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Natascha Myers

L’arte d’arrangiarsi

I am standing in front of the dining hall, waiting for my friends to 
join me for supper, when he lumbers up with a group of guys.

        “You fellas can go ahead of me. I’m waiting on some people yet,” 
I say.
        His debilitating smile, which has the jaw-dropping effect of a 
meteor shower after a succession of starless nights, makes its first ap-
pearance as he replies, “Thanks so much.”
        Oh my, those eyes. Those brilliant blue eyes could contest for 
a spot on the list of Top 20 Beautiful Things In This World. Not to 
mention, I wouldn’t mind being cradled in the nook of those chiseled 
biceps. And running my fingers down his muscular back, like a sum-
mer rain caresses the steaming pavement, would be—
        Stop. Reality check. He’s beautiful and you’re you. Keep dreaming.
 
When I first saw you, I thought, “Why even bother? He’s too good 
to be true.” A catchy opening guitar riff coupled with my lyrics is 
meant to embed itself in the listener’s brain the moment they hear it, 
much like the way being totally enamored with someone roots itself 
near the limbic system. Suspended chords are employed, meaning 
the third scale degree (the most crucial component in determining 
the chord’s major or minor quality) is omitted. Much like you wait 
for that certain someone who will steal glances over the newspaper 
while you sip your coffee for every morning to come, the suspension 
yearns for resolution. All the chord needs is that third scale degree to 
complete it.
        I am lucky to have a mechanism for expressing myself beyond 
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the conventions of conversation. Not only do I sculpt the words, but 
I also create the music, the part that summons the inherent beauty 
of language into recognition. Seemingly ordinary words, like “Hey 
there,” might turn heads when delivered by a soothing soprano voice. 
Words aiming to hurt can gain momentum with a dissonant chord, 
a minor second interval subtly nestled within it, that jolts the listener 
out of their reverie. “I’m sorry” can regain the validity it has lost over 
the years, thanks to broken promises and repeated offenses, once the 
keening tone only a cello can achieve accompanies it.
        Words are inherently influential, but words accompanied by mu-
sic are an entirely different weapon. In fact, even as a songwriter who 
makes it happen, I am consistently stunned that the right construc-
tion of sound can produce a song that might resonate with someone 
in the way they need it most.
        When God created man on the sixth day, I’m pretty sure He 
spent a significant amount of time constructing in him a physical 
home for music, safely nestled under the protection of the ribs. As 
a result of His careful craftsmanship, there isn’t a beating heart that 
can truthfully claim not to have a song that speaks to them on a 
personal level and acts as an arsenal of saving graces. For example, 
Coldplay’s “Fix You” and John Mayer’s cover of “Free Fallin’” are in 
my armory because of what they have helped me endure.
        When I was sick with a 423-day headache that couldn’t be fig-
ured out, “Fix You” was the song that forced me out of bed in an at-
tempt to fix myself and return to writing the music I had abandoned. 
Similarly, “Free Fallin’” was on the playlist that was the soundtrack 
to every MRI, spinal tap, and agonizingly long afternoon in the wait-
ing room. Since then, even in health again, it has become my anthem 
of courage. It reminds me that some elements of life are beyond my 
control and, rather than resist the unknown, I need to just free fall. 
These songs are my weapons, the language that speaks to me loud 
and clear. I can write that language, fluently and without hesitation, 
when I compose music.
 
I stand in front of a class of eager freshmen and their parents on 
move-in day. As student body president, I have been asked to deliver 
a speech about the opportunities college affords a person.
        Suddenly I see him.
        Although he is in the back row of the auditorium, I can feel the 
intensity of his presence, like the sensation of a summer sun burning 
skin. His shirt is stretched across his brawny shoulders as he leans 
forward, as if inching towards me.
        I would gradually learn that his eyes could say more than words 
ever could. At this particular moment, I swear they are saying, “You 
think you’re going to deliver this speech any way other than breathlessly? 
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Think again.”
        I hesitate, say a quick prayer that my now-paralyzed lungs don’t 
fail me, and begin.
 
Hey there, handsome, those eyes look good on you. The invigoration 
of the rhythm evokes excitement in the guitar while the lyrics con-
firm it. Rapid tempo and accented beats attest to the fact that there is 
possibility in locked gazes, while suspended chords are hard at work 
yet again. The song is in A major, scientifically-proven as one of the 
happiest keys there is. In fact, U2’s “Beautiful Day” is in A major, as 
is The Beatles’ “Here Comes the Sun.” I have a tendency to dwell in 
the D minors, but this one puts rainy days and broken hearts and 
Nicholas Sparks movies to rest for a little while.
 
