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Based on a true story

CHARACTERS

Four actors: 2 men and 2 women.

Each of them plays various roles along the play; therefore, they will be identified as Woman 1, Woman 2, Man 1 and Man 2, except when they take, in turns, the main role of “Journalist”.

SPACE

A neutral space- tables, chairs- with the minimum necessary props the text calls for.

Cameras, TV’s and monitors do not appear on stage, though the characters act in relationship with them when suggested.

SCENES

Though the action is continuous, the text is organised to be read in 5 scenes.

SCENE 1

Man 1 is on the phone – what he says is not clear -. He is interrupted by the sound of a helicopter. He looks up to the sky, while the sound passes by and fades away. He resumes his phone conversation. 

MAN 1: I understand. (Pause) More stretchers.  It doesn’t matter what state they are in, for God’s sake, we’re not a maternity ward! (Pause) Broken beds, all right.  (Pause) We’re using…  blankets, on the floor. And fold-up beds. (Pause) Fold-up beds, yes; I had to bring two from home… (Pause). Yes, I’ll wait. (He hangs up and waits)  
Woman 1(in this scene, JOURNALIST) with the microphone in her hand, faces the camera’s light. She tidies up her hair.

JOURNALIST: Ready in four, three, two… Argentina, October 2001. Unusual results in the Parliamentary elections: the so-called “Vote Rage” that is, the total number of blank and spoiled votes, won in the most important electoral districts.

MAN 1: (answers call) Yes. (Pause) That’s correct. And I need more bags. Sealable bags.  (Pause) No, no. I would be delighted of reusing the old ones, if you take the contents away that is… Ok. I’ll wait. (He hangs up).
JOURNALIST: Vote Rage seems to have prevailed. It is an unprecedented phenomenon; 

MAN 1: (Answers the call) Lorry covers? Are you joking? (Pause) Sorry. Yes, sure: yes, they can be cut and hermetically sealed. (Pause) And what do you think? It’s summer mate. Come and stay here for a bit. In this heat even you would rot.

JOURNALIST: Voting is compulsory in Argentina. Therefore, this “Vote Rage” has to be considered the clearest expression of discontent towards the political establishment…

MAN 1: As soon as possible.

JOURNALIST: However, from an electoral point of view, “the “Vote Rage”” is totally ineffective.

MAN 1: I’ll wait here. (He hangs up)

JOURNALIST: The law states that only votes which express a preference can be counted. The Protest Vote adds up to nothing more than irrelevant statistics.

Man 1 puts his headphones on and speaks through an invisible microphone.

MAN 1: Yes, My name is Hector Pacelli, I work in the Pathology Department. Good morning to you too. We should start by trying to understand the current situation…

JOURNALIST: Since the huge majority of votes, “Vote Rage”, are not taken into account, then who do today’s elections winners actually represent?

MAN 1: The corpses of the recently deceased are not taken away immediately, like they used to be. They stay in the hospital’s mortuary, and sometimes nobody comes to pick them up.

JOURNALIST: (she sits down, like facing a monitor) where does such chaos come from?

MAN 1: The free of charge funeral services have collapsed…From 395 thousands per year the number of bodies increased to 500 thousands in four months…People who cannot pay for burial leave the corpses here Excuse me. (He answers the phone) Yes. (Pause) How many? Hey, are you crazy? No, no. Tell him that I’m going to throw the “stiffs” back into the street; it’s cooler out there. You just tell him. (He hangs up). They’re bringing me more in the “Morguera”.

JOURNALIST: Excuse me…?

Woman 2, watching the tele, looks something up hastily in an encyclopaedia.

WOMAN 2:   I know the answer to this question, I know it, I know it: (she reads) “local authority’s van, used to collect corpses”. 

MAN 1:   Have you seen what it’s like with the Morguera these days?

WOMAN 2:  “and takes away the lower class and the unidentified bodies to the local mortuary.”

