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This short novel was written as an attempt to open a universe concealed behind the curtains of the mind, where sadness and horror are set aside to give way to better memories. It’s maybe an effort to overcome the barriers imposed by silence and oblivion. 

Perhaps, you may want to read it twice to discover the hidden places that were taken away from those who only look once in a single direction, or just cannot stop running. The eye can be easily misled by illusions, or even worse, by delusion.

Mel Matos 
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Chapter 1 The Silent.
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The whole world will explode in our minds 

to regenerate itself over and over again.

I was sitting on the couch with tears running down my face, my soul suffocated, my heart beating fast. A voice in my head was begging me to release the pain; asking me to express it out loud. But yet, my body just refused to act. I felt petrified, and my mind was trapped in a monotonous thought:

-I don’t want to remember. I want to run away; I need to escape from this place! 

All of a sudden, I realised that I was ready; my time for freedom had arrived.  I got up in fast motion and headed for the door while releasing a scream: 

-No! I cannot stand it anymore!

I threw myself at the door, hitting it with all my strength. It was pointless, the atrocious door continued closed as always, and the key to open it remained away from me. I quickly turned around. 

My eyes filled with a strange mix of emotions (sadness, anguish, fear, and even hate), encountered  the calm look of Dr Rivas. He kept observing everything in the most repulsive silence. With a peaceful voice, he said:

-You can run all you want, but you will never escape from yourself.

Usually, his words had that slumbering effect on me. Maybe, it was due to his peaceful factions contrasting with my perpetual desperation or perhaps his toxic coldness. His arrogant attitude kept stimulating my desire to hit him to death. It was only another dreadful fantasy pounding in my head, extenuating my soul.  

My breathing became steadier while I was making my way back to the couch. I looked through the window behind his desk. I noted the light surrounding him almost in a paternal manner; outlining his silhouette as if he was a shadow coming back from my past.

I felt how my body started to relax more and more. The silence was wrapping everything. I finally exhaled as a sign of surrender and my mouth produced a sentence: 

-I think that this will be a lucky day for you, bastard!  

He looked at me silently and cold, with his frozen and inexpressive gestures.  Still, his eyes suggested a warm sensation, the kind of emotion that I had been longing for myself for a long time.  Maybe that was the key which finally opened my heart, leading me to disclose for the first time, what occurred in that remote place, the one I refused to remember. Finally, my tongue was capable to articulate what my soul had long ago wanted to drop. I gave him a subtle glance and said:

******************
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“I remember waking up, with my body  covered by sand. An intense taste of the sea, with all of its saltiness, was invading my mouth. My breathing was still agitated and challenging.  I got up with some effort, in slow motion, while some images of the previous hours were cruising through my mind. Perhaps it was just a way of trying to explain how I had arrived there.

The waves were of an unusual height that evening. Our ship was shaking from one side to the other, agitated as if it were a leaf on the wind. I held tight to Rogelio Alcázar, my husband, while saying:

-Honey, I am afraid!

-Don’t worry; everything will be fine –He told me in an elusive manner.

In his arms, I felt protected. But yet, his face reflected a worry that he avoided expressing with words. His gestures were betraying his white lies. The storm was dreadful. The sailors on the deck were running in all directions, while some of our friends searched for refuge as best as they could. Our boat was not big enough to resist the brutal assault of the sea. It was like a “Matador” dealing with a herd of bulls running towards him in a wild stampede.  

Everything happened so fast. I have a vague memory of myself running to take refuge in the cabin just to levitate and crash into the walls of the room, without any control. I must have hit my head because everything was spinning. The water was taking possession of every corner of the room. I tried to swim, but I lacked strength. I was feeling suffocated, unable to breathe, and lacked a sense of orientation.

I remember someone grabbing me tightly by the waist and dragging me through the water to the surface.  I failed to see the face well, but this person felt familiar to me. Distraught, I rested on the raft to which this person had launched me. While the raging sea swept me away, I was screaming the name of my husband, every time with less strength. From that moment on, everything became cloudy for me.

