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(REBECA-SARA: ‘LA VIE EN ROSE’) 
 
 

 

You deserve it. A good massage. A good companion by your side. Because 

any age is fine for these things. Gabriel, 25 years old, is waiting for you. 

Give yourself a gift. Give joy to your woman’s body. Very close: 628 51 

5591. 

 

 

Five years have gone by. You couldn’t imagine how that ad would change your life. That’s 

why you decided to travel, to get away from the pain, the anguish you suffered during that 

whole time. You like this country where the taste of chocolate is better, sweeter, more 

aromatic and sensual…Faraway in space, but close in spirit...Two places: Switzerland, 

where you are now, and your land, where it all began…You deserve it, the ad, the ad sais. 

You still have the newspaper clip in the red box where you put the white handkerchief. Your 

memories…The note with which Ismael advertised his body! With such an angelic name, 

Gabriel! The same last syllable…Ismael, Gabriel, two names, two personalities. What an 

innocent note! Waiting for you. And you didn’t want to let any more time go by. That same 

afternoon, after your coffee in the Plaça Nova, beneath the bougainvilleas, you picked up 

your cell phone and called him. You had seen the ad in the local paper’s classifieds. You 



dialed the phone feeling secure: you were calm. Even so, you waited until no one was seated 

at the adjacent tables, so no one would hear the conversation you were about to have. With 

a firm stance, sunglasses fixed properly on your nose, you said his name softly. Remember: 

Is this Gabriel? The curt reply: Yes. Anticipation of his words brought you strength and 

security in yourself. Are you calling about the ad? the young man asked. How could he 

already know that, if I hadn’t said anything yet? Yes, I saw it in today’s paper. A brief silence 

made you wonder whether to go on, but you were determined. I’d like to meet with you. 

Silence again. But then he went on: Where do you want to meet?  Your reaction was 

brusque: I’d like you to come to my place. It’s not really mine, I’m just here briefly, it belongs 

to relatives. You didn’t even know why, but you’d lied: the house was yours, no one else’s. 

It was a little scary to think that a stranger would intrude into the place where you lived. It 

was more comfortable to say that you were on the road, that the house belonged to some 

cousin…What do you charge for…? The young man’s voice cut in. Do you just want a 

massage? You hadn’t expected that.  First, a massage. Then we’ll see.  The Gabriel of the 

ad had understood you perfectly. Okay, sweetie, when shall we meet? Right now, if you like. 

You hesitated. You wanted to say yes, but the words didn’t come out. You didn’t know what 

to do, how to react. Of course, it was your first time. You didn’t know how, but your mouth 

formed some words that came out of the depth of your most latent female desire, from a 

woman who needs a male, no matter what…Not right now. At 10, tonight. That way, you’d 

have time to get the house ready for the anticipated visit. Besides, you needed some time 

to be alone with yourself. You needed to assimilate what you were about to do, to savor the 

moments previous to it: the impatience, the imagination, the curiosity, the wait, the 

excitement, the increasing desire. You wanted to savor the confluence of these sensations 

to prepare your body for the new experience. 

What’s your name? A warm voice was asking for your name. Rebeca. A second lie, a 

different name from yours, Sara. What if he knows me? How embarrassing, good lord! It’s 

best if he doesn’t know who I really am.  The guy answered smoothly. Okay, Rebeca, give 

me your address.  You told him where you’d be waiting. He confirmed the price for dedicating 

an hour to you. It seemed reasonable. Do you have a land line at home? I need to confirm 

the date, for security, he said. That seemed odd. You didn’t exactly want him to know that 

the house was really yours. I don’t have one. My relatives don’t spend much time at home. 

You have my cell—the number must have appeared on your screen. He agreed. Why would 

he want my number? He had clearly realized that it was the first time you had used a service 

such as this. How shameful, Sareta! You punched the key to hang up. This was your 



strategy: a certain Rebeca, in town for a short time, had made a date for 10 pm with a certain 

Gabriel at her cousins’ house to get a massage and maybe more. That’s how the call ended. 

All you had to do was wait for the hour. As long ago as it all was, you still remember the 

thumping of your heartbeat. It seemed like it would perforate your ribs and jump out of your 

skin. Your whole body felt the intimate pounding of your hungry crotch perceiving that in a 

few hours you could recover some of your wasted time. You felt an intense pulsation there, 

a sublime sensation, Sara, delicious. 

Your place, three blocks from the Plaça Nova, is a top floor of sixty square meters, with a 

fireplace for winter and a big porch for summer, full of hydrangeas, latent during the cold 

months, like your desire that afternoon when you called Gabriel. A garden in the middle of 

the city. Because even in the coldest months, you’ve always had flowers: geraniums, 

petunias, chrysanthemums, daisies and roses. This city always has good weather for plants, 

you always tell people who are surprised to see your porch full of flowers. It was sunny, too, 

that January afternoon; that’s why you thought it would be easier to make that phone-call 

outside, from the street. And in the Plaça Nova, in that bar you like so much, you’d decided 

to have a cup of coffee and go ahead with that action which, since that morning, had passed 

through your head, and obviously through your inner thighs, too. With the sun filtering 

through the bougainvilleas intertwined on the wall that separates the cafeteria next door, 

you chose the ad that seemed most suggestive. It’s aimed at older women, like me. I won’t 

surprise that youngster. He must know that us mature ones also have needs… Desire 

eclipsed your rational thinking. The force of dream, of hope, can be as immense and 

extensive as a seagull’s flight over the great expanse of the sea. You were flying above the 

horizon, far from all the past memories that had dampened your desire to keep on living. 

You felt different, like a new woman; that’s why you’d been perusing the three pages of 

classifieds all morning, almost unconsciously, and finally, you’d chosen one. The great 

number of ads surprised you: you’d had no idea that there was so many offers of, let’s say, 

special services. At first, you’d had your doubts that a female of your age could use that type 

of ad. You thought that only married men went for that sort of service. You were convinced 

that dissatisfaction with their wives and the desire to share a bed with an unknown person 

of either gender was the profitable basis of the business. Your case was different: you were 

looking for a man who would make your youth reblossom. Those are your memories, and 

among them Edith Piaf’s songs always sprout as well: Adieu mon coeur, C’est merveilleux, 

Hymne à l’amour, Il pleut. They are titles that will give name to the pieces of this story, your 

story, as we speak to the people who envelop your memories. You hear rain, inside you and 



all around; it’s your pleasure, your present. It’s raining beyond the mountains that you 

glimpse in your mind’s eye, like a goshawk skimming the horizon, inland bound. It’s your 

flight toward the end of life, toward the abyss, terra incognita. You construct your own life, 

the enigma that needs closure. 

 
 
 


