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"Today will be a beautiful day in Washington!" exclaimed the voice from the radio. “Clear blue sky, with a temperature of 70 degrees, sunny with no rain forecast. Perfect spring day! ”.
Two police officers made their rounds through the Adams Morgan neighborhood, with the windows of the patrol car open to receive the cool breeze that, caressing the grove of Rock Creek Park, carried the perfume of multi-colored flowers projected on the delicate sky. blue.
The metallic voice of the police station transmitter brought them out of their musings, ordering them immediately to go to a building on Harvard Street opposite the zoo, a few minutes from where they were.
When they reached the right place, they had to fight their way through the many neighbors who had come to the desperate cries of a woman.
They ordered the people to get away from her and could then appreciate the cause of the uproar: a body sprawled as if stuck to hot concrete. Demolished head. Face with disfigured features in a grimace of pain. Eyes still open, with an enigmatic look. Incoherently arranged arms and legs, inconsistent with the normal symmetry of the human body. One leg bent with the foot at the neck. A shoulder completely joined as if by the force of a single slash.
-Spider Man! Someone exclaimed.

One of the policemen approached the one who had yelled.

"Hey, more respect, this is not a joke!"

The man turned and stalked away. But when he was out of the agent's reach, he turned and yelled, “Spider-man! Spider-Man! ”And he ran in the direction of the zoo to hide in some bushes.
The policeman had the intention of chasing him, but he settled for thinking of an insult, biting his lip so that it would not escape through his mouth.
"Is there anyone here who knows the victim?" Asked the other agent, looking indecisively at the group of onlookers. No one dared to say anything.

-You? He asked a tanned man. Do you know it?

"I don't speak English," he answered fearfully.

"You, meet, dead?" The agent insisted, hesitating in a heavily accented Castilian.

"I don't speak Spanish either," the man specified in crude English. I am from Afghanistan.

The policeman showed great bewilderment at the silence of the people. A loud lion roar came from the zoo.
A woman finally approached the uniformed man, her voice seized with anxiety.

"I was coming back from the store and, when I was going up the steps to enter the building, I heard a scream ... Then, I saw the figure of a man in the sky ... With his arms outstretched as if he were flying ... But he sank and fell from head on the cement ... He was made a ball of flesh and blood ... He did not move anymore ...

People gaped at the woman who, terrified, described the event. The policeman wrote down the details in a tiny notebook. One reporter took countless photos per second, as if his purpose was to satisfy the voracious hunger of the camera.
The cries were heard again “Spider-Man! Spider-Man! ”But this time they were completely ignored.
Calixto was among the spectators, frightened, open-mouthed, livid, unable to say a word about the tragedy; Unable to attest that when they were cleaning the outer side of the eighth floor windows, the rope tied to his partner's waist broke. He feared that they would blame him for the death and end up in jail, if not deported for undocumented. "So," he thought, "who is going to support my family?"
The building manager watched the scene from the lobby. He, too, was not willing to open his mouth. He feared losing his job for allowing windows to be cleaned at such a height without having the proper equipment for such a dangerous task. They would discover that he employed undocumented immigrants and paid them a third of what a cleaning company normally charged.
The ambulance siren burst into the neighborhood with such stridency that it scared the zoo animals. The lion roared as if he protested the noise.
The orderlies pushed through and spread the stretcher on the ground near the body. After a short examination, one of them said dryly: "He is already dead", confirming what everyone knew.
-Who was he? A nurse asked the policeman. What was his name?

—It is not known. No one seems to recognize it.

"From the features of his face, I'd say he was Latino," said the other nurse, looking closely at the corpse.

"Maybe he was," the agent commented. Those are always in trouble.
Possibly from Central America, ”a lady said, clutching her wallet to her chest. Many of them live in this neighborhood. You know, they are fleeing the problems in their countries ...

"If he wasn't from El Salvador, he was probably from Guatemala," said a nurse. Although now they come from everywhere. From Bolivia, Peru, Colombia. In the past we were the ones who invaded their countries, now they invade ours. Soon enough, Washington will look like Latin America.

"Poor devils," said the other male nurse. They die far from their land, unknown.

At the zoo, meanwhile, the lion's loud roar was reciprocated by that of the lioness. The feline couple, oblivious to the conflicts that developed in their surroundings, consummated the reproduction of their species, part of the ancient spring ritual.
The nurses put the body in the ambulance. The policemen left. The curious disappeared. A strange red stain was drawn on the cement.
Calixto went into the zoo and walked absentmindedly among the animal cages, thinking of his partner who just half an hour ago told him that he had already bought the plane ticket to return to his country, where he planned to open a grocery store with the savings from five years of hard work in America.
Suddenly, Calixto realized that only in a matter of minutes he had been unemployed, which greatly distressed him when he remembered that to get the job of cleaning windows, it had taken him about a month and a half of constant searching.
He stayed at the zoo the entire day and, while internally debated between returning to his country or continuing to seek his fortune in Washington, he toured the place several times from end to end. When the park was closed, he began to walk through long streets with strange names, until finally night fell, and he had no choice but to return to his abode: a one-bedroom apartment that occupied twenty people.
"At least I'm alive," he said to himself. "With that I have enough."


1. What is the central theme of the play?

2. Why do you think the author is interested in this topic?

3. What is your personal perspective on this issue?

4. Write a paragraph with the argument.

5. Has a situation similar to the one in this text happened to you? Do you know someone, or have you heard of someone who has something similar happened? Explain.
