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			A letter 


			to no one


		


	

		

			This book is dedicated to all the crew of the Bambina, wherever they are...


			 


		


	

		

			PREFACE


			On a dark and gloomy night, when lightning flashed through the air, the wind whistled through the gaps in the doors and thunder deafened a crew, their captain, locked in his cabin, wrote...


			


			Darling,


			Today is August 30th, 2023. Strong winds have brought us to this island. We have now docked after a very difficult journey. We’ve spent endless days having to change course frequently to avoid the fury of the sea. We’ve run out of supplies; we haven’t eaten for two days and the crew is already showing signs of weakness. We thank God that we managed to land in this refuge.


			 It’s a very small island, lost in the Caribbean Sea. It’s called San Thomé Island, we’re going to go down now and see what we can find to nourish ourselves on this land; as soon as the storm passes, we’ll return to our homes.


			I’m writing these lines thinking about how much I wish I were by your side. I miss you so much that just looking at your face on my picture frame brings tears to my eyes.


			These decades spent on the seas of this world have not been in vain, every cargo has reached its destination, no matter how bad our voyages. Some were days late, others early, all intact. We have gone through many arduous difficulties and we have overcome them! 


			Now it’s time to recognize how much time has passed and transfer my post to someone else.


			This will be my last trip, and when you receive this letter, I’ll be returning to our home. I’m looking forward to holding you in my arms and never leaving your side again. I want to wake up for the rest of my life with your sweet face lighting up the mornings of our days. 


			I love you deeply...


			Just then, the first mate knocked on his door.


			— Captain, we’re all ready for you, shall we disembark?


			— Yes, of course.


			Saying this, the captain folded the letter, put it in his bedside book and left his cabin.


			 


		


	

		

			CHAPTER I


			Once upon a time there was a very beautiful and fearless little girl who, ever since she was a baby, loved the water. When her mother would put her in the bathtub to have a bath she used to happily play with her little yellow ducklings and water animals.


			When it was time to get out of the water, she always complained. She wanted to stay longer, having fun with her little friends.


			Time went by and the girl grew up, but she never lost her fascination with water.


			Her father taught her to swim, to hold her breath underwater, to move like a little fish. When he thought she was ready, he took her to the nearest beach.


			When they got there, he asked her:


			— Do you want to learn how to surf?


			— Surf? What’s that, Dad?


			— It’s about standing up and balancing on a surfboard so that the waves of the sea can carry you back to the sand on the beach.


			Fearless as she was, she answered quickly:


			— Let’s go, Dad. It should be a lot of fun.


			He held her little hand and they walked along the sand until they reached the sea.  It was a long way; they walked side by side. When they reached the sea, the water was cold, but as they were well prepared, they didn’t mind the freezing temperature.


			The sky was overcast, giving the journey a sinister look. The little girl followed in her Father’s footsteps until, on the sand at the bottom of the sea, where she was stepping, she found some stones that hurt her little feet. In order not to lose her balance, she took His hand and walked on.


			That’s when she looked at the horizon and saw other surfers waiting for strong waves. They were all adults. Some, of course, should also be parents, but they weren’t with their children.


			The water was calm and, against the dark background of sand, the girl could see her reflection in the water. That’s when she asked herself:


			— Mirror, mirror, is there another Father better than mine?


			Just then, a wave came up and, as it was about to break near the girl, her Father lifted her up and asked her: 


			— Are you ready to take on the waves?


			— Yes, Dad, I’m ready.


			As she said this, he grabbed her hand firmly as he placed her on the board. 


			Once she was secure, the first wave came and He let her go.


			It was a small wave, but high enough to cover her little face. She swallowed some water. It was cold and very salty, but that didn’t scare her. She stood firm on her board as she glided over the surface of the sea.


			Her Father, who stood next to her with his protective gaze totally focused on the girl, shouted:


			— Raise your head and hold it steady.


			She did so and the board continued to slide until it ran aground on the sand. At that moment, He was already there and told her:


			— You did very well for your first time. Did you enjoy your adventure?


			— Yes, Dad, it was a lot of fun. Shall we go again?


			This time they went further. Other stones appeared, hurting her little feet, as they were bigger than the others. Once again, the girl leaned on her Father for balance.


			When they reached the place where the waves began, she spotted a boat in the distance.


			— Dad, look, there’s a boat over there!


			— Yes, it’s a very big boat.


			She kept looking at the boat and, since she couldn’t read, she asked:


			— There’s something written on the boat, what is it, Dad?


			— It’s too far away, you can only read the first letter. It’s a B. Get ready; there’s a good wave coming.


			— Yes, Dad.


			So, they spent the rest of the day. As the sun was setting, the girl began to shiver and said:


			— I’m very cold, shall we go?


			The next weekend they returned to the same beach. They took the board off the top of the car, put on their Neoprene suits and walked along the beach until they got into the sea. It was rougher, but the water was a little warmer.


