Bertie’s flat. Bertie is studying a map of Madrid and thinking about Rosa…
Bertie:  Oh, Rosa where can you be?  Mostoles… Majadahonda… Getafe  (Suena la puerta)  Who’s that? Oh, it must be José, my "portero". He is a funny person. A bit nosy like my mother, but he’s OK, really. Come in Jose, the door is open… Hello José.
José:
Hola Bertie

Bertie:   (estudiando el plano) Mostoles, Lava-pies…(pronuncia mal)
José:   ¿Lava-qué? 
Bertie:
Lava-pies.

José:
Lavapiés, hombre, Lavapiés. A ver cuándo aprendes a hablar en cristiano… Que llevas aquí un tiempito, macho.
Bertie:   Sorry?
José:    Que Good morneen! How is you this morning?
Bertie:  No, no, José. It’s “How ARE you. How ARE you?
José:    I am fine, thank you. And how is you?
Bertie:  No, it’s .. How ARE... Well, never mind. I’m great José, thanks 
José:   Oye, what are you doing?
Bertie:  I'm looking for Rosa. 
José:   ¿Rosa? A Spanish girl? Is she your girlfriend? No sabía yo que el soso este tuviera novia. Anda ya. Where is she now?
Bertie:   I don't know, José.
José:  
What do you mean, you don’t know. A ver, have you got a photograph?...) Let me see. Bertie, is this your girlfriend? She is too OLD for you, hombre! Debe de estar forrada si sales con esta. ¿Es rica o qué?
Bertie: 
 Rich? José, stop being so nosy! This is my mother, stupid! And stop asking so many stupid questions. 
José:    I am sorry, hombre... Ah Bertie! I have got a "factura" for you. From the telephone company. Debes 350 euros, chaval. 
Bertie:  How much? Three hundred and fifty euros! But I don’t have that much money! 
José:   ¿Qué? … Bueno, entonces I will have to take this telephone away if you cannot pay... 
Bertie:   No way, José. I need that to telephone my mother... Give it back, you old…!
