DIALOGUE: YO Y EL DIABLO  

YO Y EL DIABLO –– 

SCENE 1

JORGE (V.O.)The strangest things happen, for better or worse, just when you least expect them.

Sunday afternoon…Monday after work…on holidays…late at night… at the last minute of extra time

One day you get home and it’s been turned upside down. 

Money’s missing. The TV’s been taken. Your favourite movies are gone. 

Or you get fired one day and called up the day after for that job you really wanted.

Or you’re stuck in traffic and miss a flight – the one that crashed.

Yesterday was Sunday. 

By the time I got home my wife had left – with my daughter, our savings account and that collection of classic American novels.

I don’t know who paid for them in the end.

But in the end everything has to be paid for.

She left me a letter – and a few bills.

WIFE (V.O) I’ll be honest with you. Over the years, the old Jorge, fun Jorge, wise-cracking Jorge turned into a really sad person. He came home later and later each day. He became much stricter, more controlling. He was obsessed with his health, but never stopped smoking. You moved away from us both. Clarita and I were lonely and all you did was go away on business. Just fulfilling your contract with the newspaper.  That’s what you called it. 

SCENE 2

WIFE (V.O.)You brought us presents from so many foreign places. Our house filled up with stuff; pieces of china, wooden objects and glass trinkets. We were alone in our own home surrounded by so many little things. I was withering away.

I didn’t like this new Jorge. I met another man. A married man. He wasn’t happy either. Just like me and Clarita. 

SCENE 3

JORGE (V.O.)My wife wrote to me in the 3rd person singular, removing herself further and further away from me.

Reading over the letter, again and again, reminds me of how often I said ‘No’. 

‘No, no, I can’t… I’m married… I’ve got a little girl’.  

That French girl with the blonde hair. Holly. Or Annette, that curvaceous waitress from Dublin. 

‘No, no, I can’t. I’ve got a wife and child’.

PRONSTITUTE: Did I keep you waiting, Honey?

Don’t you worry.  I’ll look after you.

DEVIL: The girls are good here, huh?

JORGE: Sorry?

DEVIL:I was saying the girls are really great in this place – young, cute, great fun. Whoa!

JORGE: If you’re looking for money, forget it. I’m all out. Try robbing the bar.

DEVIL:Don’t get me wrong. I just wanted to talk to you.

JORGE (V.O.): Not even my wife ever wanted to talk to me.

JORGE: I haven’t much time.

DEVIL: One hour and eleven minutes… to be precise.

JORGE: What the fuck is wrong with you?

DEVIL: Where are you heading?

JORGE(V.O.): No idea. I wish I knew. All roads lead nowhere.

JORGE: I’m going to … to the coast, like everyone else.

DEVIL: You need to come with me.

You’ll have to come with me.

Go on. Hit me. 

Or better still, go and get the pistol in the glove compartment in your car.

That would make things easier for me.

Jorge!

JORGE: How the hell do you know my name?

DEVIL: Believe me.  The strangest things happen when you least expect them.

Don’t you find that, too?

Come along, Jorge. 
Please.

SCENE 5

DEVIL: Pull up. We’re here.

JORGE: There’s nothing here.

What’s all this? Some kind of religious sect? 

All that ‘end of the world’stuff. That’s all rubbish. 

I’m a journalist, you know. 

DEVIL: Shit.

JORGE: What’s going on? Who’s that?

DEVIL: Stay where you are. I’ve got to sort something out. 

Same old shit again…

JORGE: What’s up, Angel? Didn’t expect you here tonight.

ANGEL: You’re a lowlife, cheating, son-of-a-bitch. 

DEVIL: Well, what did you expect?

ANGEL: We do have rules.

JORGE: Hey! Let me out!

DEVIL: This guy shot his wife and his daughter. It’s a simple case. He’s coming with us.

ANGEL: You can’t take them with you though. You know perfectly well they’re in the trunk. You can’t have them.

DEVIL: Give me a break!
ANGEL: Those souls are mine. They’re coming with me.

DEVIL: OK. You can have the kid. The mother is mine.

ANGEL: No.

DEVIL: Since when have you been interested in adulterous women?

ANGEL: Since the very beginning. Or have you forgotten already?

DEVIL: C’mon. I don’t want to go through all this again. The woman stays with me. She’s a slut.

ANGEL: She can still save herself, can’t she?

DEVIL: Ok, Ok. I’m sick of all this shit. Take them away. Do what you’ve got to do. But do it quick.

I feel sorry for this guy.

ANGEL: You feel sorry… ?
Oh, Please!

DEVIL (V.O):  What’s wrong with you?

DEVIL: 3…….2…….1…….

SCENE 6(no dialogue)

SCENE 7

WITRESS:Your coffee, sir.

DEVIL: Thank you so much.

WITRESS: It’s terrible. It just never ends. That poor woman! And the little girl. What harm did she ever do to anybody?

DEVIL: You’re too right.

SCENE 8

MAN DRIVING(V.O.):The strangest things happen, for better or worse, just when you least expect them.

DEVIL:( on the phone monologue)

Hi love! It’s me. Listen, I don’t think I’m going to make it home tonight either. Well… This fellow has just arrived and I don’t think I’m going to make it. What can I do? This is my job. You have to understand? They keep killing each other. Yes… How are the girls? Tell them I love them. Listen, I don’t want to go to your Mom’s on Sunday. Well, I just want to relax, that’s why. But, this is my job. You have to understand it.