			Looking at the skyline, the girl said: 


			— I can’t see the boat anymore, Dad.


			— That’s the way it is, one day the boat comes to this beach and another day the captain raises anchor and sets sail for another place.


			— What a shame, I wanted to know his name so much...


			— At least we know it starts with a “B”.


			— Can it be Batú?


			— Batú? Batú is not the name of a boat. Batu can be the name of an animal, not a boat. Captains usually name their boats after women, the women they like best.


			— What women are these, Dad?


			— Ah, it could be the name of his girlfriend, his mother, his grandmother, his sister, or even his daughter.


			— Hum... a woman’s name that begins with “B”... — thought the girl.


			— It could be Bernardete, don’t you think that’s a nice name to give to a boat?


			— No, I don’t think so…Come on, get on the board, there’s a great wave coming.


			Surfing became her regular habit on sunny weekends, so much so that her father had to buy her another board so that she could surf on her own.


			And she learned it very quickly. She glided through the water as if the board were glued to her feet.


			Years passed by and, one fine day, when they arrived at the beach, they noticed that the sea was very calm and there were no waves. Discouraged, the two looked at the horizon, but there was no sign of a wave. Suddenly the girl, surprised and pointing to the horizon, shouted:


			— Look, Dad, that old boat is back.


			He looked where she was pointing and answered:


			— Yes, it’s the same boat.


			— It’s closer than last time, let’s go there, Dad, maybe the captain will be nice and show us the boat?


			— Hum... I don’t know.


			— Come on, Dad, it’ll be fun.


			— All right, let’s paddle the boards as it’s safer.


			— Yes. 


			She replied and, already rowing her own board and keeping her gaze fixed on the boat, asked him:


			— Can you read the name of the boat from here?


			— I think so...


			Looking at the boat, he was surprised not to see the anchor cable. He turned his gaze to the side, but had to row to get a little closer and replied:


			— Bambina.


			— Bambina? Is that a woman’s name? — exclaimed the girl indignantly.


			— You’re right. It’s not... the captain must know why they named the boat that.


			— But what does “Bambina” mean, Dad?


			— Bambina is girl in Italian.


			— Now, stop talking and use your gift.


			— Gift? What “gift”, Dad?


			— Your gift is the ease with which you develop your surfing talent, you’re very good standing on the board, no matter how radical your maneuvers are.


			— I don’t get stuck; I fall off from time to time. — The girl argued.


			— We all fall, it’s part of the sport, but I’ve never seen a girl your age surf like you. That’s one of your talents.


			— What about the others, Dad?


			— There are many, I’m sure, but we’ll only find out as your years go by.


			When they reached the port side, they grabbed onto some cables that were falling overboard from the side of a rope ladder.


			— Oh, on board! — he shouted — he waited a few minutes and shouted louder:


			— On board!


			— There doesn’t seem to be anyone there. — Said the girl. — Can we go up?


			— No one can get on the boat without the captain’s permission, little daughter.


			— But what if the captain isn’t on the boat?


			— So, it’s the Chief Officer who has to authorize it.


			— What if he isn’t either?


			— There must always be someone on a boat this size. — On board! — he shouted even louder.


		


	

		

			CHAPTER II


			After a few moments, without anyone answering, he said:


			— Let’s go up. The captain may be ill and need help. Tie your board to the end of this cable.


			Saying this, he tossed it to his daughter, while he tied his board to a thicker one.


			The girl grabbed the end of the rope ladder and exclaimed:


			— I don’t know how to get up, it’s too soft, Dad.


			— You have to help with your hands, put both feet on a step, hold on with both hands to the highest point you can reach, then, holding on firmly with your hands, lift your right foot and place it on the top step, then your left.


			She tried, but couldn’t get out of her seat, and then her father approached her, saying:


			— Hold on to my neck with all your strength.


			She obeyed him and, in a few moments, they reached the deck.


			— On board! — he shouted again.


			They waited a few moments and, as there was no reply, they went into the cabin.


			— Is anyone here? — shouted the girl, a little afraid.


			They ended up searching the entire boat without finding any trace of anyone. A light breeze began to blow onto the beach, causing the boat to move.


			— Come on, little girl. Help me cast anchor, this boat can’t go into the shallows, it’ll run aground.


			They went to the bow and loosened the cable holding the anchor, which caused it, heavy as it was, to descend at great speed. As soon as it stopped, he continued to throw more cable into the sea.


			— What are you doing this for?


			— For safety’s sake, it’s three times the depth of the sea. We must be about three meters deep, so that’s nine meters, right?


			— The count is right, but I think you’ve threw more than that.


			— The more the better, it’s safer. — he replied, tying the cable to the anchor head.


			— What now, Dad? What do we do? Leave the boat here and go?
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