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Ilunpean Sirtaki baten notak entzungo dira. Emakume zahar bat sartuko da, JUANA, eszenan. Kasete 

zahar bat dakar eskuetan. Urrutira trumoi batzuk entzungo dira. Kutxa batetik entzungailu bat atera 

eta bertan sartuko du kasetea. Emakume baten ahotsa nahastuko da Sirtakiarekin batera. Zalantzati 

hitz egingo du.

JONE (OFF): Ez dakit oso ondo zertan ari naizen. Ez dakit inoiz zinta hau entzutera 

iritsiko zaren… Egia esan, hitz egin ahala, gorritzen ari naiz. Behin eta berriro esan diot 

nire buruari honek ez duela zentzurik, erokeria bat dela, baina ez dakit… Imajinatu nahi 

dut zuk honez gero sakatu duzula “play” botoia eta nire jardun hau entzuten ari zarela. 

Sidarin ikusi genuen elkar azkenengo aldiz. Batzuetan iruditzen zait bidaia hura sekula 

ez zela erabat bukatu…

Momentu horretan, Sirtaki doinuek gora egingo dute eta itzalpean zegoen agertokia argiztatuko da.

***

Tren bagoi bat dago eszenatokian. Hiru plano izango ditu; bagoiko konpartimentua 4 eserlekurekin, 

pasilloa eta leihoaren beste aldekoa (kanpoaldea). Emakume zaharra ilunpean desagertuko da eta 

bikote gazte bat, JONE eta JOKIN, sartuko da bagoian motxila haundi banakin. Tren billete batzuk 

dituzte eskuetan.

LEHENENGO ETAPA
Hendaia- Bordele-Marsella

Beren bagoira iritsi diren begiratuko dute. Sirtaki doinuak desagertu egingo dira.

JOKIN: (Arnasestuka) Hauxe da, “Wagon 3. Siéges…” Hau zer da eserlekua, ezta?

JONE: Izango da…

JOKIN: “45, 47”.

Motxilak uzten hasiko dira.

JOKIN: Uf... Justo, justo e!

JONE: Esan dizut, taxi bat hartu behar genuen.
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JOKIN: Bueno, baina iritsi gara! Eta dezente diru gutxiagogatik…

JONE: (Irriibarrez) Ze xuhurra zaren…

JOKIN: Aizu, merkeago egin badaiteke, zergatik ez?

JOKINek gerritik eutsi eta muxu emango dio JONEri. Gustura egongo dira segundu batzuetan, goxo. 

JONEri deserosotasun puntu bat nabarituko zaio, baina JOKINek, ustez, ez dio garrantzirik emango.

JOKIN: Gogo bat neukan egun hau iristeko!!

JONE: Baita nik ere. Oporrak...

JOKIN: Oporrak.

JONE: Motxila txikia?

JOKIN: Motxila txikia? Ez daukazu zuk? JONE: Ez Jokin. Zuk zenekarren. Aurrean! JOKIN: 

Ostia! Leihatilan!

JOKIN korrika aterako da bagoitik. JONEk hasperen egingo du, apur bat desesperatuta. Leihotik 

begiratuko du nola doan JOKIN korrika motxila txikiaren bila. Eseri egingo da. Bat batean zeozer 

bururatuko zaio, zutitu, eta motxilatik grabagailu bat aterako du. Grabatzen hasiko da.

JONE: Hendaiara iritsi berri, justu-justu hartu dugu trena. Bueno, oraindik ez da atera. 

(Leihotik begira) Jokini motxila txikia ahaztu zaio estazioko leihatilan. En fin… Ea itzultzeko 

denbora ematen dion. Hilabete daukagu aurretik. Ez dugu ezer zehatzik antolatu eta pixka 

bat egunean egunekoa egitera goaz. Gure helburua Mediterraneoan barrena ibiltzea da.

Bozgorailuetatik tren abiatzera doala esango dute, frantsesez. JONEk ezinegon pixka batekin begiratuko 

du leihotik.

JONE: Hasteko, Marsella. Eguna bertan pasa eta Niza ingurura. Handik Italiara. Nik 

Venezia ezagutzeko gogoa daukat…

Halako batean JONEk keinuak egingo dizkio norbaiti leihotik.

JONE: Ea iristen garen…

Grabagailua ezkutatuko du. JOKIN korrika sartuko da motxila txiki batekin. Momentu berean trena 

martxan jarriko da. JOKIN arnasestuka sartuko da bagoian ia hitz egin ezinda.

JOKIN: Ia alde egin dit…
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Kostata hartuko du arnasa eta ekarri berri duen motxila txikitik “bentolin” bat aterako du. Astindu 

eta haizekada bat hartuko du.

JONE: Imajinatu bertan uzten duzula.

JOKIN kostata errekuperatuko da. Beste haizekada bat hartuko du. JONEk nola lasaitzen den begiratuko dio.

JONE: Hobeto?

JOKINek baietz egingo dio buruarekin.

JONE: Es que ez dakit nola ahaztu ahal izan duzun…

JOKIN: Ba ez dakit nik ere. Despistatu egin naiz.

JONE: Eta noiz ez…

JOKIN: Pasaportea atera dut motxilatik, gero txamarrako poltsikoan gorde dut eta ez dakit…

JONE: Ba hartu ohitura gauza bakoitza bere lekuan uzteko.

JOKIN: (Onarpenez) Ya…

JONE: Egunen batean burua ahaztuko duzu.

JOKIN: Bueno maiti ya… Oporretan gaude, relajatu…

Isiltasun deseroso samarra sortuko da bien artean.

JOKIN: Zenbat ordu dira Bordelera?

JONE: Bizpahiru… Ez nago ziur.

Isilunea.

JOKIN: (Berarentzat ere bai) Eta gauerako Marsellan…

JONEk ez du ezer esango. Pentsakor dago. Isilik joango dira pixka batean.

JOKIN: Ondo zaude?

JONE: Bai. Zeba?

JOKIN: Ez dakit. Pentsakor sumatu zaitut eta.

JONE: Leihotik begira nindoan.

Isilunea. JONEk leihotik begira jarraituko du. JOKINek irribarrez begiratuko dio.

JOKIN: Gogo handia neukan bidaia hau elkarrekin egiteko.
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JONEk irribarre txiki bat egin eta eskua gainean jarriko dio.

JONE: Bai…

Halako batean iluna egingo da. Tunel batean sartuko dira. Trenaren zarata areagotuko da, tuneletan 

gertatu ohi den moduan. Segundo gutxi iraungo ditu. Berriro argia.

JOKIN: Kristona iruditzen zait Interrailarena… Es que ideia batzuk izaten dituzu…

Muxu emango dio lepoan JONEri. JONEk gustura jasoko du.

JONE: (Jolasean) Badakit…

JOKIN: Badakizu?

JONE: Bai. Beti izan naiz ona planak antolatzen.

JOKIN: (Muxutxoak emanez) A bai? Eta inprobisatzen?

JONEri irribarrea aterako zaio. Egiten utziko da pixka bat.

JOKIN: Niri gauza asko bururatzen zaizkit inprobisatzeko…

JONE: Ai Jokin, bale… Itxoin. Hemen trenean ez…

Berriro sartuko dira tunel batean. Soinua areagotuko da. Segundo batzuetara argia.

JOKIN: Iluntasun honekin katxondo jartzen naiz.

JONE: Qué tonto…

JOKINek muxuak ematen jarraituko du. JONE ere berotzen.

JONE: A ver Jokin, jendea dagoela…

JOKIN: Bai, baina gu bakar bakarrik gaude gure bagoian. (Zutituz)

Eta pribatutasun pixka bat nahiez gero…

JOKINek beraien bagoiko ateko estorea jaitsiko du.

JOKIN: … hau itxi eta listo!

JOKIN JONEn gainean jarriko da eta musuka hasiko dira. Geroz era beroago.

JOKIN: (Muxu ezberdinak ematen) Gustatzen zaizu?

JONE: Bai…

JOKIN: Eta hau?
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Bat batean iluna egingo da berriro. Berriro tren soinua. Iluntasun hau luzeagoa izango da aurrekoak 

baino. Esaldi batzuk ilunpean entzungo dira.

JOKIN: Eta hau? (Muxu) Eta hau?

Iluntasunean hasperen batzuk entzungo dira. Berriz argia egitean, JOKIN eta JONE apur bat biluztuta 

daude eta musuka jarraitzen dute. Pareko eserlekuetan beste bi pertsona daude berei begira. JOAQUIN 

eta JUANA.

Adinean aurrera doazen bikote bat da. Itxura berezia dute. JOAQUINek oxigeno bonbona horietako bat 

darama soinean. JONE eta JOKIN hasieran ez dira konturatuko hor daudenik. Halako batean, JOKINek 

ikusiko ditu eta sekulako sustoa hartuko du.

JOKIN: Mekaguen Dios!!!

JONEk garrasi egingo du.

JUANA: Hola!

JOAQUIN: Egun on…

Bi gazteak moztuta eta harrituta geratuko dira bikote helduari begira. Isilune labur bat sortuko da.

JOAQUIN: Barkatu e… Ez zintuztegun beldurtu nahi…

Isilunea.

JOKIN: Ez zaituztegu sartzen entzun… JUANA: Nola ba! Nahikoa zenuten zuenarekin. 

JOKIN: (Lotsatuta) Bai…

Isilunea.

JUANA: Eta? Nora zoazte?

JOKIN: Bordelera. Bueno eta gero handik Marsellara.

JUANA: A… Begira ze ederki.

JOKIN: Zuek?

JOAQUIN: Gu ere Bordelera bai. Ordu pare batean behintzat bagoi kide izango gaituk.

JOKINek irribarre behartua.

JUANA: Zure laguna zer da, mutua?
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JONE: Ez… Susto handia hartu dut.

JUANA: Hain itsusiak ere ez gara ba…

JOAQUINek eta JUANAk barre egingo dute, modu eskandalagarri batean eta JOKIN eta JONE ere 

barrezka hasiko dira, halabeharrez. JOAQUINek arnas eta eztul krisi bat izango du barrearen ondorioz. 

Gazteak pixka bat kezkatuta.

JUANA: Lasai. Ez da hilko… Egonda zaudete aurretik Bordelen?

JOKIN: Ez.

JUANA: Ba horrek ere merezi du.

JOKIN: Ez dakit denbora askorik izango dugun. Tren aldaketa nahiko azkar egin behar 

dugu. Seguraski ez digu mereziko geltokitik ateratzeak.

JUANA: Ze pena…

JOKIN: Bueno. Beste batean. Egia esan badut Bordele ezagutzeko gogoa. Askotan entzun 

dut oso hiri ederra dela…

JONEk zutitzen imintzioa egingo du eta JOKINek eskutik eutsiko dio gogor.

JOKIN: Nora zoaz?

JONE: Komunera… Oraintxe nator.

JUANA: Hor parean daude, ezkerretara. 

JONE: Eskerrik asko. Barkatu e…

JONE bagoitik atera eta desagertu egingo da. JOKIN tentsioan geratuko da beste biekin.

JUANA: Bueno, bueno… zer zarete nobioak?

JOKIN: Bai, bueno… elkarrekin gabiltza. Ez dakit nobioak.. Arraroa egiten zait hitza. Nire 

neska laguna da, bai.

JUANA: Bueno, hori.

JOKIN: Bai, bai. Zortzi urte daramatzagu elkarrekin. Karreran ezagutu genuen elkar eta 

ordutik ba… hori…

JUANA: Begira ze ondo!

JOAQUIN: Zortzi urte. Ya badira batzuk e….

JOKIN: (Moztuta) Bai… JOAQUIN: Zainduzazu ondo e… JOKIN: Saiatzen naiz..

JOAQUIN: Zaindu ondo, ze bestela…
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JUANA: Ai, Joaquin, faborez, isildu zaitez! (Isilunea) Eta? Zer zoazte, oporretara?

JOKIN: Bai. Hilabete baterako gutxi gora behera, baina helmuga konkreturik gabe. Interraila 

egiten ari gara. Mediterraneo inguruan ibiltzea da gure asmoa. Hondartza bila.

JOAQUIN: Sidari.

JOKIN: E?

JOAQUIN: Sidari. Korfu irlan, Grezian. Oso leku ederra.

JOKIN: Sidari…

JOAQUIN: Bai. Apuntatu. Merezi du joatea. Irla osoa da oso polita, baina Sidari bereziki.

JUANA: Bueno, utziezu Joaquin. Egin dezatela nahi dutena…

JOKINek baietz egingo du buruarekin.

JOKIN: Eta? Zuek ere oporretan?

JUANA: Bai. Gu badakizu, jubilatuok, nahi haina eta nahi dugunean mugitu gaitezke…

JOKIN: Eta nora zoazte?

JOAQUIN: Ba gu ere helmuga konkreturik gabe… Momentuz egun batzuk Bordelen. 

Gaztetan ere izanak gara, baina berriz bisitatu nahi dugu.

JOKIN: Oso ondo.

Isilunea.

JOKIN: Ez dakit Jone non sartuko zen…

JUANA: Lasai, ez da galduko.

JONE pasilloan azalduko da berriro, baina bagoitik ikusten ez den puntu batean. Grabagailua aterako 

du poltsatik. Bagoi barrukoek hizketan jarraituko dute, baina ez zaie entzuten.

JONE: Bordelera bidean bikote friki bat jarri da gure alboan. Jokin espezialista da gainera 

konbertsazioa ematen…. Ez dakit zer gertatzen zaidan. Bueno badakit zer gertatzen zaidan, 

baina ez dakit berarekin hitz egin ala ez. A ver, es que jarri, jartzen nau oraindik ere, 

eta izugarri maite dut, baina ez da gauza bera. Eta konturatzen naiz geroz eta pazientzia 

gutxiago dudala berarekin… Es que ostia, benetan e, batzuetan….

JONEren grabaketaren amaieran JOKIN altxatu egingo da eta bagoitik aterako da. JONEk JOKIN 

ikustean grabatzeari utzi, eta disimulatzen saiatuko da, baina bete betean harrapatu du.
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JOKIN: Zertan ari zara?

JONE: Ezertan ez… Bueno, grabagailua ekarri dudala.

JOKIN: Bai, ikusten dut. Ta hori?

JONE: Eguneroko moduko bat egiteko. Idatzi beharrean, zintak grabatu eta listo.

JOKIN: Eta zergatik ez didazu esan?

JONE: Ba ez dakit… Nire mobida zelako… Dena kontatu behar dizut?

JOKIN: Hombre… arraroa egiten zait hori ez kontatzea.

JONE: Ba mutil ez dakit…

Isilik geratuko dira segundo batzuetan zer esan ez dakitela.

JOKIN: E, ze frikiak bi horiek, ezta?

JONE: Niri ez didate rollo onik ematen. Eta bagoi berean tokatu behar.

JOKIN: Bueno… Bordeleraino bakarrik.

JONE: Ze kontatu dizute?

JOKIN: Ezer handirik ez. Oporretan daudela beraiek ere. Gaztetan ibili zirela Europatik 

zehar mediterraneo inguruan. Eta joateko Corfura, Grezian. Oso polita dela. Herri baten 

izena ere esan didate, baina ez naiz gogoratzen…

JONE: Nik ez dakit hauei kasu haundirik egingo nien…

Sirtaki doinuak entzungo dira berriz. Argi aldaketa bat egongo da denboraren joana adierazteko. 

Aldaketa horretan bikote heldua bagoitik desagertuko da eta JOKIN ere bai. JONE bakarrik geratuko 

da bagoian.

BIGARREN ETAPA
Marsella – Niza - Venezia

JONE bagoian eserita doa pentsakor. Halako batean, JOKIN ez datorrela ziurtatu, grabagailua atera 

eta leiho ingurura joango da grabatzera.

JONE: Jokinen bizkarrera hola ibiltzeak bizitasun moduko zerbait sortzen dit. Ez dakit 

hori ona ala txarra den… Suposatzen da dena konpartitu beharko nukeela berarekin, 

ezta? Bikotearekin dena konpartitu beharra dago? Igual harreman sano bat izateko bai, 
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ezta? Ez dakit… azkenaldian burura datozkidan galderak dira. Igual ez dago erantzunik… 

Bidaia honetan Andonirena kontatuko diot. Ez dakit egokiena den, baina kontatu egin 

behar diot…Ezin dut hau barruan gorde… (Pausa pentsakorra) Bost egun ya Hendaiatik 

atera ginela. Atzo Niza atzean utzi eta Veneziara bidean goaz…

Hitz egiten ari dela JUANA pasillotik azalduko da JONEk ez du ikusiko. Bagoi barruan sartuko da eta 

butaketako batean eseri. JONEk grabatzeari utzi eta buelta erdia hartuko du.

JONE: Ostia! Qué susto!!

JUANA: Ze sensiblea zaren neska…

JONE: Zer egiten duzu zuk hemen?

JUANAk billete batzuk aterako ditu eta begiratu egingo ditu.

JUANA: Hau da bosgarren bagoia ezta? Asientos 47 y 49.

JONEk harrituta begiratuko dio.

JUANA: Zer?

JONE: Eta zure senarra?

JUANA: Ez da nire senarra.

JONE: A bueno… zurekin zihoan gizona…

JUANA: Komunean. Prostata flojo dauka gizajoak eta ezin aguantatu ibiltzen da. Ni ere ez 

pentsa e… adinarekin dena aflojatzen da. Baita emakumeoi ere. Niri orain, eztul pixka bat 

egin eta pixa ateratzen zait…

JONE: Ya…

JUANAk eztul egingo du. Isiltasun deserosoa.

