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& FOREWORD

I wrote this book based on the story of an old, retired private detective, Camilo Racana, whom I met during my stay at the Iguazú Falls, at the Belmond das Cataratas Hotel. He worked there as a manager and, on long evenings, generously shared the unbelievable story of his life with me. 

*** 

In Buenos Aires, in those dazzling fifties, when everything was raw and alive, when the nights pulsed with the rhythm of Argentine tango, this romantic and detective story took place. 

One hot August afternoon, an unknown lady knocked on the private detective’s door, giving him a delicate task that would change his destiny. 

*** 

This task opened the doors to the thrilling world of Buenos Aires’ port dance halls, where he met fateful women with their hidden destinies, people living the real life of 1950s´ Argentina, people who would become his lifelong friends.  

He plunged into their world and, with them, lived a life brimming with passion and the intoxicating dance of Argentine tango. 

*** 

The story begins... 


1. BAILA ME TANGO 

Her shadow falls across the glass door, casting beautiful, artistic contours. I linger over it, wishing she would stay a moment longer… 

In the early fifties, when the world still carried the scars of war, the clamor of battle had faded, and the waves of postwar refugees seeking new and better fates in Argentina were gradually subsiding. The world had finally begun to calm. Buenos Aires had fallen under the long shadow of Juan Perón. 

*** 

The yellow light of a hot summer afternoon filters through the external blinds into my private detective office at Avenida Bolívar 147. On the desk, an unlit Cohiba Esplendidos sends a wisp of smoke towards the rotating ceiling fan. Down on the street, an old harmonica player breathes life into the tango. A prewar Buick with whitewall tires glides slowly past him, stopping at the curb. 
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I received a delicate task that changed my destiny… 

I hear a woman’s heels on the stairs. The click against the stone tiles is unmistakable. I glance at the corner of the office, where my hat hangs above the revolver in its holster.  

On the glass entrance doors, the silhouette of a beautiful woman in a hat, cigarette perched on a long holder, appears. She knocks on the frosted glass door marked: “DETECTIVE PRIVADO” 

In a hoarse voice I say: 

- Please, come in, señora… 

I gently invite her into my office. The shadow of her silhouette casts a beautiful, artistic contour on the glass. I savor it, wishing she would linger a moment longer.  

The lady hesitates briefly, then reaches for the handle. A strip of light spreads across the wall opposite the door as she enters the room. 

- Oh… that’s Eva Perón!!!... I stayed rooted to my chair. 

*** 

She glances around the office and walks silently to the window. 

- That man down there, is that Astor Piazzola?... she asks, her gaze catching the old harmonica player on the street. 

- Yes, señora. Do you like his music? Shall we dance?... 

The lady nods almost imperceptibly and offers me her hand. Astor begins to play his famous piece Tres minutos con la realidad. 

The tango that unfolded that day in my office surpassed even the famous ballroom evenings somewhere in distant Europe. But this mysterious lady did not come for tango. I had received a delicate task that would change my destiny and introduce me to the parallel world of the country’s powerful people.  
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She hands me a photograph: in it, a beautiful, slender, unknown woman moves dangerously close to her husband, the most powerful man in the country. Eva Perón intends to settle her scores. 

Countess Petra de Vestenic´ 

The young lady is Countess Petra de Vestenic’ from somewhere in Central Europe. She arrived in Argentina as a young, inexperienced woman, fleeing the Second World War. Here, she became part of her own - old European aristocracy, bankers, landowners, and latifundists who amassed banks, factories, shipping companies, and vast stretches of virgin Argentine pampas, employing exhausted, impoverished local descamisados. 

As a young and beautiful member of the old Austro-Hungarian nobility, the countess had doors opened to her everywhere, eventually even to the President of Argentina, General Juan Perón. But her ambitions were not merely personal. Her beauty, intelligence, and irresistible charm captivated the president so profoundly that he began consulting her on state matters rather than his own government. Eva Perón, seeing her as a formidable threat, wondered: what if Miss Petra was working for a foreign power? 