MAN 1:  It cannot cope anymore; it’s making three times as many trips, loading up to six or seven corpses each time. Excuse me. (He answers the phone) Yes, you idiot, that fold-up bed was mine… (He covers the handset, to the microphone) I’m sorry: stretchers aren’t sufficient for us. (To the phone, he listens to it). Uh! I’m coming (he hangs up, he stands up, speaks to the microphone, taking off the headphones). Let’s leave it here…they have brought some corpses by ambulance and…There are parking problems and… Cheers…Ah… (He leaves)

JOURNALIST: As any big city, Buenos Aires suffers daily from traffic congestion. Buenos Aires 2002: corpses congestion? Let’s see the report.

The sound of the helicopter returns. Those in the scene lookup to the sky, until the sound fades away.

SCENE 2

Man 2 takes off his surgical mask in order to speak.

MAN 2: …it’s polluting because of the combustion and because of the volatilization of mercury, cadmium, lead.

WOMAN 2: I think it’s all down to the bankruptcy of the middle class. The relative cost-benefit has meant that the number of cremations has trebled.

MAN 2: And the plastic prosthesis that cannot be separated from the corpse before the cremation produces hydrogen chloride. Each pound of plastic releases 0.55 pounds of gaseous hydrogen chloride. Lungs irritation, chronic cough, respiratory decreases. 

WOMAN 2: And not that I want to talk about myself, but twenty years ago, we bought a tomb for my family in a private cemetery. But when dad passed away, mum didn’t want to bury him so far away; she thought that with the ashes he would be closer to her…

JOURNALIST: (to the edit suite- off stage -) No, no. Edit that woman out! Can’t you see it’s just a trend? Cut it all out. 

MAN 2:  Cremated products with chlorine form dioxins; these are found in the prosthesis and in the coffin, apart fr… (interrupted).

JOURNALIST: (to the edit suite) No, keep this one; keep him…

MAN 2: (He resumes, as if he were recording)…offin, apart from chlorine naturally occurring in the human body. The dioxins travel from the incinerator to the surrounding population’s lungs and blood. And they are absorbed by the soil. The contaminated grass gets the dioxin into the food chain, and this is, in the end, consumed by humans.

JOURNALIST: (chewing up) Terrible.

MAN 2: above average concentrations damage the liver, kidneys, cause cancer, abortions and birth defects. 

JOURNALIST: And everybody likes cremation now, and then they don’t know what to do with the ashes. In India people have the Ganges, but here, what do they want them for? (She takes out a little mirror and make up and she retouches her make-up meticulously) 

MAN 2: Each dental filling contains more than half a gram of mercury.
JOURNALIST: (without giving up her labour) Huh! I can’t believe it…

MAN 2: …and that mercury escapes from the fillings. And with the high temperature of the cremation, it generates a big quantity released into the atmosphere: up to 200 micrograms per cubic meter

JOURNALIST: (suddenly stopping and looking inside her mouth in the mirror) Fucking hell, my crown got loose! (She gets out quickly into the edit suite) Edit it all out; I’ll be back…

Man 1 comes back.

WOMAN 2:    …we continued paying for the tomb for a while, but with the crisis, the cost of the cemetery was eating up our everyday living expenses…

JOURNALIST VOICE:   (from outside) what have I told you about that woman?! Just cut her out!

Woman 2 stops. She looks at the others. She makes a signal that she’s going to be brief.  The others make gestures like “alright, yes; whispering, yes, be brief, ok”.

WOMAN 2: (whispering, while Man 2 listens to her through the headphones). We put the tomb on sale; we spent a fortune in ads: nobody called. (Man 2 signals: "volume”. The woman speaks louder) After that I lost my job (Man 2 takes off his headphones, almost deaf) I put some ads in the classified and things like that. Nobody called. (She takes out a tissue, she wipes up her tears) Now, mum has only few months left: I’m desperate… (The others cry as well). I’m going to place a new ad… Can I say it on air? Can I advertise it here? (The others answer “yes, sure”, “of course”, “sure, yes”) Tomb in Garden of Peace Cemetery…on sale or in exchange for wardrobe. 

