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	... To all those who ignored, despised, omitted and silenced... 

	               

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	What's left in the planet were islands. Few sprinklings of earth stumened in a unique ocean. The reasons, causes and whys were unknowable for Uriah who, under normal conditions, would be in the comfort of the home playing video game, or at school, but that, unusual, calamitously and fatidly, found himself isolated in one of them. The day, dawned cloudy, in tune with the humid atmosphere of the place. Uriah, impassive to the icy temperature of the sea, and defying any apneic limit, dipped deep in search of food. His diet suffered from the vicissitudes of circumstances and there was no escaping a restricted menu – fish, fruits and leaves. Did sunny or rainy, in terms of the need for protein, the itinerant routine therefore required submersion, and had a ritual, at least, curious - a "head" dive, from the top of a strategic boulder, carrying the harpoon in the hands, and the emersion, with the squeaking estate in the mouth, in turn, was given by the beach of sand level, on a walk.

	Covered the short and commonly trail ascendad, bordered by dense vegetation of dark green tone, Uriah insate "at home". She, "the house", composed of metal walls and shady cabins filled with buttons, switches, keyboards and monitors, was, in fact, what had remained of the ship that had transported him, and that fell into flames there. All day, as he entered that environment, he came to his memory with the imagery reverberation of the sinister, the black smoke coming out of the turbines, the cries of his mother and his father's inglorious struggle, giving his all to stabilize the device, in an attempt to effect the only and final alternative that was presented to him - an emergency landing... By their accounts it had been about two years since then. He'd be ten now. The mother had died instantly, refraining here from detailing in what way, such as the degree of injuries and fractures she sported. The father, agonizing, lacerated, still fought gallantly for life. In this fruitless battle, covered with sooty marks, he gave the possible recommendations to an eight-year-old child – “find shelter and protection, look for food and, above all, try to find out if there are other people alive”. In his last breaths, he still had time to ask Uriah to take a notebook, a kind of diary, from the inside pocket of his bloodied coat, begging him to destroy it as soon as he could, and without leaving any trace. He made his son promise, holding his wrist with all the strength he still possessed, as if he wanted to brand him with a branding iron. This one, in tears, nodded, in that typical and automatic response manifested by anyone who, in no way, wishes to counteract a supplication. Continuous act, the exhalant tipped his head and exhaled the last sigh.

	Uriah's father was one of the most prominent scientists of the old world. Respected, his studies, essays, speeches, and guidelines had an acceptance of divine encyclicals with the class, rulers, and the community at large. The circumstances and reasons for the ship's burning will never be known to the boy, but remember hearing his parents talking about the war that then beset the world. A planetary-scale conflagration whose weapons (obviously the boy did not yet possess the discernment necessary to understand him) were not conventional, but of state-of-the-art technology: molten metal ammunition, electron lasers, electromagnetic cannons, hacked insects and pulse bombs that devastated an entire electrical and computerized network of any metropolis. What the "experts" have long called "5th generation weapons or hybrid warfare". But the most terrible weapon of all, it wasn't technological. It was biological - the "super-bacterium" Pandora -, who remembers listening to her father speak, with great pomp and circumstance, and with all an indecipherable and sphinx-like pride for his young age. Pandora decimated entire populations, but Uriah, again, only remembered his father's serene posture, reassuring himself and his mother, claiming to have “the antidote” in case anyone developed the first symptoms. Uriah didn't know, but his father, a scientist recruited by world governance (the “Globalist Front” of a triple non-aligned and conflicting domain that would come to conflict with each other) had been the laboratory creator of the pathogen. The successful mission had created a weapon with broad-spectrum, vile, and malevolent purposes in terms of population reduction, behavioral control, social engineering, and fear domination. The designs of such hegemonic governance became, however, megalomaniac, extrapolating any humanitarian reasonableness and, in competition with the incessant war conflicts already mentioned between the three powerful opponents and, between them and the hosts resistant to abject and totalitarian imperialism, they precipitated humanity into a self-destructive, irremediable and irreversible spiral. All ecosystem biodiversity would collapse with the final push carried out by “Super-Human Hands”. A reversal of the planet's magnetic field imploded a series of hecatombs that literally sank civilization. The electromagnetic energization of the “fifth element” – the planet's heat source, that is, the plasma on a lower plane, and the sun on a higher plane – went into blackout, and the days were no longer distinguished from the night. Total darkness, a whole series of climatic cataclysms and the melting of the polar ice caps. Vox Dei - a final judgment...