The head of Perón’s secret service, tasked by Eva with uncovering Petra de Vestenic’s true mission, was so captivated by her beauty that, in despair over her rejection of his affections, he jumped into the La Plata River, leaving his mission unfinished. 
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Thus, Eva Perón hired me.  

She trusted me, believing, that me, a detective seasoned by the downtown milongas (dance events in restaurants, cafés, and dockside taverns, where Argentine tango is danced) would not be swayed by some long-legged, refined European beauty enough to fail the task for which she generously paid me. 

*** 

Eva Perón’s breath brushed my neck, warm and restless, as if it carried secrets that could only be spoken through the sway of hips and the brief tightening of a hand. The music faded, but the silence that followed was louder still. In that silence I knew this hadn’t been just a dance - it was an oath without words, a knot pulled tight between the pulse of the bandoneón and the danger hanging in the air like smoke from my cigar. 

She drew back for a moment, met my eyes, and there were more orders in her gaze than in the entire presidential palace. 

Then she smiled - that kind of smile that promises more than any sensible man should accept - and I understood that this night was only the beginning. 
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The hot day ended, the sun sank behind the city’s blistering rooftops, cigar smoke mingled with the perfume of an unexpected visitor, and down on Avenida Bolívar 147, the last notes of Astor Piazzola’s nostalgic melodies faded. 

What will unfold in the coming weeks, I do not yet know… 


2. TANGO PARA SIEMPRE 

…And we, sweaty, alone on the dance floor, locked in each other’s embrace, knew that tonight, nowhere in all of Argentina was tango danced with more passion. 

A late summer evening at the port of La Plata. Anchored ships sway on the horizon, bringing goods from distant corners of the world. From the ocean, ominous clouds roll in, promising a storm. 

Soft piano notes drift from somewhere along the pier. I push my hat deeper on my forehead and quicken my pace. Just past the freight yard, I turn the corner into the bar La Campaña. 

I push through the thick haze of tobacco smoke toward the bar.

Passing the shadowy figures of sweating sailors from ships that brought new immigrants from Eastern Europe today. 

Stooped, old pianist Eusébio, the best musician in this bustling city, plays nostalgic, drawn-out notes of one of the most exquisite Argentine tango composition - El día que me quieras. 

Suddenly, a hand touches my shoulder from behind. Immediately, I sense that this is not the woman I am searching for. This is Conquita Montenegro.  

Word in the port is that  

El Milonguero has arrived… 
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A woman of extraordinary physical prowess, model and dancer, living in Argentina for a few years with her Spanish writer husband. Yet she cares little - passionate tango comes before marital duties. 

She leans in and whispers in my ear: 

- Word in the port is that El Milonguero has arrived… and she smiles mysteriously. 

- Tonight belongs only to us. I want to experience a tango with you, the way only you can dance it… she says passionately. Tonight, from the power of tango, we shall not escape… 

I glance at the bar, where the mulatto Bebeto pours round after round of rum for sweating sailors, his tired eyes scanning the room. 

- Bueno, bonita, bueno… I murmur casually through my teeth. I look at Eusébio, secretly observing us in the reflection of the polished front of his worn piano, and with a conspiratorial glance, I command: 

- Eusébio, play Libertango, let the señorita discover who is king of the tango here… I ordered.  

I spin sharply, pressing this seductive woman to my body so close that I feel her breath on my cheek. My forehead touches her temple, and we begin the first variations of tango. 

Strands of her black hair brush against my face, her eyes closed, savoring every move I make. Holding her hand, I feel her pulse quicken. Now I know that tonight, we shall not escape the power of Argentine tango… 

The seductive, irresistibly melancholic tones sink ever deeper into our souls, until we lose all sense of time, unaware that dawn is breaking over the port.  

Eusébio plays the final few melodies, resonating in our minds long after, and we, sweaty and alone on the dance floor, locked in each other’s embrace, know that tonight, nowhere in all of Argentina was tango danced with more passion. 
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