JUANA: Eta zure nobioa?

JONE: Tabernan geratu da.

JUANAk poltsatik moldeko ogia eta fianbre pixka bat aterako ditu. Sandwich batzuk egiten hasiko da.

JUANA: Zer zaudete, haserre?

JONE: Ez…

JUANA: Ya… Ez, zerbait entzun dudanez bagoira sartu naizenean…
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JONE: (Lehor samar) Ba esaten ari nintzena pribatu zen.

JUANA: Ai emakumea… Barkatu, barkatu... Zer jakin behar nuen? Edozein lekutan hasten 

bazara gauza horiek ahots gora esaten ba… Deskuidatuz gero igual zure nobioak ere 

entzun.

JONEk ez du ezer esango. Leihotik begira jarriko da hitz egitea saihestu nahian.

JUANA: Zu ez zaude lasai-lasai, ezta? Mutil horrekin esan nahi dut…

JONEk serio begiratuko dio, eta leihotik begira jarriko da berriro. JUANAk bokadilloa egiten jarraituko du.

JUANA: Nik zure adinean ere gora beherak izaten nituen orduko nobioarekin. Bueno… 

nirekin datorren aitton zaharra. Ordutik ezagutzen dugu elkar. Ezkonduta ere egon ginen 

pentsa. Baina momentu bat heldu zen ba… ez dakit… bizitzak batzuetan espero ez dituzun 

bideak hartzen ditu. Eta oso luzea da… Bizitza, esan nahi dut (Bokadilloa eskainiz) Nahi?

JONE: Ez.

JUANA jaten hasiko da. Isilik joango dira une batez. JONE bere pentsamenduetan.

JONE: Eta elkarrekin bidaiatzen jarraitzen duzue? 

JUANA: Bueno… tarteka. Ondo pasatzen dugu elkarrekin. 

JONE: Ze suertea…

JUANA: Zuk zure nobioarekin… nola da?

JONE: Jokin.

JUANA: Zuk Jokinekin ez ala?

JONE: Bai.

JUANA: Ba horixe…

Isiltasuna.

JONE: Baina bikote harreman bat elkarrekin ondo pasatzea baino urrunago doan zerbait 

da, ez?

JUANA: Nik ze esango dizut ba… Hori norberak erabaki dezala… Begira guk nola bukatu 

dugun…

JONE: Baina ez zaudete elkarrekin…

JUANA: Bueno, elkarrekin egon egon, bagaude… Tren honetan. Zuek bezala.
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JONE: Ez da gauza bera…

JUANAk irribarre misteriotsu bat egingo du.

JUANA: (Sandwicha eskainiz) Tira, jan pixkat on egingo dizu ta.

JONEk zalantza pixka bat egin, baina azkenean bokadiloa hartuko du. Jaten hasiko da.

JUANA: Hara, harreman bat sandwich bat moduko zerbait da. Bi moldeko ogi dituzu. 

Bueno batzuetan igual hiru edo lau ere bai, baina niri hori oso haundi gertatzen zait… 

Jendea agobiatuta egoten da sandwicha zerekin bete. Ze jarriko diogu? Mortadela? 

Nocilla? Gazta ta membrilloa? O normalean gazta ta membrilloa, baina tarteka txorixo 

panplona pixkat ere bai? Qué agobio… Eta askotan ahaztu egiten zaigu moldeko ogia 

bakar bakarrik ere ederra dela. Igual bukaerarako seko seko geratzen dela? Bai! Lizundu 

egiten dela? Baita… Ta tarteka betetzea ondo dagoela? Bai!!! Baina moldeko ogia bakarrik 

ere eder askoa dago. Ulertzen?

JONEk baietz egingo dio buruarekin, mastekatzen duen bitartean.

JUANA: Orain… nocillazko bokadillo goxo bat badaukazu esku artean, ba hori oso gauza 

ederra da. Baina nocillak lehenago edo geroago enpalagatu egiten du. Beti.

JONE: Ez dakit oso ondo ulertu dizudan…

Momentu horretan, JOAQUIN eta JOKIN datoz pasillotik.

JUANA: Hara! Beste bi horiek ere topo egin dute nonbaiten.

JOKIN sartuko da aurrena.

JOKIN: Ezta flipantea berriz ere tren konpartimentu bera tokatzea?

JONE: Bai…

JOKIN: (JUANAri) Kaixo.

JUANA: Kaixo.

JOAQUIN: Bueno nik eseri beharra daukat, hainbeste denbora zutik ya nekatu egiten naiz eta.

JOAQUIN eseri egingo da.

JOKIN: Maiti, Sidarira joan behar dugu…
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JONE: Zer?

JOKIN: Sidari, gogoratzen aurrekoan nola esan nizun Korfuko herri bati buruz hitz egin 

zidatela? Ba horixe da izena. Sidari. Ba omen dago kanal bat bertan, naturala, bi …

JUANA: Joaquin!! Berriz eman diozu lata puta herri horren kontuarekin?

JOAQUIN: Nahi dudanari buruz hitz egingo dut berarekin ezta? Edo hori ere zuk markatu 

behar didazu?

JUANA: Baina es que astun jartzen zarenean elefante bat baino astunagoa zara!

JOAQUIN: Zu ez… Zuk sekula ez dituzu kriston txapak botatzen. Zu isil isilik egoten zara 

beti!

JUANA: Nire txapak behintzat interesanteak dira.

JOAQUIN: Bai, oso inetersanteak… Mortadelazko Sandwichei buruzkoak!!!

JONEk lehenengo aldiz egingo du susmo arraro bat.

JUANA: Bueno, bale!! Ez gara berriz hasiko ezta? 

JOAQUIN: Nor hasi da hemen ozpinduta hitz egiten? 

JUANA: Ozpindu bat naizela esan nahi didazu?

JOAQUIN: Ozpinduta zaudenean ezin da zurekin hitz egin…

JUANA: Isildu zaitez!!!

JOAQUINi eztul atake batek emango dio. Oxigenoa igoko du. JOKIN eta JONE aluzinatuta biei begira. 

Bronkagatik eta arnasketa atakeagatik. JOAQUINek eztul egiteari uzten dionean, JOKINek “bentolin” 

haizekada bat hartuko du.

JOKIN: Barkatu e… Ez nuen eztabaida bat sortu nahi.

JUANA: A, lasai.. Askotan haserretzen gara, baina segituan pasatzen zaigu. Ezta?

JOAQUINek baietz egingo du zailtasunarekin.

JUANA.: Bueno, bueno… eta? Zenbat egun egingo dituzue Venezian?

JOKIN: Hiru bat. Jonek gogo haundia dauka ezagutzeko. Bueno, eta nik ere bai. Argazkitan 

ikusten diren kanal horiek, eta gondolak eta…

JUANA: Bai.

JOKIN: Zuek zenbat denbora geratuko zarete?

JUANA: Ba ez dakigu, ezta Joaquin?
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JOAQUIN: Ez. Ikusiko dugu. Sobre la martxa.

Halako batean, bozgorailuetatik Veneziara iristen ari direla esango dute italieraz.

JUANA: Ala… Iristen ari gara. Gu poliki-poliki bagoaz irteerarantz bestela gero asko 

kostatzen zaigu eta…

JOAQUIN: Bai.

JOKIN: Ba ea ikusten garen egun hauetan.

JOAQUIN: Seguru baietz! A! Eta kontuz Venezian adokinekin. Gutxien espero duzunean… 

ttak!! Bihurritua.

JUANA: Benga, isildu zaitez eta segi aurrera!!

Bi edadetuak bagoitik atera eta pasilloan desagertuko dira.

JOKIN: Joaquin hori oso tipo jatorra da.

JONE: Ya…

JOKIN: Emazteak ez du pasta berekoa ematen.

JONE: Ez dira senar-emazteak.

JOKIN: A ez? Bueno dena delakoa…

JONE: Pareja izan omen ziren, baina ya ez dira.

JOKIN: A bai? Eta zer egiten dute elkarrekin oporretan? 

JONE: Zer, ezin dituzte opor batzuk elkarrekin egin ala? 

JOKIN: Ez, ez, ez da hori… baina arraroa da.

JONE: Zeba?

JOKIN: Ez dakit…

JONE: Eta zuk ere “karrete” bat daukazu behar ez denarekin hitz egiteko ere…

JOKIN: Orain ezin al dut nahi dudanarekin hitz egin?

JONE: Jokin! Bi hauei konbertsazio pixka bat emanez gero, pega-pega eginda edukiko 

ditugu bidaia guztian!!

JOKIN: Bai zera! Ez ditugu ta gehiago ikusiko. Auskalo hemendik nora doazen…

JONE: Ya…

JOKIN: Ze paranoia sartu zaizu zuri orain?

JONE gauzak jasotzen hasiko da serio.
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JOKIN: Zer?

JONE: Ezer ez, ez zaizkidala gustatzen.

JOKIN: Benetan e… zu ere arraro jartzen zarenean…

JONE: (Aterantz) Baietz berriz elkartu oraindik ere.

JONE atetik aterako da. JOKINek ere desesperazio keinu txiki bat egin eta alde egingo du bagoitik. 

Trantsiziorako Sirtaki/italia doinua entzungo da berriz ere. Argi trantsizio batekin bagoia hutsa 

geratuko da.

HIRUGARREN ETAPA
Venezia – Florencia- Roma

Bagoi hutsa. Bat batean JONE korrika azalduko da pasillotik. Azkar ibiltzeko keinu bat egingo dio 

JOKINi. JOKIN atzetik dator, erren.

JONE: Benga Jokin ostia!!! Ikusi egingo gaituzte!!

JOKIN: A ver… ezin dut azkarrago!!! Adokin madarikatu horiek!!!

JONE: Sartu!!!

JONEk bagoiko storea itxiko du eta ate azpian makurtuko dira biak. Halako batean, JUANA eta 

JOAQUIN pasatuko dira, poliki, pasillotik. Ate aurretik pasatzean geratu egingo dira. Tentsio une bat 

sortuko da, baina azkenean aurrera egingo dute. JONEk eta JOKINek arnasa hartuko dute lasaitasunez.

JOKIN: Pixka bat lartxo hola ibiltzea, ez zaizu iruditzen?

JONE: Bi horiek zerbait nahi dute gugandik.

JOKIN: Bai, zera!

JONE: Ez da normala Jokin!

JOKIN: Nola ez dela normala? Bidaia antzekoa egiten gabiltza, besterik ez!

JONE: Berrogeita hamar mila aukera eta bidaia berdina? No me jodas! Eta ze ostiatan 

dabiltza atso agure batzuk interraila egiten?

JOKIN: Ba niri gustatuko litzaidake beraien adinean horrela ibiltzea…

JONEk islik begiratuko dio une batez.
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JOKIN: Zer?

JONE: Ezer ez.

JOKIN: Ostia, kriston pixalia daukat. (Zutituz) Hainbeste presa, ez dut denborarik izan 

komunetik pasatzeko! Banoa harantz.

JONE: Bueno, baina kontuz. Ez zaitzatela ikusi!!

JOKIN konpartimentutik aterako da eta komunerantz joan. JONEek pasilloan jarraituko dio 

begiradarekin. Ondoren barrura sartu eta atea itxiko du berriz. Urduri egongo da, zer egin ez dakiela. 

Halako batean, grabagailua aterako du.

JONE: Bederatzigarren eguna. Berriro igo dira gure tren berera. Bikote frikia… Bueno 

bikotea… Deseroso jartzen naiz beraiekin.

Isilune bat egingo du eta gero berriro grabatzeari eman.

JONE: Jokinek ez die ezer arrarorik ikusten… Ez dakit… Igual burua joaten ari zait. (….) 

Oraindik ez dut berarekin hitz egin Andonirenari buruz. Zertarako? Pentsatzen dut 

askotan. Merezi du? Hain gustura gabiltza… Batzuetan iruditzen zait ez naizela uste 

dudan bezain ausarta. Beldurra diot gaia ateratzeari, ze nik neuk ere ez dakit zer nahi 

dudan. Norbaitekin gustura egon arren normala da zalantzak izatea? O beste norbaitekin 

larrutan egin nahi izatea? Bueno, egitea? (…) Esaten da oporrak erabakigarriak izaten 

direla harremanetan, baina es que gu super ondo gaude … Joder!

Halako batean JONEk JOAQUIN ikusiko du kristalaren beste aldetik irribarrez agurtzen. Sustoa hartuko du.

JONE: Gizona kristaletik begira daukat… zera baino itsusiagoa da…

Grabatzeari utziko dio eta JOAQUINek atea irkeiko du.

JOAQUIN: Sar naiteke?

JONE: Sartu, sartu…

JOAQUIN: Ze pena oraingoan ez zaigula konpartimentu bera tokatu.

JONE: Bai…

JOAQUIN: Jokin?

JONE: Komunera joan da. Oraintxe etorriko da.

JOAQUIN: Eseri egingo naiz e…
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JOAQUIN poliki eseriko da.

JOAQUIN: Zer zabiltza? Zeozer grabatzen?

JONE: Bai, bueno… eguneroko bat. Bitakora koaderno moduko bat.

JOAQUIN: Hori oso ondo dago.

JONEk irribarre behartu bat egingo du.

JOAQUIN: Beti eman dit inbidia egunerokoak idazten dituen jendeak.

JONE: Bueno, hasi besterik ez duzu egin behar.

JOAQUIN: Baina nik ez dut horretarako balio.

JONE: Nola ezetz? Barrua hustu baino ez da egin behar eta hori egiten denok dakigu.

JOAQUIN: Ez pentsa… Ni gauzak gordetzekoa naiz…

JONE: (Probatzen) Jokin bezala orduan…

JOAQUIN: Zein zure nobioa?

JONE: Bai, bueno…

JOAQUIN: Hari ere kostatu egiten zaio barrukoa botatzea?

JONE: Buff!! Ez dakizu zenbat!!

JOAQUIN: Es que zer garen gizonezkoak e… Bueno, batzuk behintzat… Egia esan, gero, 

pentsatzen jarrita nik hustu beharrik ere ez dut izaten askotan…

JONE: Denok daukagu hustu beharra.

JOAQUIN: Ba ni… ez pentsa… nahiko konformista izan naiz beti.

JONE: Bai, baina gaizki ere egongo zara tarteka… 

JOAQUIN: Tarteka…. Baina zer lortzen dut barruak hustuta? 

JONE: Ba lasaiago geratzea.

JOAQUIN: Horretarako ez dago ezer hustu beharrik. Barrukoa txukundu eta listo.

JONE: Ai ez e!! Ez etorri zu ere horrekin. Hori da ez duzula besteen aurrean zaurgarri geratu 

nahi.

JOAQUIN: Zaur zer? Benetan, gaur eguneko gazteek hitz batzuk erabiltzen dituzue…

JONE: Zaurgarri! Vulnerable!! Adibidez, zure emazte horrekin moztu zenuenean, nola 

egon zinen?

JOAQUIN: Jodido.

JONE: Ba horixe! Eta orduan ez zenuen barrua hustu?
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JOAQUIN: Ez askorik… Denborak gero beti ekartzen ditu gauzak bere onera. Ez dago 

tremendista izan beharrik.

JONE: Zer esan nahi duzu, ni tremendista naizela?

JOAQUIN: Ez… Nik zu ez zaitut ezertaz ezagutzen.

JONE isilik geratuko da momentu batez.

JOAQUIN: Hara… Banandu ginenean, mundua gainera zetorkidala pentsatu nuen. Oso 

galduta sentitu nintzen. Oso. Baina esan nuen: “Joaquin, zu zurera. Berregin bizitza. 

Berak horixe nahi izan du, errespetatu bere erabakia.” Eta horixe egin nuen.

JONE: Berak utzi zuen orduan harremana.

JOAQUIN: Bai.

JONE: Beste norbaitekin joateko?

JOAQUIN: Nik dakidala ez behintzat… Aske izan omen nahi zuen.

JONE isilik geratuko da.

JONE: Eta ordutik ez duzue beste bikoterik izan?

JOAQUIN: Hola… bikote bikoterik ez. Bueno, ni oraintxe ari naiz norbait ezagutzen…

JONE: (Harrituta) Benetan?

JOAQUIN: Bueno a ver, ezer serioa ez e… Baina hainbeste denbora eta gero. Nork esan 

behar zidan. Behin gure herriko jubilatuen tabernan emakume bat azaldu zen lagun bat 

bisitatzera, Maria Jesus, Gasteiztarra. Ez dakit… konexio berezia izan genuen hasieratik eta

astero jaisten hasi zen kartetan egitera. Eta orain tarteka zinera ere joaten gara elkarrekin…

JONE: Eta zure emazte ohiak badaki zerbait?

JOAQUIN: Ez…

JONE isilik geratuko da une batez.

JONE: Baina gaizki hartuko lukeela uste duzu?

JOAQUIN: Hainbeste denbora eta gero, ez dakit… Zuk nola hartuko zenuke?

JONE pentsakor.

JONE: Hombre, ya batera ez bazaudete … 

JOQUIN: Baina asko egoten gara elkarrekin. 
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JONE: Ya… Por cierto, nola izena du?

JOAQUIN: Maria Jesus.

JONE: Ez. Emazte ohiak…

Momentu horretan JUANA azalduko da pasillotik. JOAQUIN barruan ikustean keinu bat egingo du eta 

atea irekiko du.

JUANA: Zuk ez dakizu abisatzen?