Man 1 stands up, as if answering public demands.

MAN 1: You will have to excuse us. No more appointments will be made for this month. The crematorium is full up.

The crowd answers him with insults and exclamations. He turns his back to them and he withdraws a little bit. He speaks to Man 2. 

MAN 1: We’re going to recycle the coffins. We can’t keep wasting them! The low quality ones will be used again for the poor.

MAN 2: And what do we use for cremations? 

MAN 1: For cremations we’re going t….

Man 1’s voice is overlapped by the sound of the helicopter, which wraps up the rest of sounds for a while. Everybody looks up to the sky until it passes by.

SCENE 3

In this act, Man 1 performs a continuous action until otherwise indicated.

Action: he goes to the first row of the spectators and asks them for a coin, as if he were begging on the streets. He does it until somebody refuses to give him money, or until he gets to the end of the row.

MAN 1: [guide text (the actor will improvise)] Any spare change please. 10p, whatever you have, if you could help me…

If nobody in the audience refuses to give him money, Man 1 is going to ask for more money to the last person in the row, and more, and more, until he refuses:

MAN 1: [guide text] I can’t do anything with this, mate. Don’t you have any more? Are you joking? Come on. Now it’s better, give me some more [etc].

Once getting a refusal, Man 1 is going to sit down on a chair, a certain distance away from the person who refused to give him money, and whispering, he is going to insult him, uninterruptedly and creatively, for several minutes. He will continue to do so until otherwise indicated.

MAN 1:    [guide text] I’m begging in order to eat you fucker. Some change, to eat, you mother fucker. And then they complain when they're ripped off. I’m asking for some change in order to eat, you son of a bitch, Is it too much? I wish that when they rip you off, they also fuck you and kill you, faggot. Faggot. You fucking son of a bitch. You cunt.  Your sister’s a slut from hell, you fucker. (He keeps insulting him according to the actor’s criteria, trying not to repeat any sequences)

The action of the rest of the actors continues over these insults.

MAN 2 (now “JOURNALIST”), with the microphone in his hands, faces the camera’s light.

JOURNALIST: Ready at the count of four, three, two…Argentina, 19th December 2001. The looting of supermarkets began this morning. From the city suburbs to the central shopping areas, groups of men, women, and children broke into supermarkets and took whatever they could; the police have been instructed not to intervene. (Meanwhile, Woman 1 comes back) Crucial announcements from the government are expected in the  afternoon…

Woman 1 takes a teacher attitude. Woman 2 remains standing, listening. 

WOMAN 1:  Phenotype. Write it down. Phe-no-ty-pe. (Extremely quickly) Malnutrition will affect the weight and size of future Argentinean generations. Phe-no-ty-pe:  group of noticeable features, produced by the interaction between the genotype and the environment Write it down. The protein deficit in children will produce physical and intellectual pathologies.   

JOURNALIST:    by this afternoon, we’ll know the exact content of these forthcoming statements. We can confirm it is to do with the institution of a State of Emergency... and with the suspension of some Constitutional guarantees. But which ones, what for and for how long, we still don’t know… 

WOMAN 1:   The alteration in weight and size is due to the fact that the metabolism, faced with food deficit, causes the growth to stop as it uses all available reserves to maintain survival. 

WOMAN 2:   Excuse me, Miss, can I sit down? (She does without waiting for an answer)

WOMAN 1:  Children who consume food that their parents collect from “scavenge”, are also affected.

Woman 2 faints. Woman 1 shows no emotion. 

WOMAN 1: Effects also manifest themselves in an increase in diseases caused by germs. 

JOURNALIST:  7pm. It has been announced that the President will appear on TV this evening, to explain the State of Emergency… (To Woman 1) Excuse me; can I sit down? (She does so without waiting for an answer) but it is now clear that the suspension of Constitutional guarantees will affect, the right to demonstrate….

