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  Chapter 1




  The draught is going to last for a month or two, the man thought and walked through the doorway clutching his rough gray beard that seemed to have gathered the dry winter dust. Montiago was an old man who owned an old white bungalow in Callivae surrounded by only two acres of dry terrace beneath that seemed to have deserted by an endless drought. It made him always think of how he could survive with his wife, Shirkeen and of his only infant son, Shangkar. But they always depended on noble dairy farm that was inherited from their great grandparents.




  And when Montiago had this thought, he always felt weary like one of the oxen being burdened with a heavy yoke that pulled him down with a hard grip which was very hard to haul it up again. Better I will not have this thought again, the man began to think.




  The cattle shed looked very old with its little upstairs. And the small poles of dry fence were attached to the ceiling of the porch on the other side for piling hay. Montiago’s brown barren terrace lay beneath some kilometers away that resembled the well-trimmed beardless face after the paddy cultivation was harvested.




  When shirkeen goes for a meeting, (Shangkar) remains playing with the neighboring kids. But Montiago always needs to go herding the cattle away from the shed.




  As he herds them afar from the barn, he always gets back late too tired, in the evening as he concerns that winter grasses are usually dry to feed them easily. Soon Shangkar would always put his hands inside Montiago’s old gray bag, in search of sweets. But his eager hands can feel only dad’s old radio that he takes with him to listen to the news and the old ballad. He always made him understand he did not have anything if he had not gone to a bigger river to row the boat. Now he had understood, Montiago thought when his son talked of it, crawling and then tugging behind Shirkeen’s back in the kitchen. And as she thought of some risk: “get out,” she shrieked aloud. “They seemed to be much helpful now, but it’s rare to see them around once they were grown up.”




  “Do not curse the child,” he said. “What would they know? Rather, I thought, cursing them would just bring in the worst luck. It’s useless to blame them.”




  A year later, Shangkar gradually learnt to pile hay, hold a heavy wooden jar, and say a few words and signs that he can use with the calves. And when Shangkar tugged the calves’ ears, Montiago felt the essence of a year. As they instructed him, the boy always thought he would go to school when he grew bigger.




  In the early morning, they would always find the boy standing beside an unpolished white-graveled road waiting for school kids to turn his face towards the passing vehicles that carry the small kids of his age. And more to give them a laugh and tease. He would, in return, enjoy watching them as they giggle at him. In the evening, he would go down the roadside for homecoming kids to do the same thing, in his thick dusty shirt and worn-out jean that let his white teeth creak hard. Then his boy would join his friends carrying his worn-out toy box that his father bought when he came back home after rowing a boat in the summer.




  A few months later, the boy attended the school. He soon knew that he was going to school with the hard-earned money of their dairy products. He could also go with his friends to the market to make half the expenditure that he must pay in cents. And now, he had learned to buy no good toys for himself, except a few bundles of southern vegetables and the newspapers for Montiago to read at home.




  In school, he learnt more remarkable signs and words than a few things being taught by Montiago. The most of the signs, at home, such as: various languages and words to be used while he pulls and tugs calves’ ears, and the words that he too can use with other kids while playing worn-out toys with them. And also to use the expression of winning and losing their games besides the words Montiago had been using while herding their cattle.




  Every evening, Montiago would reach back home with a herd of cattle, too tired. He would appear exactly he has a weather-beaten face. But he would always try to read the newspaper every time.




  It was a year later. As Shangkar attended the next higher grade, Montiago truly believed his son was now grown up as he, as any grown-ups, began to show both knowledge and understanding.




  It was then one evening as he was just back at home, right after herding his cattle. Montiago sat near him and rested for some time, and asked his son, “Son, what have you learnt today?”




  “Many things,” he said. “I couldn’t remember all.”




  “Do you learn to read like me?” he asked. “Maybe, more than that!”




  “Besides, we also listen and write,” the boy replied.




  “Nice, boy,” Montiago said and began to read the newspaper quietly.




  “I’m happy today,” said the boy.




  “Why?” Montiago asked, looking at him so enthusiastically.