JOAQUIN: Esan dizut! Baina lo zeunden ahoa zabalik!

Isiltasuna.

JUANA: Zer? Zertaz ari zineten hor, txor-txor-txor?

JONEk eta JOAQUINek elkarri begiratuko diote.

JONE: Elkarrekin ze zoriontsu izan zineten kontatzen ari zitzaidan.

JUANA: (Joaquini) Eta orain ya ez gara zoriontsu ala?

JOAQUIN: Bai, bai…

JONE: Baina ez da gauza bera…

JUANA: Zergatik ez?

JONE: Hombre, hasteko, ez zaudete elkarrekin. (Zuzenduz) Bikote moduan esan nahi dut.

JUANA: Ai… gazteok zenbat erromantizatzen duzuen maitasuna. Zerk pentsarazten dizu 

lehen orain baino zoriontsuago ginela?

JOAQUIN: Adinak.

JUANA: (Isiltasun baten ondoren) Zu, ixo!

JONE: Maiteminduta zaudenean beti zaude zoriontsuago.

JUANA: Zu ere orduan, duela urte batzuk, zoriontsuago zinen.

Isilunea.

JONE: Zuetaz ari ginen!

JUANA: Zuek… gu… ze inporta du…

JONE: E?

JUANA: Harreman guztiak berdintsuak direla.

Isiltasuna.
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JUANA: Ez zaude ondo Jokinekin, ezta?

JOAQUIN: A ver maitti, ez dut uste honetaz hitz egiteko momentua denik…

JUANA: Maitti? Noiztik ez didazu hola deitu?

JONE: (Suminduta eta moska) Eta zer egin beharko nuke zure ustez? Esan? Zer nahi dudan 

jakin ez arren, harremana dinamitatu?

JUANA: “Dinamitatu”… Ze tremendista zaren…

JONE: Ni ez naizela tremendista…

JUANA: Gauzak hitz egin egin behar dira.

JONE: Ez esan hori ze kriston amorrua ematen dit.

JUANA: Baina egia da.

JONE: Baina gauza bakoitza bere garaian…

JUANA: Gero beranduegi izaten da. Egin kasu.

JONE: Bakoitza bere erritmora, etzaizu iruditzen, Maria Jesus?

Isilunea. JOAQUIN oso tenso jarriko da.

JUANA: Ni ez naiz Maria Jesus…

JONE: Ai barkatu… nahastu egingo nintzen… Nola izena duzu? Aurkeztu ere ez gara egin…

Momentu horretan JOKIN azalduko da. Moztuta sartuko da, erren.

JOKIN: Kaixo… Zer, oraingoan ere bagoi bera tokatu zaigu?

JUANA: (Zutituz) Ez, baina zure nobiarekin hitz egiteko sartu gara. Ala Joaquin, goazen!

JOAQUIN: Bai…

Bi zaharrek alde egingo dute.

JOKIN: Noiz azaldu dira?

JONE: Agurea zu azaldu eta gutxira eta atsoa orain dela minutu batzuk.

JOKIN: Zer esan dizue? Zer doaz Florentziara beraiek ere?

JONE: Ez dakit…

JOKIN: Baina ze kontatu dizute?

JONE: Ezer ez. Bueno tipoa aritu zait esaten emakume bat ezagutu duela… eta nik zer 

dakit!

JOKINek kristaletik begiratuko du ea pasillotik urrundu den beste bikotea.



25

JONE: Jokin… Ez zaizu arraroa egiten?

JOKIN: Hombre, friki puta batzuk dira…

JONE: Ez… Baina egoera ere bai. Dena. Ez beraiek bakarrik. Gure atzetik datozela ematen du.

JOKIN: Bueno, a ver maitti, kointzidentzia bat izango da!

JONE: Kointzidentzia lartxo…

JOKIN: Ez ditugu-eta ezertaz ezagutzen!!

JONE isilik.

JOKIN: Eta deskuiduan gure atzetik ibiliko balira ere, zertarako? Ze zentzu dauka?

JONEk begiratu egingo dio esan ala ez erabakitzen.

JOKIN: Zer?

JONE: Ezer ez, ezer ez.

JOKIN: Zer ari zara pentsatzen?

JONE: Ezer ez, benetan.

JOKIN: Aspertuta daude eta gu bezalako bi gaztek bizi poza ematen die…

JONE: Bai. Hori izango da.

Trantsizioko musika bat entzungo da eta agertokia erdi ilunpean geratuko da.

LAUGARREN ETAPA
Erroma-Bari

Agertoki erdi ilunean geratuko da. Tren soinua baino ez da entzungo. Halako batean, ilunpe horretan, 

JUANA sartuko da bagoira. Grabagailua dakar.. Eserlekuetako batean utzi eta “play”ari emango 

dio. JONEk aurretik grabatutako testu bat entzungo da. JUANAk martxan utziko du grabagailua eta 

bagoitik aterako da.

JONE (OFF): Bihar Erroman trena hartu eta Barira joango gara, Italia ekialdean. Bertan 

hartzen dira Greziarako barkuak. Ez dakigu Atenaseraino joan zuzenean, edo Korfun 

geratu.

Momentu horretan JOKIN azalduko da pasillotik bagoian sartuko da eta JONEn ahotsa entzungo du, 

baina ez da jabetuko zer ari den kontatzen.
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JOKIN: (Urrunera) Jone!! Hemen dago!!

Hori esan eta hartu egingo du. Pixkanaka joango da konturatzen zer esaten duen zintak.

JONE (OFF):  Jokinek Sidari izeneko herri batera joan nahi du. Beste agure horrek sartu 

dio buruan. Atzo Trasteberen afaltzen ari ginela ia-ia kontatu nion. Nik hitz egin nahi dut 

berarekin gure artekoari buruz, baina ez dakit nondik hasi, ez dakit seguru-seguru nik 

neuk ere zer nahi dudan… Kriston jaleoa daukat buruan. Lehenengo neure burua argitu 

behar dut eta ikusiko dut aurrerago Andonirena kontatu ala ez… Ze askotan pentsatzen 

dut: zein izan da egin dudana egiteko arrazoia?

Momentu horretan JONE azalduko da presaka pasillotik, eta JOKINek ikusi bezain pronto grabagailua 

itzaliko du.

JONE: Eskerrak… Kriston pena emango zidan galtzeak. Non zegoen?

JOKIN: Hortxe eserleku gainean.

JONE: Eserlekuan?

JOKIN: Bai…

JONE: Ze arraroa…

JOKIN: Zer?

JONE: Sekula ez nukeela eserlekuan utziko…

JOKIN: Ba hortxe zegoen.

JOKINek begirada saihestuko dio. JONEk nabarituko du zerbait. Atzetik eutsiko dio, goxo.

JONE: Kriston gogoa daukat Greziara pasatzeko. Zuk ez?

JOKIN: Bai…

JONE: Jesus, gizona! Edozeinek esango luke… Ondo zaude?

JOKIN: Bai, bueno, nekatuta. Ez dakit… nekatuta esnatu naiz gaur…

JONE: Kostara iristean pasatuko zaizkizu neke guztiak, ikusiko duzu. A ze bidaia, ezta?

Momentu horretan JOAQUIN eta JUANA azalduko dira pasillotik.

JOKIN: Badatoz hauek berriro…

JONE: Lehen, tabernan, gure atzean zeuden.

Bagoira iritsiko dira atso agureak.
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JUANA: Hemen gure usapalak!!!

JOAQUIN: Ze gauza ederra den maitasuna e…

JUANA: Beste bagoi bat tokatu zaigu, baina eseri gaitezke pixka batean zuekin?

JONE: (Etsita) Eseri, eseri…

JOAQUIN eta JUANA eseri egingo dira. JUANA dena arretaz begiratzen.

JOAQUIN: Hara! Azaldu zaizu eta grabagailua…

JONE: Bai. Eserlekuan utzita neukan.

JOAQUIN: Esan dizut nik agertuko zela.

JOKIN altxatu egingo da eta joatekoa egingo du.

JONE: Nora zoaz?

JOKIN: (Serio) Hankak luzatu behar ditut.

JOKIN atera egingo da, baina bagoitik ikusten ez den pasilloaren zati batean geratuko da, pentsakor. 

Alde batera eta bestera begiratu, eta azkenean zigarro bat aterako du. Erretzen hasiko da. Bagoian 

beste hirurak isilik geratu dira. JUANA JONEri begira egongo da.

JOAQUIN: Eguraldi ederra egiten du e!

JUANA: Joaquin, hori esateko isilik hobeto zaude.

JOAQUIN: Bai…

Berriro isiltasuna.

JOAQUIN: Bueno, nik ere hankak luzatuko ditut.

JUANA: Bai, benga, segi.

JOAQUIN ere bagoitik aterako da. JOKIN ikusi eta berarengana joango da.

JOAQUIN: Uste diat tren honetan ezin dela erre…

JOKIN: Niri kontrakoa esaten ez didaten bitartean…

Isilunea.

JOAQUIN: Aspaldi ez dudala erretzen, baina pasako zigarro bat?

JOKIN: (Harrituta) Baina zuri ez zaizu komeni.

JOAQUIN- Hiri ere ez asma horrekin.
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JOKIN: Nola dakizu asma daukadala?

JOAQUIN: (Isilunea baten ondoren) A ver, ikusi haut… (Inaladore keinua)

Barruko eszenak jarraituko du.

JUANA: Hitz egin duzu berarekin?

JONE: Jokinekin? Zertaz?

JUANA: Ez dakit… Zuen kontuez. Esan nizun aurreko batean ere, gauzak hitz egin egin 

behar dira.

JONE: Zuri ez dizut kontatuko zertaz hitz egiten dudan nire bikotearekin…

JUANA: Oso serio joan da. Zerbait gertatzen zaio ala?

JONE: Ba ez dakit. Galdetu berari nahi baduzu…

Berriro kanpora.

JOAQUIN: Joango zarete Sidarira azkenean?

JOKIN: Ez dakit, ez dugu erabaki…

JOAQUIN: Joan. Eta egin salto esan nizun kanalera. Canal del amour. Betiereko maitasuna 

izateko.

JOKIN: Ez dakit Joaquin…

JOAQUIN: Hara… Nik bere garaian ez nian egin. Kriston ekaitza lehertu zen salto egitera 

nindoala. Gainera, barruko horri superstizioen kontu hori txorrada bat iruditzen zitzaion 

eta en fin… begira nola bukatu dugun…

JOKIN: Bueno, elkarrekin zaudete oporretan.

JOAQUIN: Baina maitasuna joan zuan.

JOKIN: Ez nuke esango maitasuna joan zitzaizuenik. Bestela ez zineten hemen egongo.

JOAQUIN: Bai. Hori ere egia duk…

Barrura berriz ere.

JUANA: Nik damu bakarra daukat bizitza honetan Joaquinekin. Gauzak hitz egin gabe uztea…

JONEk adi begiratuko dio eta jokoan sartuko da.

JONE: Eta zer da hitz egin gabe utzi zenuten hori ba?

JUANA: Ba gauzak… Nola sentitzen ginen. Zergatik hartu genituen hartu genituen erabakiak.
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JONE: Garaiz zaude oraindik. 

JUANA: Ya ez. Urte asko pasatu dira. 

JONE: Eta? Inoiz ez da berandu.

JUANA: Orain ya zertarako? Ederki gaude gauden moduan.

JONEk isilik begiratuko dio eta intentzio guztiz begiratuko dio.

JONE: Baina denboran atzera egiteko aukera bazenu, zer esango zenioke?

JUANAk begirada mantenduko dio pixka batean.

JUANA: Ez dakit, egia esan…

Isiltasuna berriro.

JONE: Eta zeure buruari?

JUANAri irribarrea aterako zaio.

JUANA: Ez edukitzeko beldurrik bakardadeari. Eta izateko ausarta, bizitzak beti hartzen 

duela hartu behar duen bidea. Eta ezer ez dagoela gaizki. Kentzeko kulparen pisu zaharra 

bizkar gainetik. Eta ez uzteko sekula flekilloa, ez zaiola ondo geratzen.

Berriro mutilengana.

JOAQUIN: Hala ere, hara iristen zaretenean, hik, gertatzen dena gertatzen dela, egin salto 

uretara eta gurutzatu kanala.

JOKIN: Ez dakit Joneri graziarik egingo zion.

JOAQUIN: Horregatik… Berari begira bahago ez duk salto egingo. Eta hik berarekin egon 

nahi duk , ezta?

JOKIN: Bai, baina nik ez dakit berak nahi duen. 

JOAQUIN: Kanala gurutzatzen baduk, nahiko dik. 

JOKIN: Ez dakit nik gauza horietan sinisten dudan…

JOAQUIN: Egin kasu niri. Esperientziaz esaten diat. Begira guk nola bukatu genuen!

JOKIN: Bueno, gaizki ere ez zaituztet ikusten!

JOAQUIN: Gurutzatzeko kanala, ostia!

JOKIN: Bale, bale, bale…
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Berriro barrura.

JONE: Zuek biok arrazoi konkreturen batengatik zaudete hemen, ezta?

JUANA: Zer esan nahi duzu?

JONE: Badakizu zer esan nahi dudan. JUANA: Oporretan gabiltza zuek bezala. JONE: Biok 

dakigu hori ez dela egia.

JUANA: Eta zertan gabiltza ia laurogei urteko atso agure bikote bat, zure ustez?

JONE: Ez dakit zein den zuen helburua, ez nondik etorri zareten, baina oporrak baino 

zerbait gehixeagogatik zaudete hemen…

JUANA: Hain seguru bazaude…

JONE: Zergatik ez duzu sekula zure izenik esan?

JUANA: Zertarako jakin nahi duzu nire izena?

JONE: Kontutxo bat egiaztatzeko.

Kanpora berriro.

JOKIN: Hala ere, ez zineten urrundu. Elkarrekin jarraitzen duzue…

JOAQUIN: Bueno, ez pentsa… Hasieran distantzia hartu genian. Berak batez ere… Eta 

hobeto, ze denbora behar da bizitza berregiteko.

JOKIN: Berregin zenuen…

JOAQUIN: Kostata.

JOKIN: Itzuliko zinateke berarekin?

JOAQUIN: Itzuliko nintzateke garai hartara. Gaztarora. Zuen adinera. Bueno, edo ondo 

geunden garaira. Gustatuko litzaidakek orduan sentitu nuen hura orain sentitzea, baina 

ezin da.

JOKIN: Zergatik ez?

JOAQUIN: Ezin delako… Gauzak aldatu egiten dituk denborarekin. Eta berak erabaki zian 

ez ziala nahi aldatutako harreman hura.

JOKIN: Ez zen beste arrazoirik egon?

JOAQUIN: Nik dakidala ez… Ez zian nirekin jarraitu nahi. Eta nik errespetatu egin behar 

nian hori. Ez zagok maitasuna erregutzen egotea baino gauza okerragorik…

JOKIN pentsakor geratuko da.

JOAQUIN: Horregatik, hik egin salto kanal horretara eta agian horrela…
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Berriro emakumetara.

JUANA: Ez didazu beste ezer galdetu nahi?

JONE: Zer galdetu nahiko nizuke ba?

JUANA: Zergatik dagoen bat batean zure mutila hain arraro adibidez…

JONE: Eta zuk nola jakingo duzu ba hori?

JUANA: Esan nizun lehengo batean ere. Zure pentsamenduak edozein lekutan ahots gora 

esaten hasten baldin bazara…

JONEk isilik mantenduko dio begirada.

JONE: Grabagailuaren asuntoa zure kontua izan da, ezta?

JUANA: Egia jakitea merezi du…

JONEk lepora salto egingo dio JUANAri. Momentu horretan akzioa kanpora pasatuko da. Bi gizonek 

hizketan jarraituko dute, baina bi emakumeak borrokan ari direla ikusiko dugu.

JOKIN: Baina hori ez da maitasuna erregutzea?

JOAQUIN: Hori patuari “hordago” bat botatzea izan daiteke, eta inoiz ezin da jakin kasu 

horietan…

JOKIN: Ez dizut ulertzen.

JOAQUINek denbora bat hartuko du erantzuteko.

JOAQUIN: Hara Jokin, ez zakiat zer gertatuko den nik hau kontatzen badiat, baina kontua 

da gu biok…

Bat batean JOKINek JONE JUANAren lepoa estutzen ari dela ikusiko du eta banatu egingo du.

JOKIN: Jone, ze ostia!! Jone, bale, bale, bale!!!

JONE: Berak lapurtu dit grabagailua!! Atso zahar honek lapurtu dit grabagailua…

JUANAk kostata hartuko du arnasa. Bat batean JONEri ere arnasa hartzea kostatuko zaio.

JONE: Ezin dut arnasarik hartu… 

JOKIN: A ver maitti, lasai… 

JONE: Ezin dut arnasarik hartu…

JOKIN: Antsietate atake bat da, saiatu arnasa sakon hartzen.
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JONE lurrean makurtuko da eta poliki-poliki arnasa berreskuratzen joango da. JOAQUINek serio 

begiratuko dio JUANAri.

JOKIN: Ya está! Pasatu da…

JONE: Atso honek lapurtu dit grabagailua.

JOKIN: Ezin du izan… Grabagailua eserlekuan zegoen bagoira sartu naizene…

JOKIN ohartuko da agian JONEk arrazoi duela eta JUANAri begira geratuko da. Ondoren JOAQUINi 

begiratuko dio.

JOKIN: Nortzuk zarete zuek biok? Zer nahi duzue gugandik?

