DEAR ART, GIVE ME BACK MY GIRL

-PEDRO ESTEBAN-

Her sincere eyes captivated me—eyes filled with love and compassion, eyes that
were too much to just be eyes. Unthinkable, impossible. After my last misadventure, I
had become an expert dancer of funeral tangos, directing the rhythm of shadows with
forty left feet. Now, I found myself subjected to a magnetism that I had thought was

necessarily lost.

I couldn't. I tried to hold her gaze, and the more I fought, the more my pride hurt.
"This won’t end like this," my thoughts growled. It was useless to look at her with desire,
as if she were merely a one-night fling. She penetrated my soul, burned my skin, ignited
fires that no tale of battles had ever witnessed. I couldn't risk drowning her in ink either,
as writing about these matters is a dangerous double-edged sword, capable of chaining
my inspiration to the rhythm of her blinking. And worst of all, her eyes were so innocent,

so calm... if any ghost looked through them, it did so as a master of hide-and-seek.

How could I speak to such eyes, free from the walls of glass? Perhaps the ideal
would be to start with the typical courtesy, a "How’s life treating you?" Yes, a classic, a
safe route. Too safe, in fact; redundant, unoriginal. I imagine those words regurgitated in
my mouth, fighting with my conscience. I know I'm far from being the right person to
inquire about others' lives, especially if they are joyful; my natural habitat is the tightrope,
my favorite pastime is playing with myself, reserving a front-row seat for death to see me

laugh in its face.

On the other hand, perhaps with her, words would be unnecessary, and we could

go straight to action. Exchange saliva, massage her uvula, devour her completely, and



thus in an infinite number of possible fantasies. "Idiot, that's how you lost the last one," I
tell myself. Sometimes I forget that we are not all the same species, even though we are
all equally animals. We share the same instinct, the same urge to hunt, although we may

find it hard to admit. I suppose some have trained themselves better than others.

What should I do? The city is small; our paths are bound to cross sooner or later.
I refuse to find her and freeze like a fool. I need to think it over calmly, so I’ll wait for

the sunset and go to my place of retreat: under the bridge.

With the twilight accompanying my doubts, I walk through streets that seemed to
have conspired to press on my wound. Planted with couples tenderly embracing, they
reminded me of the bitterness of loneliness. But they ignored that the loneliness I wore
was mine. Who decided that being alone was a curse? Certainly the same person who
needed someone to idolize their company every damn second to convince themselves of
their arrogant worth compared to anyone else. I wish I could catch so many lovers off
guard and force them to talk to each other through their secrets. It would be very

interesting to find out if that "in sickness and in health" is really that genuine.

I arrive at the riverbank. I sit and sink my bare feet in the water. I take a book of
poetry out of my bag, a black one, one of the sad ones; they comfort me, they show me
that there are still pure people in this world, brave enough to expose themselves to the
prudish hypocrisy of the rest. In the same bag, a notebook and a pen wait patiently for a
possible internal hemorrhage. They usually emerge in the middle of reading or at the end.

The writer vomits me out, and I return the favor to see who tells the greater misfortune.

The hours melt into the sky, and the moon takes over. A large family of fireflies

appears with their light show. They’ve taken pity on me; they want to help me pass the



time. If they understood me, I would thank them—TI was just about to write. I haven't even

written two verses when a figure casts a shadow over me from behind.

"I didn't know you were an artist."

I turn my head, and there she was. That wavy hair, those sea-blue eyes, that white and

affectionate skin like a child's Christmas.

"Mind if I keep you company for a bit?" she asks, sitting beside me.

"Not at all. My house is your house," I replied with a shy laugh.

"You call 'Thome' being under a bridge?"

"I'm an artist, you said it yourself, remember?" I offer her a sly half-smile.

"I can't argue with that."

She pauses to contemplate the scenery around her. I take advantage and indulge
in her profile. Her mother must have been something... It's almost utopian that such a dark

womb could have given birth to something so beautiful.

"Places like this relax me so much," she says.

"Yeah, they do. Sometimes silence is the best medicine."

"Silence? Not at all. This is where you come to listen to what's truly important."

A look of confusion remains on my face for several seconds. I didn't expect that.

"What do you mean?"

"Isn't it obvious?" she says with the enthusiasm of someone sharing a beloved

treasure. "The murmur of the river as it flows... Imagine it in your veins. Have you never



let yourself be carried away by the sounds of your body? We live surrounded by so much
meaningless noise that we overlook our own music, where we come from. It's in places
like this that we experience the privilege of returning to our roots, connecting with our

essence." After a pause, she smiles. "But I think explaining this to an artist is pointless."

I was left in awe, mesmerized. She had just stripped me bare without needing a

first date.

"What's the matter?" she looks at me playfully. "Have I left you speechless?"

This is the chance to settle my debt—I had never been so convinced. I look into

her eyes; there's no more fear to hide.

"That outpouring of inspiration caught me off guard. I've met several very

intriguing people, but none so poetic."

"You're not used to romanticism?" she asked.

"Not to witnessing it firsthand."

She moves closer; I can feel her breath. Her eyes focus on my lips.

"Maybe you need a muse to show you."

We become statues. We make those moments leading up to what’s about to happen

interesting.

"You're right," I concluded.

And so we kissed with the hunger of those who had grown up fasting, with the passion of

two halves united beyond threads and mystical connections. My notebook watches us,



open on my lap, learning that there are poems that cannot be contained within the slavery

of a verse, untamable for creativity. Platonic love doesn’t understand ink.
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It's seven-thirty in the evening. I reread what I’ve just imagined. I can’t explain it.
Without realizing it, I’ve created a character different from myself and given him my
ideal woman and romance. It could be a sign. There might be a beauty that only emanates
from art, whose shine is unreachable for the artist himself, a beauty that carries that hope

for what’s beautiful, which is so difficult for us to unearth.

Even so, dear art, don’t celebrate too soon. This doesn’t mean that at some point

time won’t give you a wake-up call. You’ll end up giving me my girl back.



