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One evening, the Student was just coming down the stairs of a restaurant on the seafront, when a woman smiled back at his gaze that had slid over her breasts, shiny and melodious like fawns. Only then, the Student, swallowing hard, recognized an old college classmate who asked him gently, smiling:

-You're dating Orlando?! And because the Student blinked in confusion... the young punk, the painter?!

- Oh, Orlando, yes, he is... Yes, he is my friend.

The Student looked hesitantly after the woman entering the restaurant, surprised by the wide neckline of the dress but especially by the lines of her thighs stretched by the high heels, raised as if she were an athlete ready to start. He barely remembered her name. He had never seen her in evening attire, but he had never guessed that he had such a centaur specimen among his college classmates. In college she had seemed like a tormented country girl commuting, and now she was walking like a purebred Arabian mare on the steps of the terrace, gathering the gazes from the tables like a laser kaleidoscope. The student gritted his teeth as he headed towards the group of friends waiting for him at the top of the stairs.

Descending the steps, he turned his head once more hesitantly after the fabulous animal, brimming with sexuality, who walked as if she had received endless love with every movement, shining like an enticing LED advertisement in a bad neighborhood. The question seemed unnatural to him and he found himself splitting the meanings as if he were peeling away the leaves of an onion in search of the truth. It was more of a question, if he had followed her gaze, like a signal of alarm, as if she were telling him, “be careful if you hang out with Orlando.”

“Why would I?” the Student wondered, walking alongside his friends and entering a bodega where Orlando, just as he stepped into the venue, someone handed him the microphone for a karaoke to an Elvis song, and when Orlando started singing the room exploded into dance rhythms, gorgeous girls, top models, spinning around the Student's table like jewels from a princess's necklace. Taking a sip of beer, the Student felt his head unusually heavy and his neck instantly bent towards the table several times, until the Student stretched his head directly on his elbow snoring, realizing however that he was snoring and it was possible that he would fall asleep right there, being very likely to be woken up by the bartender sweeping under the tables after closing time.

With one foot in the dream world, he felt himself rising slightly, losing his gravity, panickingly grabbing the edges of the table with his hands. He had probably raised his head to light a cigarette, or maybe Orlando had called him. Suddenly he found himself being spun around by the shoulders by a girl who was helping him hold the microphone in front of his lips, but he was aiming for her almost bare legs highlighted by the steep line of a colorful skirt. It is possible that she had even performed a song, a variant that scared him outright because at that moment he was really not capable of such a thing. His head almost shot towards the table, he hoped he hadn't gotten up from his chair, closing his eyes he realized that he had slapped a girl on the bottom after all, most likely this had happened, and his palm had touched her wet part, making the dancer moan reproachfully. Only then did the Student realize the tone of the question "are you dating Orlando?" coming to his senses. “I’m walking with Orlando,” he thought, remembering that yesterday he had woken up from sleep in a car that wasn’t his, and this should never happen again. Since he was walking with Orlando, space and time became instantaneous, as if you could live in unexpected points on the planet, one after the other or simultaneously. Orlando had explained to him that a friend in the group had put him in the back seat of the car, but had forgotten him there, the group leaving for a friend’s wedding in the city tower, where state television had been during the communist era.

Suddenly he woke up in a bed in his underwear surrounded by paintings and sketches, a kind of workshop, and Orlando was just gluing some pieces of brass on a wrought iron door lying on a workbench.

- I threw you to bed last night. It was very late and you were talking in your sleep. Since you didn't have pajamas, you slept in your underwear, said the painter working at the door as if to excuse Student for standing almost naked. We'll make some spaghetti, Orlando smiled, supporting his friend towards the kitchen. And a coffee.

The student looked out at the street from the balcony, realizing the dizzying height of the block of flats he was in. Despite the height, the street was visible as if in the palm of his hand, like a fresh valley descended by deer.

- Wow..., said the Student, looking at the street. I feel like I'm in Colombia, then feeling his unnaturally bulging head like a basketball, thinking "although I've never been there." It's like we're at the Equator.