JOAQUIN: Ezer ez Jokin, ez diagu ezer nahi…

JOKIN: Zergatik zabiltzate gure atzetik?

Isiltasun bat sortuko da bagoian.

JOKIN: Nortzuk zarete? JONE: (JUANAri) Zure izena… JUANA: Zertarako?

JONE: Esan zein den zure izena.

JUANA: Ez dizut esango.

JONEk bat batean JOAQUINi, bortxaz, oxigeno tutua eta bonbona kenduko dizkio. .

JUANA: Zertan ari zara?

JOKINek JUANA geldiaraziko du.

JONE: Nortzuk zarete? 

JOAQUIN: Ekarri bonbona! 

JONE: Esan nortzuk zareten!!

JUANA: Ez duzu ikusten ezin duela arnasa ondo hartu?

JONE: Ba esan nortzuk zareten… eta itzuliko diot.

JOAQUIN: Mesedez… JOKIN: Jone igual… JONE: Izenak!!

Isilunea tentso bat sortuko da. JUANAk pausu bat aurrera emango du. Egia esatera doala dirudi.

JOAQUIN: (JOKINi) Sidariko kanala igerian gurutzatzen baduk, esango dizuegu.

Itsaso soinua entzungo da. Olatuak itsaslabarren kontra. Trantsizioko argiak piztuko dira eta 

agertokiak erabat ezberdina den itxura bat hartuko du. Jada ez daude trenean. Sidarira iritsi dira. 

JONE eta JOKIN bakarrik geratuko dira eszenatokian.
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BOSGARREN ETAPA
Sidari

JOKIN eta JONE itsaslabarrean daude beste bien zain. JOKIN urrunera begira.

JONE: Badatoz o zer?

JOKIN: Poliki, baina bai. Hor datoz…

JONE: Nik ez dakit ze obsesio daukan agure horrek kanal hau igeri gurutzatzearekin!

JOKIN: Gurutzatzen duenak betirako maitasuna eskaintzen omen dio bere maiteari…

JONE isilik geratuko da JOKINi begira.

JONE: Que chorrada…

JOKIN ez dago beti bezala. Serioago dago.

JONE: Ondo zaude?

JOKINek ez dio erantzungo eta beste aldera begira jarriko da.

JONE: Grabagailuko zerbait entzun zenuen, ezta?

JOKINek serio bergitauko dio eta gero begirada kenduko dio berriro. JONEk bikote zaharra datorren 

aldera begiratuko.

JONE: (Beretzako) Atso puta hori…

JOKIN: Ez zenuen asmorik ezer kontatzeko?

JONE: Bai, baina ez nuen momentu egokia aurkitzen…

JOKIN: Nor da Andoni?

JONE: Ez duzu ezagutzen. Bilbon ezagutu nuen, koadrilakoekin joan nintzenean.

JOKIN: Askotan ikusi zarete?

JONE: Jokin, ez dago ezer gure artean, benetan.

JOKIN: Askotan egon zarete?

JONE: Baina zertarako sartu nahi duzu detailetan?

JOKIN: Eskubide osoa daukat jakiteko…

JONE: Hiruzpalau aldiz.



34

JOKINek ahal duen moduan jasoko du erantzuna eta JONEgandik urrunduko da.

JONE: Jokin, benetan… ez dago ezer.

JOKIN: Ba zu ez zaude ba oso seguru maite nauzun…

JONE: Nork esan dizu hori?

JOKINek barre ironiko bat egingo dio.

JONE: Nik sekula ez dut holakorik esan. Eta gure artekoarekin zalantzak baditut ez da 

Andoni ezagutu dudalako.

JOKIN: Benga ya!!

JONE: Ezetz Jokin ostia! Ez dizut ukatuko mugitu ez nauenik, baina aurretik ere ez nenbilen 

ondo.

JOKIN: Eta zergatik ez didazu inoiz ezer esan?

JONE: Zer esan behar nizun? Ez nengoela ondo? Ondo nengoen! Eta ondo nago…

JOKIN: Eta orduan?

JONE: Ba ez dakit tio, ez dakit! Urte asko dira ya elkarrekin, ez dakit! Eta bat batean 

imajinatzen dut gure burua berrogei urte barru, holaxe, orain gauden moduan eta ez 

dakit ze sartzen zai…

Momentu horretan JOAQUIN eta JUANA iritsiko dira, nahiko arnasestuka.

JOAQUIN: Joño!!! Nik ez nuen hainbeste aldapa gogoratzen!

JUANA: Eske zuk ya ez duzu ezer gogoratzen… 

JOAQUIN: Hain gora igo ginen aurreko hartan ere? 

JUANA: (Beste biei) Hombre!! Kaixo pareja! Zer deu?

Bi gazteek ez dute erantzungo.

JUANA: Uuuu… uste dut ez garela momentu egokian iritsi…

JONE: (Determinazioz) Bueno, zer egin behar dugu orduan? Hor beheko kanal hori gurutzatu?

JUANA: A ver, itxoin, itxoin… Piano, piano… Gauzak ez dira zirt edo zart egin behar.

JONE: Ba ez gaude denbora galtzeko! Iritsi gara Sidari madarikatu honetara. Esan nortzuk 

zareten eta gurutzatuko dugu kanala.

JUANA: Et, et, et… Alderantziz da. Zuek gurutzatu eta guk izenak esan.
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JONE itsaslabarrean behera begiratuko du. JOAQUIN JOKINi begira dago denbora guztian.

JONE: Altura handia dago!

JUANA: Horixe dagoela… Dena ez zen erraz erraza izango…

JOAQUIN: (JOKINi) Hi! Ez duk gurutzatu nahi?

JOKIN: Zer?

JOAQUIN: Ea ez duan gurutzatu nahi?

JOKINek sorbaldak goratuko ditu.

JOAQUIN: Zer gertatzen zaik?

JONE: Benga Jokin, gurutzatu dezagun…

JOKIN: A, orain gurutzatu egin nahi duzu?

JONE: A ver, ez gara hemen hortaz eztabaidatzen hasiko. Gurutzatu dezagun, jakin dezagun 

beste bi hauek zeintzuk diren, eta hitz egingo dugu gero.

JOKIN: Baina zuk benetan uste duzu momentu honetan inporta zaidala zeintzuk diren 

beste bi hauek? Benetan Jone?

JONE moztuta geratuko da.

JOKIN: Benetan uste duzu gogoa daukadala orain kanal hori gurutzatzeko? Ostia! Fribolo 

jartzen zarenean nazka ematen didazu…

JUANA: Et, et, et txikito… lasaitu gaitezen e…

JOAQUIN: Baina zer gertatu da?

JOKIN: Zer gertatu den? Kasette zikin bat entzunda jakin dudala nire neska lagunak beste 

norbait ezagutu duela eta ez dakiela nirekin jarraitu nahi duen. Horixe!!

JONE: Ez dela hola! Alderantziz dela. Ez dakit zurekin jarraitu nahi dudan eta tartean 

beste norbait azaldu da!

JOKIN: Bueno, berdin zait!!

JONE: Ba ez da gauza bera!!

JOAQUIN: (JONEri) Kontua da ea zalantza horiek izango zenituen beste norbait azaldu 

izan ez balitz.

Isiltasuna.

JOAQUIN: Portzierto, nor da tartean azaldu den hori?
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JONEk harrituta begiratuko dio.

JUANA: Joaquin, zu ez zaitez sartu!

JONE: Hori Joaquin! Zu isilik! Guapoago zaude eta!

JUANA: Hombre, guapoago ya adin honekin…

JOAQUIN: Bai, hori, ixo… zuek jendea isilaraziz konpontzen duzue dena! (JOKINengana 

hurbilduz) Orain minduta egongo haiz, baina utzi gauzei bere lekua hartzen, ze gaur 

putakeria bat iruditzen zaikena igual denbora bat barru ez duk hainbesterako… Pentsatu 

ondo zerk konpentsatzen dian… Gomendio bat nahi baduk: egin salto eta gurutzatu 

kanala. Gero gerokoak.

JONE: Qué pesau… kanal zikin honekin!!!

JOAQUIN: Ez diozu zuen artekoari irtenbide bat bilatu nahi ala? 

JONE: Kanal bat igerian gurutzatzeak ez du ezer konpontzen!!! 

JOAQUIN: Baina saiatu nahi duzu ala ez?

JUANA: Joaquin…

JOAQUIN: Utziko diozu neskari erantzuten? (JONEri) Saiatu nahi duzu ala ez?

Isiltasuna.

JUANA: Eta ez baldin badaki? Denbora behar badu gauzak argitzeko?

JOAQUIN: (Gogor) Ba eskatu dezala!!

Isiltasuna.

JONE: A ver… zuek ez didazue esango ze erabaki hartu behar ditudan nik bizitzan.

JOAQUIN: Garaiz hitz egiten ez dena gero kakaztu egiten da.

JONE: Ai begira, utzi bakean!

JOAQUIN: Han, begira! Gauzak hitz egin egin behar direla esaten duena…

JONE: Uzteko bakean!

JOAQUIN: Bai jakina, benetako ordua iristen denean; “utzi bakean”!

JONE: Zuk Maria Jesusena ere ondo isilik daramazu ba!

Isiltasuna.

JUANA: Zer?
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Isiltasun luzea.

JUANA: Nor da Maria Jesus?

JOAQUIN: Maria Jesus?...	 (Disimuluan) “Pajaritos por aquí, pajaritos por allá…” Maria Jesus 

y su acordeón.

Dantza pixka bat egingo du, nahiko modu erradikulan. Isiltasuna deserosoa.

JOAQUIN: (Amore emanez) Lagun bat…

JUANA: Ze lagun?

JOAQUIN: Bixentenean egoten den bat…

JUANA: Baina ez dut ezagutzen? 

JOAQUIN: Ez. Gasteizetik jaisten da tarteka. 

JUANA: Bixenterenera???

JOAQUIN: Bai! Bai! Bixenterenera!!!

JUANA: (Eragin egin diola disimulatzen) Bueno, bueno… ez dakit… arraroa egiten zait 

Gasteizetik Bixenterenera jaistea!

JOAQUIN: Ba behin jaitsi zen, lagun bat bertara joaten delako, eta ordutik gehiagotan 

etorri da.

JUANA: Eta?

JOAQUIN: Eta? Zer?

Isilunea deserosoa berriz.

JOKIN: (Ihesean eta konbentzimendu handirik gabe) Bueno, zer egingo dugu salto ala ez?

JUANA: (JOKINi) Zu ez atxantatu!!

JONE: Hori Jokin, isildu zaitez pixka batean… 

JOKIN: Baina orain arte isil isilik egon naiz eta!!!

JONE: Shshshshshshshshshsh!!!

Isilunea.

JOAQUIN: Nik ez daukat atxantatu beharrik. Nor den kontatuko dizut gogoa ematen badit. 

Bizitza osoa pasatu dut zure erabakiak onartzen, zure askatasuna errespetatzen… ez dut 

uste ezer exijitzeko moduan zaudenik.
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Isilunea. JOAQUIN JUANAri begira.

JOAQUIN: Zer? Orain beldurra sartu zaizu bat batean? (JOKINi) Badakik zer gertatzen 

zaion honi? Ez dakiela bakarrik egoten! Oso librea dela sentitu nahi dik, baina ez zakik 

bakarrik egoten. Sekula ez dik jakin. Eta horregatik lotu naik kate motzean. Eta orain 

akojonatu egin da.

JUANA: Nik sekula ez zaitut kate motzean lotu.

JOAQUIN: A ez? Ba ez zinen oso urruti joan botata utzi ninduzunean…

JUANA: Benetan orain dela 40 urteko kontuak argitzen hasi behar dugula?

JOAQUIN: Argitu al ditugu noizbait?

Isilunea. Trumoiak batzuk entzungo dira urrunera.

JUANA: (Alde egiten hasiko da) Begira, nik ez daukat hau aguantatu beharrik… Bere garaian 

esan ez zituenak orain esaten…

JONE: Nora zoaz?

JUANA: Ez zaizu inporta.

Joatekoa egingo du, baina JONErengana itzuliko da.

JUANA: Gainera… zuk hasi duzu iskanbila hau ezta? Ba argitu zerorrek argitu beharrekoa. 

Ikusten duzu, gero bestela berandu izaten da.

JONE: Zuk lapurtu didazu grabagailua dena leherrarazteko!!

Begirada mantenduko diote elkarri segundo batzuetan.

JOKIN: Eta kanala?

JUANA: Egin salto nahi baduzu, ea beste horrek bere garaian izan zuena baino ausardia 

gehiago duzun…

JUANA lekutik urruntzen hasiko da. Denak berari begira geratuko dira. Halako batean, JOAQUINek 

oxigeno bonbona kendu eta salto egingo du kanalera. Desagertu egingo da.

JOKIN: Ostia!!

JONE: Zer?

JOKIN: Salto egin du!! Kanalera salto egin du agureak!!

JONE: (Garrasika) Joaquinek kanalera salto egin du!!!
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Bi gazteak itsaslabar izkinara joango dira. JUANA larri itzuliko da.

JUANA: Me cago en su puto padre…

JOKIN: Engantxatuta geratu da!!

Denen artean JOAQUIN berriz ere gora ekartzea lortuko dute. Lurrean arrastaka bukatuko dute laurek, 

arnasestuka, esfortzuarekin.

JONE: Ostia.. pisatzen du kabroiak…

JOKIN: (Inaladorearekin) Ezin dut arnasarik hartu..

JUANA: (JOAQUINi) Baina zu burutik jota zaude edo zer!!! (JONEri) Bonbona! Ekarri bonbona!!!

JONEk bonbona hurbilduko die. JOAQUINi bonbona jarriko diote berriro. Denbora bat beharko dute 

denek aurrera jarraitzeko. Giroa aldatu egingo da hemendik aurrera.

JUANA: Benetan e… nori bururatzen zaio zure adinean, eta salto egitea?

JOKIN: Zuregatik egin du.

JUANA: Zera egingo zuen niregatik!!

JOKIN: Zergatik bestela?

JUANA: Ausardiarik ez duela esan diodalako. Harro jartzen denean, inor baino harroagoa da.

JOKIN: Zergatik ez duzu ikusi nahi zurekin itzuli nahi duela? (JUANA barrezka) Zurekin 

maiteminduta jarraitzen duela!

JOAQUIN: (Kostata) Ez, ez, ez…hori ez da egia…

JONE: Zergatik egin duzu salto orduan?

Isilik geratuko dira une batez.

JOAQUIN: Ez dakit… Igual bakarrik egoten ez dakidalako. Bueno, eta igual harrokeria 

pixka bategatik ere bai…

JOKIN: Nik ez dut ulertzen zergatik ez zaudeten elkarrekin…

JUANA: A ver zozo pastel!! Zeri esaten diozu zuk elkarrekin egotea? Zure aita eta zure ama 

dauden moduan egotea?

JOKIN: Zer dakizu zuk nola dauden nire ama eta nire aita?

JONE: Jokin…

JOKIN: Ez, ez dakit zertarako sartzen dituen hemen nire gurasoak. Zer daki honek nire 

gurasoak nola dauden?
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JUANA: Ba hogei urte baino gehiago elkarrekin dabiltzan bikote guztiak bezala… Hori 

esan nahi nuen…

JOKIN isilik geratuko da.

JUANA: Eta batzuei igual konpentsatuko die hainbeste urte eta gero elkarrekin jarraitzeak… 

Niri ez dut uste konpentsatuko zidanik…

JONE: Baina elkarren ondoan zahartzea erabaki duzue.

JUANA isilik geratuko da.

JONE: Aurreko batean trenean esan zenidan ea zergatik ez dugun bizitza lagunekin 

planteatzen. Eta badakizu zer? Oso ederra iruditu zitzaidan. Nik ere hola zahartu nahi 

dut; lagun artean.

JOAQUIN: Zuk badakizu lagunen asuntoa ere ez dela betirako, ezta? Hori ere idealizatu 

egiten dela..

JONE: Segun nola zaintzen dituzun…

JOAQUIN: Ai koittaua…

JONE: Egia da!!

JOAQUIN: Hara Jone… Jone zinen, ezta?

JONE: Bai.

JOAQUIN: Zahartzaroa … zahartzea … aittontzea…

JUANA: Bai, Joaquin bai, ulertu dugu…

JOAQUIN: Utziko didazu behingoz lasai hitz egiten!!!!

Isiltasuna.

JOAQUIN: Zahartzea gauzak galtzen ikastea da. Lehenengo esneko hortzak galtzen dituzu, 

gero haurtzaroa, eskolako lagunak, inozentzia, jostailuak, nerabezaroa, aitton amonak, 

hasierako maitemina, …

JOKIN: Hori ere bai?

JOAQUIN: Dena! ...ikusmena, ilea, hortzak… ya benetakoak; betirako direla uste duzunak…

JOKIN: Kriston bajoia sartzen ari zait.

JOAQUIN: … gurasoak, lagun minak, bikotekidea…
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JONE: Maitasuna ez dut uste galtzen denik… Eta hori galtzen baldin bada, sentitzen dut, 

baina ni tren honetatik jaitsiko naiz.

JUANA: Ba hasi jaisten, ze niri gertatu zitzaidan.

JONE: Ez. Bestela ez zinen hemen berarekin egongo.

Isiltasuna.

JONE: Hara, berdin zait nortzuk zareten, zer zareten… ze inporta dio?? Baina oraintxe 

sinatu egingo nuke zuen adinean nirekin interrailean Korfuko herri bateko kanal batera 

etortzeko prest dagoen norbait ondoan izateko.

