


The Artist 

 

Today, like most days, I’m running along the waterfront at lunchtime, burning 

off some calories, pounding off some frustrations. 

The weather is kind. So perfect that, when I stop at my halfway point for a 

breather, I admire the sea. I watch the ferry pulling out into the channel, smile at the 

gulls squawking in its wake and actually look at the scenery for once.  

“Sea looks grey today.” 

I’m standing there, bending over at the waist, not quite panting but certainly 

breathing deeply, and some guy is trying to start a conversation with me. What the 

hell? I’m fat and red-cheeked, my hair scraped back from my shiny face. I don’t want 

to talk to anyone, let alone a stranger. 

I flick a glance to my right. He looks like a regular guy, and he’s sitting cross-

legged on the ground with a notebook in front of him and a pencil in his hand. I return 

my gaze to the sea and breathe some more, my heart rate steadily dropping back to 

normal. 

“Nice waves cresting, though.” 

I look at him again, trying to peek at his notebook without being too obvious. 

It’s a sketchbook, and he’s drawing a picture of the harbour. Despite myself, I step 

closer, interested. With just a single pencil, he’s captured the landscape in all its 

beauty, the clouds scudding along the horizon, the white horses of foam splashing in 

the deeper water. 

“That’s good. It looks really good.”  My speech may have returned by now, 

but conversation is still limited by my breathlessness.  

“Thanks.” He shades in a touch more of the hills, smiles up at me and then 

returns his concentration to the picture. I’ve been dismissed. Strangely, I feel slighted. 

He engaged me in conversation, not the other way around.  

*** 

I take a different route the day after; I like to alternate. But on Wednesday, I’m 

pounding my waterfront circuit again. As I approach my mid-way point, I can see him 

sitting there, cross-legged and completely absorbed again, pencil flashing across the 

paper. I slow my stride, reduce speed to a gentle jog and contrive to stop a couple of 

steps away from him.  

It’s a different sketch today. I peer over his shoulder, trying to be unobtrusive. 



He doesn’t look at me, but I can tell he’s smiling when he speaks. “Do you go 

running every day?” 

I’m taken aback. I expected an innocuous comment about the weather. “Do 

you come here to sketch every day?” My retort comes out sharper than I expect but he 

doesn’t seem fazed. 

“Yeah, most days.” He’s still staring at the boat, doesn’t seem to need to look 

at the paper all the time. His pencil moves rapidly, darting left and right as he shades 

in the water lapping under the keel. 

I smile back and move on. 

On Thursday, I change my routine and take the waterfront circuit again. No 

reason—it’s good to be spontaneous. 

And he’s there again. 

This time, as soon as I see him, I start to take note of him. He’s younger than I 

first thought. Longish dark blond hair and a slightly crooked nose. Firm chin, long 

fingers. He looks slim, but it’s difficult to tell while he’s sitting down. I slow my pace, 

walk the last few steps to his side and gaze out to sea for a moment. 

“Hello. I wasn’t expecting you today.” To my surprise he’s squinting up at me, 

dark blue eyes peeping out from under a messy fringe. Bed head hair. 

I shrug in reply. 

“It’s sunny. I thought you only ran on cooler days.” 

Has he been watching me? I guess there aren’t many elephants lumbering 

along this stretch. I probably stand out from the crowd. His attention is tugged back to 

the picture in front of him, and he rubs angrily with his finger to blur a hard edge. The 

conversation is finished. 

Friday is much the same. He acknowledges my presence with a comment 

about how busy it is in the harbour. I look at the water but can’t see what he means. 

“I don’t understand. There are no more boats than usual.” 

Pausing a moment, I bend over again and do some more deep breathing. As I 

stare at the floor, I’m aware that he’s scrambled to his feet and is waiting for me to 

look at him. I straighten and look at the page he holds out for me.  

“Birds.” 

The water is alive with seabirds, gulls I think, bobbing around in the waves. 

How come I didn’t notice them? When I look back at the water—properly look at it—

I can see them.  



“The hardest part of drawing is actually seeing it, not just drawing what you 

expect to see.” 

I nod wisely, failing to understand this complex philosophical statement. 

When I look at him again, he’s grinning at me. He has a handsome face, strong and 

capable. His teeth are white and straight. And yes, he is slim. 

