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Ready?


Ranald Reiser is all excited when he discovers an unidentified fossil species. This is it! The crown on his work.  But the unknown fossil is not all there is to be found in the desolated area. Something else found him. And it has no intention of letting him go...→Start reading!




[image: ]


FLASH AND SHORTS # 419042601 – 


Vanura


“We really have to go back Ranald,” said Todd Roach. Tired of the descent and caught in the cold, he sat down on a large rock. “It was quite a trip to get down here and don’t forget that we have to go back that entire fucking end to be back in time.”


“To be back in time? We are on holiday Todd. Relax and enjoy!” said Ranald Reiser. He turned his baseball cap with the text ‘CAPtivated’ on top backwards; arranged his long hair underneath and continued to search fanatically.


“I do, really I do, but you know how things are going here, don’t you? It will suddenly be dark soon and finding our way back to the village will be a heck of a job.”


“Mm-yeah. I know. But we will be walking no longer then, give or take, an hour and a half and it is now...” Ranald looked at his diving watch. He had no idea why he had brought that watch to Guatemala. A diving watch, water resistant to a depth of at least 100 meters. Great, but he was not going to dive with his old friend Todd Roach in Guatemala. Although he would love to admire the Great Mayan Reef, the Meso American coral reef that stretches from the Mexican Yucatan peninsula to the Islas de la Bahia archipelago near Honduras along the Caribbean coast, making it the world’s second largest coral reef. For the past two weeks, he was here, together with his friend, looking in the highlands, you might as well call it hunting, for fossils. Both their girlfriends had come along on their trip; but they had decided not to go with their friends today. As soon as they heard that a descent of more than 175 meters was on the program, they had unanimously decided to stay at the hotel. “Um... it’s four o’clock now. Around six o’clock it starts to get dark. So...”


“Yes. At six o’clock it starts to get dark and five minutes later it’ll be pitch dark, so...”


Ranald shook his head. “Come on Todd. Another half an hour, okay? Then we will be back in the village around six. There is sufficient lighting down there so that we can find the hotel without any problems.”


Todd shivered with cold. When he and Ranald made plans for a vacation to Central America, he had imagined completely different temperatures. He looked up, along the steep walls of the crater. From the bottom of El Cimarrón, a ‘cenote’, a sinkhole in the far north of Guatemala, he had a beautiful view of a clear blue sky. Together, without a guide or guidance, they had descended into the crater with its diameter of more than 200 meters. The limestone walls of over 175 meters were more than impressive. “Surely we have collected enough material now? The girls are at home... in the hotel, waiting for us. By the way, the locals warn tourists for good reason not to go out alone here without a guide.”


Ranald Reiser looked disappointed at his almost two-meter tall friend. He had known him for so long; he didn’t even know how long. Did not even know how they had ever met or how their friendship had ever come about. What he did know after all these years was that it was no use trying to change his mind. “Okay, okay, then we go back. I still have to piss, so if you have a little more patience...”


“Alright, I’m waiting here,” Todd sighed relieved that they were leaving on time.


“I’m just going there,” Ranald said. He pointed to a dark hole at the bottom of the mountainside. “There to that cave. Who knows, I might find something nice inside. A new species or something? Just like that snail king. What’s the name of this guy again? He went for a pee in some cave, his weenie in one hand, a flashlight in his other hand, teedledeedum, teedledeedum, meanwhile has a look around, sees something he has never seen before, and believe it or not , that turns out to be a completely new species of snail.”


“Hmm, never heard of it; that story. I do know something about Schistosomiasis.”


“What kind of beast is that?”


“A parasite that is spread by freshwater snails. One of the most deadly parasites in the world.”


“Yeah, right, killed by such a silly snail?”


“Two hundred thousand deaths a year, sir. More than all the fatal accidents caused by sharks, wolves and lions every year!”


“My oh my. All because of that one snail?”


“No-oh, because of that parasite. Or actually by the eggs of that parasite. If you go swimming in water where the snails live, then um...; yeah, actually I don’t know, then those parasites can smell you or something like that. They leave their host, that snail, and penetrate your skin. They simply drill their way through your skin, crawl through your body, look for your blood vessels and they can live there for years. In your body.” Todd shivered at the idea. “At some point they lay their eggs; mind you, right there in your body. And then it happens. Those eggs have to go back into the water to find a new snail, a new host so that the entire cycle of reproduction can start again from the beginning.”


“Be sure to go on time to the pool then Todd,” Ranald laughed. 


“Sure, you can be light-hearted about it, but you must know that those parasites can nestle in different tissues with very serious consequences such as anemia, fatigue and so on. And in about ten percent of the cases even chronic consequences. Ending in death.”


“Well, that’s nice. Really nice; being on holiday with you...”


“Go and piss, sir!”