JOAQUIN: Eta zergatik ez duzu izango?

JONE galduta JOAQUINi begira.

JOKIN: Hori… Zergatik ez duzu izango?

JONE: Ez dakidalako zer nahi dudan Jokin! Eta ez zait justua iruditzen zuretzat zalantzaz 

beteta dagoen norbaiten ondoan egotea.

JOAQUIN: Hori igual Jokinek berak erabaki beharko du, ezta? Zuk egon nahi duzu 

berarekin?

JONE isilik geratuko da. Desesperazio oihu bat egingo du.

JONE: Aaaaaaaa!!! Zergatik da dena hain zaila!!! Zergatik ezin dira gauzak argiago eduki? 

Zergatik ezin dut duela urte batzuetako segurtasuna izan? E? Nik lehen ez nuen zalantza 

egiten!!! Ostia!! Zergatik ezin da denbora geratu!!

Halako batean, kriston trumoia entzungo da. JOAQUIN eta JUANA izoztuta geratuko dira. Bi gazteek 

gora begiratuko dute sustoarekin. Hemendik aurrera ekaitza areagotzen joango da, baina ez da askorik 

luzatuko.

JONE: Jode…

JOKIN: Nik ez daukat zalantzarik Jone. Nik zurekin egon nahi dut.

JONE: Ba nik ez dakit Jokin…

JOKIN: Oso ondo. Nik hala ere zurekin egon nahi dut.

JONE: Joaquin, zuk zergatik ez zenuen bere garaian kanalera salto egin?

Momentu horretan ohartuko da JONE JUANA eta JOAQUIN izoztuta daudela.
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JONE: Ze ostia?

JOKIN: Zer?

JONE: Ez dira mugitzen.

JOKIN: Nola ez direla mugitzen?

JONEk bultzada txikia egingo dio JOAQUINi. JOAQUIN harri bat bezain gogor.

JOKIN: Baina hau ze arraio da? Zer nago ametsetan Jone? Hau zer da amets bat? Ze amets 

bat baldin bada, me kaguen Dios e! Esnatzea daukat ya… ze ez dut hola egon nahi. Ez 

zaitut hola ikusi nahi. Ez dut beste bi … gargola hauekin egon nahi. Nortzuk ostia dira bi 

hauek e?

JONE: (JONEri zeozer bururatuko zaio eta beste biei begira geratuko da) Ez dakit Jokin…

JOKIN bat batean bere buruari zaplaztekoak ematen hasiko da.

JONE: Jokin, Jokin! Zertan ari zara?

JOKIN: (Bere burua jotzen duen bitartean Jonegandik urrunduz) Esnatu egin behar dut! Hemendik 

ateratzeko esnatu egin behar dut. Atzo igual pasa egingo nintzen parrandan eta horregatik 

amesten dut hau dena… Ze edan nuen e? Jagermaster? Plata y Plomo? Zerbait bota zidaten 

tragora? Ni ez naiz drogatzen!! (Biluzten hasiko da) Eta salto egiten badut? Igual salto eginda 

esnatuko naiz! Askotan erortzen ari zarela esnatzen zara ametsetatik!!!

JONE: (Geldiaraziz) Bale, bale, bale!!! Begiratu niri!! Ez zaude ametsetan!! Korfun gaude! 

Sidarin! Oporretan etorri gara.

JOKIN: Hori badakit Jone! Hori badakit!!! Eta orain gogortuta geratu diren beste bi hauekin 

topo egin dugu! Zer da Jaungoikoaren zigor bat??

JONE: Noiztik zara zu kristaua?

JOKIN: Nik zer egin dut hau merezi izateko? Itotzen ari naiz. Inaldaorea!!!

JOKINek inaladorea hartu eta haizekada batzuk hartuko dizkio. Arnasa hartuko dute biek. Ekaitza 

gutxitzen.

JONE: Hobeto?

JOKIN: Ez…

JONE: Bueno, lasaiago?

JOKIN: Bai…
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JONE: Nortzuk diren jakin dezakegu…

JOKIN: Zer?

JONEk beste biei egingo die erreferentzia.

JOKIN: Nola?

JONE: Dokumentazioa!! Izango dute identifikazioren bat nonbaiten.

JOKINek ulertuko du JONEren asmoa. JONE bat batean JUANArenagana hurbiltzen hasiko da. Iristear 

dagoela buelta erdia hartuko du azkar.

JONE: Ez dakit jakin nahi dudan…

JOKIN: Nola ezetz?

JONE: Eta ez bazaigu gustatzen?

JOKIN: Gustatu zer? Nortzuk diren?

JONE: Maiti, zuk ez duzu ezer arrarorik sumatu?

JOKIN: (Ebidentziaz) A ver…

JONE: Ez zaizu arraroa egiten hainbestetan topo egitea? Zu Jokin izatea eta bera Joquin? 

Berak oxigeno bonbona bat izatea? Sidarira etortzearen insistentzia beraiek ere gaztetan 

egon zirelako?

JOKIN: Ez dakit nora iritsi nahi duzun…

JONE: (Desesperatuta) Utzi... Dokumentazioa begiratuko diet.

JONE JUANArengana hurbilduko da. Ekaitza jada desagertu da, Poliki egingo du dena. Eskua 

JUANAren poltsikoan sartzera doanean, JUANAk eskutik eutsiko dio, bat batean.

JUANA: Zertan ari zara!!!

JONEk eta JOKINek sekulako garrasia botako dute.

JUANA: Ze arraio gertatu da?

JONE: Nola ze arraio gertatu den!!

JOKIN: Trumoiak entzun direnean izoztuta geratu zarete!!!

JOAQUIN: (Gora begira) Ekaitza… Zertaz ari ginen ekaitza hasi denean?

JOKIN: Zahartzeaz… eta atso agure batzuk izanda oporretan honaino etortzeaz!!

JOAQUIN: Asko iraun du?
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JONE: Zer?

JOAQUIN: Ekaitzak! Asko iraun du?

JONE: Ez. Bereziki motza izan da. Motzegia gauza normalerako.

JOAQUINek JUANARI begiratuko dio.

JOAQUIN: Juana…

JONE JUANAri begira geratuko da. JUANAk ere begiratuko dio JONEri une batez.

JUANA: Zer?

JOAQUIN: (JOKINEgatik) Ez du salto egin.

JUANA: Ay Joaquin, benetan! “Ez du salto egin”, “ez du salto egin”. Eta?

JOAQUIN: Ez dela ezer aldatuko…

JUANA: Eta zer aldatu nahi duzu?

JOAQUIN isilik.

JUANA: Zer da aldatu nahi duzuna Joaquin?

JOAQUIN bi gazteei begira geratuko da.

JOKIN: Ze arraio gertatzen da hemen?

JOAQUIN: Egin salto… JUANA: Utzi mutila bakean. JOAQUIN: Egin salto mesedez.

JONE: (Lasai) Joaquin, horrek ez du ezer aldatuko. Gertatu behar duena gertatuko da, 

Jokinek orain salto egin ala ez. Nik beti maiteko dut; gertatzen dena gertatzen dela, 

eta hartzen ditudan erabakiak hartzen ditudala. Berak ikusi beharko du hori nola bizi. 

(JUANAri begira) Eta nik ere gauza bera egin beharko dut bere erabakiekin.

JOKIN: Horrek ze esan nahi du utzi egingo nauzula?

JONE: Dios que pesau! Ez!!! Momentuz… 

JOKIN: Zer esan nahi du momentuz horrek? 

JONE: Egin salto.

JOKIN: Zer?

JONE: (Biluzten hasiko da) Egiteko salto! Zurekin noa.

JOKIN: Benetan?

JONE: (Zaharrei begira) Ez dut damututa bizi nahi egin ez dudan zerbait ez egiteagatik.
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JUANAk irribarrez begiratuko dio. JONEk eta JOKINek arropak erantzi eta barruko arropetan salto 

egingo dute kanalera. Kanalaren sakonetik ohi eta algarak entzungo dira.

JUANA: Zer moduzkoa dago?

JONE (OFF): Oso ona!!

JOKIN (OFF): Egin salto zuek ere!!

JOAQUIN: (JUANAri) Zer? Egingo dugu?

JUANA: Eztaaaaa… Adin honekin ya… Gainera seguru esaten duena baino hotzagoa 

dagoela…

JOAQUIN: (Behekoei) Lasai. Oraintxe goaz horra!!

JONE (OFF): Jaitsi arropak, bale?

JUANA: Baaaaai!

JOAQUIN eta JUANA elkarri begira geratuko dira. Besarkada estu eta luze bat emango diote elkarri. 

Ondoren, JOAQUIN, gazteen arropak jasotzen hasiko da.

JOAQUIN: Etxera itzuli beharko dugu igual…

JUANA: Segi zuk. Oraintxe noa.

JOAQUINek alde egingo du. JUANA begira geratuko da nola alde egiten duen. Bat batean, argi aldaketa 

bat egongo da.

***

JUANA ez dago jada Sidarin. Obraren hasieran zinta entzuten zegoen leku berean dago. Grabagailuaren 

“stop”ari emango dio. Grabagailua ireki, zintari buelta eman eta grabatzen hasiko da. Testuaren zati 

batetik aurrera hasierako Sirtakia entzungo da berriro.

JUANA: Noiztik holako traste bat erabili gabe… Ez dakit oso ondo zertan ari naizen. Ez dakit 

inoiz zinta hau entzutera iritsiko zaren… Nik zu entzun bazaitut, igual zuk ere entzungo 

nauzu ni. Duela 10 hilabete utzi gintuen Joaquinek. Pattal zebilen gizajoa. Tokatu egiten 

zitzaion, baina ze hutsunea utzi duen kabroiak… Bueno ez dakit hutsunea den edo… Zer 

da hutsunearen kontrakoa? Ze niri, berarekin pentsatzen dudanean barrua betetzen zait. 

Erabat. Askotan Europatik zehar egindako bidaia luze hura bezala irudikatzen dut bizitza. 

Bide bat; paisaia aldakorrekin, malkartsua batzuetan, baina helmuga batekin. Edo ez 
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dago helmugarik? Bueno, ez dakit… Kontua da, norberak erabakitzen duela zeintzuk izan 

nahi dituen benetako bide lagun bidaia horretan; etiketarik gabe. Joaquini hitz eman 

nion itzuliko nintzela Sidarira eta Sirtaki bat dantza egingo nuela bere omenez. A ver… 

ez da egia, baina ez banion hitz ematen ez zen isilduko. Ez naiz Sidarira itzuli eta ez naiz 

sekula itzuliko… hura oso urrun dago. Hori bai, egunero dantzatzen diot Sirtaki bat.

Musikak gora egingo du eta JUANAk garbatzeari utzi eta bere zaurgarritasun guztiarekin Sirtaki bat 

dantzatzen geratuko da bera bakarrik argia itzaltzen doan bitartean.

ILUNA
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The stage is in darkness, and a Sirtaki is playing. An old woman – KATHERINE – comes onto the stage. 

She is holding an old cassette. Thunder can be heard in the distance. She takes a cassette player out of a 

box, and puts the tape in. A woman’s voice mixes in with the Sirtaki. She sounds uncertain.

KATE (OFF): I’m not too sure what I’m doing. I don’t know when you’ll get to hear this 

tape… To tell the truth, I’m blushing as I say this. I’ve told myself time and time again this 

doesn’t make any sense, it’s mad, but I don’t know… I hope you’ve already pressed play, 

and you’re listening to this thing of mine. We last saw each other at Sidari. Sometimes it 

seems to me that trip never really ended…

At that moment the Sirtaki gets louder, and the stage is lit up.

***

There is a train carriage on the stage. There are three areas: a compartment with four seats, the corridor 

and the area outside the window. The old woman walks off into the darkness, and a young couple – 

KATE and ANDY – walk into the carriage, each of them carrying a large backpack. They are holding 

some train tickets.

FIRST SCENE
Hendaye- Bordeaux-Marseille

They check they are in the right compartment. The Siraki stops playing.

ANDY: (short of breath) This is it, “Wagon 3, seats…” These are our seats, aren’t they?

KATE: They must be.

ANDY: “45, 47”.

They start putting their backpacks down.

ANDY: Ah! Just made it!

KATE: I told you we should have taken a taxi.

ANDY: Well, we’ve made it… And we’ve paid a lot less!

KATE: (laughing) You’re so tight!

ANDY: Well, if you can do it cheaper, why not?
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ANDY puts his arms around KATE’s waist and gives her a kiss. They look happy like that for a few 

seconds. KATE looks a little uncomfortable, but ANDY doesn’t seem to notice. 

ANDY: I couldn’t wait for today!

KATE: Nor could I. Holidays, at last!

ANDY: Holidays.

KATE: Where’s the small backpack?

ANDY: The small one? Haven’t you got it? 

KATE: No, Andy. You were carrying it on your front.

ANDY: Damn it! It’s at the ticket office!

ANDY runs out of the carriage. KATE sighs in resignation. She looks through the window and sees 

ANDY running to get the small backpack. She sits down. Suddenly she thinks of something, stands up 

and takes a voice recorder out of her backpack. She starts recording.

KATE: We’ve just reached Hendaye, and we’ve just caught the train. Well, it hasn’t left 

the station yet. (She looks through the window). Andy´s left our small backpack in the ticket 

office. There you go… I hope he gets back here in time. There’s a whole month ahead of 

us. We haven’t planned anything specifically, so we’ll play it by ear. We want to travel 

around the Mediterranean. 

The loudspeaker announces in French that the train is about to leave. KATE, slightly nervous, looks 

through the window.

KATE: First to Marseille, where we’ll spend a day, and from there to Nice. And then onto 

Italy. I want to go to Venice.

Then KATE makes a sign to somebody on the other side of the window.

KATE: Let’s see if we get there…

She hides her voice recorder away. ANDY comes running in with the small backpack. The train sets off 

at exactly the same moment. ANDY is breathless and cannot talk.

ANDY: I almost got left behind…

He has trouble breathing, and takes a Ventolin inhaler out of the small backpack. He shakes it and 

breathes from it.
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KATE: Just imagine you’d left it there…

ANDY needs a moment to recover. He uses his inhaler again. KATE watches him calming down.

KATE: Better now?

ANDY nods.

KATE: I don’t know how you could have forgotten it…

ANDY: Nor do I. I got distracted.

KATE: Like always…

ANDY: I took my passport out, put it in my jacket pocket, and I don’t know…

KATE: You should get into the habit of putting everything back in its place.

ANDY: (acceptingly) Yeah…

KATE: One of these day you’ll leave your head behind.

ANDY: Hey, love… We’re on holiday, take it easy…

They fall into an awkward silence.

ANDY: How many hours to Bordeaux?

KATE: Two or three… I’m not sure.

Silence.

ANDY: (mostly to himself) And tonight we’ll reach Marseille…

KATE says nothing. She is deep in thought. They are quiet for a while.

ANDY: Are you ok?

KATE: Yes. Why do you ask?

ANDY: I don’t know… You look lost in thought.

KATE: I was looking out of the window.

Silence. KATE carries on looking out of the window. ANDY looks at her with a smile.

ANDY: I really wanted to go on this trip with you.

KATE gives a short laugh and puts her hand on his.

KATE: Yes…

Then it goes dark as they go into a tunnel. The noise from the train gets louder, as it always does in 

tunnels. That lasts for a few seconds. Then they go back into the light.
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ANDY: Interrail’s amazing… You do have some fantastic ideas.

He gives KATE a kiss on the neck. KATE likes it.

KATE: (playfully) I know…

ANDY: You know?

KATE: Yup. I’ve always been good at planning things.

ANDY: (kissing her gently) Oh, yeah? And what about making things up as you go along?

KATE smiles. She is going to let him go on for a while.

ANDY: I can think up a lot of things right now…

KATE: Ok, Andy, that’s enough… Just wait. Not in the train.

They go into another tunnel. The noise from the train gets louder. They are back in the light after a few 

seconds.

ANDY: Darkness makes me horny.

KATE: You silly thing.

ANDY keeps on kissing her. KATE, too, gets excited.

KATE: Look, Andy, there are people around…

ANDY: Yeah, but we’re the only people in this compartment. (standing up) And if we want 

a bit of privacy…

ANDY lowers the blind on the compartment door.

ANDY: Blind down, and we’re sorted!

ANDY leans on top of KATE and starts kissing her with increasing passion.

ANDY: (giving different types of kisses) Do you like this one?

KATE: Yes…

ANDY: And what about this?

Suddenly it’s dark again. Louder noise from the train once more. The darkness lasts for longer this time. 

What they say can be heard in the darkness.

ANDY: What about this? (a kiss) And this?
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Sighing can be heard in the darkness. When they’re back in the light,ANDY and KATE have taken off 

some of their clothes, and they keep on kissing each other. There are two people looking at them from the 

seat opposite: ANDREW and KATHERINE. They are an older couple. They have a singular appearance. 

ANDREW has a canister of oxigen on his chest. At first KATE and ANDY do not realise they are there. All 

of a sudden ANDY sees them, and he jumps out of his skin.

ANDY: Fuck!

KATE screams.

KATHERINE: Hi there!

ANDREW: Good morning…

The young couple are embarrassed and look at the older coupole in amazement. There is a short silence.

ANDREW: Sorry… We didn’t want to give you a fright.

Silence.

ANDY: We didn’t hear you come in… 

KATHERINE: Of course you didn’t! You had enough going on anyway. 

