DIALOGOS “JESUS, MI JESUS”
(Inglés)

Pilar: Maria Aragon?

Maria: Sorry?

Pilar: | thought you were...

Maria: Pilar Renteria?

Pilar: Yes! How are you doing?

Maria: Fine, and you?

Pilar: You look great. As always. | ‘'m fine, fine.
Maria: What a surprise to find you here, you lookgargeous
Pilar: Do you think so?

Maria: Yes

Pilar: Seriously, you look really great.

Maria: Thank you.

Pilar: Cool ride.

Maria: Its my husband’s

Pilar: Great.

Pilar: Have you got kids?

Maria: Two, a boy and a girl.

Pilar: One of each

Maria: Yes, we were lucky, and you?

Pilar: Kids? No way, | am free... | never felt like i
Maria: You are still in time

Pilar: | have time, but I'm not sure

Maria: Jesus and | were always very sure aboungaviamily.



Pilar: That's great. But not for me. | don’t seesal as a mother. | just live. | like your
purse.

Maria: It's a present from my husband.

Pilar: Jesus.

Maria: Yes, Jesus.

Pilar: Great

Maria: And have you got any news about anyone?
Pilar: Not really... well, Rosa Fresnillo, | see ffimm time to time
Maria: Rosa? That'’s funny. Is she doing ok?

Pilar: Yes, three

Maria: Three?

Pilar: Three kids

Maria: Did you get married?

Pilar: And divorced

Maria: What a son of a bitch!

Pilar: Well, it wasn’t that bad, | left him actuglll cried just enough.
Pilar: Where are you going with that?

Maria: To kill that bastard.

Pilar: Are you crazy?

Maria: No, I'm not crazy, I've never been more sane
Pilar: Get out of the way. Where do you check this?
Maria: Did | kill him?

Pilar: No, | don’t think so. | feel something.

Maria: What do you feel?

Pilar: That he’s alive

Maria: Ok then, Jesus, Pilar, Pilar, Jesus, nowameget out of here.



Pilar: Jesus, your Jesus?

Maria: Yes, yes, my Jesus. Let’s go.

Pilar: You're not leaving him here, are you?
Maria: Yes | am

Pilar: They know me in this neighborhood and heatstaying here. We have to take
him away.

Maria: What do you want me to do?

Pilar: It's up to you, you should have thought alibbefore hitting him with that golf
club.

Maria: My husband is fucking someone else. Whataloexpect me to do? Greet him
with open arms?

Pilar: No, but bashing him in the middle of theestrisn’t either

Pilar: I just wanted to scare him.

Pilar: Ok let go of that. You're making me nervolis1 the one you scared
Maria: Sorry.

Pilar: The normal thing to do is to have a talkhahim and say “I have evidence
that...”

Maria: Is that what you said to your husband? \ehavidence that...”

Pilar: No, he caught me in bed with another gugreétwas more than enough evidence
Pilar: Let’s put him into your car.

Maria: What car?

Pilar: Jesus’s car. Your’s. | don’t know, but he'tatay here. Come on, take him by
the shoulders.

Maria: I'm not strong enough.
Pilar: Damn it, pick him up

Maria: Who could it be? His secretary, his busirt&sglish teacher, his, his who
knows?

Pilar: Come on, pull



Maria: He's got a lover, the bastard’s got a lover

Pilar: A slut!

Maria: Yes, a real slut!

Pilar: No, a hooker, and hurry up, the police migataround.

Maria: Jesus doesn’'t need to pay to get laid. Beaginooker, what else... You have no
idea.

Pilar: | take my clients there, and | assure yai #dveryone that goes there, goes with a
hooker.

Maria: What?

Pilar: Who cares, anyway, hooker or not, your hndha being unfaithful to you.
Maria: Pull // Are you a hooker?

Pilar: Shit.

Maria: What's wrong?

Pilar: | tore my leggings, the third pair this weskit! | don’t make enough for
leggings.

Maria: Are you a hooker?

Pilar: What's with the stupid questions?

Maria: Are you?

Pilar: Yes, So what?

Maria: No, it's a profession like any other. Sindeen?
Pilar: Since Man is Man.

Maria: No, Since when are you...?

Pilar: | don’t keep track. I'd ask the income taepdrtment, but they don’t keep track
either. | could say, “I'd like a copy of my tax wrds?

Maria: So, you're a hooker... You're a hooker, mybargls fucks hookers. What
should I tell my children? And my parents?

Pilar: That you caught him with someone. You ddwite to go into detail.



Maria: Do you know her?
Pilar: The one who was with him? Maybe.

Maria: Have you seen him around often? Does heflmmiliar to you? Have you
ever...?

Pilar: No, no, no. Shit, stop thinking about it.

Maria: You think she’s pretty?

Pilar: | don’t know, maybe, maybe not. Does it ragt
Maria: Hey, and Rosa Fresnillo, Do you know fromnsh
Pilar: No, she’s got a lottery store.

Maria: What do you know.

Pilar: If the police stop you, tell them he’s drunk
Maria: | hope they don't stop us.

Pilar: What are you going to do when he wakes up?
Maria: | don’t know, | haven't thought about it y&alk, | guess.
Pilar: That's good. Well... | guess that’s it...

Maria: Take it

Pilar: No.

Maria: Please do, and thanks for your help.

Pilar: No

Maria: For your leggins.

Pilar: This is worth much more than my leggings.
Pilar: You smell nice.

Maria: He gave it to me.

Pilar: Really.

Maria: Ok then, take care. Good luck.

Pilar: So to you.