That morning when I woke up, the beach was quite a show for my eyes.  The pristine water, the white sand, broad and steady, stretching as far as the eye could reach. All of the sudden, the beautiful scenery turned into a hellish paradise. I realised that all around me there were bodies lying motionless, inexpressive. I rushed to look in all directions, and a frightening thought hit my head with intensity:  

-Where are you, Rogelio? -I screamed desperately- Where are you?
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Chapter 2 First Impression.
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You look at the sky every day 

but there is nothing there, only light in your eyes.

I approached some of the survivors lying on the beach. Although frightened, I got the strength to get close. I was exploring their faces; sometimes, I had to overturn them in a sharp snap. In desperation, I searched for Rogelio.  My wet clothes, shattered by the sea, were a reminder of the ocean's fury and made my task even more difficult. It took me some time to go through the bodies. Some were alive, just breathing and resting unconscious on the sand. Others were corpses, unanimated objects that once were living creatures, now laid on the sand showing me how fragile I was.

I cried and screamed. The thought of finding Rogelio dead was taking over me. I was afraid of seeing his face eroded by the sea; becoming a memory impossible to erase from my mind. My hope started to fade, giving space to that little voice inside of me saying: “I have lost him, he will never be here with me again”.

-Helena, Helena! - I heard in the distance, while surprise invaded my face. 

I ran towards that voice in desperation.  Falling and standing, dominated by clumsy movement; sliding over the sand.  When I reached his body, I grabbed him by the shoulders and was ready to kiss him. A kiss with the intensity of lost love that finally returns; when all of a sudden, destiny forced me to stop:

-Vladimir! Are you all right?

-Yes, woman. It was just a few water lashes for this old sea fox. You need much more than a lame storm to defeat me.  Come on, help me get up!

-Please help me, please! I cannot find Rogelio; I’m desperate! –I told him.

He looked worried. He got up and joined me in my search.

Vladimir Rojas was the second in command of the vessel, a man of experience in matters of the sea and life as well. His tanned skin, due to endless hours in the sunlight, contrasting with his smooth hair.  It was easy to identify him by the curious scar on his forehead and his outrageous aquiline nose.

The scar ran down from the edge of his left eyebrow and parallel to his eyes, ending in the middle of his face.  It was the souvenir of one of his many bar’s fights related to countless love affairs.

His piercing black eyes instilled trust and wisdom. Vladimir had a strong and dominant character; a man of command and one of my husband's best friends. Due to his courage, many feared him, while others admired him. I, on the other hand, saw him as someone with an immense panic incrusted on his soul. A fear was hiding under his aggressive behaviour and the theatrical “macho” attitude.

While walking across the beach in search for Rogelio, Vladimir checked me out with an evident lack of discretion. He looked at my body barely covered by my torn clothes. I noticed, but it was not the right moment to start an argument. After all, he was the only one willing to help me. 

This same man used to meet with my husband on certain weekends to talk for hours about their adventures. The essences of wine capturing their minds and bodies. In many of those occasions, his inappropriate comments towards me came to light. He referred to "the beauty of my dark eyes", "my long red hair", "the whiteness of my skin" or even "my defined female figure". Unfortunately, he used for that purpose the most preposterous words.  However, Rogelio appeared indifferent to this matter. I suppose he just ignored it for the sake of their friendship.

I saw something in the distance. A body was floating on the seashore.  I screamed in despair while running towards it. 

Embraced by the waves kissing the sand, Rogelio was lying down; his body was static. My frozen soul pounded on my chest. The tears were running down my face, I was unable to move. Vladimir dragged him to the sand and tried to revive him. He was able to normalise his breathing. Rogelio coughed, and water came out of his mouth. Finally, he opened his eyes. The impulse of kissing my husband took over me. I found myself all over him, hugging him and almost suffocating him again.  Vladimir asked me to give my husband some space and allow him to recover his breathing.  I lifted my eyes toward him, and my gratitude to Vladimir grew at that moment. 