  “Our teacher read to us the legend,” he said again.




  I really love this story - the story of a far away, returning ship carrying a king across the sea that’s being rowed so calmly. And when the cold placid breeze tossed upon the flag and when it fluttered, the king listened to his countrymen’s songs. I always thought that a man, who had been rowing the bigger boat for a king, would have been so deft and courageous. I thought it must be only you! It’s because when I was a small child, my mother had just let me know that you would bring me sweets when you return back home from rowing a boat. And she would always hum in a gray paddy field when you are away.




  



  “I had not dreamt,” the boy replied. “It was sure that my teacher told me it had happened in the past. I feel proud when he always narrates his story. And I thought if it was you who did that,” the boy said proudly.




  “There’re many boatmen.” Montiago said. “There’re many who row so greatly, you know.”




  “What you said is right, dad,” he replied. “But I always hoped you would be the greatest man ever.”




  The next Sunday morning, after the breakfast when Shirkeen had gone for a meeting, Montiago read the newspaper as he could read more topics in the morning.




  “While you read, I would go to milk some of the cows,” the boy said.




  “No, there’s still time,” said Montiago. “Now, you just go away and play.”




  “Now, like in the past, I do not like to play with these worn-out toys.”




  “Now, it seems, you would not go with those village kids,” he said and smiled.




  “I played with them enough and I learnt many things from those worn-out toys too.” “Currently, I play a lot in school.”




  “Who is your fan, among many footballers?” Montiago asked.




  “De Legiollo,” he said.” “He’s the best footballer in Ardenlina, but I do not like their dress. I like Vogganian’s instead.”




  “Is he still the best player?”




  “Yes, “he said.” “You know him! Where have you heard that?” the boy asked.




  “I remember I have read it from the newspaper.”




  “Yes, he’s still. And I like you to buy me a Vogganian’s dress, but not Ardenlina’s.”




  “It means you can’t be like Legiollo if you’re in favor of Vogganian’s dress.”




  “I can play like him though I may not look like him,” the boy said.” “And many other friends love him too.”




  “I hope you would always prove to be the best among others,” Montiago said and closed his newspaper and went out to milk the cows letting Shangkar closely follow him with a thick black wooden container. As he milked, the boy saw he was so thoughtful. Maybe he was only thinking to have a good amount of milk, the boy thought.




  The white milk bubbled and shined silvery golden in the sun and it was then, too hard, at the boy’s eyes. But he resisted not looking at it. It was beautifully formed bubbles of milk at top edges of its container like clear friendly white clouds.




  In the afternoon, Shangkar learnt to boil the white milk with some sugar for his mother when she couldn’t rise and work at home as her heart disease began to drag her down on the bed. When she had the boiled milk, it gave him always a way to think that he was skilled now just like Montiago had always been skilled to be a successful fisherman. It also, sometimes, gave him a way to think of a great sin that Montiago had been doing so far. But he didn’t talk to him. Gradually, as he learnt to do many things as per his dad’s instruction apart from learning in school, he also did know to feel pity on others. On some other days, when he was free and when Montiago narrated the story of his great fishing-time, the boy deeply liked to think that it was a great sin.




  If I was already grown-up before, I could have stopped him from doing that or directed him to do some religious work, he thought again. And he started to think too:




  Now, it was a matter of the past. It’s useless to think of the past. But if I comment of his past deeds, then he would surely feel no good and say; I am going against him in which he’s skilled for. I mean, my suggestion would mean nothing to him as I’m, at present, incomparable to him. I should now let him do the things that had a little way help to others. And if not I should suggest him not to harm them.




  If I say all this to him to be a religious man, I thought it would hurt him badly, the boy thought again and again.




  For that I should not at all argue with him as he would have a knowledge why he had been doing it so long. I know he had not done it for his own pleasure. But it could have been the thing or matter of self-endurance. And I must just think that he was born only by virtue of his past deeds. Otherwise, I should remain silent as though I had no knowledge of his past life.