I am courageous when I write songs. I’ve come up with a few theo-
ries explaining my bravery with music, but my profound insecurity 
without it.
        Theory 1: There’s something about the act of breathing life 
into something that didn’t exist two minutes before that feels like a 
tremendous feat. I often remind myself that no song I write will be 
a failure when the act of creating something beautiful out of dust-
particled air is a significant success in and of itself. In turn, I obtain 
some sort of fearless honesty that I don’t possess in conversation.
        Theory 2: More often than not, if someone rejects one of my 
songs, I can try my utmost to criticize their music preference (or just 
lack of taste). Although it takes a concerted effort on my part, I can 
remind myself that I’ve done something the scornful mouths cannot 
do: forged my own experiences into a fusion of language and sound.
        On the other hand, if someone rejects me as a person, I find it 
difficult to blame it on anything but the way that I am. I can’t blame 
it on a wrong note or a voice crack, nor a person’s preference of 
mainstream, auto-tuned pop to my acoustic folk blend. I only blame 
it on myself.
        Theory 3: Magic. Inexplicable magic.
        I truly believe that all of these theories play a part in the valiance 
of my songwriting (okay, so maybe the third theory is a little less 
credible), and as a result, make me unafraid to be honest. So honest 
that I’ve questioned whether life is worth living in a song before. So 
honest that I’ve told a guy I loved him a time or two. I’ve even abol-
ished a toxic relationship in a song—and that was pretty darn honest.
        The melody comes naturally, and the words soon follow. The vis-
ceral chords resonate from the piano and push me to say what needs 
to be said, without a second thought. The control that I have once 
the guitar is in my hands makes me feel in control of the words too.           
        But strip away the sound, and I might as well be a mute.
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The sunlight cascades onto my face as I begin my fifth hour of home-
work outside. Funny I should glance up at that particular moment 
because out walks the stunner himself, limping from yesterday’s 
injury. I easily could have cast my eyes back down to my homework 
and pretended I hadn’t noticed his presence (which I’ll have you 
know isn’t feasible; the laws of attraction demand I notice), but today 
I feel like surprising myself.
        “How’s the leg feeling today?”
        “Sore. Very sore.”
        “Well, that sucks.” My face immediately registers an expression 
of pure panic at the words that just left my mouth. I surprised myself 
alright. I have a wealth of charming language at my disposal and I 
chose that?
        At this moment a song lyric darts through my mind. We’re an-
gels playing devil’s advocate with the notion of me and you.
        Now’s not the time, pretty words. You’re a little late to the party.
        Thankfully, he ignores my lack of well-articulated condolences 
and replies with an encouraging grin, “I appreciate you asking.” 
        Those damn eyes might as well be amplified at a deafening 
90dB. This time, they suggest, “That was a good attempt. Let’s try it 
again sometime.”
        Let’s not and say we did.
 
Much like my words (clearly) fail me sometimes, songwriting isn’t al-
ways a seamless process, either. It is an art cast in an idyllic glow, but 
I would be lying if I said it didn’t reside in some shadow every now 
and again. Contrary to popular belief, the words don’t always float 
down and seamlessly settle on the paper. In fact, sometimes, they 
choose to stumble their way towards me and hope I can decipher 
them into a song. While they await their place on the paper, they 
sometimes taunt me, challenging the notion that I am indeed the 
songwriter that I think I am. But if I’m not a songwriter, who am I?
        Despite these moments of doubt, no song is ever abandoned. I 
always return and give that song the existence it deserves, even if it 
requires some fine-tuning.
 
Today, I am called upon to lead a disciplinary meeting for the dormi-
tory I supervise. I’m sure he can tell I am fretting over exhibiting a 
powerful demeanor, contrary to my relaxed nature. Today, his eyes 
say, “Relax. You’ve got this under control.”
        He issues what I’m sure is supposed to be a reassuring smile, but 
it has more of a crippling effect, if I’m being honest. In fact, I might 
be having a heart attack. Myocardial infarction, I think they call it. 
Like, I literally can’t breathe. I also can’t feel my hands all of a sud-
den. Someone should probably call 911 because I don’t think swoon-
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ing over a beautiful boy is supposed to feel like impending death.
        Thankfully, a song lyric arrives and shifts my attention to some-
thing other than my probably-failing heart. At least I’ll go to my 
grave with a creative possibility etched into my brain.
 