WOMAN 1:    In toddlers, the neurological damage is irrevocable: and will lead to memory deficit, lack of attention and abnormal psychomotor development.
JOURNALIST: as well as changes in the repressive powers, the police should be able to detain anyone without any arrest warrant being issued. The president will speak tonight…at…10… (The journalist faints)   

WOMAN 1:    Weight and size deficit, muscular atrophy, puberty delay, dry skin tending to exfoliate, possibility of ulcer of the cornea, anorexia, swelling of the liver, and defecating alterations…tachycardia, persistent respiratory infections…muscular weakness… measles…herpes…hepatitis… tuberculosis… fungus.       

WOMAN 1 faints.

Immediately, Man 1 stops his insults, stands up and explains.

MAN 1:   Of course, things don’t quite happen that way. The real story is much more pathetic. Every Monday, lots of kids are fainting at school during the rising of the national colours. 

The others stand up. They sit to a table. Drink tea and have some biscuits. 

MAN 1:  Because every day, before class, Argentinean children hoist the flag. They have to stand up until the ceremony is finished. But on Mondays it gets a bit difficult… Because the school cantine is closed on Sundays. And the customary glass of milk is only given to kids once they’re inside the classroom. And kids can only get into the classroom once the flag has been hoisted. That… (He lifts a small argentine flag; the rest pick up their cups and, sponges in hand, touch their chest on the heart side) …is what we call… Patriotism. 

MAN 2:    (discussing with the others about Man 1) he on the other hand undeniably looked like the real thing. Where did you get him from?

WOMAN 1:   from the street, he’s always begging there. 

MAN 2: I went to a pizzeria with my girlfriend, and we were sitting at a table outside. And this guy comes along and asks for some spare change. I turn him away, and what does he do? He sits at an empty table next to us, and starts swearing at me, whispering… 

MAN 1:  I’m begging so I can eat, you mother fucker. I hope you get eaten by lice and die of hunger... [He continues]

MAN 2: Can you believe this? He didn’t stop swearing at me one second while we were eating?  And do you think the restaurant owners told him to go? It was me who had to leave…

MAN 1: …and you son of a bitch. (He stops). Any coffee left? (He helps himself)

Pause.

The four of them are sitting.

Suddenly one of them starts to play a rhythm with a teaspoon and a cup. Another one follows him, tapping the jar. Somebody else follows him, tapping a bowl. Somebody else follows him, tapping a saucepan. They add, if possible, more “instruments” with their free hands. 

They play for a while.

They finish.

MAN 2/JOURNALIST:  (again as the journalist; camera light) Argentina, 19th December 2001. 10pm. His Excellency, the President of the Nation appears on TV. He speaks for 3 minutes. 3 monotonous minutes. 3 stupid minutes. 3 autistic minutes. He announces he has declared a State of Emergency and instituted a curfew. Sweet dreams. Good night. Then. Silence.

Pause. 

One of them starts playing, with the teaspoon and plate or cup. The previous rhythmic sequence is repeated. This time, overlapping the sound, Man 2-Journalist speaks.

MAN 2/JOURNALIST: Then, rapidly, in this city and all the other cities, all the boroughs, all the urban centres across the country, people take to the streets to demonstrate. They do it to the rhythm of saucepans: they call it “El cacerolazo”. Hundreds of thousands of women, children, men, adults, businessmen, employees, young and old, spill out into the streets. The whole population, openly braving the curfew orders, gather together to protest. The demonstrations last all night and all through the following day.

The cutlery rhythm stops.

WOMAN 1: Mine doesn’t sound right. (She looks inside her pan, she taps again) Something’s wrong with it. It doesn’t sound right. Poor thing. Something’s wrong with it…

She empties the contents of her saucepan in two plates: spaghetti (white, no sauce)

Woman 2 and Man 1 sit at the table. Man 1 starts eating.

