GOD SEES ALL

MARÍA

Seven hundred and eighty seven thousand, three hundred and forty euros 

ALMUDENA

How much? 
MARÍA

Seven hundred and eighty seven thousand, three hundred and forty Euros 

ALMUDENA

Hag, lunatic, miser, sanctimonious bitch! 

ALMUDENA

Some very fond memories come to my mind...  

ALMUDENA

Belen’s old sneakers that lasted forever, no matter how big the poor girl’s feet grew.  

The holes in your socks, Maria, and your damp feet… You were always sick! 

And the bobbles on all our jumpers and all our skirts. The patched clothes that were like our uniform… the same bath water for us all, even the water from leaks wasn’t wasted.
One teabag for all of us, slices of stale bread with a scraping of jam, and the soup… soup every day…

I’ll never forget the single slice one-sided sandwiches… chopped pork with olives… except the olives were picked out for the salad.

And that poisoned cooking oil – it’s a wonder we weren’t sick or worse. 
BELÉN

Mama is dead! Mama! Come back! Mamaaaaa!

ALMUDENA

She’s in a terrible state.
MARÍA

It’s hit her hard.

MARÍA

Belen? Belen! 

ALMUDENA

BELEN!

ALMUDENA

How long has it been since mother died?

BELÉN

3 months, 3 months, 16 days, 7 hours and 14 minutes.
MARÍA

Shit... That’s why it stinks. 

ALMUDENA

Has she been sleeping beside the body?

ALMUDENA

She’s not the first to stink in this family… And speaking of stinking…  

How about sharing out the money? 

BELÉN

If it were up to me, you would be the one to rot. 

ALMUDENA

Can’t you stop stuffing your face?

MARÍA

I didn’t have time to eat! I didn’t have time! 

BELÉN

Please, don’t kill my sister like you killed my mother.
BELÉN

God sees all.
MARÍA

After a cup of coffee, I feel like a new woman… I need to sit down, have a bite to eat and a coffee.
MARÍA

Well then, let’s get back to business. We’ll divvy the cash between the three of us. What else is there?

ALMUDENA

This mausoleum, the beachhouse in Torrevieja and the fucking bar.

MARÍA

Let’s sell the lot and get the hell out of here.

ALMUDENA

At last, María… we’re speaking the same language again. I thought you had forgotten.
MARÍA

We deserve another chance...

ALMUDENA

Yes… We deserve a life...

BELÉN

Shit, you don’t deserve shit!
MARÍA

Yes, Almudena, but this apartment is right in the center of Madrid. And Torrevieja has gone downhill. And the bar is the last thing I need... working at night. Lately, I’m in bed by ten.

ALMUDENA

Maria, I hate that damn bar.

BELÉN

You don’t know what’s in store for you up there... 

ALMUDENA

Where? 

MARÍA

In heaven?

BELÉN

No. In hell... 

MARÍA

I thought that was down there... Anyway, as I was saying... I don’t mind having the house in Torrevieja. After all, it’s right on the beachfront... but Almu, honestly, I think this apartment is worth a lot more, even if it is in shit order. 

BELÉN

You two are full of shit! I’m telling Mama. Everything. Scavenging vultures. Ungrateful bitches.

MARÍA

Oh, really? And how are you going to tell Mama on us now? Huh?

BELÉN

Like this!

ALMUDENA

That’s solved. You keep the beach house and the bar.

MARÍA

Done.

ALMUDENA

Sell it. It’s no use
MARÍA

Yes, that’s what I’ll do… 

ALMUDENA

Did she own anything?

MARÍA

Crucifixes

ALMUDENA

Well, they can go to the church. I’ve got to run, I’m in a hurry.

MARÍA

Right, don’t worry. I’ll take care of this.
ALMUDENA
OK.
MARÍA

Hello, the police? My sister’s just committed suicide. Yes, just now. On the table…

THE END