You steal my breath away, every damn time / When can I right-
fully claim it as mine? The guitar melody almost breathlessly strives 
to keep up with the words that flow so easily from my mouth. The 
instrumental component is sparse, leaving space for the words to 
speak. Guitar slides and pull-offs provide a jolting sensation, much 
like the sharp inhalation that comes after holding your breath too 
long.
 
After an excruciating fifteen minutes of portraying myself as some-
one I’m not, while simultaneously hoping my breath will come back 
to me, everyone rises to leave. He does the same, but keeps glanc-
ing my way. There’s a good chance whatever admiring thoughts he 
might have (possibly—maybe—probably not) had of me before have 
vanished. I blew it. I most definitely blew it. He thinks I’m an idiot. 
Maybe I am.
        But to my surprise, he lingers.
        “I wouldn’t have taken you for a hard ass,” he jokes.
        “That’s because I’m the furthest thing from it.” Well said, Natas-
cha, keep it up.
        My best friend chooses that beautifully inopportune moment to 
pipe up in his habitual, immature way, “Dude, your voice is so sexy.”
        I chime in without a moment’s hesitation, “It really is!” Because, 
I mean, who’s kidding who? It really is.
        My face immediately registers my mistake as eight men look at 
me and burst into laughter.
        Dammit. I mean, I did overcome one obstacle and manage to 
give my thoughts the existence they deserve, didn’t I? So that’s prog-
ress, right?
        Wrong, Natascha. So very wrong.
 
Staying awake until 2 a.m., hoping the right words will find their way 
through the darkness. Crumpled up pieces of paper tossed across the 
room. Lines crossed out so ferociously as to produce a hateful rip in 
the paper. Interrupting a conversation to write a brilliant lyric down 
before it evades me, and then having to apologize for myself after. It 
isn’t all divine inspiration and songs written in an hour flat.
        But I’ll be damned if I don’t write this song, with or without sleep.
I walk past him in the dining hall and immediately feel the gravita-
tional pull of his eyes. I glance up to meet them and exhibit a weakly-
attempted smile (after all, I’m supposed to be the confident, fearless 
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girl everyone thinks I am), but I quickly avert my eyes. It’s a shame I 
am the way I am. Wimpy. Weak. Worthless.
 
This is the moment in the brief history of time where Murphy’s Law 
shook my faith. / If anything that can go wrong, will go wrong… 
Violins and cellos soar and intertwine in moving harmonies as the 
piano plays its consistent melody. A world of color erupts out of the 
sound.
 
People know me as the singer/songwriter. The girl who released an 
album all on her own. The girl who walks with her head held high, 
saying hello to everyone, whether she knows them or not. The girl 
who always has the right words to say, with the right notes to accom-
pany it. The girl who “has it all together.”
        Little do they know, it’s 3 a.m. and I’m still wide awake, engag-
ing in an internal war with myself. Why don’t you just ask him to go 
for a drink? Or initiate a substantial conversation with him? Why 
don’t you just stop being such a fool around him?
        You’re not good enough and, at this rate, you never will be.
 
And then the song just ends, without the gradual decrescendo that a 
listener expects. And there is nothing left but the lonely piano, send-
ing its final chord out into the void, as if to say, “Is there anyone out 
there?” …why do I try to evade the disappointment?
 
I’m walking up the stairs as he comes down, immediately noticing 
that I am the kind of tired sleep can’t cure.
        Today, his eyes say, “What’s hiding behind those sleepy eyes of 
yours?”
        He doesn’t speak it, instead, saying what I need to hear, “You 
look pretty today.”
        I really want to say, “If by pretty, you mean blessed with bags 
under my eyes, then absolutely.” But I stop in my tracks, determined 
to stop this insufficient-self nonsense. I glance down at the tattoo 
etched on my wrist. Free fallin’.
        Free fallin’. My anthem of courage.
        There’s a beautiful Italian expression scribbled on a Post-It 
Note, pasted to the inside of my songwriting notebook: “L’arte 
d’arrangiarsi.” It means, “The art of creating something out of noth-
ing.”
        I have the ability to create music out of silence. I can create lyrics 
out of hesitation. And today, I will create myself out of the anxious, 
timid girl who seems to have taken over my body. Today, I will create 
courage without a single musical note.
        To hell with the crevices carved out in queen-sized beds / 
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Heaven knows there’s one who will fill your heart instead.
        “Thank you,” I respond, accompanied by my best smile, one that 
I actually mean.
 
Well done, Natascha. Well done.
  

  