ANDY: (embarrassed) Yes…

Silence.

KATHERINE: So then, where are you two off to?

ANDY: Bordeaux. And from there on to Marseille.

KATHERINE: That’s great!

ANDY: How about you two?

ANDREW: We’re going to Bordeaux too. So we’ll be in the same compartment for a couple 

of hours or so.

ANDY forces a smile.

KATHERINE: What’s up with your girlfriend, can’t she talk?

KATE: No… It was just such a fright.

KATHERINE: Well, we’re not as ugly as all that…
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ANDREW and KATHERINE laugh very loud; ANDY and KATE feel obliged to join in with them. After 

laughing ANDREW has trouble breathing and coughs compulsively. The young couple are concerned.

KATHERINE: Don’t worry. He’s not going to die… Have you been to Bordeaux before?

ANDY: No.

KATHERINE: It’s really worth visiting.

ANDY: I don’t know if we’re going to have much time for that, we have to change trains 

quite quickly. It probably won’t be worth us leaving the station.

KATHERINE: What a pity.

ANDY: Well, some other time. I really do want to get to visit Bordeaux. I’ve often heard 

it’s a beautiful city.

KATE starts standing up, and ANDY holds her hand firmly.

ANDY: Where are you going?

KATE: To the toilet… I’ll be right back. KATHERINE: It’s just there, to the left. KATE: Thank 

you. And sorry…

KATE leaves the compartment and disappears from view. ANDY is nervous now he is alone with the 

other couple.

KATHERINE: So then… Are you boyfriend and girlfriend?

ANDY: Yeah, well… we’re together. I don’t know if we’re boyfriend and girlfriend. Those 

words sound a bit odd. But she’s my girl, yes.

KATHERINE: Well, that’s the thing.

ANDY: Yeah, yeah. We’ve been together for eight years. We met at uni, and ever since 

then…

KATHERINE: Well, that’s great!

ANDREW: Eight years. That’s quite some time.

ANDY: (embarrassed) It is… 

ANDREW: Take good care of her, ok?

ANDY: I try to.

ANDREW: Take good care, otherwise…

KATHERINE: Hey, Andrew, that’s enough, pipe down! (Silence) So you’re off on holiday?
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ANDY: Yes, for a month, more or less, but we don’t have any fixed destination. We want 

to travel around the Mediterranean. We’re looking for beaches.

ANDREW: Sidari.

ANDY: Sorry?

ANDREW: Sidari. On the island of Corfu. Greece. It’s really beautiful.

ANDY: Sidari…

ANDREW: Yes. Make a note. It’s worth visiting. The whole island’s very beautiful, but 

Sidari especially so.

KATHERINE: Ok, leave him be, Andrew. Let them do what they want to…

ANDY nods.

ANDY: How about you two? Are you on holiday too?

KATHERINE: Yes, you know: we pensioners can move around as much as we want to, and 

whenever we want to… 

ANDY: And where are you going?

ANDREW: We don’t have a fixed destination either… For the moment, a few days in 

Bordeaux. We went there when we were young, but we want to see it again. 

ANDY: Great.

Silence.

ANDY: I don’t know where Kate’s got to…

KATHERINE: Don’t worry; she won’t get lost.

KATE appears in the corridor, but in an area that cannot be seen from the compartment. She takes her 

voice recorder out of her pocket. In the compartment they carry on talking, but what they say cannot be 

heard.

KATE: On the way to Bordeaux a weird couple sits down next to us. Andy’s excellent at 

conversations… I don’t know what’s wrong with me. Well, I do know, but I don’t know 

whether to tell him or not. He does still turn me on, and I really love him, but it’s not the 

same. And I realise I’m less and less patient with him… Sometimes it’s just too much, it 

really is…  
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When KATE is finishing her recording ANDY stands up and leaves the compartment. KATE put the 

recorder away when she sees ANDY and tries to hide what she has been doing, but she has been caught 

in flagranti.

ANDY: What are you up to?

KATE: Nothing… Well, I’ve brought my voice recorder with me.

ANDY: Yeah, I’ve seen. How so?

KATE: It’s like a type of diary. Instead of writing, I just record it. 

ANDY: Why didn’t you tell me?

KATE: I don’t know… Because it’s something of my own… Do I have to tell you everything?

ANDY: Well… I think it’s odd you haven’t told me.

KATE: Well, I don’t know…

They are quiet for a moment, not knowing what to say.

ANDY: Hey, those two are weird, aren’t they?

KATE: I don’t like them. And we had to end up in the same compartment.

ANDY: Well, only as far as Bordeaux.

KATE: What have they told you?

ANDY: Not much. They’re on holiday too. When they were young they travelled around 

Europe along the Mediterranean.  And we should go to Corfu in Greece. It’s very pretty. 

They told me the name of a town, but I don’t remember it.

KATE: I don’t know if we should pay much attention to what they say.

The Sirtaki plays again. The light changes to show the passage of time. During that time the 

older couple disappears from the compartment, as does ANDY. KATE is left alone there.

SECOND SCENE
Marseille – Nice - Venice

KATE is sitting in the compartment, deep in thought. She checks that ANDY is nowhere to be seen, and 

goes up to the window to make a recording. 

KATE: Going along behind Andy like this makes me feel something special. I don’t know 
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if it’s good or bad… I suppose I should talk about it with him, shouldn’t I? Do you have to 

share everything with your partner? Is that the way to have a healthy relationship? I’m 

not sure, but that’s something I keep wondering about recently. Maybe there’s no real 

answer… I’ll tell him about Anthony while we’re on this trip. I don’t know if that’s for the 

best, but I do have to tell him… I can’t keep it to myself… (A moment’s silence while she thinks). 

It’s five days now since we set off from Hendaye. We left Nice yesterday, and we’re on our 

way to Venice…

While she is talking KATHERINE appears in the corridor, but KATE does not see her. She walks into the 

compartment and takes a seat. KATE stops recording and turns towards KATHERINE.

KATE: Bloody hell! You frightened me!

KATHERINE: You’re so sensitive, Kate!

KATE: What are you doing here?

KATHERINE takes some tickets out and looks at them.

KATHERINE: This is compartment five, isn’t it? Seats 47 and 49.

KATE looks at her in astonishment.

KATHERINE: What is it?

KATE: Where’s your husband?

KATHERINE: He isn’t my husband.

KATE: Well, I mean, the man who was with you.

KATHERINE: He’s in the toilet. The poor man has prostate problems and he can’t hold it 

in. I’m not much better… Everything gets weaker as you get older. Nowadays, if I cough 

a  bit I wet myself.

KATE: Right…

KATHERINE coughs. An awkaward silence.

KATHERINE: And how about your boyfriend?

KATE: He’s still in the bar.

KATHERINE takes some sliced bread and ham out of her bag. She starts making some sandwiches.
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KATHERINE: What’s up with you two, have you quarrelled?

KATE: No…

KATHERINE: Right… I heard something as I was coming in here.

KATE: (coldly) What I was saying was private.

KATHERINE: Oh my… Sorry, sorry... How was I to know? If you will say those things 

aloud wherever you are… If you’re not careful, your boyfriend will hear them too.

KATE says nothing. She keeps staring out of the window to avoid talking.

KATHERINE: You aren’t all that sure, are you? With the boy, I mean.

KATE gives her a serious look, and then stares out of the window again. KATHERINE carries on making 

sandwiches.

KATHERINE: When I was your age I used to have ups-and-downs with my boyfriends too. 

I mean, with the grandad who’s with me now. We met back then. We even got married, 

just imagine. But then at one time, I don’t know… Sometimes life takes routes you didn’t 

expect. And it’s very long… Life I mean. (She offers Kate a sandwich). Do you want one?

KATE: No.

KATHERINE starts eating. They are quiet for a moment. KATE is lost in thought. 

KATE: And you still travel together?

KATHERINE: Well… sometimes. We have a good time together.

KATE: You’re very lucky.

KATHERINE: And with your boyfriend… What’s his name?

KATE: Andy.

KATHERINE: Don’t you have a good time with Andy?

KATE: Yes, I do.

KATHERINE: Ok, I see.

Silence.

KATE: But being in a couple is more than just having a good time together, isn’t it?

KATHERINE: How should I know? That’s up to you… Just look how we’ve ended up.

KATE: But you aren’t together.
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KATHERINE: Well, together, yes, we are together… On this train. Like you two.

KATE: It’s not the same thing.

KATHERINE laughs mysteriously.

KATHERINE: (offering KATE a sandwich) Take one; eating something will do you good.

KATE hesitates for a moment, but finally takes the sandwich. She starts eating.

KATHERINE: Look, a relationship is something like a sandwich. There are two pieces 

of bread. Well, sometimes three, or even four… People worry about what to put into it. 

What’ll it be? Ham? Chocolate spread? Cheese and pickle? Usually cheese and pickle, but 

sometimes a bit of sausage too? It makes you really nervous… And sometimes you forget 

that just a piece of bread on its own can be delicious too. But maybe it’ll end up getting 

too dry? Yup. Or perhaps it’ll go soggy? That can happen too… And sometimes it’s best to 

add a filling? Yes! But a slice of bread on its own can be tasty too. You see what I mean?

KATE nods as she chews her sandwich. 

KATHERINE: Right now you’ve got a delicious chocolate sandwich in your hand, and 

that’s something great. But sooner or later you’ll have had enough of the spread. That 

always happens.

KATE: I don’t know if I get your drift…

At that moment ANDREW and ANDY come down the corridor.

KATHERINE: Look! Those two have met up somewhere too.

ANDY comes in first.

ANDY: Isn’t it amazing being given the same compartment again?

KATE: It is.

ANDY: (To KATHERINE) Hi.

KATHERINE: Hi.

ANDRE: I need to sit down; I get tired after so long standing up.

ANDREW sits down.

ANDY: Love, we must go to Sidari…
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KATE: What?

ANDY: Sidari. You know they told me about a town on Corfu? Well, that’s its name: Sidari. 

Apparently there’s a sea channel there, a natural one, two of them…

KATHERINE: Andrew! Have you bored him about that bloody town again?

ANDREW: I can talk about whatever I want with him, can’t I? Or are you going to give me 

instructions about that, too?

KATHERINE: The trouble is, when you’re a bore, you’re a crashing bore.

ANDREW: Unlike you… You never bore people to tears. You never open your mouth.

KATHERINE: At least what I say’s interesting.

ANDREW: Yeah, really interesting… Things about ham sandwiches!

For the first time, KATE suspects something strange is up.

KATHERINE: Ok, that’s enough! We aren’t going to start again, are we? 

ANDREW: Just who started getting wound up here?

KATHERINE: Are you calling me wound up?

ANDREW: When you’re wound up, nobody can tell you anything.

KATHERINE: Leave me alone!

ANDREW has a coughing fit. He uses his canister of oxigen again. ANDY and KATE look at them, 

alarmed by ANDREW’s breathing problems. 

ANDY: Sorry… I didn’t mean to start a fight.

KATHERINE: Don’t worry. We often quarrel, but we soon get over it, don’t we?

ANDREW nods with difficulty.

KATHERINE: Well then… How many days are you going to be in Venice?

ANDY: About three days. Kate really wants to get to know it. And so do I. Those canals you 

see in the photos, the gondolas and so on.

KATHERINE: Yes.

ANDY: How long are you two going to be there?

KATHERINE: We’re not sure, are we?

ANDREW: No, we’ll have to play it by ear. 
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Soon after a voice in Italian over the loudspeaker says that they are arriving in Venice.

KATHERINE: Wow… We’re there. We’ll be going very slowly to the exit, otherwise it’s too 

much for us.

ANDREW: That’s right.

ANDY: I wonder if we’ll see each other over the next few days.

ANDREW: We’re bound to! Ah! Be careful on the cobbled streets. Just when you’re least 

expecting it, you’ve slipped and fallen.

KATHERINE: Pipe down and get a move on!

The elderly couple leave the compartment and disappear down the corridor.

ANDY: He’s a nice guy.

KATE: Right.

ANDY: His wife doesn’t seem to be the same type.

KATE: They aren’t married.

ANDY: Aren’t they? Well, anyway.

KATE: Apparently they used to be a couple, but they aren’t anymore.

ANDY: Really? So what are they doing on holiday together? 

KATE: What do you mean, they can’t go on holiday together?

ANDY: No, that’s no what I mean. But it is odd.

KATE: Why?

ANDY: Well, I don’t know.

KATE: You, Andy, you don’t exactly need an excuse to get talking to who you shouldn’t…

ANDY: So now I can’t speak to who I want to?

KATE: Andy! If you keep on talking to them, we’ll never be able to get away from them.

ANDY: Come off it! We won’t see them again. Who knows where they’ll be off to from here.

KATE: Right…

ANDY: So you’ve gone paranoid now?

KATE starts to take the conversation seriously.

ANDY: What’s up?

KATE: Nothing. I don’t like them.
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ANDY: Well, really… When you go all weird…

KATE: (looking backwards) I bet we see them again.

KATE walks out of the door. ANDY makes a small gesture of desperation, and he, too, leaves the 

compartment. Music half-way between a Sirtaki and Italian music plays. The lighting changes as the 

compartment empties.  

THIRD SCENE
Venice – Florence - Rome

The compartment is empty. Suddenly KATE runs down the corridor. She makes a sign to ANDY for him 

to come quickly. ANDY limps behind her.

KATE: Come on, Andy, damn it! They’re going to see us!

ANDY: I can’t go any faster! Those bloody cobble stones!

KATE: Get in!

 KATE lowers the blind on the compartment door, and they crouch behind it. KATHERINE and ANDREW 

walk slowly along the corridor. They stop when they come to the door. There is a tense moment, but then 

they move on. KATE and ANDY breathe a sigh of relief.

ANDY: It’s a bit much to have to go around like this, don’t you think?

KATE: Those two want something from us.

ANDY: Come off it!

KATE: It’s weird, Andy!

ANDY: What do you mean, weird? They’re on the same type of trip as us, that’s all.

KATE: Out of fifty thousand types of trip they have to choose the same one as us? You 

must be joking. And, anyway, what are those two momies doing on Interrail?

ANDY: Well, I’d love to be doing that at their age…

KATE looks at him in silence for a moment.

ANDY: What?

KATE: Nothing.
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ANDY: Damn it, I really need to go for a pee. (He stands up). We were in such a hurry I 

didn’t have time to go. I’m going. 

KATE: Ok, but watch out. Don’t let them see you!

ANDY leaves the compartment to go to the toilet. KATE sticks her head out and watches him walk down 

the corridor. Then she goes back in and closes the door. She is nervous, and does not know what to do. 

Then she takes out her voice recorder.

KATE: Day nine. They’re on the same train as us again. The weird couple… Well, couple… 

I feel uncomfortable around them.

She is quiet for a moment, and then presses record again.

KATE: Andy doesn’t see anything odd about them. I don’t know. Maybe I’m getting 

obsessed. (…) I still haven’t told him about Anthony. Why should I, what for? I often think 

that. Is it worth it? We’re getting on so well… Sometimes it seems I’m not as brave as I 

think I am. I’m afraid of bringing the subject up; I don’t even know what I want myself. 

Is it normal to have doubts even if you feel good with someone? Or wanting to have sex 

with someone else? Or, well, having sex? People say going on holiday together is decisive 

for relationships, but we’re getting on really well… Fuck!

Suddenly KATE sees ANDREW on the other side of the window, waving at her with a smile. She starts.

KATE: I’m looking at him through the glass… He’s so ugly…

She stops recording, and ANDREW opens the door.

ANDREW: Can I come it?

KATE: Come in, come in…

ANDREW: What a pity we aren’t in the same compartment this time.

KATE: Yes…

ANDREW: Where’s Andy?

KATE: He’s gone to the toilet. He’ll be right back.

ANDREW: I’ll sit down for a bit.

ANDREW sits down slowly.
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ANDREW: What are you up to? Recording something?

KATE: Yeah, well, it’s something like a diary. A commonplace book or something.

ANDREW: That’s great.

KATE gives a forced smile.

ANDREW: I’ve always envied people who write diaries. 

KATE: Well, all you have to do is start writing.

ANDREW: But I’m no good at things like that.

KATE: Of course you are! All you have to do is get things off your chest, and we all know 

how to do that.

ANDREW: Don’t you believe it. I tend to keep things to myself.

KATE: (probing) Like Andy, then.

ANDREW: What, your boyfriend?

KATE: Yeah, well…

ANDREW: Does he have trouble talking about his things too?

KATE: You’ve no idea!

ANDREW: Well, that’s what we men are like. Some of us, anyway… Come to think of it, I 

very seldom feel the need to get things off my chest.

KATE: We all need to do that.

ANDREW: Well, me… Don’t you believe it. I’ve always been quite the conformist.

KATE: Ok, but you must feel down from time to time.

ANDREW: Sometimes… But what does talking about things do to help?

KATE: Well, you feel more at ease.

ANDREW: There’s no need to talk about things for that. All you have to do is sort yourself 

out on the inside.

KATE: Oh, no! Don’t you start with that too! All that means is you don’t want to look 

vulnerable to other people.

ANDREW: Vulna… what? Honestly, you young people do use some odd words nowadays.

KATE: Easy to hurt! Vulnerable! Say… When you broke up with your wife; how did you 

feel then?

ANDREW: Messed up.
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KATE: Of course you did! And didn’t you get things off your chest then?

ANDREW: Not too much… Time’s the great healer. No need to blow things out of proportion.

