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Carmen  

She told me her name was Carmen but tonight everyone is calling her Daisy. She’s wearing 

the same clothes that she was wearing yesterday, the ones that lay on my bedroom floor 

twelve hours ago. A tight grey dress that clings to her skin and a pair of dirty, blue low-

heeled shoes. I smile as I watch her leaning against the bar and I look at her body. Brown 

skin shimmering under the bright light and her right leg tapping on the floor to the beat of the 

heavy music. The dress showing her curves in all the right places. My girl. But she hasn’t 

looked at me since I walked in and a tight feeling is coming over me. Starting in my chest and 

making its way down to the tips of my toes. Why hasn’t she looked at me I keep whispering 

to myself, though I know it doesn’t matter really. I am the one she went home with last night. 

I am the one who peeled away those layers of clothes and made her mine. Sure, she left in the 

night just after we finished, but I know what it is like to be afraid of love. To be afraid of 

relaxing. 

Oh, my Carmen. Last night she was the most beautiful girl in the bar. Scratch that, the most 

beautiful girl in town. The eyes of all the men in the bar were on her. Watching her body like 

it was a hunk of meat they could rip into. I wasn’t like them inexperienced fools. No, I had 

style. So many of them walked up to her at the bar, brought her drinks and smiled into her 

black eyes. Their charmed words tripping of silver tongues. Only to be sent away when their 

wallets and words ran empty. I leant against the stone wall at the back of the bar flipping 

coins into my empty beer glass. Looking at her only when her eyes were on a different part of 

the bar. And eventually, her eyes saw me, and this time I didn’t look away. No. I looked back 

into her eyes and gave a little smile.  

She asked me my name and I asked hers.  

“Carmen.”  
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“Bill.” 

After that, the conversation flowed as wine flows from bottle to glass. She asked me about 

my life, what I did for a living, my family, how much I made. I told her I was a writer and a 

factory man and when I asked her what she did, she giggled and put her hand in my lap. 

Never have man and woman connected so much. She even offered to have our drinks put on 

her bar tab, though she had no money. I laughed loudly at that and paid for the whole 

evening. Feeling strong with my full wallet. We danced as we drank, like lovers who have 

known each other for years. And when I touched her bare skin for the first time she 

whispered “Yes,” in my ear.  

The rest of the men in the bar watched us as we left. Their silver tongues were silent and 

broken. Their wallets and their hearts unable to keep up with her. I took her hand as we 

walked and let myself be marched to the street where she quickly got us a taxi. She kissed me 

in the back seat, tasting of sweat and beer, and we didn’t stop kissing until we lay, spent and 

exhausted on the sheets of my bed. I must have fallen asleep and when I woke this morning I 

was alone. But I was happy. I smiled up my ceiling and right then the whole world was my 

friend. I wasn’t even upset when I realised I had lost my wallet. I thought it must have fallen 

out of my pocket after paying the taxi man. But it didn’t matter. Who needs money when you 

have love. Getting out of bed I saw a long cigarette butt on my bedroom floor and looked at 

the lip marks on the filter. Her lips. I got up, picked it up, walked to the kitchen and lit it on 

the stove. I put it in my mouth and just like that I was kissing her again. I smoked the whole 

damn thing before tossing it out the window and getting in the shower. 

I called in sick to work and stayed in all day. Writing love poems and stories about Carmen. 

My delicious Carmen. Who had devoured me like I was nothing but fuel to power her. I 

wrote and wrote and wrote until my laptop died and then I wrote them in my head. Phrases 
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and stories I wanted to tell her tonight when I saw her again. We had made no plans but I 

assumed she would turn up to the bar that night to find me again. I would have to use the cash 

savings that I kept at home for drinks tonight, but it didn’t matter. I had been saving it for 

when I met someone anyway. I phoned my bank at some point in the day to cancel my other 

card and they told me some large charges had been made late last night and this morning 

using it, but I didn’t worry about it too much. I told them just to cancel it and send a new one, 

I wasn’t worried about money.  

The bar was closed until eight o clock so I went out to the town while I waited for it to open. 

I went into the first expensive shop I saw and brought a new suit. Black and striped with a 

dark red tie. I brought a single short stemmed rose from a florist and put it in the chest pocket 

of my jacket so I could surprise her with it later and I got a haircut. Then I just walked around 

to waste time. I checked myself out in every window I passed and I liked what I saw. I saw 

Carmen next to me in every window, I felt her breath in my ear every time the wind blew, 

and I felt her lips on mine every time I lit a cigarette.  

But now I am here. The bar is the same but my Carmen is not. I hear the men who go up to 

her tonight calling her Daisy. Daisy. A whore name. She is not a whore. She is not daisy. She 

is not a flower. She is a queen. A saint. A lover. A woman. My woman.  

Her hands are touching the men’s arms as they buy her drinks and I am sitting at the same 

table as last night at the back of the room, watching her. But I have no style tonight. I try to 

smile at her every time her eyes flick across the room but it is like I don’t exist. She doesn’t 

see me. I hail down a waiter who is walking around and I buy some drinks from him. Five of 

them. Two beers, two cocktails and a coffee. While I wait for them to come I shift my chair 

so it doesn’t look like I am staring at the bar and her too much. From the corner of my eye, I 

can see one of the men has his hand on her ass. I can see his lips moving close to her ear, and 
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I imagine words falling from them as water falls from high falls. Clear and bright and natural. 

