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DIALOGUE LIST (ENGLISH)

-----------------------------------------------------

TITLE:

 “I just don't know what to do with you.”

DAUGHTER:

Yes? 

DAUGHTER:

Yes, it's me... Why do you ask? 

DAUGHTER:

Yes. I'll open the door. 

POLICÍA:

Your father has died. I am very sorry. 

POLICÍA:

He was found in his bed, in a boarding house. Do you know if your father had any type of disease?

DAUGHTER:

Disease? Apart from a gambling addiction and alcoholism, you mean? 

DAUGHTER:

Listen, I haven't heard from that man since he left home and abandoned us, but you can ask in any whorehouse, bar or casino in this town. They should know more about his life than I do.

POLICÍA:

Hand me the suitcase.

POLICÍA:

Here... this is the only personal belonging that we found in his room. 

POLICÍA:

Well, if you want, you can go over there and have a look. 

DAUGHTER:

There's no way I'm going to that boarding house. 

POLICÍA:

Here is the phone number, just in case you change your mind. I know it's not the most appropiate moment, but the owner of the boarding house wants to talk to you. 

DAUGHTER:

Hey, listen... tell her I will pay whatever is outstanding, but I won't go to the boarding house. I am sure it's the type of shithole where you get crabs the moment you set foot inside, am I right?

DAUGHTER:

I will take care of everything, thanks.

DAUGHTER:

Mum 

DAUGHTER:

Mum, dad is dead.

DAUGHTER:

He's been found in the boarding house. 

DAUGHTER:

Well, no, I don't get it after all that he has put us through.

DAUGHTER:

Ok, mum, take it easy...

DAUGHTER:

Mum, please 

DAUGHTER:

Please, mum 

DAUGHTER:

Well, well... look, I'll take care of everything... as always 

DAUGHTER:

He's really going to burn with all that alcohol 

SEÑORA FUNERAL:

I'm sorry for your loss, child.  I share your grief.

DAUGHTER:

Sure, lady, I don't give a shit either. 

DAUGHTER:

So that you don't go to pieces in death, like you did in life. 

PROSTITUTA:

You are kinky, aren't you? 

PROSTITUTA: 

Don't worry about me, I've seen it all.

PROSTITUTA:

Well, tell me. What do you want to do with this? 

PROSTITUTA:

Hey, we just have to negotiate the price.

DAUGHTER:

I am going to be honest with you. I just don't know what to do with you.

DEPENDIENTA:

Tomorrow I will have the mirror I told you about. 

CLIENTA:

For the hall? 

DEPENDIENTA:

Yes. I think is going to be perfect.

CLIENTA:

Well, I'll come back then. See you later. 

DEPENDIENTA:

Ok, see you later.

DAUGHTER:

Hi. This one.

DEPENDIENTA:

Hey, hey, you are leaving without paying!

DAUGHTER:

I'm so sick of you!

DAUGHTER:

I missed you too.  

DAUGHTER:

But you left, you changed... You abandoned me.

DAUGHTER:

You are not my dad anymore. You are nothing to me now. 

DAUGHTER:

You're a sex-addict... a pathetic alcoholic, and selfish... 

DAUGHTER:

I'm going to give you the ending that you deserve. 

