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A Reader's Appreciation

SILENCE is a novel that dares to ask one of the most quietly devastating questions a human soul can face: What do you do when keeping your sacred oath means watching evil go unpunished?

Set against the sunlit plazas and shadowed cathedrals of 1970s Seville, Spain, this story follows Father Roberto — a young, idealistic priest who arrives at his new parish brimming with faith and warmth. The townspeople adore him. The nuns blush at his smile. The cathedral feels, at last, like home.

But the confessional does not care about a priest's youth or innocence. One by one, the faithful step through that narrow wooden door — and what they leave behind is not merely sin, but wreckage. A young man who murdered with a cool theological shrug. A soldier who hid his savagery behind rank and camaraderie. A woman of apparent grace who turns the confessional into a battlefield of manipulation. And beneath it all, a corruption so grotesque it strikes at the very children the church is sworn to protect.

Roberto hears them all. And Roberto must remain silent.

What makes SILENCE extraordinary is not its catalogue of darkness, but its relentless honesty about what darkness costs the witness. We watch Roberto's cassock grow heavier with each secret — not because he is weak, but because he is good. His nightmares bleed through the pages like a second confession, more raw than anything spoken through the grate. He scrubs his hands. He shatters mirrors. He drinks in the cellar and weeps at the foot of the crucifix. And still, Sunday morning comes, and he must stand at the altar and say: "May the Lord be with you."

This is ultimately a story about the nobility of silence — not the silence of complicity, but the silence of a man who carries what others cannot, because someone must. When Roberto walks out of the cathedral at the end, a single worn bag over his shoulder, expelled and misunderstood, he is perhaps the freest man in Seville. He has kept faith. At incalculable cost — he has kept faith.

Luis Vasquez has written something rare: a novel that is simultaneously a cinematic thriller and a spiritual meditation, paced with the rhythm of liturgy and the tension of crime fiction. The prose moves like candlelight in a dark nave — warm, flickering, and never quite illuminating everything you fear is lurking in the shadows.

Read it as a film in your mind. That is what it asks of you. And when you close the final page, you will find yourself listening, just for a moment, for the sound of footsteps on a marble floor.

— A Reader's Note

Introduction: A Note from the Author

This work was originally conceived and written with the goal of a cinematic release.

Due to personal circumstances, the project has yet to be realized as a film. However, it brings me great joy to finally present it to you here. This story was born from the profound inspiration I drew from Hollywood's legendary masters and its rising talents.

I invite you to experience this narrative not just as a text, but as a film playing in your mind. Please join me in this unfolding vision.

Sincerely,

Luis

PROLOGUE / CHAPTER 1: THE LAST SUPPER OF A QUIET TOWN


FADE IN:



The wheat field is a vast, suffocating sea of gold.

There is no wind, yet the stalks bow low—as if yielding to an invisible weight.

A lone farmhouse stands on the ridge.

Its rusted roof bleeds into the darkening sky.

Silence here is not an absence—it is a presence.

The room is small, reclaimed by shadows.

On the table lies a loaf of bread, its crust scarred and hard.

A carafe of wine smells faintly of vinegar—the scent of time.

There is no prayer, yet the air is heavy with the kind of weight found in old stones.

Candles flicker, struggling against the draft.

The family is huddled close, their shadows bleeding into one another on the walls.

They do not speak; they do not need to.

They watch ROBERTO (25).

They are no longer looking at a face, but at a memory—one, they are desperately trying to memorize before it fades.

The silence is absolute.

Tears do not fall; they remain trapped in the eyes, making them look like polished glass.

ROBERTO'S MOTHER reaches across the table. Her hands are a map of a hard life—knuckles swollen, skin as thin as parchment.

She covers Roberto's hands with hers, like a wave crashing over a ship that has already set sail.


INT. FARMHOUSE - DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS



The family looks at ROBERTO.

Tomorrow, he will depart for the great Cathedral.

Without a word, their eyes fill with a quiet, reddening grief.

ROBERTO'S FATHER

(with a voice that trembles, yet stands tall)

"Our Roberto... walking the path of the saints."

His mother's rough, worn hands—etched by a lifetime of labor—reach out and gently cover Roberto's hands.

His father, his throat tightening with a pride too great for words, raises his glass high in a silent, sacred blessing.

Roberto looks back at them.

In the eyes of his family—each pair fixed upon him—he reads a pride so clear, so untainted, that it mirrors the very light of the stars.

His father lets out a soft, hearty laugh, reaching over to clap Roberto on the shoulder. Roberto smiles back—a wide, bright radiance—letting that warmth sink into him.

But as the supper lingers and the night deepens, a deep longing settles behind their smiles.

They all know it in their hearts.

Once he steps through that threshold, he can never return—not as the ordinary son they once knew.

Mother fingers the worn edges of Roberto's suitcase, as if tracing the years they have spent together, until finally, the tears she held back so long fall and stain the leather with a quiet sorrow. Roberto reaches out and takes those damp hands firmly in his own and spends his final evening.

At dawn the next day, the entire family follows Roberto to the edge of the village, their figures cutting through a thick, heavy shroud of mist.

Mother clings to the hem of Roberto's sleeve, unable to let go, while Father watches the retreating back of his son, choking back his sobs with a rough cough.

Roberto turns back again and again, waving his hand until the figures of his family become distant shadows in the mist.

As the small, warm cottage and the family who have been his lifelong anchors slowly recede beyond the mist, indescribable longing and quiet resolve rise in his chest.

It is the final farewell to the purest world he has ever known.
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CHAPTER 2: THE TRAIN TO SEVILLE
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EXT./INT. TRAIN - MOVING - DAY



The train crosses the vast plains of Spain with a light, rhythmic clatter. Inside, the car is filled with the low whispers of passengers. Sitting by the window, ROBERTO gazes at the endless landscape, unable to hide the smile spreading across his lips. He keeps fingering the white Roman collar around his neck. Its cold, snow-white texture thrills him with the reality that he has finally become a Father.

His deep black cassock glints faintly in the sunlight. Roberto keeps smoothing his sleeves with his palm, as if even a speck of dust might settle on them.

"Phew—"

He exhales deeply, but the excitement in his chest does not fade. Whenever passengers offer a respectful glance or a light joke, he absorbs the warmth with his whole being. At that moment, an older man sitting next to him is smiling broadly.

OLD MAN

"Hello, Father. That black cassock looks brand new, and you are so young and handsome. God is greedy, keeping a man like you all to Himself. What will be left for the women of the world to admire now?"

The old man's playful remark sparks laughter and chatter from the surrounding seats.

WOMAN 1

"He is right! If a Father like him came to my neighborhood, I would go to church every day."

WOMAN 2

"Exactly! The young women on this train are so busy stealing glances at the Father's face that they've completely lost their minds."

ROBERTO blushes at the joke. He scratches the back of his head, embarrassed, then offers the old man a bright smile.

ROBERTO

"Sir, I do not think God chose me for my looks. Perhaps it was for my heart. To be honest, I believe my heart is even more handsome than my face."

The old man slaps his knee and responds with an equally witty remark.

OLD MAN

"Ah, Father, please share some of that 'handsome heart' of yours with me. I want to win the hearts of the widows in my village, too!"
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