I see the shape of Daisy appearing on those lips and I wonder who that is. Who that could be. 

Was it her? Or was it him that came up with such a name. Such a cheap name.  

The other women at the bar aren’t beautiful. They are standing on the side-lines watching the 

display of Carmen with the men. They are like the photographs you see in old peoples wallets 

and purses. The black and white ones with barely recognisable people in them. All faded and 

unfocused. It is like they are barely even there. But I look at them. At this moment I cannot 

look at Carmen. Her tongue is in that mans mouth and the rest around them are cheering and 

whistling. Loud enough to be heard even over the music. I look at the other women and I try 

to imagine being with them as I was with her, but I can’t even do that.  

Jesus. Jesus. Jesus. The name rolls off my tongue and I say it again and again. Disgracefully. 

I say it as a semi prayer. I pray to something that those men will vanish. That Carmen will 

look at me and smile. Her mouth watery and wet. That I will be struck blind and deaf so that 

nothing can touch me.  

I don’t understand and I don’t know what is happening. I am a child in a man's body. The 

waiter brings over the drinks and puts them on a tray in front of me. Steam is rising from the 

coffee and the rest of them have beads of ice and condensation sticking to the glass. I take 

one beer and drink it in one. I pick up the other and have a sip. The bitter taste of the first one 

lingering in my mouth. The cocktails I won't touch. They are for her and they will wait for 

her even if I am gone.  

While I am drinking, the man at the bar leaves Carmen and goes and sits back at his table 

with his friends. Leaving her looking annoyed. Her makeup has been smeared by the touch of 

their faces and without the company, she looks lonely and slightly out of place. Clearing my 

throat, and picking my beer back up, I raise myself in my stool and look directly at her. 
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Waiting for her to look back. My heart is beating. Faster and faster and faster as her eyes look 

around the room, but they pass over me. They flick over my smile and carry on. Leaving my 

heart as if it has been punched, beating with a painful, pulsing rhythm. A small smile springs 

on her lips. As if she knew what I wanted and chose to take it away rather than to give. But it 

is just her black eyes falling on a small man sitting alone in the far-right corner of the bar. I 

see him just as she does. He is a small man, with thick, curly, dark brown hair. His face is 

freckled so much that it is unclear where they start and his skin begins. He has an overbite 

and his top lip lands a full centimetre over the bottom. He is wearing a suit. Dark blue with a 

small pink rose stuffed in the chest pocket. He stinks of money. He is the kind of man who 

lost his virginity with money instead of a human.  

She is like some kind of jungle cat as she walks towards him, poised and alert. And I am like 

a sloth as I watch her, lovesick but so slow that all I can do is watch. She sits down at his 

table without an invitation and starts speaking. His face doesn’t change. He watches her as 

she speaks and nods and says something back before flicking his eyes up and down her body. 

His face looks bored and uninterested and I almost feel grateful. I can picture it in my head. 

He is uninterested and she quickly realises what a mistake she is making, because of course, 

she loves me. Of course. Perhaps she forgot in the heat of the night, in the mist of so much 

alcohol. But he makes her remember and she leaves him. She looks around the bar, sees me 

and saunters over to my table. And we talk and dance and kiss and she whispers what a great 

man I am. What a fantastic lover. That she will never let the world make her forget me again.                                                 

But then I see one of his hands move up her leg and touch her bare knee. That beautiful knee. 

His face doesn’t change as he does it and she doesn’t stop speaking, not when he strokes her 

inner thigh or when they stand up and leave the bar together. Intertwined as we were the night 

before.  
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I sit here and watch the bar. Feeling dead. The half-empty beer in my hand is growing 

warmer and the full coffee on the tray colder. Carmen. Daisy. Were they even the same 

person. Was the night before a dream. Some kind of hysteria. I had never seen her in the 

daylight I realised. Never seen her in different clothes.  

Carmen. Daisy. Were either of them her real name. The bar was still full. The men she had 

been talking to at the bar were still at their table. Two of them kissing each other and the rest 

dancing with their heads to the music and drinking like it was a sport. They have forgotten 

her already. 

Bill and Carmen. I whisper our names to myself and I can see us in bed again. I can see 

sunlight streaming in through the window. Golden on her brown skin. Our words and 

laughter the same as the night before; real. Real. 

I am staring at nothing and I have been for a while now. Just an empty table. I stand up, take 

out the cash I brought with me and pay for the drinks at the bar. The bartender smiles at me 

as he takes the money. 

“She ain't worth it kid.” He says. “I’ve seen that face before. Trust me, if you’re in a place 

like this she ain't worth it.” 

I smile at him and nod. Keeping my head down so he doesn’t see the tears in my eyes. I walk 

back to my table, pick up the cocktails and take them back to the bar. I ask him to keep them 

there if he can. I tell him they are for someone special named Carmen and he looks at me for 

a moment before nodding, pity in his eyes. I turn and walk out of the bar into the dark city 

and head towards home. Leaving two cocktails and a bartender waiting for someone special. 


