“Una ventana” 

Gabriel Macció Pastorini – Uruguay 

Personaje: Un doctor, de entre cuarenta y cincuenta años. 

Lugar: Sala de espera de un hospital. Un banco y una puerta de un consultorio. 

Tiempo: presente. 

Doctor: 

Disculpe la demora. A mí nunca me gustó esperar. Y creo que a Martín tampoco… su carita, hoy en la mañana, expresaba que no le había gustado nada esperar. .. 

Martín ya está sano, de las quebraduras,… bueno usted ya lo sabe muy bien,…. hoy al ver al niño recordé el día en que su madre le dijo que habían tenido que sacrificar a Sultán, su caballo, en el accidente se había quebrado una pata y ya no servía para las carreras, ese día sus lagrimas… disculpe, me fui en pensamientos, ustedes viene a saber si pude obtener alguna información sobre María. Según lo que pude hablar con Martín, él no tiene mucha información, más allá de que estuvieron compartiendo habitación por tres meses, ella no hablaba nada o casi nada; usted sabe muy bien, ella ingresó muy grave y delicada, era un caso extremo, desnutrida, la piel quemada por falta de higiene, no hablaba y la mirada ida. De todas formas creo que alguna respuesta puede servir, …bueno, eso espero... Martín me conto que al principio no dialogaban, cada uno en su cama sin poder moverse, luego de varios días comenzaron a cruzar miradas por debajo de las sábanas, y una noche, cuando los adultos que los cuidaban se habían dormido, casi sin proponérselos se encontraron en la ventana de la habitación, los dos mirando hacia el parque del hospital, y ahí fue que pudo cruzar unas pocas palabras con ella. “Yo me escapo por la ventana” le dijo ella, y él miró los siete pisos que los separaban de la planta baja y la miró con cara de asustado, “ahora no” le dijo ella y se sonrió, “es cuando mamá se acuesta con los hombres en casa para que le den plata, yo me escapo por la ventana, no los miro más, y miro el cielo, la luna, el árbol, pero disimulando para que mamá se piense que estoy aprendiendo”…Martín no supo que contestarle, … Pero creo que para su intención la respuesta más esclarecedora es sobre la última consulta que le formulé, luego de que le contara lo importante y sano que sería que María pudiera ir a vivir a un hogar de menores, le pregunté a Martín qué habría hecho él , y fue justo en ese momento…. su cara cambió y ya dejó de mirar el entorno del consultorio y se dedicó a mirar a su madre que estaba a su lado, la miró en detalle, las manos, los ojos, el pelo… y luego de un instante me miró a los ojos y me dijo… “yo haría lo mismo que María, me iría con mi madre…para cuidarla”…, es la única información que pude obtener… Buenas tardes. Hasta luego… 
(Luego de un instante, mira a la platea y dice) 
Lo único que no le conté es que en el mismo momento que Martín me daba su última respuesta, de los ojos de su madre salía una lágrima muy brillante… en la cual me pareció ver a Sultán corriendo.
“A Window” 

Gabriel Pastorini – Uruguay

Translation: Judith de Bittencourt

A doctor. 

The waiting-room in a hospital. 

A bench and the attending-room door.

The action takes place in the present time. 

Doctor: 

I'm sorry for the delay. I've never liked waiting. And I think Martin doesn't like waiting either... I found out that today in the morning, his little face showed he has not liked it at all. 

Martin is already healed from his broken bones and contusions...well, you already know that... today when I saw the child, I called back to my mind the day his mother told him they had had to sacrifice Sultan, his horse, who broke his leg in the accident and was not useful for races any more. That day his tears... I´m sorry, I'm beating around the bush; you came here to find out if I have obtained some kind of information about Maria. According to what I could get out of Martin, he doesn't know much about her. Beyond the fact that they have been sharing a room for three months, she could hardly speak. You know pretty well that when she came in she was in a very serious and delicate condition, it was an extreme case, she suffered from lack of nutrition and care, so her skin looked burnt, she spoke not a word and had a lost look in her eyes. Anyway, I think that some sort of answer must be useful...well at least that's what I hope... He told me that at the beginning they didn't talk, they were in their beds without being able to move, and after several days their eyes began to meet under the sheets. One night, when the adults who looked after them had fallen asleep, almost without purpose they met each other by the window, looking at the hospital garden and it was then, when he could have a few words with her. "I´m going away through the window", she said and he counted the seven floors that separated them from the ground-floor, and looked at her in fear. "Not now" she said with a smile, “when my mother goes to bed with men to get some money, I escape through the window, I start looking at the sky, the moon , the tree, always pretending that I am learning"... he didn't know how to answer her... But I think that for your purpose, the most clarifying answer is the one having to do with my last question. After telling him that it would be very important and healthy for Maria if she could live in a Children's home, I asked Martin what he would have done. It was at that very moment that his face changed and he stopped looking around the room and started watching his mother beside him, and gazed upon every detail, her hands, her eyes, her hair, and after a moment he looked me in the eyes and told me "I would do just as Maria did, I would go with my mother... to take care of her..." That's the only piece of information I could get. Good evening. Goodbye… 

(After a moment, looks at the audience and says)

The only thing I did not tell him is that at the precise moment Martin was giving me his last answer, his mother's eyes shed a very bright tear... in which it seemed to me Sultan was running. 