Later, Vladimir guided us in search of more survivors, we revived and helped as many as we could. Unfortunately, for some, it was too late. We grouped and counted the corpses, giving them the best sepulchre that we were able to offer: a mass grave. 

We offered our prayers to reach and comfort their souls. Among the dead people was the vessel’s captain, as well as, most of the crew. The pain and sadness struck many of the survivors while giving a last goodbye to their loved ones.  Looking at their faces broke my heart. It was so hard to leave behind the bodies of their consorts, friends and significant ones. All lost in the forgotten sands.

During the small ceremony, Rogelio gave me a sweet kiss, I felt him so close to me; and then I replied:

-Thanks for saving me! My love.

Surprised, he said:

- I should be the one thanking you and Vladimir for rescuing me.

The confusion trapped me, I said:

-I am sure that you are the one who rescued me last night on the boat, taking me to the raft, and saving me as always!

Vladimir, walking close by and catching every little word out there, gave us his rascal look. Smiling, he said:

-You both are quite lucky that I am always in the right place, exactly when you need me.

Once again, I felt a deep desire to thank him. I did note certain resentment in Rogelio’s reaction to such an arrogant comment. He did not make any comments.

A few minutes later, one by one left in silence, marching along the beach. Carrying the pain in our souls but willing to address our main task: Survival!

Vladimir being the highest-ranking crew member left, appointed himself as our leader. 

He made it our priority to find any items that allowed us to set provisional camping. He also instructed us to make a fire as protection from the cold night. He selected a few of us to walk around the island in search of food. Everyone was doing something to improve our chances of survival.

The survivor's count was twenty-three men and fourteen women (including me).  Vladimir was a wise leader. He gave a short but effective speech with a powerful and loud voice:

-You all should know that this is not the end for us. You can trust that we will survive, and that we will find our way to where we belong. No sea, thirst or pain can defeat Vladimir Rojas.  Our only path is salvation!

With our hopes raised, we were ready to perform the tasks assigned by Vladimir. We faced three first nights of cold and a decaying situation. It was useless to fight against the weather. Homeless and helpless, we felt. Meanwhile, the hunger continued piercing our stomachs. Our primary source of strength was Vladimir's words of hope and encouragement.  These were hard times, but there was a little voice in my head telling me that we would make it. 

After a long walk exploring a small part of the deserted island, we found enough food to last for a few days. Vladimir selected two men whom he trusted and they ventured into the dense vegetation. These men were his old colleagues from his various sea journeys. They went searching for possible reminders of the vessel that we could use.

Vladimir was gone for a few hours. We tried to hide our bitterness by focusing on the simple tasks assigned to us. The growing uncertainty was fatal. Vladimir's absence was poisonous to our souls. I clung to Rogelio trying to avoid the misery surrounding me. My body was continually shaking. Everyone suspected a hopeless outcome from the situation. All of a sudden, a loud noise caught us by surprise, perturbing our nerves and increasing our fears.
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Chapter 3 A Little Surprise.
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Even in the solitude of our sorrows

the heart will continue counting its beats. 

Red and purple lights painted the sky.  A flare travelled across the firmament. I thought for a second that my prayers were receiving an answer. I had implored to God, angels and many saints, but my favourite one was Saint Telmo. The flash of light appeared like his presence on top of the distant hills. As if those mountains were nothing but the mast of a forgotten boat. Amongst the din and expressions of amazement, an instant of joy filled our hearts. Someone shouted with excitement: 

-They are rescuing us!

Our excitement did not last long. It mutated to panels of sadness when we noted that the light was coming from the top of a hill not too far away. It was not from the coast on the other side of the island.  Our hearts stopped, and astonished, we exchanged erratic looks amongst each other. Finally, we decided to walk towards the phenomenon. We ran through the sand until we reached the untamed bush. 
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