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The beautiful profile of the cowardly man in his sole act of bravery
SECUENCIA 1.  AEROPUERTO.
· David? 

· No

· Sorry,  I must´ve mistaken you for someone else 
· Never  mind.
· It´s just, that you look like David, a lot.
· Pardon?
· A boyfriend I had
You don´t have the same eyes though… David had these wonderful sparkling eyes.
That was twelve years ago. Can you believe that? And all of a sudden I´m sitting here looking at you, it´s like…
· Let me guess. He left.
· Yes, he did.  He had to go with… his band…  he had to go  because of the future, the dreams, the passion…you know…that kind of stuff. Everything was in London!!! 
CHICAS DEL FUTURO
· This isn´t the way out. 
· Sorry guys, how can we get  out of here? 
· Straight ahead
· Cool!!!
· You don´t have the same voice either (Pause). Twelve years… I think I haven´t fallen in love ever since. Can you believe it? In the end he wasn´t worth it, that´s what I think anyway.  Because you can´t be really in love if you just take off, can you? Because…for instance, I guess you have a girlfriend…
· No, I don´t
· …or you must have had one…
· I  never had a girlfriend. I´m gay.

· I´m sorry
· Excuse me?

· Oh  no, I´m not sorry about you being gay, I´m sorry because I´ve asked you and… 
I´ve got lots of gay friends.
Okay, That´s bullshit. What? There are people that say that kind of bullshit, right?
Anyway, what I wanted to ask you is this: if you fell in love, it doesn´t matter who, What´d take priority, love or any kind of passion?
· It´s a good question.
· It is “the” question.

· Where do you think he is now? The guy.
· Now? Still in London I suppose. “London waits for you”. They had this sign on a window where they used to rehearse. The bloody sign is still there. Sometimes, when I walk past it I feel like…It reminds of that Sabina´s song, you know, the one he goes and bumps into the bank…”mmm I revenged your memory by stoning the panes…I know I wasn´t dreaming…
· Okay, okay, okay. We´ll be told off.
· Nonsense! It´s Sabina´s fault anyway. Look. For each important moment there´s a Sabina´s song that will talk your words. Seriously. I swear I feel like phoning him up and  tell him: Bloody Hell Sabina!!! Stop making songs about me!!! That´s got to happen to more people, don´t you think? It´s the magic of music. No, it´s the magic of mankind. In the end we´re all made from the same stuff, aren´t we?    
· Sabina…
·  Sorry, I didn´t catch any name…
· Joaquín, Joaquín Sabina
· ¡Oh! You meant my name, didn´t you?
· Roberto, Rober. My name´s Rober.

· Well, Rober…
· Nice meeting you
· ¡Joaquín Sabina!
· Doesn´t  look gay at all…
· Who?
· You
· Oh me! I thought you meant Sabina.

· Sorry. Have I bothered you? 

· ¿Uh?

· Me, saying you don´t look gay. I mean…I think we see things according to what we want them to be, because…I don´t know…when I suddenly saw you and saw how much you looked like him…I don´t know…it kind of answered my bloody paranoia about bumping into him and telling him…I don´t know…Fuck!! …that I can´t forget him!!
· You can´t forget, who?
·  David.

· Oh, of course…
·  Fucking bloody nostalgia. It´s useless.
I must be boring you.
· Not at all. Honestly
· Business trip?
· Yes
· Do you work…in a bank?
· No, in a real estate agency. It´s called  “Dreams” 
SEÑORA Y NIÑO
· Behave yourself boy!!! Don´t be annoying! We´ll do as I please.   
· But  Miss. Vivi, I´d rather stay in the village.     
· Do you? And I´d rather have a rich boyfriend…
· But I don´t like aeroplanes.
· I´ll let you choose between aisle and window.
· I said I don´t like it!!!
· Shut up!
·  I want to be saved Miss Vivi…When am I going to do what I want? 
· Never,  you innocent.

SECUENCIA 1-C.  AEROPUERTO.

· I sent him a postcard, you know? To London City…yes I did. I didn´t want to see him again but, I somehow wanted to leave my mark on, d´you know what I mean? Actually it wasn´t  a proper postcard it was just a tiny card. From Córdoba. I didn´t have much to say… okay I do now, because everything´s got stuck here after so many years, it turned into a lump and… Córdoba was his favourite city. It might still be. On the back I wrote: “Córdoba will keep waiting for you, brighter and more beautiful each year”
· Subtle irony.
· Well, it´s not easy to open up to someone who abandoned you.
·  He wrote back. It was too a little card. From London of course.
· And? What did it say?