- I made a friend from Mexico. I might bring her to Romania. I was even thinking of marrying her.

The Student raised his eyebrows in disbelief.

- You know, said Orlando, carefully chopping the garlic and making the base of the dish in the pan, I made a painting, I really want to sell it in Italy, but I don't know what to call it. I've provisionally called it "Aphrodite's Island", said the painter, pointing to the painting with a tomato in his hand.

- Wow..., the Student smiled, lighting a cigarette, although his tongue was swollen from the effects of nicotine, approaching the face of the woman waiting on a pier with her feet in the water. What a strange woman! Don't you have a magnifying glass? I would like to see her closer.

- You see there's one in the drawer there. Did you notice anything special? I painted her as a promise, as a woman waiting on the pier of an island, the unique love, without which one cannot do, you know like in "The French Lieutenant's Lover". I don't know if you read the novel. A woman waiting on the pier for a ship that is no longer coming, a lieutenant who may have forgotten how many women he has loved in the ports where he has dropped anchor. A modern Penelope.

- To me she seems like a woman who has just made love. She doesn't seem like a woman waiting. Waiting is tormenting, it gives you a look like the mirror of a source of pain. The look of a woman waiting is a stew. This woman, said the Student, bringing the magnifying glass closer to her face, is like a flower that has encountered sunlight, she is happy. The feeling is so intense that in a certain way the light curves around her as if the feeling participates in gravity. She seems to me a woman listening to music or a woman who is already on the way to becoming a melody. “Aphrodite’s Island” sounds like an advertisement for individually wrapped cakes.

- Aphrodite is the ideal of beauty. Aphrodite on an island to escape to...

- I like this painting, said the Student, waving his hand as if he had put aside his speech like a page, it gathers the essentials of the avant-garde and the crisis at the same time. It seems to be painted with a knife.

Orlando approaches the Student surprised and the painting with the steaming frying pan in his hand.

- I feel like in a poem by Baudelaire. No, seriously... Baudelaire's woman throws the veil off the feminine ideal. Baudelaire keeps the voluptuous body of Aphrodite and puts a dog's or hydra's head on her shoulders. If it were my painting, I would call it "The Island of the Dog" thinking of the woman who has just left me, whether she has left me or not, it is about the woman who preoccupies me and makes me suffer, so, to keep the exotic air in the atmosphere and at the same time be worldly, I would translate it into Spanish, that is, this painting could be called "La isla del perro".

Orlando, hearing the title of the painting, stepped back as if he had received a blow. Looking at his own painting, it seemed to him for a moment that the spots of color were moving to the rhythms of a flamenco song, and the clouds around the pier suddenly pressed on his heart. He felt the painted woman dancing.

-That's why I need you, for the titles of my paintings, the painter laughed, full of inspiration.

-Do you like the title?

-It couldn't have been a better one. But wait, Orlando said, wiping his fingers with a napkin. I have to write it on the painting and, grabbing a brush, in one move he wrote "La isla del Perro" in the corner of the canvas as a signature. Orlando's face suddenly lit up and the Student, looking at his wet face as a blond teenager with his curly hair on one side and his long sideburns, with his sharp nose drawn carelessly above a bright smile sliding to one side, realized that the painter had a ceramic face without a single wrinkle, a transparent face through which you could glimpse dreams as if you were looking at fish in an aquarium. Nothing expressed the fatigue, the drinks, the nights in restaurants, the parties, the songs and the fun on his emotionless face, only his eyes began to shine intensely like LEDs, while the Student turned purple with fatigue and fun, his skin catching fire, burning now red, now orange.

- You know something, for this title I could give you any painting in this room as a gift. Choose.

- I have only received one gift in my life, and that was from the rector of the University, a Mont Blanc pen. I loved that pen. Only at the great Universities of the world, especially in the American ones, is there a tradition of giving an eminent student a pen. When that pen is given by your favorite professor, it
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