First attempt. Today's gonna be my lucky day.

“Angelón” de Piñera is here.

Good mornin'.

You look good. You sure like to eat, unlike Quintana.

Thanks, ma'am.

Some wine, cyder or spirits?

No, I'm takin' care of myself. I've got a fight.

He's got a fight.

Winner's bag is 50 pesetas. Justo, the butcher, is organizin'. He always throws some fine steaks in, as well. I need somebody to patch the cuts.

Look at your trousers. “Angelón” you're in no shape to fight, not anymore.

Who are you fighting?

Julián Pacheco. Would you give me a hand?

No!

I'll give you 15 percent.

And your work at the docks?

Still on it. But boxing is boxing.

Pacheco knows how to hit hard and you don't know how to cover yourself.

But I know how to receive and he won't last long. C'mon, it's a big steak. juicy and bloody.

You're forty years old and still looking for fights. “Angelón” it doesn't matter what you win, you  are still a loser.

And no, you don't look good.

Look, Quintana, I give you twenty percent, but not a single dime more.

I've got better things to do. Sewing underwear!

Sewing underwear! As you like. I'll ask the barber.

If you change your mind, fight starts at seven. Bye, “Surgeon”.

Good luck,”Angelón”. Take care of your face.

Don't worry, ma'am.

And remember to cover yourself!

Goddammit!

Get it out, Manuel. Let off the steam.

His skin swells up just like that and you can cut it like paper..

He is stubborn as a mule. Twenty years ago he wanted to fight in America. He spend all his money on the trip and never got an agent.

You could help him.

If I do so and he wins, he would want to fight over and over again. Never knew a fighter that knows when to quit.

Well, it's his face, not yours.

That's how fools learn.

And this one is going to learn a lot.

Goddammit! Bloody fuckin' hell!

Not a lot of your age left. I'm glad you decide to put on the gloves again.

Don't fool yourself, Justo. I'm not going to loose your steaks to some boy. Before I kicked their parents asses, now I'm going to kick theirs.

Good luck, then.

C'mon.

Look here. Not too tight and not too loose, you see?

Don't worry. I'm tougher. He hasn't got it. Believe me, I know what I'm sayin'.

Before I was, dumb and strong. I'm still strong,

Fuck, Quintana.

Unlike this one. He's wasted.

And the barber?

Wasn't up to it. The boy's givin' me a hand.

He wouldn't want to get his hands dirty.

Is it tight?

No, it's fine. 

You'll see, it's gonna be a good fight.

Boy, go and get some water.

Yes, sir.

Angelón, why are you doing this?

Just tell me one thing, Manolo. Would you bet on me?

Sure. You never looked better.

Fuck off. They are gooing to remmeber this fight for years.

Fit as I was when I was twenty.

Your cover!

Your cover! Jesus Christ, cover yourself!

Enough?

No.

No?

No!

You know I'm poor, Angelón. But I'll throw in the 50 pesetas myself if you just abandon.

What the fuck are you talkin' about?

What you're doing is not boxing. You're too old and it looks like we're at the circus.  It makes me sad to see you like this. What the hell 50 pesetas, I'll give you  a hundred pesetas. 

I don't want your money.

Then, what the hell is it that you want?

My steak!

What!

My steak, for fuck's sake, my bloody steak! I couldn't fight in America, nor buy me a car, not even became famous. But no one has ever won Justo's steaks ten times in a row and I'm gonna be the first one.

Get out of my way old man!

Don't waste air, you're going to need it.

Cover yourself. He's punishing you and your kidneys and you show your face. Take advantage. Wait for him, duck and then hit him.

One, two, three...

Stand up, Angelón! Stand up!

Stay where you are, Jesus Christ.

Five, six...

Angelón, let me throw the towel.

Remember, duck and hit him.

Fuck, he's got balls.

One, two, three, four, five...

Great! Great!

Are you happy now? Open your mouth.

Open your mouth, Jesus Christ!

Angelón, don't get on my nerves.

See, no one takes care of the cuts as the “Surgeon”. You'll look even better than before.

Great, Angelón. An excellent fight, with lots of blood.

Your part. You're still as a boy.

Take some steaks to celebrate your win, and the ones to come.

He can't even talk. His jaw is broken.

Ouchhh!

Fool.

There you go.

Good morning.

Good morning.

No one sews better than this guy. Where did he learn?

You were right. It's juicy and bloody.