Ranald walked into the cave laughing. Took the flashlight from his backpack and lit the walls. It would be really nice, he thought, if I also discovered something here.


Todd Roach was sitting upon a rock waiting impatiently. The story of the deadly parasite made him restless. With every sound, every rustle in the shrubbery, he looked around anxiously. Involuntarily, he looked up again. It seemed like... He felt like someone was watching him. Not that strange because more tourists came to see the famous Hoyo El Cimarrón. After a long walk of more than an hour, they stopped at the top of the sinkhole and made selfies or videos there. Almost nobody descended to the bottom. Only fanatics such as Ranald and he did that. Now that he was thinking about it, he didn’t even know if it was allowed to descend into the crater. Not that it had stopped Ranald and him from doing it... Damn it, where did that guy go? He had certainly been gone for more than ten minutes. “Can’t you find him in the dark?” he yelled, jokingly at his traveling friend who was still in the cave.


No answer.


“Ranald?” Todd shouted even more uneasily.


Still no answer.


“Shit,” he said to himself. “No what is going on?” He got up nervously. For safety’s sake he took his pocket knife in his hand and carefully walked to the cave where Ranald had disappeared a few minutes earlier. “Ranald?” he cried hesitantly. He stopped in front of the cave. The entrance was narrow. And low. Far too low for a man with his height. Sighing, he bent his head and stepped into the darkness. He stopped almost immediately. His eyes could only slowly get used to the darkness, but his ears worked well. A chilling scraping sound came from the backend of the cave; as if teeth were gently scraping over bones.


“Is that you? Ranald?” Todd asked with a slight vibration in his voice.


Todd waited, bent, almost trapped between the bottom and the low ceiling. No reaction. His voice did not get over the annoying scraping. With an extra loud voice, he repeated his call: “Ranald, is that you?”


“Todd?” It finally sounded after a nervous silence from the back of the cave. “Come and have a look!”


Reassured that nothing was wrong with his friend, Todd walked cautiously, still bent for fear of bumping his head, further into the cave. “Holy moly, what a musty tent man. It just stinks of moisture and mold in here,” Todd said. “And what are you doing? We were supposed to go back remember?”


“Yeah, yeah, we will in a minute Todd. First look at what I have found here,” said Ranald all excited. He beckoned to Todd by waving his flashlight.


“Let me guess, a new kind of snail?” Todd said sarcastically.


“No dude, even better. A frog!”


Curious, Todd looked at Ranald’s find. A few pieces of calcareous rock with the petrified skeletons of tiny frogs. “Well, you are going to make a name for it, you marvelous dino hunter! Frogs from... what will it be? One and a half centimeters?”


“It could be Todd, but take a good look at that... Ouch! What is that? Something is on my leg!”


Todd shone his lamp on Ranald’s leg. “A leech,” he said coolly. “I had warned you to put on boots. Those sneakers are way too low; they don’t cover your lower leg.”


“Yes, fine, thank you teacher.”


“Hard isn’t it? To admit that someone else is right?”


“Oh, stop being an asshole man. I’d rather have you’d get that thing off my leg.”


Laughing, Todd pulled a cigar and a disposable lighter from his backpack. Lighted the cigar and then pressed the glowing tip on the leech and partly on the bare skin of Ranald’s lower leg.


“Goddamn it,” Ranald swore. “I’m not dead yet, eh? You don’t have to cremate me yet!”


“Don’t be pathetic,” said Todd. “But as you can see it works. Look, there he lies, on the floor.”


“Fuckin’ animals,” Ranald muttered. He ignored the corpse of the half-burned leech. All his attention went to the tiny fossil he had just discovered. “Just look at it. Absolutely cool!” he told his friend.


Todd Roach had no choice but to press his nose against the petrified animals again. “Yes, it is indeed a cool print. How old will it be?”


“I have no idea. I don’t know how old the rocks are here. But what do you think? Will it be a new species?”


Todd leaned relaxed with one hand against the cliff and grinned. “You would like that, wouldn’t you?”


“Well...” Ranald said. “It would be a reward for my work.”


Now Todd had to laugh out loud. “A reward for what? The enormous efforts you have made to find this fossil? You just let your dick hang out of your pants and by chance...”


“Ouch!” Ranald called. He looked at his ankle. “Another fucking beast.”


Terrified, Todd immediately took his hand off the wall. “Okay, I’ll take my words back. You really had a hard time on your journey of discovery,” he said sarcastically.


“Fine. Thank you. I am glad that you acknowledge the miserable circumstances of my expedition,” Ranald responded. “Would you now get that cigar out of your mouth and... I don’t like to say it... but would you torture me one more time?”


Affably smiling, Todd took the cigar from his mouth. Self-satisfied he pressed the tip of the burning cigar against the leech on Ranald’s leg again.
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