SLEEPING MAIDEN DIALOGS.

Honey, what are you doing?
Are you coming or not?

What?
I must go now.

Already?

Of course, look what time is it!

It’s me…

She is exactly as me!

You are coming back on Sunday, right?

Hi, honey.

How are you?

How was your work?

Well, as usual.

I’ve been calling you.

I know. Well, I always silent my phone while I’m working, you know.

So, who’s that?

Come, let’s go to the living room.

Honey…

What?
Do you remember the painting we saw?

Which painting?

The one from the news, the one at Museo del Prado.

That one with the model who looked like me.

Oh, yes. But she didn’t looked like you at all.

Well… I’m going to show you what I found. You’ll see.

Look. See? While being the lady’s lover, the young count Simón Pardo…

Simón.

Yes, it’s my name. So?

He was Simón Pardo [dun] and you are Simón Moreno [dark].

Well, a coincidence.

No, honey. This is not by chance.

Pay attention. The young couple lived in San Mateo street. See? Like us. And the picture was painted very close by. And guess who the author is? Muñoz Degraín. Remember I talked you about him?

Inés, Inés. You should go out. Do something. Do something useful. Come on, I’m really tired. I’m going to bed. See you tomorrow.

The story ended tragically…

The enigma of the Sleeping Maiden…
Simón Pardo cheated on his wife with Irene De Guzmán and he was thinking about marrying her, due to which he couldn’t allow having a baby with his wife María Benítez, the maiden on the painting.
Simón Pardo killed her wife even knowing that she was pregnant…

Inés, what’s up?

Hey, if this is because of what happened tonight, I’m sorry. Ok? My job screwed me today, I’m really sorry. Can you please come to bed?

Everything’s wrong…

What? Inés, look at me. You scare me. What the hell is wrong with you? Tell me, please.

Simón Pardo killed her.

What?

She got pregnant and Simón Pardo killed her because he didn’t want her baby…

Inés, Inés, Inés. Look at me! Do you know that I get up at 7? Do you know it? Do you know that I must go to work tomorrow? Do you know it or not?

She wanted to tell it to Simón’s lover, so he killed her.

Are you listening to yourself? Look at me! Stop mixing things up, I beg you! And come to bed, I beg you please!

I’m pregnant too…

You what? What did you say?

I said I’m pregnant too…

You don’t want it…

Ok, that’s perfect. Just what I needed to hear… Exactly what I needed to hear.
It’s the same… Same as in XIX century. The same story.

Will you stop talking about the fucking painting once and for all? ¿Quieres dejar de hablar del puto cuadro de una vez?

This is about you and me. About us.

You don’t love anymore!

About the two of us!

You don’t want our baby, I knew it!

Inés…

Ok, ok. Take it easy!

No! Don’t touch me. Let me go!

Easy! Relax!

It’s ok. I’m not touching you, ok?

No, honey, this is not by chance. She looks like me. I’m pregnant too…

This is a fucking crappy relationship!

The enigma of the Sleeping Maiden…

The story ended tragically…

Simón Pardo cheated on his wife with Irene De Guzmán.

Listen to me… Yes. No. Listen to me.

Of course I’d like to be with you…

You promised me!

I know I promised you, but things are getting complicated. I won’t be able to see you this weekend.

Of course, the future mom can’t be bothered now…

Come on, Irene! I’ve told you a thousand times I won’t have a baby with her, and you know it. How many times I’ve told you?
Wait. What was that?

Wait a second…

Sleeping like a log. As usual…

Good morning, sleepyhead.

I feel dizzy…

It’s normal.

What happened?

Don’t you remember the doctor came here yesterday?

I can barely move.

The doctor gave you a tranquilizer. You were very nervous.

Honey. Hey. We found this in the bathroom. The result is negative. I don’t know why you were like that last night. You got mad.

You can’t remember anything, can you?

Yes. I remember you were so pissed off.

Well, I’m not anymore. I’m sorry.

No, it’s my fault. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything.

No, it’s not your fault. And don’t worry, we will work it out. Together, you and me. Ok? The two of us.

Now you must have the medication. The doctor said you must rest. What happened last night was nothing but an anxiety attack. He said that if you don’t get better he will run some test son you tomorrow, but only if it’s necessary. Ok?
Ok.

Come on.

Take it, sweetheart. Take it.

That’s right. Very well.

Today I’m going to stay home, with you. For anything you need, just tell me. Ok?

What are you doing?

Bitch!

You won’t touch my baby.

Liar!

Fucking crazy!

Bitch!

Inés… Inés, sweetheart. Honey! Honey. Inés!

No!

