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- Hey, the traveller, long time no see!

- One week.
- And? How did my cousins treat you in Logroño? So, what do you want?

- To kill somebody.

- Jesus, what a mood; those trips don´t do you much good, do they? Can I get you something while you cook up your plan?

- Bring me a lime tea… and some garlic prawns, please.

- What are you doing, partying?

- No, I´m not. Are you?

- Me? No, neither am I.

- Then what are you doing?

- Me? Waiting tables.

- Wonderful, so bring me a lime tea and make me some garlic prawns.

- Coming up, anything else?

- Yes, something for the head, please.

- Good afternoon everybody!... Guille, a beer and some fries with mayonnaise, ok?

- Hello darling, how was the trip?... your hair is in a mess, let me…why didn´t you wait for me at home?; God, I had a horrible day and last night I couldn´t sleep; after a week I was hoping to find my husband on the couch, instead of in this dump… so tell me, how was it? because I don´t know about you, but I had a terrible week in the drugstore, the manager made us redo the whole shop, and inventory right after that, to then say that the articles were arranged better by categories, which is what they were in the beginning; “I just had to see it”  says the jerk, “sorry girls, I know I'm a pain”; and he is, I don´t know what I hate more: him or the noises at night, at home; was the hotel noisy as well? Come on buddy, tell me something, you´re the one who travelled.

- Allright, here is the lime tea.

- That limes with “where is he?”
- Rhyme tea! Anyway, your lime tea and something for the head, like you asked…. a lime tea, for the thilsty.
- Guille is so funny.

- Yeah, his ass is funny.

- Really?

- That´s what his proctologist told me; and I heard him fart the Fraggle theme song, but that´s just a detail.

- So tell me why we are here, if you don´t like the waiter and you have a headache.

- Because I have something important to tell you.

- Damn, if it was important you could have told me on the phone and you would have made my week.

- But I only found out today.

- And what does that have to do with meeting here; Germán, you´re missing the point darling, we´re not talking about yesterday, or today, or my grandma... I´m exhausted, you stay away from home for a week…
- Because I was working.

- Yeah, whatever, don´t change the subject; and when you show up, it has to be here, because you care more about having a beer…
- A lime tea.

-  Will you let me finish? It´s always the same, you don´t respect me at all, I´m talking and you cut in whenever you like; where was I?... Ah yes, that for the boy it´s more important to have his beer, or whatever, in the shithole of his buddies, than to worry about what his wife wants… I just don´t get you, Germán, as selfish as your are.

- Gilda, I told you to meet here because it´s next door to the drugstore and here we have always said the important things.

- Unfortunately.

- May I?

- Yeah, yeah.

- You should know that I…
- But get to the point, because these shoes are killing me.

- Here we go, one garlic prawns and the beer for the lady.

- Jesus Christ, you and your garlic prawns, Germán, can´t you order anything else? you know you can´t handle them and still you always order the same; and then you spend the night tossing and turning, farting, throwing up; have you ever considered what a pain you are when you're tossin and turning? And then I get up with bags under my eyes. Ah great, throw some more salt on them!... Guille, sweetheart, please take away those prawns and see if my fries are ready yet.

- They´ll be ready in just five minutes, my lady.

- Ok.

- Allright, you eat the prawns; you can handle them much better, and you´ll be farting anyway, whether you eat them or not; at least today you can say it´s because of the prawns.

- Germán, please, the doctors always say it´s bad to hold them in. 

- That´s nice; what they forget at those moments is to give me an evacuation plan… I´m not telling you to hide them, but come on, don´t fire them at so many people.

- The more people, the more possible suspects, and the less suspicion.

- That´s true. Eat the prawns.

- God, what a pain in the ass you are with those prawns, I don´t want them now.

- Come on, they´re getting cold.

- Stop it.

- Eat them, dammit!

- Have you lost your mind?!

- Sorry… my God, what a temper, this way you´ll get those farts going.

- Germán.

- Ok, french fries and some mayonnaise.

- No, we don´t need mayonnaise, take it away.

- Allright.

- What´s my idiot husband saying?

- Do you have more, husbands?

- Shit Germán, you keep making me laugh, there´s no end to it.

- Thanks Guille, you can take away the mayonnaise.

- No dammit, I want mayonnaise with my fries.

- But mayonnaise is dangerous, you can get poisoned.

- Come on, people will hear you… don´t worry, it´s from a jar.

- Who, me?

- Yes, your mouth is a jar. Ajar.

- Please Guille, give me the mayonnaise.

- No, Gilda, I said no.

- My God.

- I said no!

- But Germán, what are you doing?; ok, it´s not from a jar, but not all the eggs were smelling bad.

- No fucking way!

- What do you mean no fucking way, when fucked up is exactly what you´re going to get here! Come on, get outside! Outside!

- But didn´t you just say “here”?, explain yourself; where are you going to fuck me up, outside or here?

- Allright, allright, allright.

- And at the end of the day the mayonnaise is all to hell. I don´t understand why you did that, Germán.

- Because I have something better for you… there, didn´t you want mayonnaise? there you go.

- But what is this?

- You should know. I found it under our bed a while ago, and I haven´t used a condom with you since… I don´t know, for a long time.