	Uriah having survived the fall of the ship, only with a few sparse and insignificant abrasions, was what is commonly called a miracle. That kind of phenomenon that no superb human science can will explain or parameterize. He was peeling the fresh catch of the day, oblivious to all these philosophical-ontological issues, when, in a random glance, he noticed his father's notebook on one of the command benches of that environment. The one that his father had begged him to destroy as soon as he could. Uriah did not have a rational explanation, specific motivation or, much less, an affective liame to not have fulfilled, since then, such determination. Something inside, even if unconscious, would be stopping him. The flashbacks, these, were constant, regular and protruded like slides in his mind. He recalled, however, the precise moment when the supplicant succumbed to his injuries, with his mother already deceased. The desperation of seeing himself alone and having run off the ship, carrying the said agenda. To have reached the sand of the beach, aiming at the maritime vastness, of having knelt and thought of the way, right there, of how he could get the object in his hands. The moment he was working on the modus operandi to undertake, respecting the integral will of his father ("that nothing remains of him") and having clad, in the meantime, some pages, perceiving a series of notes, apparently, in linguistic code, because among the rudimentary literacy acquisitions he had, he did not turn there capable to decipher them. The boy, once again, ignored it, but the father, in his notes, had resorted to a sanskrit technique with the fito of ensnadging them. Whether it was just thinking about burning it, and not knowing how to make fire, either because it thought that, in the event of burying it under the sand, or at any other point, it could be found accidentally by someone, whether out of mere curiosity of being able, one day, to come to know about the content contained there, the truth is that he was postponing the promise and, until that time, had not yet discarded the object. Now, preparing another lunch, and after about four years, the same notepad there remained intact and the promise made by itself, unfulfilled. Besides her, in the face of hir father's determinations, he had also not found other people, alive or dead. Since then, he had explored a considerable part of the island, which, with complete and precise certainty, he did not know it was, without having come across any form of animal life, much less human, besides the fish in the sea. For the sake of truth, for the sake of preserving his physical integrity, fear of the unknown and of being able to find his way back to his metallic shelter, there was not much daring in this prospecting. However, not everything was frustration or cause for. Despite infant and still beardless, Uriah, against all the most optimistic expectations, had resisted alone to an entire situation and inhospitable conjuncture. Equipped with an impressive constitution and physical resources, he became self-subsisting and, at least, for the maintenance of his peace of mind, with regard to the preservation of his father's memory, he had built a home and a protective stronghold. Obviously, and always, to harsh penalties, so arduous, suffered and distressing. 

	The fall of the aircraft and the death of the parents culminated in the summit of the chaos and dystopia in which the world had plunged. The level of the oceans had skyrocketed and snapped entire continents. Almost all earthly life forms have been extinct. Marine life remained almost intact and preserved, since its element was the least affected by cataclysm. Without her, the greatest provider of his livelihood, Uriah would not have resisted. With a diet and a nutritional asrangement based on the protein, vitamin and omega three of the fish, and the fruits and foliage that abounded on the island, the boy would thus ensure survival. Drinking water was also not an obstacle. In addition to the numerous coconut trees that adorned the landscape, waterfalls, rivers and groundwater swarmed and bubbled in the local biome. This, in fact, constituted itself as a genuine atoll in the midst of the vacuum of destruction. A "lotus flower" in the liquid and morbid expanse of an entire skimpy existence. To keep himself in relative and fragile balance, not to lose the habit and mechanisms of speech, Uriah talked to himself, in thought or out loud, for hours. He also wrote, with parsimony, a small diary, taking advantage of the vast material, such as paper, pencils and pens, brought by his parents in the crashed apparatus. In this way, in the morning, he was engaged with food, in the afternoon he devoted himself to intellectual tasks and, before dusk, he talked with the parents at the tomb, in stone, which he had built for them. The task of burial, not to clash out, had also been arduous in the logistics part. Only a child endorsed with a physical dexterity, on the fringes of any normal pattern, at such a young age, would have managed to drag the two bodies out of the ship (especially the father who possessed a large physical size) and carry, and stack, a considerable amount of rock stones that formed the tombstone. In the monologue that he was fighting with his loved ones there, the boy, in plangency, demonstrated to them the size of the longing he felt, begged for strength, protection and belief that some scientist friend/colleague of his father, one day could discover that place and come to rescue him. Uriah did not know the word "religion" or what it meant, he had never heard of spirituality or a transcendental God from which immanence is present. At home, on televisions that were no longer broadcast on screens, but by projection of holograms, connected, operationalized or disconnected, by voice command, in school and literary e-books, in 7D cinemas, in the "internet of things" - while the 9G network worked at full steam in the tangle, and inescapable, supra-state bureaucratic control of everything and everyone -,  in civil society and real pre-collapse, science was the supreme entity that explained everything, everything determined, in the name of which everything was justified and, to which, everything was subjected. She was required unconditional devotion and trust. The religious creed, traditional or not, or any subject connected to the soul or the supernatural, had been banished from civilization and culture. It had been transformed into a myth or legend of a prehistoric, retrograde era, placed on a level of iconoclasm and "dead and buried" language. It would not be surprising, then, that it was in a representative of the "Gaia Science", servant of a divine laboratory, that Uriah placed all hope, in the sense of coming to be found and finally getting out of that savage exile. Little did he know that the discovery, the rescue and the liberation were, not in the dependence of someone, or a physical entity, but of an energy and strength that would gradually sprout from within, to the rhythm of an unknowable destination. Sitting there daily, at the afternoon penumbra, facing the pile of stones, the boy mourned his loss, the fact of being alone, the emptiness felt and the fear. Put that, he would return crestdown to his shelter and so the days and nights were succeeded.

