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​The Salt House
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The house was made of salt-grey stone, and the sea was always just there, blue when it wanted, black when it didn’t. The wind came in low over the cliffs, crouched under the eaves, scratched at the walls like it knew something. The man didn’t speak to it. He didn’t speak at all.

He had lived alone in that house for ten years. There had once been voices inside, boyish ones, warm ones, laughter that echoed off the kitchen walls and died somewhere near the stairwell. Now there was nothing but the kettle’s hiss, the creak of old wood, and gulls that cried like they had reasons.

Every morning he walked down to the shore with a tin bucket, a sharp knife, and a stubborn rhythm. He still fished, only enough for himself, though once he’d supplied the whole village. He gutted in silence, cleaned in silence, ate in silence. When people came by, usually in summer, they knocked. He did not answer. Some left packages. Others took photos of the house and moved on.

One day, a stranger came.

She was young, though not too young. Her boots were caked in mud, her coat too light for the wind. She had a camera hanging from her neck and a notebook stuffed with leaves, or maybe paper. She didn’t knock. She just sat on the stone wall near the gate and waited.

He watched her from the window. Not with curiosity. With the same stillness he gave the weather.

The next day, she returned. Sat again. Wrote something. Lifted the camera once but didn’t take the photo.

The third day, she brought bread and left it on the gatepost.

He took it after she was gone.

They didn’t speak.

It became a kind of rhythm. She would come, sit, write, sometimes take a photo. He would work, ignore, observe. She didn’t ask questions. He didn’t offer answers.

Once, after a long rain, she arrived soaked. He opened the door. Didn’t say anything. Just stepped aside. She hesitated, then came in. Sat at the table. He poured tea. They drank it in silence. She left before dark.

That night, he didn’t sleep.

In her absence, he began to notice what she’d brought.

Her coat smelled faintly of salt and rosemary. Her boots left prints that faded quickly. Her notebook, left behind once by accident, held sketches: the coastline, his boat, even him, sharp with charcoal lines, distant but not unkind.

He didn't return it.

Instead, he added something: a drawing of the boy. Just his face, the way he looked the last time they came in from the storm together. Seaweed in his hair, a smile that didn’t know it would be the last.

When she came back, he handed her the notebook.

She looked at the drawing for a long time. Didn’t say anything. But she put her hand on the table, palm up, as if to anchor something. He didn’t take it. But he didn’t move away either.

The days grew longer. She came early, stayed late. Once, they walked together along the rocks. She photographed the tide pools. He showed her where the gulls nested. Another day, she found a rusted fishhook in the sand and left it on his doorstep in a jar. He polished it, hung it on a nail in the kitchen.

Still, they didn’t speak.

But silence, when shared, becomes something else.

On the tenth anniversary of the boy’s drowning, the sea was calm. No wind. Just the hush of waves that didn’t want to disturb anything. The man walked to the edge of the cliffs, the stranger beside him.

He opened his hand. In it, the boy’s compass, green glass cracked from years of holding tight. The last thing they’d argued about. The thing he’d refused to return.

He threw it into the sea.

She reached for her camera, but didn’t lift it. Instead, she stood still. Present. That was enough.

The next morning, she was gone.

No note. No photo. No goodbye.

Just the notebook, left open on the kitchen table.

A sketch of the house.

Underneath it, a single sentence, in pencil:

“He was never alone.”

The man sat for a long time. Then he stood. Went to the window.

Outside, the tide had pulled back farther than he’d seen in years. In the wet sand, something small and green glinted in the sun.

He went down. Bent slowly. Picked it up.

The compass.

He turned it over in his palm. Then, for the first time in ten years, he spoke.

Just one word.

“Home.”
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​La Casa di Sale
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La casa era fatta di pietra color salmastro, e il mare era sempre lì, proprio davanti, blu quando voleva, nero quando non voleva. Il vento arrivava basso oltre le scogliere, si accucciava sotto le grondaie, grattava i muri come se sapesse qualcosa. L’uomo non gli parlava. Non parlava affatto.

Aveva vissuto solo in quella casa per dieci anni. Un tempo c’erano state delle voci dentro, voci da ragazzo, calde, risate che rimbalzavano contro i muri della cucina e morivano da qualche parte vicino alla scala. Ora non c’era altro che il sibilo del bollitore, lo scricchiolio del legno vecchio e i gabbiani che piangevano come se avessero dei motivi.
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