  In the next morning, they just sat out on the porch. They studied the atmosphere around them was clear, with a clear sky, but with some white clouds that gathered into clusters like ice-burgs high above the dark blue mountain. By far the great blue hills were also visible in the first of the sun with its rays, falling slightly on Montiago’s T-shirt. And then on his cheeks that was a light of gradual in the making – much purpler as he sat and watched it by him outside the porch. Montiago caught a cup of tea, brewed of white milk and thought of a good weather as if he’s one of the great astrologers. And Shangkar saw him looking into the sky and then at his dry brown terrace as if he was thinking of coming day’s weather possibilities.




  In the moment of his silence, Shangkar had learnt many things as he knew; an old man’s silence is not a real silence like what a child does. It’s a something that has a great sign that makes the man quiet, but a child may shout while he or she has lots of thoughts. And they would surely stop going ahead once they got stuck up or if something had displeasured them. And for man he surely has the reason to remain silent. I know it very well that they would not do unless they fail to remember something of his past. Maybe of his past deeds, those were left as his part of failure.




  “Boy,” he said, taking another sip still precisely looking down at his paddy cultivation that appeared pale green in manifold directions bisecting into wedge-shaped stripes. The sun rose sluggishly higher and its rays crawled across the paddy field covering and pushing back the dark shades into semi curves in the dewy morning.




  “It wasn’t that good this year,” he said.




  There was no good amount of rain though the summer season was almost started. I would still see that this draught would last forever. Everybody must have hoped and waited desperately hoping for a new rain-bringing season. Now, when it starts, I should go afar to row the boat and it’s the hardest task that involves risk. And if I do not go, then the people around and the travelers would make a dreadful complain as it really hampers their long-awaited business transaction.




  By this time, other boatmen must be ready, already, to go there to make their own shacks and commence the work of maintenance. It costs a lot to go whole expenses being a tiresome work. Before hand, it’s important to renew the old ones with harder woods so that it would hold its strength and last longer. Once it was renewed, then we have almost done our part and made half the expenditure. Otherwise, it’s going to be a scary task to go in the smaller skiffs, fishing in the dark nights looking for extra pounds. And it’s so terrifying and worthless to go so tired in the cold night. To be thinking precisely and much clear-sightedly, it is an unworthy to be getting painful cramps over all parts of my body. It is a treachery to oneself. Again in a fearful summer hurricane, so strong and devastative, it is hard to predict its vulnerability and hazardousness.




  “I had always seen them there,” he added again. “Men pay no heed.”




  While you were a small kid, with your mother, I have gone for a past few years, joining them upon their directions as I had also been just a young boy like you. And I really assisted them paying no attention in the cold night: stretching lines and knotting them from all the directions. And we made sure its baits sink deep into certain fathoms down. At that time of the years, they were all old, but greatly skilful fishermen. The word they use was ‘boy’, the involuntary noises and perhaps I heard no other words that I can translate or to make excuses. And I should always go lending my hands and I have really assisted them. But I always thought I wasn’t the slave to them. I started to have that understanding the way I ought to have possessed as a boy.




  I have also learnt not to feel the tiredness, but only to speak the words of acceptance to go ahead. I do not really remember now the words they used like: uh, oops, phew and other things. But the word ‘boy’ was the regular word they used while they had the cramps and needed help to hold the strength of the lines to push them down hard into the cold water. Though I felt too cold, I had known myself I should not speak or express it out in their presence. These were the words they said like the prayers of Our Father and Hail Mary. I thought they, saying these words, on the other hand, could have almost succeeded to go to heaven or they must have found the time to tour or make a pilgrimage to Virgin De Cobra to see the picture of a Sacred Heart of Jesus.




  Now, I still thought in this way. And at that time, I was too young to have those words and I could not have told them even if I had the words in my head. I have gone myself to row the boat and fish alone, but then I didn’t still remember how I got the cramps and made my body so tired though I saw my body with countless marks, even some deep cuts that looked like the armful of tattoos or deep bold holy inscriptions. And now, I thought it could have been the thing I haven’t concerned it at all.