	 

	But Uriah was not alone on that island and, by order of reason, in the world. In the antipodes of the insula, whose dimension was around seven hundred square kilometers, a girl of the same age, accompanied by her father, also fought for survival. There they arrived, under different circumstances, in a lifeboat, after the ship on which they were drifting, in the high seas, due to a widespread breakdown resulting from the masseffects of the pulse bombs that detonated off all that was place. There were many more people on the ship who evaded in different boats, but only she and her father arrived on that island, appreciably, at the same time as the ship on which Uriah was following, on the opposite ground, there landed abruptly and tragically. So, after the same years, Akemi and Merlin, so they were called, respectively, they also questioned themselves and were distressed about whether there would be alone and if there would be another way of life other than the fish with which they were feeding.

	Merlin, before civilizational and ecosystem Armageddon, was professor of Philosophical Anthropology, Philology and Theology. He had raised and cared for his daughter on his own. His wife thickened the statistics of those who succumbed to the "super-bacterium", when the pregnancy was close to reaching nine months, that is, when the birth was still in the "amniotic limbo". The cesarian imposed itself and that's how Akemi came into the world – born to a dead mother. It is not known whether by such events or others that he made a point of keeping private, Merlin had placed in his daughter a name whose meaning revolved around "Beautiful dawn" or "The one who shines beautifully". He, for the academic background he chose and walked, for the passion he nurtured for such materials and contents, exuded and breathed mysicity. Everything in his life was seen, analyzed and interpreted in the light of asceticism, beatude and contemplation. The only certainty he claimed to possess was that he had no unwavering certainties when the subject transcended the plane of concrete and shallow reality. By the time Akemi was born Merlin was half a century old. An adult life trying to be a father, medicine telling him that sterility was irreversible, the inevitable frustration of the sentence, but, behold, that unpredictable whim occurs that openly, without appeal or aggravation, scientific paradigms. Points off the curve, unfattenable and unfattened designs that, at the end of the day, provided him with the much desired paternity, contrary to the so-called exemable circumstance already narrated. Akemi, now in her twelve green years, was a long-legged girl, golden hair and a harmonious face that, despite the sun-punished skin, housed two expressive sky blue eyes. Her life was mixed with the adaptive bravery to which she had been exposed from the moment she arrived there. In the meager belongings Merlin had managed to carry with him, there was a backpack that contained, in addition to a swiss army knife, a lighter, his faithful pipe and aromatic tobacco, reams of paper, many of them already written, and several pencils with a view to completing a dissertation that, even before the war and the great catastrophe, had been writing. Now, the manuscript that had been keeping him intellectually occupied was almost conclusive. He could not disguise a mixture of conflicting feelings that orbited at its core. On the one hand, the satisfaction of the mission almost fulfilled, on the other, the lack of something, the last piece of the puzzle that he had not yet uncover, a “joker” to be able to close the narrative with a golden key, so that the epilogue did not constitute the end, but rather, a principle... 