- Ah, and with whom have you?

- Fuck you. The thing is that this was under our bed, and I figured it´s a leftover of last night, that you might want to finish it, that it might taste sweet to you…
- In that case I wouldn´t use a condom, don´t you think?, and surely I don´t like it on my fries. But you´re a moron, man! What are you reproaching me for?, and with whom do you use a condom?
- Come on Gilda…
- No, no Gilda no Gildo; it´s incredible, Germán, you disappear for an entire week…
- For work.

- For whatever. You disappear and then you show up here like a wiseass, asking questions, Mister detective and his suspicion: I found this, I found that; so what else did you find, Inspector Couls… Colosseum?
- Who?

- What else did you find, Inspector Dickhead?!

- This… no, no, not this… this; what do you have to say about this?

- Didn´t you quit smoking?
- Shit, shit, shit… and I hadn´t…haven´t smoked in a long time; especially because I support Barça… what the hell?!

- You´re so selfish, Germán. You only think about yourself. Do you think it´s easy getting older, getting wrinkles?, and do you know why I´m getting old?... because you don´t look at me the same way anymore, I don´t exist anymore for you, I have disappeared. And sure, when somebody appears who tells me nice things, who makes me feel pretty again, gives me back my hope, who embraces me more and longer, and kisses me without hurrying, and doesn't care about my stretch marks and reminds me that there are positions…
- Gilda!
- Shit Germán it´s true! You don´t do any of those things anymore. And then you want me to tell him not to eat my… whatever; to respect a husband who never considers me, travelling all day long, spending money, but I can never enjoy myself, right?, you want me to waste away.

- Making money, Gilda, those trips don´t cost me anything, and they bring in a considerable extra income.

- And why do we want so much money? You never were like that, Germán.

- Remember you were about to leave me if I wouldn´t accept those trips, because you had to work so hard at Telefónica, and my trips would allow you to work only part-time at the drugstore, and focus on the household; but apparently that´s not what you´re focussing on.

- Sure, that´s how you would like it: that besides old I be an operator my entire life, old and operator, and in the meanwhile be locked up.

- I didn´t say that.

- Ooohh yes, you sure said that; but since nothing gets through to you. I want you to travel to promote yourself, to grow in your profession, so that people respect you, and you earn being called “Mister” and they'll say “look, there goes Mister Germán, that guy is an ace”… and if I have to sacrifice myself and stay here in Parla for days, months, for life, with nothing fun to do while you visit Logroño and grow as a person, then I´ll sacrifice myself, Germán… and I won´t reproach you for anything, not a thing.

- Allright, allright; but come on, to go install air conditioners for all the bar owners that Guille knows all over Spain…
- Hang on a second, don´t get Guille into this. You should be thankful to him for getting you so many jobs, the guy bends over backwards to find work for you.

- Yeah, but he always finds it at the other end of the country.

- Hey, my lighter. And I thought I lost it last night.

- What?

- Nothing, he says it´s nothing, that it´s a pleasure… I´m very lonely, Germán, and you don´t do anything to solve it. In fact you never do anything, look at you; we wouldn´t be talking about this if you'd care a bit more about your appearance. For example, how many times haven´t I told you to change your looks, cut your hair, dye it, anything; so that people can see that you´re alive and that you want to look good…
- I´m very lonely, Germán, and you don´t do anything to solve it. In fact you never do anything, look at you; you´re always more worried about your looks than about other people's feelings, whether things happen to us, and things happen to us, Germán, but you are just too busy with yourself… or not even that, you should have worried about finishing your studies, instead of all that going to concerts, and the gym, and the hairdresser… damn Germán, if you had finished your degree you wouldn´t be working like a dog, installing aircons in nasty bars, and I wouldn´t be lying when I tell the neighbours that you travel so much because you get invited to lots of conferences…
- Germán I saw your speech at the Prince of Asturias Awards on the television, you were great. Don´t tell me that wasn´t worth being away for a week.

- I´m very lonely, Germán, and you don´t do anything to solve it. In fact you never do anything, look at you; so much success and knowledge and you don´t have a clue about what happens at home, sweet home… it doesn´t matter what I do, you always have something more important on your mind.

- Look, I can´t take anymore of this. I´m going to the restroom.

- Guille, darling, take away these damn prawns!

- Fuck, the prawns!

- Keep calm, I´m a doctor, I´ll help him right away.

- You´re sweating, you already took a dump, right?

- Yes, yes, I took a dump; it wasn't easy.

- I told you, you can´t handle prawns.

- But I didn´t have any!

- This man is dead; he has been poisoned.

- Son of a bitch, son of a fucking bitch! Nobody move, I´m a police officer!... what did they poison him with?
- With the prawns.

- Keep calm, I´m an undertaker. You´ve got the meat, I´ve got the oven.

- With the prawns?!

- Let´s rewind that, shall we? 

- It was him.

- You son of a bitch!

- What, prawns are too expensive to through away.

- You are in deep shit, kid!
- Well, luckily someone died. Business is slow: now that people are into not dying… Don´t give me that look, it´s largely your fault that I don´t receive fresh material. 

- Are you leaving me alone again?... you sure are a lost cause, Germán.