KATE: What do you mean, I’m blowing things out of proportion?

ANDREW: No… I hardly know you at all.

KATE is quiet for a moment.

ANDREW: Well… When we split up I thought it was the end of the world. I felt completely 

lost. Completely. But I said to myself: “Hey, you, look after number one. Put your life 

together again. She wanted this to happen, and you have to respect her decision”. And 

that’s what I did.

KATE: So she was the one who broke up the relationship.

ANDREW: She was.

KATE: To start up with somebody else?

ANDREW: Not as far as I know. She said she wanted to be free.

KATE remains silent.

KATE: And haven’t you had any other partners since then?

ANDREW: Well, not any real partners. Although I am getting to know somebody at the 

moment.

KATE: (astonished) Really?

ANDREW: Well, it’s nothing serious… But after so long… Who would have said? Her name 

is Mary Ann, she’s from the city. She turned up at the bar at the Old People’s centre in our 

town one day, she was going to visit somebody. I don’t know… We clicked right from the 

start and she started to turn up to play cards every week. And now we sometimes go to 

the cinema together too.

KATE: Does your ex-wife know anything?

ANDREW: No.

KATE remains silent for a moment.

KATE: But do you think she’d take it the wrong way?

ANDREW: After so long, I don’t know… How would you take it?

KATE is deep in thought.
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KATE: Well, seeing as you’re no longer together…

ANDREW: But we do spend a lot of time together. 

KATE: Right… By the way, what’s her name?

ANDREW: Mary Ann.

KATE: No. Your ex-wife…

At the moment KATHERINE appears in the corridor. When she sees ANDREW inside the compartment 

she makes a gesture, and opens the door.

KATHERINE: Couldn’t you have told me?

ANDREW: I did tell you! But you were fast asleep!

Silence.

KATHERINE: So then… What are you two chattering away about?

KATE and ANDREW look at each other.

KATE: He’s been telling me how happy you two used to be together.

KATHERINE: (to ANDREW) So aren’t we happy anymore?

ANDREW: We are, we are…

KATE: But it’s not the same thing…

KATHERINE: Why not?

KATE: Well, first of all, you aren’t together anymore. (She corrects herself). As a couple, I mean.

KATHERINE: Oh… You young people, you over-romantise love. What makes you think 

that we were happier then than we are now?

ANDREW: Age.

KATHERINE: (after a moment’s silence). Just you pipe down, Andrew!

KATE: You’re always happy when you’re in love.

KATHERINE: So you, too, were happy a few years ago.

Silence.

KATE: We were talking about you two!

KATHERINE: You two… Us… What does it matter?

KATE: What?

KATHERINE: All relationships are similar.
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Silence.

KATHERINE: You aren’t ok with Andy, are you?

ANDREW: Hey, love, I don’t think it’s the right moment to talk about that…

KATHERINE: Love? When was the last time you called me that?

KATE: (exasperated and irritated) So what do you think I should do, then? Tell him? Detonate 

the relationship even though I don’t know what I want?

KATHERINE: “Detonate”… You really do go in for big words.

KATE: I’m not exagerating.

KATHERINE: You have to talk things through.

KATE: Don’t say that, it really annoys me.

KATHERINE: But it’s true.

KATE: But everything has its moment.

KATHERINE: And then it’s too late. Listen to me.

KATE: Everyone has their own rythm, don’t you think, Mary Ann?

Silence. ANDREW looks very tense.

KATHERINE: I’m not Mary Ann…

KATE: Oh, sorry… I’m confused… What is your name? We haven’t even introduced 

ourselves…

Just then ANDY appears. He looks embarrased as he limps in.

ANDY: Hi… So we’re in the same compartment again?

KATHERINE: (standing up) No, but we came in to talk to your girlfriend. Come on, you, let’s go!

ANDREW: Ok.

The two old people leave.

ANDY: When did they turn up?

KATE: The old man came along shortly after you left, and she’s only been here a few minutes.

ANDY: What did they say? Are they going to Florence too?

KATE: I don’t know.

ANDY: But what did they tell you?

KATE: Nothing. Well, the guy’s been telling me he’s met a woman… And other things I 

haven’t quite got.
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ANDY looks through the window to check that the other couple is nowhere close.

KATE: Andy… Don’t you think it’s odd?

ANDY: Well, they’re certainly bloody weird…

KATE: Yeah, but the situation, too. Everyting. Not just them. It’s as if they were following us.

ANDY: Hey, love, it’s just a coincidence!

KATE: Too much of a coincidence…

ANDY: We don’t know them from Adam!

KATE is quiet.

ANDY: And if they were following us on purpose, what for? What sense would that make?

KATE looks at him, wondering whether to reply or not.

ANDY: Well then?

KATE: No, nothing, nothing.

ANDY: What are you thinking?

KATE: Nothing at all, really.

ANDY: They’re bored, and being with two young people like us makes them feel alive.

KATE: Yep. That’ll be it.

Transition music plays, and the stage is in semi-darkness. 

FOURTH SCENE
Rome - Bari

The stage is in semi-darkness. The only sound is that of the train. Then, in full daylight, KATHERINE 

comes into the compartment. She is holding a voice recorder. She puts it down on a seat and presses play. 

One of KATE’s recordings plays. KATHERINE leaves it on, and steps out of the compartment.

KATE (OFF): Tomorrow we’re going to take the train from Rome to Bari, in eastern Italy. 

That’s where the ferries to Greece sail from. We don’t know if we’ll go straight to Athens, 

or stop in Corfu on the way.
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Then ANDY appears in the corridor and comes into the compartment. He hears KATE’s voice, but does 

not listen what she is saying.

ANDY: (calling into the distance) Kate! It’s here!

After saying that he picks the recorder up. And he begins to listen to what KATE is saying.

KATE (OFF): Andy wants to go to a town called Sidari. That old man gave him the idea. 

Yesterday, when we were having supper in Trastevere, I almost told him. I do want to talk 

to him about our relationship, but I don’t know where to start, and I’m not one hundred 

percent sure what I want either… I’m really confused. I have sort my own ideas out first, 

and then I’ll decide whether to tell him about Anthony or not. I often wonder why I did 

what I did.

Just then KATE runs into the corridor. As soon as ANDY sees her, he turns off the voice recorder.  

KATE: Thank god for that… I would have hated to lose it. Where was it?

ANDY: On that seat.

KATE: On the seat?

ANDY: Yes…

KATE: That’s odd…

ANDY: Why?

KATE: I would never leave it on a seat.

ANDY: But that’s where it was.

ANDY avoids her eyes. KATE has realised something. She embraces him fondly from behind.

KATE: I can’t wait to get to Greece. How about you?

ANDY: I can’t either.

KATE: Bloody hell, Andy! Anyone else would ask me if I’m ok.

ANDY:  Yeah, well, I’m tired. I don’t know… I woke up feeling tired today.

KATE: When we reach the coast all our tiredness will slip away, you’ll see. This is quite a 

trip, isn’t it?

Then ANDREW and KATHERINE appear in the corridor.
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ANDY: Here they come again…

KATE: They were behind us in the bar earlier.

The old couple reaches the compartment.

KATHERINE: Here are the two lovebirds!

ANDREW: Love’s such a beautiful thing, isn’t it?

KATHERINE: We’re in another compartment, but can we sit with you for a bit?

KATE: (resigned) Take a seat, take a seat…

ANDREW and KATHERINE sit down. KATHERINE looks around carefully.

ANDREW: So then! Your voice recorder’s turned up.

KATE: Yup. I’d left it on the seat.

ANDREW: I told you it would turn up.

ANDY gets up and makes to leave the compartment.

KATE: Where are you going?

ANDY: (seriously) I need to stretch my legs.

ANDY leaves, but from the compartment he can be seen standing still in the corridor, lost in thought. He 

looks from one side to the other, and, finally, takes out a cigarette. He starts smoking. The other three, in 

the compartment, are silent. KATHERINE looks at KATE. 

ANDREW: It’s great weather, isn’t it?

KATHERINE: Hey, if that’s all you’ve got to say…

ANDREW: Ok…

Silence once more.

ANDREW: Well, I’d better stretch my legs too.

KATHERINE: Yes, off you go.

ANDREW, too, leaves the compartment. He sees ANDY and goes up to him. 

ANDREW: I don’t think you can smoke on this train…

ANDY: Nobody’s told me that yet.
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Silence.

ANDREW: I gave up a long time ago, but can I have one? 

ANDY: (surprised) But it’s not good for you.

ANDREW: It’s not good for your asthma either.

ANDY: How do you know I’ve got asthma?

ANDREW: (after a moment’s silence) Well, I’ve seen you… (he mimes using an inhaler)

The scene in the compartment continues.

KATHERINE: Have you spoken with him?

KATE: With Andy? About what?

KATHERINE: I don’t know… Your things. As I said before, you have to talk things through.

KATE: I’m not going to tell you what I talk about with my partner.

KATHERINE: He looked really serious. Has something happened to him?

KATE: How should I know? Ask him yourself if you want.

In the corridor once again.

ANDREW: Are you going to Sidari, then?

ANDY: I don’t know, we haven’t decided.

ANDREW: Go there. And jump into the sea channel I told you about. Canal del amour. To 

get everlasting love.

ANDY: I don’t know…

ANDREW: Well, I didn’t do it back in the day. There was a terrible storm just when I 

was going to jump in. In any case, the lady in there thinks all these things are just dumb 

superstition… And look how we finished up!

ANDY: Well, you are on holiday together.

ANDREW: But our love story finished.

ANDY: I don’t think love ended for you two. Otherwise you wouldn’t be here.

ANDREW: Yes, that’s true.

Inside the compartment again.

KATHERINE: My only regret in life is about him. Leaving things unsaid…
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KATE looks at her attentively, and answers her.

KATE: And what was it that you left unsaid?

KATHERINE: Well, things… The way we felt. Why we took the decisions we did…

KATE: There’s still time for you to do that.

KATHERINE: Not any more. That was many years ago.

KATE: So what? It’s never too late.

KATHERINE: Why bother now? Things are fine between us as they are.

KATE looks at her in silence, with complete concentration. 

KATE: But if you could go back in time, what would you say to him?

KATHERINE keeps looking into her eyes for a moment.

KATHERINE: I don’t know, not really…

Silence once more.

KATE: And what would you tell yourself?

KATHERINE smiles.

KATHERINE: Not to be afraid of lonliness. And to be daring, because life always goes the 

way it’s meant to. And nothing’s wrong. And to get rid of old feelings of culpability. And 

never to have a fringe: that’s never a good look.

Back to the men. 

ANDREW: Even so, when you two get there, and whatever happens, jump into the water 

and swim across.

ANDY: I’m not sure Kate’s going to be very impressed.

ANDREW: That’s what I mean – If you only think about her, you’ll never take the leap. 

And you want to be with her, don’t you?

ANDY: I do, but I don’t know if she does.

ANDREW:  If you swim across the water, she will.

ANDY: I’m not sure I believe in things like that.

ANDREW: Just listen to me. I’m telling you from experience. Look how we finished up!
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ANDY: You know, you two don’t look that badly off!

ANDREW: Swim across the water, damn it!

ANDY: Ok, ok, ok…

In the compartment once more.

KATE: You two are here for a specific reason, aren’t you?

KATHERINE: What do you mean?

KATE: You know what I mean.

KATHERINE: We’re on holiday, just like you two.

KATE: We both know that isn’t true.

KATHERINE: And what do you reckon a couple of nearly eighty-year olds are up to?

KATE: I don’t know what you’re after, or where you’ve come from, but you’re here for 

more than just a holiday. 

KATHERINE: If you’re as sure as that…

KATE: Why’ve you never told us your name?

KATHERINE: What do you want to know my name for?

KATE: To check something.

In the corridor once more.

ANDY: Even so, you didn’t distance yourselves. You’re still together…

ANDREW: Well, not so much… We did move apart at first. She did, mostly… And that was 

for the best: you need time to get your life going again.

ANDY: You did get it going again…

ANDREW: With some difficulty.

ANDY: Would you get back with her?

ANDREW: I would go back to that time. Youth. The age you two are at. Or to some time we 

were both ok. I’d like to feel now what I felt then, but that’s impossible.

ANDY: Why can’t you?

ANDREW: Because you can’t… Things change over time. And she decided that she didn’t 

want that changed relationship.

ANDY: Wasn’t there anything else behind it?
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ANDREW: Not as far as I know… She didn’t want to carry on with me. And I had to respect 

her decision. There’s nothing worse than begging for love…

ANDY loses himself in thought.

ANDREW: So that’s why you should jump into the water, and maybe then…

Back to the women. 

KATHERINE: Don’t you want to ask me anything else?

KATE: What should I want to ask you?

KATHERINE: Why your boyfriend’s acting so strange all of a sudden, for instance.

KATE: And just how do you know about that?

KATHERINE: You told me about that once. If you will say your thoughts out loud just 

anywhere…

KATE holds her gaze in silence.

KATE: It was you who did that with the voice recorder, wasn’t it?

KATHERINE: He deserves to know the truth.

KATE grabs at KATHERINE’s neck. At that exact moment the action shifts to the corridor. The two men 

are still talking, but they see that the women are fighting.

ANDY: What do you mean by begging for love?

ANDREW: It’s something like daring fate, and you never know in that sort of situation 

what might happen.

ANDY: I don’t get it.

ANDREW pauses before answering.

ANDREW: Look, Andy, I don’t know what’ll happen if I tell you this, but the thing is the 

two of us…

Suddenly ANDY sees that KATE is strangling KATHERINE, and he pulls her away.

ANDY: Kate, what the fuck! Kate, that’s enough now, stop!

KATE: She was the one who stole my voice recorder. This old bag stole my voice recorder… 
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KATHERINE breathes with difficulty. All of a sudden, KATE, too, has trouble breathing. 

KATE: I can’t breathe. 

ANDY: Hey, love, take it easy… 

KATE: I can’t breathe…

ANDY: It’s an anxiety attack. Try to take deep breaths.

KATE crouches down on the floor, and makes a slow recovery. ANDREW looks at KATHERINE in a 

serious way.

ANDY: Ok! That’s over now.

KATE: This old hag stole my voice recorder.

ANDY: That’s impossible… It was on the seat when I came into the compartment.

ANDY realises that perhaps KATE is right, and he keeps looking at her. Then he looks at ANDREW.

ANDY: Who are you, you two? What do you want from us?

ANDREW: Nothing, Andy, we don’t want anything.

ANDY: Why are you following us around?

There is silence in the compartment.

ANDY: Who are you? 

KATE: (to KATHERINE) And what’s your name?

KATHERINE: Why do you want to know?

KATE: Tell me your name.

KATHERINE: I’m not going to tell you.

Suddenly KATE looks at ANDREW, and rips the oxygen tube and canister off him.

KATHERINE: What are you doing?

ANDY holds KATHERINE still.

KATE: Who are you, you two?

ANDREW: Give me the canister back!

KATE: I said who are you!

KATHERINE: Can’t you see he can’t breathe?
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KATE: Well, say who you two are and I’ll give it back to him.

ANDREW: Please… 

ANDY: Kate, maybe…

KATE: What are your names?

There is a tense silence. KATHERINE takes a step forward. It looks as if she is going to tell them the truth.

ANDREW: (to ANDY) I’ll tell you if you swim across the sea channel at Sidari.

The sea can be heard. Waves breaking against the banks of the sea channel. Transitional lighting comes 

on, and the stage looks completely different. They are no longer in the train; they have reached Sidari. 

KATE and ANDY are alone on the stage. 

FIFTH SCENE
Sidari

ANDY and KATE are on the bank of the sea channel waiting for the other two. ANDY is looking into the 

distance.

KATE: Are they coming, or what?

ANDY: Slowly, but yes, they are. Here they come…

KATE: I don’t know why that old bloke’s so obsessed with swimming across the sea channel!

ANDY: Apparently if you swim across it you get everlasting love…

KATE goes quiet and looks at ANDY.

KATE: What a load of nonsense.

ANDY looks different. He is more serious.

KATE: Are you ok?

ANDY gives no answer, and looks in the other direction.

KATE: You heard something on the voice recorder, didn’t you?

ANDY gives her a serious look, and then looks away again. KATE looks towards the old couple.

KATE: (to herself) That old cow…
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ANDY: Weren’t you ever going to tell me? 

KATE: Yes, but I just couldn’t find the right moment.

ANDY: Who is Anthony?

KATE: You don’t know him. I met him in London when I went there with my friends.

ANDY: Do you see each other often?

KATE: Andy, there’s nothing between us, honestly.

ANDY: Have you met up often?

KATE: But why do you want to know all the details?

ANDY: I’ve got every right to know.

KATE: Three or four times.

ANDY does his best to take that in, and walks away from KATE.

KATE: Andy, really… It’s nothing.

ANDY: Well, you’re not so sure you love me.

KATE: Who told you that?

ANDY laughs with irony.

KATE: And if I’ve ever had my doubts about us, it isn’t because I met Anthony.

ANDY: Right, yeah!

KATE: No, Andy, for fuck’s sake! I’m not going to say it didn’t affect me, but I wasn’t ok 

before that either.

ANDY: And why didn’t you ever say anything?

KATE: What should I have said to you? That I wasn’t ok? I was fine! And I am fine!

ANDY: So, then?

KATE: I don’t know, Andy! We’ve been together for years now. And all of a sudden I 

imagine us in forty years’ time just as we are now, and I don’t know quite what that makes 

me feel…

Just then ANDREW and KATHERINE arrive, both very much out of breath.

