Richard lets go of the shovel and tries to climb out along one of the walls which has turned into a skate ring. He slides down again and again … and again.

He looks around. Lifts the shovel, sticks it into the wall. He tries to lift himself with the help of the shovel. The shovel breaks with a loud crack. 

The crows lift their heads, surprised, and rise a couple of inches away from the branches. Then, slowly and deliberately, they descend back to their places.

Richard walks to the end of the tomb, runs against the opposite wall, trying to gather momentum for the climb. By now, a thick layer of mud covers all of him, except parts of his face.

Somewhat unsettled, Richard walks around the hole, looking for something with his stare. He finds it. It is a root that protrudes half up. Richard’s strong, muddy hand closes around it. He pulls. The root, putrid, slides out of the earth. In his hand he holds only crumbs.

Richard slams his angry fists against the earth wall, furious.


- The rope! Where is the rope?

Looks around the earth at his feet, where pools are forming. He kicks one with his muddy boot. 

Richard looks up. The sky is stormy gray, with touches of violet. 

· Hermano! Brother! Hand me the cord, will you?

The unmovable face of Fred stares straight ahead. 

The rope is pressed under his arm.

The crows stare also straight ahead, unmovable.