He gestures to the sketch pad with his pencil. “Most people would look at the 

harbour and see water, boats and waves. But there’s so much more.” He’s already 

scratching away at the paper. Our conversation is over. 

The weather is perfect again on Monday. The harbour will be beautiful. I run, 

clutching at my pleasure as I go, holding the excitement for seeing him again against 

me in readiness. 

Except, he isn’t there. 

I linger around my mid-way point, stroll up and down a little, casually 

examine the figures in the distance, in case he’s simply moved. But no, he’s not there. 

From excitement to disappointment in under thirty minutes. 

Tuesday finds me on the waterfront again, but he’s not there. Nor do I see him 

on Wednesday or Thursday. By Friday I’ve given up. My pace is slower, my steps 

drag a little. As I round the corner, I catch my breath. He’s back! 

Without breaking stride, I ripple eager fingers through my hair, tug down my 

t-shirt to cover the wobbly belly and walk the last few steps.  

I want to ask him where he’s been. I mull over the different ways I could 

phrase this question without sounding presumptuous. As I hesitate, he takes matters 

into his own hands. 

“I had to work this week. Did you miss me?” He grins up at me, unabashed. “I 

have something for you.” 

I take a slight step backwards, but he ignores my discomfort. Instead, he holds 

out a single sheet of paper, ripped from his pad. It flutters in the light breeze, as I 

waver then hesitantly reach out to take it. He watches me examine the picture. 

It’s a pencil sketch—of course—of a beautiful young woman. She is slim, 

with long slender legs, a flat stomach and small chest, long hair trailing out behind her 

as she runs. She appears to be speeding over the sand, kicking up little puffs of dust 

behind her. 

“It’s…ah…lovely. Umm…thanks?” 

He stares at me. I raise puzzled eyes to meet his gaze. 



“It’s you,” he says. 

Glancing back at the picture, I laugh in disbelief. This woman, this perfect 

pencil-sketch-woman is a parody of me. She isn’t carrying an unwanted fifteen kilos 

of fat around her hips and bottom. She is…well, gorgeous. 

“I think it’s time you got your eyes tested.” My voice is dry. I inject a note of 

amusement, but inside I’m hurting.  

Still, he gazes at me. “This is who I see when I look at you.” He pauses and 

draws a rapid breath. “Maybe we could go for a drink sometime?” 

This has to be a joke. With my cheeks burning and a bitter taste in my mouth, 

I try to push the picture back to him, but he refuses to take it. I’m forced to fold it up 

small and shove it inside my back pocket. 

“I, umm, don’t think so.” I can’t meet his eyes now; the spell has been broken. 

I run away, tears trickling down my face. The pencil sketch is a painful reminder of 

how I long to be, the me that I aim for every time I force myself out for a run. Every 

day I try to leave the fat girl behind, but she’s always there after my shower, waiting 

for me to clothe her again, to pull faces at her in the mirror.  

I avoid the waterfront like the plague. Try not to think about his lying flying 

pencil. 

Weeks pass. As the summer heat intensifies, I resort to jogging in the cool of 

morning and evening. Then finally, as the summer offers its last gasp, I see him again. 

In contrast to every other time, he’s actively waiting for me. And as I approach, 

determined to run past, he stands up and smiles at me, his hands shoved deep into his 

pockets. 

How can I refuse? His bed head hair looks just as messy as I remember, his 

grin just as tempting. 

“I was right, you know.” 

I stand in front of him, my breathing under control, no longer panting these 

days. “What do you mean?” 

He grins again and gestures towards me. “Did you keep it? The picture?” 

I blush. The sketch is buried deep in my lingerie drawer. “I’m not sure…” 

“Just as well I did another.” 

He opens the page, flattens it against his thigh and smoothes the creases. I 

don’t want to look, but can’t help myself. 



It’s the beautiful woman again, this time with a glorious life affirming smile 

across her face. And this time, she does look a bit like me. 

“You look good.” His voice is soft, teasing. “But you always did.” 

As he hands me the paper, our fingers brush. He doesn’t seem embarrassed. 

“Do you remember what I said?” He smiles at me, and I can only smile in response. 

“Having to really see something before you can draw it properly?” 

“Yeah. And the other thing... I’d still like to take you for that drink sometime.” 

This time I say yes. 

 

 

 

The end 
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