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LOVE & THERAPY
Author: Israel de la Rosa
Short Film.
Dialogue List
THERAPIST: 
Do you mind If I record the session? Do you have any 

objections?

ALEX:
No.

PAULA:
I don’t care. 

THERAPIST:
Alright. You can start talking in your own time. You are free to express how you feel. You go first, Paula. 

PAULA:
Well… My name is Paula and I’m here against my will, to talk to a stranger about my relationship. 

ALEX:
Against your will?

PAULA:
Yes, against my will. To tell a complete stranger that my relationship is doomed to failure from… from… when? A month ago? Two months? From the beginning? 

ALEX:
Doomed to failure?

PAULA:
Are you going to repeat everything I say? 

ALEX:
I can’t understand what you mean when you talk about “doomed to failure”, Poly. 

PAULA:
What part don’t you understand?

ALEX:
The dramatic part. 

PAULA:
The dram…? Have you ever loved me? Tell me the truth.

ALEX:
I thought this was meant to be talking about how we can improve our relationship, not attacking each other. Have we come here to argue? 

THERAPIST:
Maybe Paula needs to show her discontent. 

ALEX:
Show her what? 

THERAPIST:
She’s asked you a question, and I think it’s important. Answer her question, Alex. 

ALEX:
Yes, I have loved you, Poly. And I still do. 

PAULA:
Don’t call me Poly, please. 

ALEX:
And I admit that, if you paid more attention to me, I could love you more. 

THERAPIST:
What… does Alex mean by paying more attention, Paula? 

PAULA:
Dunno.

ALEX:
She’s always reading. 

PAULA:
What?

ALEX:
She always has a book in her hands. Doesn’t matter what it is: a novel, an encyclopaedia, the microwave instructions… 

PAULA:
Well, I like reading, I can’t… I can’t see how that bothers you.

ALEX:
Anything that’s binded. 

PAULA:
You like French cinema and I’ve never complained! I read because you’re never at home. 

ALEX:
I am at home. If you looked up from your books, you’d see me. 

PAULA:
I read ‘cause I feel lonely. 

ALEX:
And how do you think I feel, Poly? 

PAULA:
I can’t stand when she calls me Poly… I hate it when she calls me Poly, I don’t know how many times I’ve asked her not to, but she still insists. 

THERAPIST:
Why do you think she does it? 

PAULA:
I don’t know. To piss me off. She says she finds it cute, but I think it’s ridiculous. The other day, for instance, we were in a protest, and she kept calling me: “Poly, Poly, Poly...” And it made the people tense, they kept looking around. It’s not funny. 

ALEX:
You're more into a cooking book more than me, how do you think I feel?

THERAPIST:
How do you think she feels, Paula?

PAULA:
Can I be honest?

THERAPIST:
Please.

PAULA:
The… The problem… We have… What happens… is… that you don’t like women, Alex. 

ALEX:
I beg your pardon?

PAULA:
You’re with me because… because you believe that… Because you think… Because you see yourself as the modern type and you need to experiment, but you don’t like women.

ALEX:
That’s the silliest thing I’ve ever heard from you, Poly. 

PAULA:
Is it? Then what about Roberto? 

ALEX:
What Roberto? I can’t believe it. She’s accusing me of having an affair with a guy. From the first floor. Whom I’ve only spoken to three times in a year. 

PAULA:
You don’t need to talk. You’re very good at body language. 

ALEX:
I didn’t have anything with him, Poly. Plus, he’s a butcher. 

PAULA:
Don’t call me Poly. What does that have to do with this? 

ALEX:
Cold meat makes me sick.

THERAPIST:
Did you have an affair with that neighbour? 

ALEX:
With Roberto? No, of course not. He’s a butcher. 

PAULA:
50 minutes to take down the rubbish? 

ALEX:
I needed to think. 

PAULA:
You needed to get in his pants. 

ALEX: 
I’m not attracted to men. And you’re being very rude.

PAULA:
You’re not attracted to women, Alex. 

ALEX:
I was stressed with work. And she… puts a lot of pressure on me. I just wanted to walk and go for a fag. 

PAULA:
Since when do you smoke? 

ALEX:
It’s a figure of speech, Poly. Not everything is literal. 

PAULA:
He texted her. What sort of neighbour texts you after taking down the rubbish? 

THERAPIST:
Is that true, Alex? 

ALEX:
Because I had left my notebook in the hall. I thought I’d lost it. 

PAULA:
What notebook? 

ALEX:
The one I use to make note of… I have a notebook and I write stuff. 

THERAPIST:
What sort of stuff? 

ALEX:
Well… ideas. Things that go through my head, things I feel. 

PAULA:
Things you feel? About Roberto? About his sausage? 

ALEX:
That was particularly rude, Poly. 

PAULA:
Stop calling me Poly, please. 

THERAPIST:
Are those Paula’s books? 

ALEX:
Yes. Most of them. 

ALEX:
I write to you. I write things for you.

PAULA:
Things for me? Like what? 

ALEX:
Poems. Random verses. Things that come to mind. 

THERAPIST:
Do you write what you feel about her? 

ALEX:
Yes.

PAULA:
It’s a lie.

THERAPIST:
And you’ve never shown her? 

ALEX:
No.

THERAPIST:
Why?

PAULA:
‘Cause it’s a lie. That’s why. 

THERAPIST:
What would happen if it were over in between you, Paula? How would you feel? 

PAULA:
I couldn’t stand it. I would… lack air… I’d be breathless.

THERAPIST:
Why don't you share with her what you’ve written, Alex? Wouldn’t you like her to hear it? 
ALEX:
“I smile at her. Somebody has brought her a kiss this evening; she has it tied up with a cord, tightening her fingers so that it doesn’t blow away. There she goes, down the street, beautiful girl of blue, girl of ribbon, eyelash and candy, big eyes, of an enormous abyss, lips of smooth vertigo and red silk, cheeks of night blush. There she goes, blue girl, walking for me, walking with me, and I, tangled in the sparkles of her hair, walking with her, rocked in her innocence”.

PAULA:
“Oh, Roberto, give me your sausage, give it to me, put it here, on my shoulder.” Does it begin like that? Or am I being rude? 
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