before; forgive me for intruding.” For a moment the face of Juan Gregorio
lightened, but with the same harsh and dominating voice he said, “My name
is Juan Gregorio. There you have it, now what else do you want from me?”
and then he turned around, ignoring her completely.
Angela sat drinking her wine, until a few minutes passed, and she heard the
harsh voice again, asking her, “What do you notice around this bar?” The
question seemed strange to her, not at all like the superficial questions she
was used to answering. Juan Gregorio sat expectantly. Angela shifted her
body, opened her eyes even more, and stared around the bar. She noticed
a group of men, of women, the old and the young, all drinking, all well
dressed, either standing or sitting. Not one person stared at the walls and
looked upon the artwork that secretly invaded the bar. They were there to
drink and nothing more. Angela slowly turned her face and noticed the old
man staring at her. For a second it seemed as if a new fire had replaced his
dim, grey eyes. She told him, “I see that everyone is distracted, that no one,
not even myself, had ever noticed the beauty of those paintings that hang on
the walls.”
Juan Gregorio’s eyes turned back to their foggy sadness and his face once
again became distorted, almost as if a dying man had conquered his body. He
lifted his glass and drained the last drop of whisky into his mouth, his soul
escaping him. His grey eyes looked into hers and standing up from his seat,
he told her with a voice of unknown suffering, “Good night.” As he took a
step to leave, he paused and stared again into her eyes. He grabbed her hands
desperately and with warm tears he said to her, “Try to always notice the
things that surround you, especially those things that are abandoned.” And
with those trembling words, he departed.
Angela was left alone, desperate, and in a state of sadness, her hands still
bearing the warmth of his touch. She finished her wine, grabbed her small
purse, and walked towards the door. But just as she was about to leave, the
lingering words of the old man tugged at her soul. She stood and stared
into the painting of the old man and woman. Their eyes painted with such
purity. They must have been in love, she thought. She stared into the dark
background, and she was startled, for she saw in the corner, almost invisible,
the fine and firm signature of Juan Gregorio.
Natalia Correa is currently studying English Literature and International
Studies. She hopes to publish a worthy novel someday.
32

Ethereal Venice
Natalia Correa
33

