure. I’ll like the home.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Goodbye. And stop reading those things. They’ll drive you more insane.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Call me.




  YOUNG WOMAN. Even more.




  




  Scene Three




  Lounge in an old people’s home. A sofa. MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN and OLD WOMAN.




  OLD WOMAN. I used to like dancing the tango.




  Pause.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I liked rock-and-roll.




  Pause.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I always danced rock-and-roll, every Saturday, every Sunday, and I sneaked out through the courtyard window, my parents didn’t know, and he used to wait for me in the back alley, behind the courtyard, it was at the back of the house, and we grabbed each other’s hand; his hand was always warm, mine was cold, and he warmed mine up, and we used to run off to the north of the city. There, you could already hear the music from the main street: real rock-and-roll, and we danced like mad, and it was like that for a whole year, maybe longer, our hands stuck together and our bodies stuck together, each weekend until . . . until . . . that little girl came along, that stupid little girl, you can’t imagine how much I hated her, my disgusting daughter: she stopped me from dancing!, and my parents had put bars on the back window and I sat rotting inside and my stomach got more and more swollen every day; but one day, to get it all out of my system, I was so frantic I escaped and went there all by myself, to the main street, to the dance-hall on the main street, all by myself, he wasn’t there any more and he never came back and I never saw him and I still remember him, muscular arms and strong legs, a bronze stomach and burning hands, he ran away, but that night I danced like never before, it was a drug, I couldn’t stop and everybody looked at me and I danced by myself, the stupid thing had already spent seven months of lethargy rotting inside me, sucking my blood, the food of my insides, here inside me, implausibly inside this belly which is now flabby, and she bounced up and down, she must have been bumping against my intestines, into my stomach, into my bones, into my liver and kidneys; I wanted to shake her, make her dizzy, puke her up; my revenge: almost six months, since the first bouts of nausea, six months that she’d stopped me from dancing rock-and-roll, that moron, that untimely monstrous creature! Because you need two to dance to rock-and-roll and he ran away and they shut me up; but that evening I danced by myself like a mad woman in front of everybody and when my favourite song was played the blood flowed right down to my ankles . . .




  Pause.




  OLD WOMAN. I liked dancing the tango because I hate men as well, I hate them as well; and when we danced, that little idiot didn’t even notice. And he was happy, the poor wretch, thinking that he was controlling me . . . they always say . . . men are in control with the tango . . . and I knew that wasn’t right, and there and then I chucked him, in the dance-hall, when he wanted to put his hand in between my legs after we’d danced his favourite tango (which was the one I liked least). Poor boy, I can’t even remember his face, only his hairy hands like black caterpillars and that horror between his legs. Poor boy. The only man in my life, luckily, the only man. I never danced again with any other man and . . . and I liked the tango. It’s a funny world. I liked the tango . . .




  Pause.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I didn’t know you were here.




  OLD WOMAN. Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.




  Pause.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Doesn’t time fly.




  OLD WOMAN. That’s what they say.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. You look great.




  OLD WOMAN. That’s not true.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Really.




  Pause. The MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN stares at the OLD WOMAN, grabs her by the hand and goes up to her. They have a long French kiss. Suddenly, some soft, sentimental music is heard. The sound quality is slightly defective.




  OLD WOMAN. Shall we dance?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Let’s have a go.




  They get up. They clutch each other. They dance.




  OLD WOMAN. It’s unbearable.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. It’s horrible.




  OLD WOMAN. Oh, that’s enough.




  They stop dancing.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. How awful.




  OLD WOMAN. Stop it!!!




  The music stops.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Is it always like that?




  OLD WOMAN. Stupid old nurses.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Always like that?




  OLD WOMAN. I’ve told them hundreds of times, but it’s no use.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. How terrible.




  OLD WOMAN. If that music equipment were mine . . .




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. If it were ours . . .




  OLD WOMAN. No way. No way. Old people’s music, old people’s music, the bloody nurses like old people’s music, they love it, they’re crazy about it, and they won’t understand that I hate it and I’m not the only one. No way, no way, I’m going to complain again!




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. That’s it, let’s complain.




  OLD WOMAN. Yes, the two of us together, it’ll be better with the two of us together.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Don’t worry, I’ll help you.




  OLD WOMAN. We’ll have to be very firm.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Well, let’s be firm.




  OLD WOMAN. And take drastic measures.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Such as?




  OLD WOMAN. A hunger-strike. A hunger-strike.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. That’s it. Until they play the music we want.




  Pause.




  OLD WOMAN. Maybe they’ll let us die.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. Maybe they will.




  OLD WOMAN. I’ve only got a little time left.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. No.




  OLD WOMAN. Yes.




  Pause.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. We’ve got each other.




  OLD WOMAN. Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.




  Silence.




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. It’s lucky you’re here.




  OLD WOMAN. Why?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. It’s lucky we met up again.




  OLD WOMAN. What do you mean?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. I thought I’d lost you.




  OLD WOMAN. What do you mean?




  MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN. You taught me so many things.
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