
Chapter 3

Peter!  You have been at the party long enough!  It’s time for you to stand 

up and leave these so-called artists, because it’s you that I need, because you 

are my artist.  You, the chosen one, will paint me, and I’m not sure all that free 

booze has helped you stay focused on your goal, our common goal, in fact, my 

life.  It’s almost twelve hours since you drew the first sketches, and what have 

you achieved since?  Have you attained clarity in your mind about what it is that 

you want to paint?  You must be tired, and I’m almost sorry this will be our night.

Home, you have finally come home.  Funny how you rush to the bathroom  

the minute they enter their place, as if you couldn’t have found one somewhere 

on the way.  That’s it, leave shoes and jacket on the living-room floor, but wash 

your hands!  I don’t want to be painted by soiled hands that have shaken a 

hundred other hands at the party.  Your hands must be pure like the hand of 

God, because you are my God.

I’m charmed by your use of lavender soap.  Get my canvas from your 

bedroom closet, in the back.  It’s a good thing you kept it there, as you’d say, 

“just in case.”  There just happens to be a case tonight.  Yes, set me up there, in 

the center of the living-room, as you would with a lover you’d just picked up.  Oh,  

the excitement of a first encounter!

So there was that young man you met, triggering in your mind the image 

of me.  You are making a secret of what I will become.  You haven’t taken a 

picture of him, nor have you had a good look at him.  I know that you are going to  

paint your emotions, and that will be a good thing because critics won’t compare 

me to the original.  They will look at your name, unknown to them, and compare 

me to the works of a master, making or breaking in one remark your whole future  

as an artist.  Perhaps you should stop, right here.  Perhaps you should go back 

to your friend Sam and plant the seeds in him to realize me.  I am afraid you 

could cripple me, and we know that paintings can’t be retouched, that no 

emergency surgery can be performed on them to save their lives, like babies 

born with a congenital defect.
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You tremble while you paint the first broad strokes.  I suppose that’s fine 

for now, as you’re just doing the background.  These are rich tints of blue and 

aquamarine you are realizing there, as if you were going to include your lover 

boy in an aquarium swimming with yellow fish.  Or are you seeing him inside the 

color of his eyes?  But what do I distinguish?  Nothing any human could 

recognize, but I feel that you are inspired by antique Greek statues.  I see the 

nudity of them, I feel the soft but cold white marble.  Or I must be mistaken, you 

may be thinking about those who posed for the statues, because the colors you 

have just started using can only be used to represent human flesh.

Good, Peter, relax, take your time.  Clear your mind.

You are still in the background, the preamble.  Your boy hasn’t appeared 

yet, but your brush strokes are becoming more precise, more deliberate.  You 

are warming up.  Perhaps you are, after all, the chosen one, the undiscovered 

artist who will revolutionize the art world.  So far there hasn’t been a line drawn 

that was crooked, an accidental drop due to the fatigue accumulated through the 

day, while working for others, or your drunkenness.

Ah, you tickle me with flesh tone now, you are becoming more sensual.  I 

can see your desire to caress it with your fingers, and perhaps another body 

part, but you refrain.  You must satisfy yourself with how you control the brushes 

instead.  Finger painting has never produced anything good, for we artworks are 

delicate and prefer the long and soft stroking to the rougher human limbs, 

hardened with bones and finger nails.

You take a step back.  Something is happening to you as you seem to 

admire me, your creature, and I sense your judgment is impaired by strange 

emotions.  That’s it, then: arousal.  You take your shirt off, despite the cool air of 

the night.  You approach me with more certainty and you seem to tickle your 

chest as the brush strikes me.  Something tells me that you are painting yourself,  

not like a self-portrait, but in a rather spiritual sense, as if attaching the nerves 

from your body to the texture of the paint.

You take another step back, and this time you strip completely naked, 

letting your pants drop to your feet.  You surrender to me.  I am pleased that you 
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are touching yourself now, but I must warn you that you should not touch me with  

your body and ruin me.  I am not a person, remember?  But yes, my dear 

creator, I adore you too.  I desire you as much as you desire me.  I am you as 

much as you are me.

I think you should withdraw to your bedroom now.  I am finished.
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