WOMAN 2:  Humm, that’s delicious. (To Man 1 whilst seasoning her plate) Amongst other things, the 19th and 20th of December demonstrations were a challenge to the State of Emergency. More than a challenge, by demonstrating, the mobilised population nullified the State of Emergency. 

Woman 1 takes the saucepan with her aside, hugging it.

WOMAN 1:   Something’s wrong with it, poor thing. Poor thing. it doesn’t look right. 

She keeps caressing the saucepan and whispering to it. 

MAN 1:  (Irritated, to the edit suite) I’m having lunch, Can’t you see?

WOMAN 2: Bon appetit.

MAN 1: (very irritated) I’m having lunch for fuck’s sake! You don’t even respect lunchtime! Exploiters!

WOMAN 2:  You should be grateful you’ve got a job. Let’s see how this tastes… (She starts eating spaghettis)

MAN 1: (he wipes up his mouth, stands up, tidies up his hair, and grabs the microphone, camera light). Ready in four, three, two…Province of Tucuman, Argentina. November 2002. A six-year old girl dies of starvation in a public hospital. She weighed 46.3 pounds less than normal. This is the first recorded such casualty. 

 MUJER2:  Can you believe it? In the land of cows! The land of wheat! The world’s granary!

JOURNALIST: Rosa Gomez suffered from grade 3 starvation. With her, an iceberg of poverty, hunger and death is discovered. Cases are in their thousands already.

WOMAN 2: Hey, I’m having lunch; can we watch something else?

Woman 2 is flicking through the channels. Man 2 responds to the flicking:

MAN 2: Hunger is a paradox in Argentina, since the country produces enough food to feed twelve times its population.

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: That is to say, more than 300 million people. 

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: Population growth normally outstrips food production

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: Here food production grows faster than the population: the problem is the dis…. 

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: distribu…

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: distribution of…

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: of…

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 2: of wealth and…

Woman 2 takes out a revolver and shoots Man 2.

Man 1 gets close to the body of Man 2 and takes his pulse on the carotid artery.

MAN 1: (to Woman 2) did no one tell you about our problem down in the mortuary?! 

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 1: These first starved “newsworthy-kids” in Argentina have died of: a) bowel perforation due to a parasite…

Woman 2 flicks through.

MAN 1: b) a parasite blocking the respiratory conduits.

WOMAN 2:  I’m having lunch…

MAN 1: This parasite is a huge worm that sets in the human body, in groups of up to three hundred specimens, 30 centimetres long each...

Woman 2 shoots Man 1. 

WOMAN 1: (from where she’s sat, holding up a bunch of spaghetti from the saucepan with her hand, she cries). Something’s wrong with my baby, she doesn’t cry anymore, she doesn’t cry anymore, she doesn’t’ cr…

Woman 2 shoots Woman 1. She puts her plate aside. Pause.

WOMAN 2: I’m full up. That’s enough. Spaghetti. (Pause) They look like big worms don’t they...

She shoots herself. Helicopter sound passes by.

SCENE 4

MAN 2: (on the floor). I’m not dead. I have just become part of the six million “indigents” in the country. (Pause. He lifts his head just a little bit). An “indigent” is someone whose income is not sufficient to satisfy the caloric needs required to perform moderate movements. (He sits down) lack of the necessary, daily, calories, required, to, perform, moderate, movements.

He falls down again. An alarm clock rings. Woman 1 stands up. She wakes up the others.

WOMAN 1:  Wake up, wake up, you lazy bums. We have to go and vote!

Everybody gets up.

MAN 1: I’m hungry. What was it we were doing?

WOMAN 2: How divine, I dropped two sizes in waist. Shame that I cannot… coordinate… my… movements…

MAN 2:  What? Eh? Ah?

WOMAN 1: Let’s go and vote; let’s go and vote…

MAN 1: My neck hurts, and my tummy, and my shoulders…

WOMAN 2: My skin looks terrible, my hair… I can’t see properly.