  If I have such thoughts, then I should know that these were the cramps and then try no further. Though the signs and meanings of cramps were not being taught by them, those signs seemed much decipherable as they, once, began to shout aloud and instructed me. It was their lesson I learnt without asking them and today if I go rowing a bigger boat and fish sailing a skiff, I would not shout or instruct my younger boys. It’s because when I was just a boy, I already learnt how to remain quiet and go ahead of what I can. And I didn’t know the words such as ‘silence and acceptance’ were the important tools that seemed like the relic of my life. That was why it could have been a thing I hadn’t felt I was so tired while I rowed the boat.




  “Did you have anyone to help you at that time?” asked the boy, consciously.




  “No, no one was there because I tried most of the time myself. But I must have truly disgusted them by not being in their company,” he said. “And I did go alone, so secretly because I, sometimes, believed that it might just bring the worst luck as they had already taught me that it’s going to be a sign of bad omen if somebody knows and sees.”




  “I had gone, because I have learnt many things and I felt I was born only with that skill I must use.’’




  And several times, I had gone without friends, so lonely, but I caught many fish. In the past, I didn’t know how to feel the loneliness, nor to scare in the starless cold nights. And yet I had not known to fear a sharp-nosed shark if he would capsize the skiff and put me down haplessly into the water.




  I still believe that one could fish so pleasantly if he’s alone, though it could be quite embarrassing and treachery to oneself. Because I felt I have fished better while I was alone than I was with them. It really brings the best luck, but it’s the matter of hardship just by getting harder cramps in the cold weather and water. The cramps are inevitable without someone to assist.




  During my past fishing nights, I have experienced such hardship, several times. I alone had to handle the lines tight and put baited hooks deep down into the water, knotting them from different directions. And even in the moonless night - so dark to see down while the stern of an old boat being creaked so hard, bringing the fluorescent particles on the water surface that gloomed the planktons, making the water much darker. And I waited, watching down so scarily, and at that time l always thought to have someone beside me to help me. And if you were grown up, I could have missed no fish at that night. My dry, pale mouth, in the cold night, rather tightened as though the rigidly inward moving teeth dragged it with them. Although I didn’t have anyone to talk to, I always thought I was really talking to my old boat, fish and water and back again to my own thought. Sometimes, they seemed to be talking themselves as they really pleased me while the water favoured hook that brought fish, and when fish agreed to come onto the boat. To me, I thought, they must have also talked a lot, but I promised myself that I have answered them well as per the sign I predicted for them. If I hadn’t, then they must have seen that I was so busy. While I had such thoughts, it made me much cheerful and I felt I had never been alone at that time of the night.




  It’s our thought what makes us, and I still believe in that. You hear it, my son, how I have made myself much confident. In a dark silence of the sea, it was so scary and I made the night much friendly and cheerful narrating an adventurous story of a great fishing-time as though I had someone answering my questions beside me. I even prayed if my thought would come true. I longed and remembered if a bigger fish could come onto my skiff and talk to me even he was not caught. But I thought I should not forget to treat him as my best friend. If he had refused, I hoped one of the kingfishers to come and discuss how he and I would make a successful fishing trip. As I saw dark brown spots of guano on most of the wet rounded mossy stones across its bank, I thought of the regular seabirds. But they seemed so silent at such night. And when I heard of the roaring growl of a gushing river in the southwest storm, I started to trust myself that it must be a sound of the lion that seemed to be on the beach guarding me. And I hoped when I was scarily alone, he would not, by anyway, kill me.




  At such night, I could have said our Father and Hail Mary a thousand times, on an unending vast beach. But at such busy hour, I at least took time to think so precisely.




  “If you were there, you could have assisted me,” he told him.




  The boy was still beside him watching him sipping a hot tea. He, after being told the story, gazed at Shangkar with great expectation. The morning sun rose steadily higher radiating its beams wider.




  After a few weeks, the summer season had begun. The sky was as clear as the vast stretched blue sea. “At this time, people could travel easily if the weather would not change,” Montiago said staring up at the sky. “Now, the river might not have swollen up.”




