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CAMET AIRPORT, MAR DEL PLATA
Sunday 4 March 1990


It makes me said that youre going, Rocío, Im going to miss you... Its been an exciting few days, unforgettable...

For me too, Roberto, but everything comes to an end, as you can see. I must get back to my routine... I want to tell you something, Im not the same woman, thanks to you. I owe you a lot...

Are you joking? What do you owe me? After all youve done? Please! If not for you... You devoted a lot of time to me, you abandoned all your business, I could never repay you for that.

Dont mention it, dont prostitute what I did. I acted as I should, as I felt. I was very happy, it wasnt like work for me, on the contrary. I was on my honeymoon, fighting for someone I love. Ive felt like a woman, it allowed me to be one. I took off my lawyers disguise without tearing my skin... I was able to separate Doctor Bareilles from Rocío. And the fundamental thing is that I didnt have to renounce either of them. Both are important, I see that clearly now.


Theyre not only important, theyre also beautiful...And sensual, I can testify to that, dear.

Thank you, worshipper... Do you know what? I learned something else... The most important thing is to feel, without that nothings worthwhile... Im going home, full of affection, humanised.

And what about us? What are we going to do now, Rocío? Id like you to stay...

My love, think about it seriously. Do you think it would be for the best? Use reason... In your house, theres a baby waiting for you, you cant go on living like before, youre going to have to adapt to a new life. Like it or not, youre going to have to make a great effort to get used to it.

Youre frightened, arent you? Now Im a man with complications.

Dont be silly. Weve only got a few minutes to talk, the plane will soon be here. Dont ruin these moments by playing the victim, youre not the victim, not at all... I admit I dont see myself in the role of mum, it would be very difficult for me to adapt to life under those conditions. Ive got my own life, my circle, my things, its like Ive been resuscitated, I need oxygen... I dont think its a good idea to close the doors now, I need to reflect, to plan my future freely, although Ill miss you very much. I dont know what Ill do, thats the truth. This doesnt mean Im spurning you just because youve got a little kiddie. That would be stupid on my part... No, its not that simple, Im saying something else. I think we need time, you too...

What do you mean, Rocío? Explain yourself.

Theres no need, you know as well as I do. Ive gotten to know you, Roberto. Youre a good man, easy to love, but youve got to find your way, you dont know what your destiny is. You dont even know how youre going to face the challenge of raising your son, at your age...

Agustín again? Is that the problem?

No, dear, the problem isnt only him, theres Alicia as well. But even if she wasnt there, Id still need to think about it. Dont be offended, Im being honest: its one thing to have a passionate affair like ours, but its quite another to make a commitment. Youre too honourable, Im going to tell you whats happening to you...

Are you telepathic now?

I am where youre concerned, dear, Ive gotten to know you. Look, youve got a highly developed sense of responsibility. You feel under obligation because I helped you and, in a way, you love me. If you were to obey your intimate impulses, you would also ask me for time. You havent, because youre afraid of hurting me... You didnt think I deserved it, that the logical outcome was for you to declare your everlasting love. The truth is youre full of doubts, am I wrong? Please, I ask for absolute sincerity, Id be hurt if you lied. I ask you again, am I wrong?

No, I dont think so... Its not exactly like that, but its not far wrong, Im not just thinking about you. To be honest, its a shame youre going, youre so wonderful... Youre right about one thing, Im confused, kind of bewildered, I need to think. You have to understand, its difficult for me. Now I have to go home and look after a baby a few days old who, to cap it all, wont have a mother. I dont know what Im going to do, Ive forgotten how to behave.

Come on, Roberto, its not just because of that... Admit it.

What do you mean?

Come on, Roberto, Im talking about Alicia.

Well, all right, I cant deny it. Yes, Im worried about her... No! Im not worried! Its different... I dont know how to explain, its as if she was nearby all the time, as if shed never gone away. Id like to see her, I admit it...

You see, Roberto? We need some space now.

But, Rocío, I swear I love you! In a special way, its different from Alicia, but very beautiful. Youre so adorable, having you was a gift from life...

Your gift has to go, the plane will be leaving in a few minutes. Lets not dramatise; perhaps this wont be our last goodbye. I repeat that it annoys me that you consider me a victim, remember my words: what I did, I wanted to do, Im a big girl. Its been a very pleasant experience to free myself of my armoured plating, which you took off. Now Im light, I face the world with more optimism and hope. The significant thing is this, Roberto: I feel full of new things... I dont want to go cold again, even if we never see each other again...

Is that what you think? Is it? That well never see each other again? Thats what you think, isnt it, Rocío?

Its difficult to answer you, I know Im going to think about you all the time. But if we dont see each other again, dont think Ill commit suicide. Is that clear? You follow your path, perhaps Ill be on it, perhaps youll be on mine. But if not, Ill feel just as well, Ill know youve found happiness, Ill look for mine.

You seem so distant, as if you were deliberately trying to freeze your emotions. Do you want to set me free?

What do you mean, I want to set you free? Youre round the bend...

No, my love, youre giving me permission to clear up my ideas. You could have left without saying anything, but youre a good woman, Ive been fortunate to become intimate with you.

Youre dreaming, Roberto. What are you talking about? Ive already told you I need time to be on my own as well.

I accept that, I know youre indecisive, but beyond your doubts, you want me to define myself emotionally. And as always, youre right... Im going to speak frankly, Im going to do what you say, Ill think about it, Ill try to get used to my new situation. Then Ill see what direction I take... If I try to get back with you, itll be because Alicia no longer exists. If that happens, I hope youll be available. It wont be so easy, now that youve learned to fly... Is that OK with you?

Yes, Roberto, I cant compete with Alicia, and neither can I deliver myself completely. I think that if we get together, it should be without reservations, after keeping our distance for a bit. Neither you nor I can do it now. I have to make up for lost time, Im going to search, to feel. I wont stay locked up in a library, reading stupid, important things. Im thirty-five years old, Im no spring chicken.

It makes me happy to hear you say it. Let your dreams fly, someone will catch them. Knowing you, let me assure you that therell be lots of men trying to catch them. Dont forget me too soon...

Ill never forget you, Roberto, you know that perfectly well. Whats more, Ill always be your friend, even if we never see each other again. If you need me, Ill be there...

So will I.

They were both tearful: this farewell could be the definitive one.

I must go, dear, the flights leaving, I love you very much, take care.

Wait, dont go, not yet... Give me a hug first, hold me tight...

They embraced affectionately, then Rocío hurried away, as if she was fleeing something. She went quickly to the runway. The plane was waiting, her golden hair fluttered in the wind.

Shes so beautiful, thought Roberto, will this image of Rocío be the last one?





Translation: Peter Miller ( 2002)
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