MAN 2:  What? Eh? Ah?

MAN 1: It itches, it itches, it itches…

WOMAN 2: Who… do we have… to vote for?

MAN 2:  What? Eh? Ah? I can’t read…

WOMAN 1: They have brought us the ballot papers. And twenty pesos for each of us. Put this in the ballot box (she handles a ballot paper and an envelope to Man 2)
MAN 2: Eh? Ah? It itches…

WOMAN 2: (She drops the microphone a couple of times) Oops, sorry, I can’t coordinate very well. It’s… a psychomotor…problem… 

Man 1, Man 2 and Woman 1 sit down to the table. Woman 1 takes out a stopwatch.

WOMAN 2 – JOURNALIST: Ready in four, three, two… Argentina. 20th December 2001. The police are advancing through the night with tear gas and rubber bullets. 

Man 1 peels off a fruit very carefully, putting the peel in a bin with a blue rubbish bag. Man 2, every four seconds, takes out an organic waste from the bin and throws it out into another bin with a green rubbish bag. While doing this, they count, out loud.

MAN 1: one…

MAN 2: …two…

MAN 1: …three…

WOMAN 1: (starting the stopwatch) Pip…

WOMAN 2-JOURNALIST: The demonstrators manage to gather again twice. Some streets are blocked and there are various demonstrations in various squares and avenues of the city…

MAN 1: one…

MAN 2: …two…

MAN 1: …three…

WOMAN 1:  Pip.

JOURNALIST: Noon. Second day of demonstrations. Instead of rubber bullets, the police are now using real ones. We’re very sorry to report that the death count has begun. (He puts his head down).

WOMAN 1: (they’re still using the stopwatch and exchanging rubbish from one bin into the other). Believe me. It’s been irresistible. Between May and October 2002, 5 million people fell into poverty. That is to say: one person every 4 seconds. 

MAN 2: (while he scavenges the rubbish bin and argues with Woman 1 to recycle some pieces of fruit). To satisfy the constant arrival of indigents to the rubbish dump in the city of Resistencia, the Mayor has pledged that the rubbish bags arrive intact at the dump making sure they’re not plundered by other indigents, or by the crows, on their way there. (He reaches out a piece of fruit and eats it).

MAN 1: (taking out the rubbish bags from the bins and tying them up). Meanwhile the Buenos Aires City council launches their “campaign”…  

He puts the rubbish bags aside. Woman 1 and Man 2 snatch them, open them, and start recycling the contents.

MAN 1: 14 million green rubbish bags will be distributed in the supermarkets for people to put their recyclable waste aside, simplifying the ”cartoneros” – families that scavenge rubbish – task and preventing the city from getting too dirty.

JOURNALIST:  Argentina. 20th December 2001. The first numbers of dead and injured are known. Early evening, a helicopter took off from the roof of the Presidential Palace. The President has presented his resignation. 

Sound of a helicopter passing by. Everybody interrupts their activities in order to “see” it pass by in the sky.
SCENE 5

Man 1, Man 2 and Woman 1 sit down in front of the audience, a closed box in front of each of them. Opposite an empty chair, there’s an empty closed box as well.

JOURNALIST: As a journalist, I cover the events of the 19th and 20th of December. The collapse of a democratically elected government, well only democratically-elected thanks to an overwhelming majority of null and void votes. I manage to stop somebody: it’s the Home Secretary, by now, “ex Home Secretary”. I ask him how this will all develop. I ask him about the future. The ex-Secretary smiles. (Man 1 and 2, and Woman 1 smile)... And he answers:

THE THREE OF THEM: The future? Don’t ask me; it’s not our problem anymore.

The journalist drops her microphone. She sits down on the empty chair. She opens the box; it’s a crystal ball. She interrogates it.