  Beside the porch, a little down the hay-piled hut, Montiago then began to maintain the oars, and the newly-patched sail of burlap sack that can be hoisted on a new gray wooden-planked boat. Shangkar too stuffed an old roof of cattle shed and the dry, gray overlapping leaves-fibred walls.




  The next morning, Montiago and Shangkar walked past the beautifully trimmed green lawn carrying a sail and the oars. On the way, they met some of the boatmen carrying even harpoons with well-shaped shafts of hardwood. And their bags packed with the hard push of lines inside, and the wooden boxes with tiny ventilating holes for baits.




  “Are they the ones who move towards Clavandlando River?” the boy asked.




  “Yes, they are the ones who make their journey now,” he replied.




  “Are they your great masters?”




  “There are only a few. Most of them must have already gone there earlier, a week or two ago,” he said. “You know old men keep on worrying unless they were on their tracks, and then they try to be precise of their time as per their visions.”




  “I really thought they must be the ones as I judge them the way they appear with their things,” said Shangkar




  “No, gone earlier,” Montiago said. “You should know why I say that they must have gone there earlier. It’s because they take a time, but need no leader to advise them. It is an exceptional and extraordinary character you would surely learn once when you are with them.”




  The dusk fell after a few hours as they reached there. The evening river breeze coolly rose, sweeping the white dry sand and over beautifully formed sandbars and boulders making them like far cloud-capped mountains and hills. Then at some parts, it swirled and twirled deeper as though the cyclone had blown them making as zigzag and as deep as the valleys. Beside each bank, they saw both men repair their shacks. But they had seen some of them already had their old dusty boats repaired from cedar wood planks. And they too heard the noises of hardwood-cuts as they crossed another riverside where they could see only the green plastic-patched roofs of shacks.




  Upriver, at the bank, Montiago directed him towards their shack, crossing other’s few old shacks. It was somewhere in the middle – at the heart of the river, harbor, beach and other old men’s shacks. Montiago stopped and led him towards his older half-destroyed shack of gray leaves-stuffed walls that looked almost wrecked with its roof slanted down to touch the hard frozen ground at one of the sides. But its poles were stiff like the fleshless skeletons of the mammals in a dense shower.




  Before the night became so dark, Shangkar helped him stretch the shack with a thin temporal blue plastic sheet and then patched its walls with burlap sacks.




  After the dinner, in the dim light of a kerosene lamp, they saw their lights, much brighter, at the opposite side of a river like stars twinkling in the clear blue sky as though it had been only a time that old men could sit outside their shacks and feel like sharing stories throughout the night.




  At that night, Montiago didn’t read the newspaper. He slept pillowing upon his thickly folded black leather jacket. And Shangkar to lay beneath an old table where the lamp was kept. And at night Shangkar dreamt of a vast white beach. More, he dreamt; he was just alone in the midst of the scary dark blue sea, leaning to the gunwale, lost in thought. He had been truly distressed as he saw their older half-destroyed shack being dragged by a lion in the last of the sunset. He saw, an hour before, that an elegant lion, with her muscle grown neck of thick black flowing mane, dragging its poles. He was too scared as he saw he was still in a skiff, in the midst of the sea, so haplessly alone, shivering in the cold night. But later he was awakened as he dreamt of lion pulling one of the poles harder. He woke up, but then it was almost a clear dawn and he saw Montiago stretching the roof at the side to one of the poles.




  It was a dream: he thought and woke up sluggishly folding a burlap sack into a roll. He too prepared a breakfast. They made everything ready and had the breakfast. Then they toured to other boatmen’s shacks.




  “I was suffering alone in a dream, last night,” Shangkar reminded him. “Just like in the Gulf Stream, I was seen as a fisherman. Was it just a nightmare? Or should it carry some meanings!”




  “Oh, maybe, nice dream,” Montiago responded.




  “But I didn’t understand anything,” Shangkar added.




  “I thought it might be a good sign,” Montiago said. “I have heard it was a good sign of your concern you had. It’s good. And it would have been a dream that can be made into one of the adventurous stories to tell and retell to your friends and youngsters.”




  “Had you only dreamt you were just fishing?”




  “No, I even saw a lion on the beach.”