·  “Two steps away”. I don´t know, maybe it was the title of a John Wayne´s movie. He  was  a bit of a coward.
·  I don´t know. Maybe he was trying to say something, don´t you think? 
· He should have said so. Because he was the one who´d  left, not me. Okay it´s true, I never said to him: “Please don´t go. Oh! Wwhat a pitty!!!” or “Take me with you for God´s sake!!!”  He should have…look…He should have said something but he said nothing, absolutely nothing. You´ve got no idea how awful it is to see somebody you love leaving, without uttering a word, not a single word. You´re left standing there and thinking: Fuck!!! Should I have said something? But I know I shouldn´t, because…
· Shut up…
· …it wasn´t for me to say anything. He was the one leaving not me. It´s a crap because, you´re left there on your feet…
· …and he says absolutely nothing. And you´re left on your feet…
· Shut up!!! Please… 
Sorry
So…he said nothing?
· Can you believe what he did?
SECUENCIA 2. FLASH BACK.

-Well, on the last day he got to my house, I opened the door, he hugged me, we sat on the sofa, and then, he started to cry for the next 23 minutes. No talking. No stopping.
SECUENCIA 1-D. AEROPUERTO.

· Then he stood up and left. Bye. Bye.
· What? You´re not one of those men who think that boys don´t cry, are you? 
· No. It´s not that. 
· Ohh…Of course not. You´re gay. You must be more sensitve than the average. Aren´t you?
· It isn´t that either. It´s just that I think you shouldn´t talk about it like that.
· Why? 
· No reason.
· Intimacy?
· No. It´s…

·  Respect? How could I respect him? He doesn´t exist. Because as far as I´m concerned he only exits in my memories. He´s nowhere else in my reality. What´s more, I could even say that he´s not real.   
· Look, maybe you´ve just spotted it on. Maybe it´s about protecting your memories. 
23 minutes? ( or twenty three minutes?) No sé si te gusta más número o letra.
·  Yes. The silly bugger did it on purpose. That bloody way of crying. The left side of his upper lip got lifted and it quivered intensely and very fast.
SECUENCIA 2-B. FLASH BACK.
· During those awful 23 minutes he just wiped the tears off his left eye, with constant movements, approximately every 10 seconds. I´d have painted a portrait of his right side, soaked in tears, with that lifted and quivering lip as if it was a wild hurricane. 
SECUENCIA 1-E.  AEROPUERTO.
· How much moved and concealed beauty on his right side! Next, I´d have hung the portrait by a Goya´s.  And  I´d have given it one of those ferociously long titles…for instance…The beautiful profile…of the cowardly man…in his sole act of bravery” 
· Or…”Concealed Love”. I´ve always thought that if I ever painted a picture I´d give it two titles.
·  Two titles then.
· D´you  know what? I do believe that there´s something worse than nostalgia.
· Do you?
· Yearning for what you never did. Nostalgia for…what never happened, what never occurred, for what you know that…for whatever reason it just couldn´t be…
If  you saw him again, would you say anything to him?
· It´s not worth it, I suppose. Don´t you think?
· We´ll see what happens Miss Vivi. The fact that you´re looking after me doesn´t mean we´ll always go your way. 
· What a nonsense to say!!! 
Come on!!!
· Hang on a sec.
· You now what? I think I wouldn´t say anything to him. Besides, I´m starting a new life  just now. It´d spoil everything.
· A new life? That sounds great.
· I´m going to Argentina to work in a co-production. I´m excited.
· This is the final boarding for SORTLINES AIRLINES, flight ABA12, destination Buenos Aires. Passangers please report to gate 15 for immediate boarding.
· Bye
· Bye. Wait!

A toast. To the future…
· To  “Dreams” and the old dreams.
· …and to the past.
It´s been a pleasure getting to know you.
· You don´t actually know me. I´m Sandra.
· Excuse me, can you tell me where is the boarding gate to London? God, this head of mine… I seem to forget everything lately.
· To the left and then to the left again. He can go with you. 
· Bye  guys.
· Would you change you future for him?
· Of course not. But who knows… life is full of surprises. Goodbye David.
· Goodbye
Julia
You look beautiful.
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