WOMAN 2 (ex Journalist):   The future? It’s not our problem anymore. In the weeks following the President’s escape by helicopter, four more presidents came and went, the Judiciary went through their biggest illegitimate phase in our history, and the Argentinean economy went bankrupt. Overnight, millions of people fell below the poverty threshold.

WOMAN 1:    (she takes out a plastic mannequin’s head from her box) The Argentinean state unilaterally declared the default of their external debt repayments, the currency devaluated around 300 per cent in a few days, giving way to an inflationary process which pushed the population even further into poverty.

MAN 2:  (he takes out a long butcher’s knife and a sharpening stone; he speaks while sharpening up) the repressive arm of the state left tens of victims dead during the collapse of the government. More were to come.

MAN 1:   (He takes out a strange porcelain jar with a lid) before resigning, the President’s last decree was to lift the State of Emergency, thereby revealing what it had been used for: to keep him in power another 24 hours, and to leave the door open to a massacre.

WOMAN 1: the sinking of Argentina lead impoverished men and women to desperate acts. (She takes out a wig from her box and puts it on to the mannequin).

MAN 2:  (he puts down his knives for a while) the owner of a wig factory found himself without his essential raw material. He therefore announced he would purchase hair. (He resumes sharpening) Whole families arrived, some travelling more than 30 kilometres by bicycle, with their children. They asked to have their hair cut for a pittance…

MAN 1: 25TH March 2002. A lorry with 22 cows tips over as it enters the city of Rosario. The accident attracts the inhabitants of a poor neighbourhood. The cows remain on the roadside, under police protection. People approach quietly, armed with knives…

Man 2 takes out a piece of raw meat and starts slicing it.

MAN 2: We’ve got professionals among us. People sacked from meat processing plants. They know how slaughtering is done. And we ask the police for permission…

WOMAN 2:    400 people surround the lorry, when the owner of the company “willingly“ agrees to their request…

WOMAN 1:  Men and Women of all ages pull the cows’ legs and tails, they drag them, and they hang them with ropes. Men stab knives in the cows’ throats. And they start cutting them to pieces.

WOMAN 2:  A dark-skinned boy, not more than ten years old, succeeds in pulling a huge cow’s carcass out from the crowd, red with blood and sweat, staggering like a drunk… This country has thirty-eight million inhabitants. Human beings. And 50 million cows graze on its fertile fields…

MAN 1: (stands up and places the jar in the middle, like in an altar). After the President’s escape in a helicopter, and the rapid succession of four other presidents, executive power is in the hands of the Senator.

WOMAN 1:  (she stands up and approaches the steeple). The senator-president stabilises the crisis by repressing and controlling the demonstrations, making legal the confiscation of savings accounts, and devaluing the currency

MAN 2:   (he stands up and approaches the steeple). One year later, he calls for general elections. His own party presents itself split between three separate candidates. none of them, including the opposition candidate, obtains more than 24%.

WOMAN 2:  A second round is required between the first two candidates. But the winner of the first round gives up a week before the election…

WOMAN 1: Thus depriving the Argentine electorate from the possibility of ratifying the election through a vote. And preventing the new president from taking office with more legitimacy than a poor 23% of the votes…

MAN 1: (takes out the jar’s lid). Among other linguistic peculiarities of the Spanish language, it is important to put the emphasis to the following: the word “urn” can be used not only to designate the box in which the votes are deposited, but also to designate the jar where the dead’s ashes are kept…

Everybody looks into the urn. 
MAN 2:  (depositing a white envelope into the urn) Voting, in Argentina, is compulsory 

WOMAN 2: During the whole year in 2002, the Ministry of Education didn’t purchase anything, not even one book. (She deposits a white envelope in the urn).
WOMAN 1:  The future is in our hands. (She deposits a white envelope in the urn).
MAN 1: (throwing a handful of ashes into the urn, looks at the audience) I exchange grave in my country for a wardrobe.

The helicopter sound across the sky; everybody looks up. Lights off.
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