	Intentionally, he was keeping Akemi unaware as to the content of his writings. It were because she, at the mental age in which she was, would not have the maturity and discernment necessary to reamy or understand them, either because, until that time, his concerns focused on the basic actions of survival. The swiss army knife that brought out providential for the construction of the wooden hut that practically single-handedly built for both, and whose structure was made from buriti, coconut and sugarcane leaves, grass, sapé, pieces of vines, flanders and stem. For everything, and everything he did, there was the pipe in the corner of his mouth. With him, with the smoke that engulfed and expelled, with the fragrance he exuded, Merlin kept monologues of high speculative complexity, did self-therapy, warmed the spirit and drew pleasure. When the industrialized tobacco he had carried ended up, after several trials and bitter experiments, he discovered an aromatic herb that, duly dried, turned out to be balsamic and musky. Something that, projected in an idyllic future, in a new organized community, could be marketed and bring you considerable dividends. Akemi too, passively, was right, loved that aroma. It was, similar to incense, and mysteriously, stimulated an early gift that sharpened and improved as she grew – oracular sensitity that, in a way, left Merlin in a restrained but triumphal rejoicing, or was he not a devotee of the mystical and metaphysical side of existence. One of the most strong and insistent visions she had was that one day someone would arrive there bringing explanations, hope and happiness with them.

	Meanwhile, in the opposite crucible of the island, Uriah continued his saga of staying alive, feeding not only the body, but the idea of leaving. A parade of agility and acrobatics that defied any gravitational law guided the first of these needs. In addition to resourcefulness in aquatic environment, the boy was a prodigy to climb trees in search of the juicy fruits. It jumped from branch to branch as if rubber its physical and mechanical constitution had been shaped. With each passing day, the physical resourcefulness displayed was accompanied by the mental restlessness that came from the growing and railway will to seek other places, to meet peers, in the meantime, to seek belonging, communion and life beyond his own. The prospect of starting the prospection by land seduced him, but the adventure by sea earned, on his part, a better effectiveness and predilection. He feared, perhaps, some animal threat or any other creature that would put his physical integrity in check. Little did he know that it would have been the least turbulent and distressing option to pursue the desideratum... Life in projection as only it knows how to be, unpredictable, indomable and inexplicable by any law or human parameter. The decision to build a raft and launch into the adventure in ocean infinity then went from conjecture to practice. And so it was, obstinately, that he began the construction of a barge. Taking full advantage of the providential and diverse material that the parents had brought on the ship, in particular ropes and tools, Uriah there was gradually forming the means of transport that fueled the realization of his longings. Gathering wooden, small vines, closed, gradually, over the course of weeks, as well as the necessary mast, larger than those, have them three on top and three others below, perpendicularly, and tied to each other. With tree bark, more at least laminated, made the dais, and with palm leaves conceived a candle, apparently resistant to wind and conducive to navigation. In the latter question also developed an ingenious rudder from a steel plate torn from the interior of one of the "walls" of the ship. And behold, finally, about two months later, the said raft was ready to float and brave the sea into the unknown. The dilemma with which he was now confronted, in addition to the supplies he needed to carry, was the one that most led to the limitations of space and weight that the vessel offered. For years living under the protection of that ship, with his buried parents, conflicting feelings were lived by him - the expectation of the new, the unknown, of being able to find new peers, the risks of Uriahiliad to undertake and a return of one, despite the sorrows, safe haven. Wasting no more time, he loaded the raft with as much fruit, dried fruit that he had learned to transform thinking about its greatest durability, a huge amount of a kind of syrian bread, whose dough was based on manioc flour and lots of drinking water that stored in existing cantis, too, in the ship. In the old school bag he had brought during the fateful air trip, he placed his meager belongings, some memories of the parents, a knife, rope, the proposed notebook and some stones. These would be the means to deliver on the promise due and long delayed. His idea would be, as soon as he moved considerably away from the shore, to tie them with a rope to the object to be discarded and, thus, with the help of the aggregate weight, density and mass, to inumit it in the pelagic depths. Of course, his harpoon was an indispensable item and also made part of the luggage. After all, the morning routine of the apnea fishery could not, at all, suffer any kind of setback or limitation. It was not a matter of whimsy or simple attachment, but fundamentally of subsistence. Having no choice, Uriah had that kind of diet to envy the most fundamentalist sushi connoisseur.
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