ANDREW: Damn it! I didn’t remember it being as steep as that!

KATHERINE: The thing is, you don’t remember anything any more!

ANDREW: Did we come all the way up here back then? 
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KATHERINE: (speaking to the other two) Hi there, you two. What’s up?

The two young people give no answer.

KATHERINE: Oups!… I don’t think we’ve arrived at the best moment…

KATE: (with decision) So, what should we do, then? Swim across that sea channel down there?

KATHERINE: Hold on, hold on… Slowly does it… There’s no need to rush into things.

KATE: But we can’t waste any time! We’ve reached bloody Sidari. Tell us who you are, 

and we’ll swim across the sea channel.

KATHERINE: No, no, no… It’s the other way around. You swim across, and we tell you our 

names.

KATE looks down the bank of the sea channel. ANDREW stares at ANDY.

KATE: We’re really high up!

KATHERINE: There it is… It isn’t all going to be as easy as that…

ANDREW: (to ANDY) You! Don’t you want to swim across?

ANDY: What?

ANDREW: I said, don’t you want to swim across?

ANDY shrugs.

ANDREW: What’s up with you?

KATE: Come on Andy, let’s swim across…

ANDY: Ah, so now you want to swim over?

KATE: Look, we didn’t come here to start discussing it. Let’s get across, let’s find out who 

these two are, and we’ll talk about it later.

ANDY: Do you really think that right now I care who these two are? Really, Kate? 

KATE does not know what to reply.

ANDY: Do you really think I fancy swimming across the sea channel now? Fuck it! I can’t 

stand you when you’re so frivolous.

KATHERINE: Hey there, hey there, mate… Let’s take it easy…

ANDREW: But what’s happened here?

ANDY: What’s happened? By listening to a bloody cassette I’ve found out that my 
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girlfriend’s met someone else and doesn’t know if she wants to carry on with me. That’s 

what’s happened!

KATE: That’s not it! It’s the opposite! I don’t know if I want to go on with you, and, in the 

meantime, somebody else has shown up.

ANDY: That’s all the same to me.

KATE: But it isn’t all the same!

ANDREW: (to KATE) The question is whether you would have had those doubts if nobody 

else had shown up.

Silence.

ANDREW: By the way, who is that person who came on the scene?

KATE looks at him in amazement.

KATHERINE: You, mind your own business!

KATE: Yeah, you! Shut up! You look better with your mouth closed!

KATHERINE: Well, looking better at our age is quite something…

ANDREW: Yeah, right, silence… You two solve everything by making people shut up! (He 

walks up to ANDY) You’re hurt now, but let things settle down, and maybe after a while 

what seems awful now won’t matter so much. Think carefully about what’s best for you. 

If you want my advice: jump in, swim across the sea channel.

KATE: What a bore, always going on about the bloody sea channel!

ANDREW: Don’t you two want to find a solution for your problems? 

KATE: Swimming across a sea channel isn’t going to solve anything! 

ANDREW: But do you want to try, or don’t you?

KATHERINE: Hey

ANDREW: Can you just let the girl answer? (To KATE) Do you want to try, or don’t you?

Silence.

KATHERINE: What if she doesn’t know? What if she needs time to get things straight in 

her mind?

ANDREW: (harshly) Well, then she should say so!
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Silence.

KATE: Look… You two aren’t going to tell me what decisions I need to take about my life.

ANDREW: Not speaking in time can really mess things up for you.

KATE: Look, just leave me alone!

ANDREW: And that’s the one who says that you have to talk things through!

KATE: Leave me alone!

ANDREW: Yeah, right. At the moment of truth: “Leave me alone”!

KATE: Well you certainly kept the story about Mary Ann under your hat!

Silence.

KATHERINE: What?

A long silence. 

KATHERINE: Who’s Mary Ann?

ANDREW: Mary Ann?... (Trying to cover things up) “A little bit of this, a little bit of that…” 

Mary Ann and her accordion.

He dances a bit, looking a bit ridiculous. An awkward silence. 

ANDREW: (giving in) A friend…

KATHERINE: What friend?

ANDREW: She goes to the bar at the Old People center …

KATHERINE: But I don’t know her? 

ANDREW: No. She comes from the city sometimes. 

KATHERINE: To the bar at the Old People center?

ANDREW: Yes, yes! To the bar at the Old People center!

KATHERINE: (trying to disguise that she has been affected) Well, I don’t know… It seems strange 

she’d come from the city to the bar at the Old People center. 

ANDREW: She came along once because a friend of hers was coming too, and since then 

she’s come more times.

KATHERINE: So then?

ANDREW: So then what?
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Another awkward silence.

ANDY: (trying to change the subject, and not sounding very convincing) So, are we going to take 

the leap or not?

KATHERINE: (to ANDY) Don’t chicken out of it!

KATE: Yeah, Andy, shut up for a bit.

ANDY: But I wasn’t saying anything!

KATE: Shshshshshshshshshsh!!!

Silence.

ANDREW: I’ve nothing to be ashamed of. I’ll tell you who she is if I feel like it. I’ve spent 

my whole life accepting your decisions, respecting your freedom… I don’t think you’re in 

a position to demand anything.

Silence. ANDREW looks at KATHERINE.

ANDREW: So? You’re afraid all of a sudden? (to ANDY) You know what her problem is? 

She can’t stand being alone. She wants to feel very free, but she doesn’t know how to be 

alone. She never has known. And that’s why she’s got me on a short lead. And now she’s 

terrified.

KATHERINE: I’ve never had you on a short lead.

ANDREW: Oh, really? You didn’t move that far away when you chucked me out.

KATHERINE: Do we really have to look into things from 40 years ago right now?

ANDREW: Have we ever talked about them?

Silence. Thunder can be heard in the distance.

KATHERINE: (starting to walk away) Look, I don’t have to put up with this. Saying things 

now he didn’t say back then…

KATE: Where are you going?

KATHERINE: What do you care?

She starts walking away, but then goes back to KATE.

KATHERINE: Anyway, you started all of this, didn’t you? So you can sort out whatever 

you have to all by yourself. As you can see, otherwise it’s too late.
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KATE: You stole my voice recorder to bring everything out into the open!

They stare at each other for a few seconds.

ANDY: What about the sea channel?

KATHERINE: Jump in if you want to. You’re braver than this bloke ever was back then.

KATHERINE starts walking away. They all watch her. Suddenly ANDREW takes off his oxygen canister 

and jumps into the sea channel. He disappears from view.

ANDY: Fuck!

KATE: What’s up?

ANDY: He’s gone and jumped! The old bloke’s jumped into the sea channel!

KATE: (shouting) He’s jumped into the sea channel!

The two young people go up to the bank of the sea channel. KATHERINE rushes back.

KATHERINE: Fucking hell…

ANDY: He’s got stuck.

Between them all they manage to pull ANDREW back up again. They all end up lying on the ground, 

panting from the effort.

KATE: Bloody hell… He’s heavy enough.

ANDY: (holding his inhaler) I can’t breathe.

KATHERINE: (to ANDREW) Are you mad or what? (To KATE) The canister! Bring over his 

canister!

KATE takes them the canister. They connect ANDREW back up to it. They all need a bit of time before 

carrying on. The atmosphere has changed.

KATHERINE: Really and truly… Who would dream of jumping at your age?

ANDY: He did it for you.

KATHERINE: Yeah, he did it for me!

ANDY: Why else?

KATHERINE: Because I said he wasn’t brave. When he gets cocky, he’s cockier than anyone.

ANDY: Why can’t you see he wants to get back with you? (KATHERINE laughs) He’s still in 
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love with you!

ANDREW: (speaking with difficulty) No, no… That’s not right…

KATE: So why did you jump?

They are all quiet for a moment.

ANDREW: I don’t know. Perhaps because I don’t know how to be alone. Well, and perhaps 

because I am a little bit cocky.

ANDY: I don’t get why you two aren’t together.

KATHERINE: What are you talking about? What do you mean by being together? The 

same way your mum and dad are together?

ANDY: What do you know about my mum and dad?

KATE: Andy…

ANDY: No, I’ve no idea why she’s brought my parents into this. What does she know 

about them?

KATHERINE: Well, they’ve been together for more than twenty years, like all couples. 

That’s what I wanted to say.

ANDY remains silent.

KATHERINE: And for some people it may be worth having spent so many years together. 

I don’t think it would have been worth it for me.

KATE:. But you two have decided to grow old together.

KATHERINE remains silent. 

KATE: Once you asked me on the train why we don’t think about living with our friends. 

You know what? I think that’s a great idea. That’s how I want to grow old: with my friends.

ANDREW: You know things between friends don’t last for ever, right? People idealise it.

KATE: That depends on how you treat them.

ANDREW: Oh, you kind-hearted thing.

KATE: It’s true!

ANDREW: Look, Kate… It is Kate, isn’t it?

KATE: Yes.

ANDREW: Old age, getting old, being the eldest person there…



85

KATHERINE: Yes, yes, we get it.

ANDREW: At least let me speak my mind!

Silence.

ANDREW: Growing old is learning how to let go of things. First you lose your milk teeth, 

then your childhood, then your school friends, your innocence, your toys, adolescence, 

your grandparents, your first love…

ANDY: That too?

ANDREW: Everything! Your sight, hair, teeth… Your second teeth, the ones you think will 

last for ever.

ANDY: I’m getting really down about this.

ANDREW: Your parents, your best friends, your partner…

KATE: I don’t think you lose love. And if you do, I’m sorry, I’m getting out now.

KATHERINE: Well, start getting out… It happened to me.

KATE: No, it didn’t; otherwise you wouldn’t be here with her now.

Silence.

KATE: Ok, I don’t care who you two are, what you are… What does it matter? Right now 

I’d sign up for having somebody happy to come with me on Interrail to a sea channel in 

a town on Corfu when I’m your age.

ANDREW: And why wouldn’t you have somebody?

KATE looks at ANDREW in bewilderment.

ANDY: Yeah… Why wouldn’t you?

KATE: Because I don’t know what I want, Andy! I don’t think it’s fair on you to be with 

someone who doesn’t know their own mind.

ANDREW: Maybe Andy should decide that, though. Do you want to be with him?

KATE says nothing. She screams in desperation. 

KATE: Aaaaaaaah! Why is everything so difficult? Why can’t things be more straighforward? 

Why can’t I feel as sure about things as I did a few years ago? I didn’t use to have any 

doubts! Fuck! Why can’t time stand still?
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Suddenly there is huge clap of thunder. ANDREW and KATHERINE stand stock still. The two young 

people look up to the sky in fright. The storm grows from here on, but it does not last long. 

KATE: Fuck…

ANDY: I don’t have any doubts, Kate. I want to be with you.

KATE: But I don’t know, Andy…

ANDY: Fair enough. I still want to be with you.

KATE (to ANDREW): Hey, you, why didn’t you jump into the sea channel back then? 

At that moment KATE realises that KATHERINE and ANDREW are frozen.

KATE: What the fuck?

ANDY: What?

KATE: They’re not moving.

ANDY: What do you mean they’re not moving?

KATE gives ANDREW a gentle nudge. ANDREW is as hard as stone.

ANDY: What the hell’s happened? Am I dreaming, Kate? Is this a dream? If this is a dream, 

then fuck it all! I want to wake up now, I don’t want any of this. I don’t want to see you like 

that. Those two… gargoyles. Who the fuck are those two?

KATE: (KATE thinks of something and stares at the other two) I don’t know, Andy…

Suddenly ANDY starts hitting his head with one hand.

KATE: Andy, Andy! What are you doing?

ANDY: (He moves away from KATE, still hitting his head) I have to wake up! I have to wake up to 

get out of here. Maybe I was out on the town last night, and that’s why I’m dreaming all 

this… What did I drink? Jagermaster? Snakebite? Did they put something in my drinks? 

I don’t take drugs! (He starts taking his clothes off). How about if I jump? Maybe if I jump I’ll 

wake up! You often wake up from dreams when you’re falling!

KATE: (Making him stand still). Ok, ok, ok! Look at me! You aren’t in a dream! We’re on Corfu! 

In Sidari! We’ve come here on holiday.

ANDY: I know that, Kate! I do know that! And we’ve just met up with these two, and they’ve 

frozen up. Is this some divine punishment?
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KATE: Since when have you been a Christian?

ANDY: What have I done to deserve this? I’m freezing up. My inhaler!

ANDY breathes in from his inhaler. They both take deep breaths. The storm dies down.

KATE: Better?

ANDY: No…

KATE: Well, any calmer?

ANDY:  Yes…

KATE: We can find out who they are…

ANDY: What?

KATE points to the other two.

ANDY: How?

KATE: Their papers! They must have some type of ID on them.

ANDY understand what KATE wants to do. KATE starts moving towards KATHERINE rapidly. When 

she is almost by her, she quickly turns around.

KATE: I don’t know if I want to know.

ANDY: Why wouldn’t you?

KATE: What about if we don’t like it?

ANDY: Like what? Who they are?

KATE: Haven’t you felt anything strange, love?

ANDY: (confused) What do you mean?

KATE: Don’t you think bumping into each other so often is strange? You being Andy and 

him Andrew? Him having an oxygen canister? Their insisting on our coming to Sidaria, 

where they came when they were young?

ANDY: I don’t know where you’re going with this.

KATE: (exasperated) Forget about it. I’m going to look at their IDs.

KATE goes up to KATHERINE. The storm has died out. She does everything slowly. As she’s about to put 

her hand int KATHERINE’s pocket, KATHERINE suddenly grabs her hand. 
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KATHERINE: What are you up to?

KATE and ANDY scream out loud.

KATHERINE: What the hell’s happened?

KATE: What do you mean what the hell’s happened?

ANDY: You two froze up when we heard the thunder!

ANDREW: (looking upwards) The storm… What were we talking about when the storm started?

ANDY: Old age… And some old people coming here on holiday!

ANDREW: Did it last long?

KATE: What?

ANDREW: The storm! Did it last long?

KATE: No. It was very short. Too short to be normal.

ANDREW looks at KATHERINE.

ANDY: KATHERINE…

KATE stares at KATHERINE. KATHERINE looks at KATE for a moment.

KATHERINE: What?

ANDREW: (talking about ANDY) He didn’t jump.

KATHERINE: Oh, Andrew, really! He didn’t jump, he didn’t jump… So what?

ANDY: Nothing’s changed.

KATHERINE: And what do you want to change?

ANDREW is silent.

KATHERINE: What is it you want to change, Andrew?

ANDREW stares at the two young people.

ANDY: What the hell’s going on here?

ANDREW: Jump…

KATHERINE: Leave the boy alone. 

ANDREW: Please jump.

KATE: (calmly) Andrew, that won’t change anything. What must happen will happen whether 



89

Andy jumps now or not. I’m going to love him for ever. Whatever happens, and whatever 

decisions I take. He’ll have to decide how to live with that. (She looks at KATHERINE). And I’ll 

have to do the same thing whatever he decides.

ANDY: Does that mean you’re going to leave me?

KATE: You go on and on! No! Not for the moment… 

ANDY: What do you mean, not for the moment? 

KATE: Jump.

ANDY: What?

KATE: (She starts taking her clothes off). Jump! I’m going with you.

ANDY: Really?

KATE: (Looking at the old couple). I don’t want to go through life regretting not having done 

something.

KATHERINE smiles as she looks at her. KATE and ANDY take their clothes off and jump into the sea 

channel. Shouts and screams are heard from the sea channel. 

KATHERINE: What’s the water like?

KATE OFF: Really good!

ANDY (OFF): You two jump too!

ANDREW: (to KATHERINE) What do you think? Shall we?

KATHERINE: Noooo… Not at our age… And it’s bound to be colder than she says.

ANDREW: (speaking to the young couple) Don’t worry. We’re on our way!

KATE (OFF): Take your clothes off, ok?

KATHERINE: Yeaaaaah!

ANDREW and KATHERINE stare into each other’s eyes. They embrace with intensity. Then ANDREW 

starts picking up the young couple’s clothes.

ANDREW: Maybe we should go back to the house.

KATHERINE: You go ahead. I’ll be right along.

ANDREW leaves. KATHERINE watches him leave. Suddenly the light changes. 
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***

KATHERINE is no longer in Sidari. She is in the same place where she listened to the tape at the beginning 

of the play. She presses stop. She opens the recorder, turns the tape over, and starts recording. After a few 

words the Sirtaki from the beginning plays again.

KATHERINE: I don’t know when I last used one of these… I’m not too sure what I’m 

actually doing right now. I don’t know if you’ll ever get to hear this tape… If I’ve listened 

to you, maybe you’ll listen to me too. Andrew left us ten months ago. The poor man was 

in a terrible state. It was his turn, but I really miss the old bloke… Well, I don’t know if 

I’m exactly missing him… What is the opposite of missing? The thing is, when I think 

about him I feel fulfilled. Completely. Often I think of life as being something like that 

journey around Europe. A route, changing scenery, sometimes it’s up-hill, but with a 

single destination. Or is there no destination? Well, I don’t know… What matters is that 

each of us decides who they want to be their real companion on that journey. There are 

no labels. I promised Andrew I would go back to Sidari and dance a Sirtaki in his honour. 

I didn’t really mean it, but he wouldn’t stop talking about it until I said I would. I haven’t 

gone back to Sidari, and I never will, it’s a very long way. But I do dance a Sirtaki for him 

every day.

The music grows louder. KATHERINE stops recording, and starts dancing a Sirtaki by herself as the 

lights go down.

DARKNESS
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