  “Yes, you ought to have dreamt all this as I did in the past and even now. It’s not that I had dreamt of them all.” “But how did you see the lion?” he asked again.




  “While I was on the skiff, alone in the middle of the sea, an elegant lion came and crumbled our shack down, gnawing hard,” he replied soon.




  “I am not a soothsayer here. But then I have somehow learnt from my great masters that if someone had dreamt of, such thing, then it was a sign of their good concern. And youths, mainly dream about such things; it might be because of their unstable minds that they always worry. As one grows bigger, they say, he or she would dream of same thing or other that has the feature of less aggressiveness. It means that one should know what he or she had dreamt were all good.”




  “I cannot really say about the things they predicted were truthful, but these were the words they had spoken from their experiences. I thought it must be their right predictions. We are the ones who should make them happen trusting ourselves that we are doing it much clear-sightedly for a good purpose.




  “It must be a good dream then,” Shangkar said, gazing genuinely at him.




  “Yes, we assume,” he replied tenderly.




  While I was like you, I had dreamt such things frequently. And later I did know that those dreams were because of my great concern. But our thoughts should rule them because they are made by our thoughts. Dream them, but never let your dream make way, quitting your thought. It means it’s our real concern. If we must be so clear-headed, it’s our thoughts what we make of our dreams. For an instance, I didn’t hope to be a fisherman, but they let me think I was only born for predicting my dream as the good sign. And today I blame my own thought, but not the dream I had. Nor I blame them who taught me the thing I dreamt was a good sign for fishing. I beg sorry that I have killed them innocently. If I do not blame my thought, for I will find no way to forgive my sins and pay my tribute to those who had made me think I was born for. They are the real predictors, I admit. It was the matter of having a thought after the dream. Let my thought be the slave of my own dream unless I know it was my failure. It would be my greatest victory because I would be learning no way to quit.




  You know, my son, even when I’m an old man now, I dreamt of all this: a lion lying on the beach, with her outstretched paws, a fantastic figure, with the tight grip of paws on a white shingle beach. But I could realize in the dream that her physique was less strange, less aggressive, and less cruel than what I saw before. It means the design is simple, but if I were a great predictor I could have predicted a lot though it seemed to be undecipherable. I am telling you all this, not making the story of a lion into a great legend. Neither can it be chronicled forever, nor to be kept as a holy inscription. As I heard from them, I always trust it’s a good sign that possesses a symbolic reason of great expression. It’s, they say, an art of majestic grandeur as it resembles an outstretched figure of a sphinx, depicting a classic figure for demolishing one’s stupidity.




  “Tomorrow is our time to row,” Montiago said.




  “Every man must be excited too,” Shangkar replied. “And I hoped my mom must be thinking the same and I felt too excited when I think if our mom would have thought how busy we could have been now. I would never ever wish that our absence, there, would really bother her as if we have gone through some terrible times.”




  “My good boy,” he said much cheerfully. “You are a cheerful boy.”




  “Do you love me, dad?”




  “Yes, boy, I love both you and mom,’’ he squeezed his plump cheek. “And mom too knows that.”




  “I too love you and mom.”




  “We’ll soon go back home to meet your mom.”




  While Montiago nailed an old boat with the polished-hardwood planks (in the sun) outside, he cleaned their shack inside; piling an old wooden box on a short plain wardrobe beside a low table and two. The wall seemed just empty, but it looked ever dusty, filled with spots of cracks being splashed by the rain. The plain wardrobe stood beside the bed with a few black full-sleeved shirts hung amongst one or two potato-colored vests. He arranged hanging them in an old wardrobe, but Montiago’s thick brown nylon jacket, was seen still folded into a shape of a pillow. He then neatly unfolded it straight and pushed his hands through its pockets. His hands caught roughly the sizes of two old photos from the right pocket and another from the left. He stretched them and flipped over them that seemed to be the old faded paper photos of ancient times.




  Shangkar paused for some time and glanced over most quizzically walking past the doorway and asked, “Are these photos yours?”




  “Oh, yes, these are my collection.”




  His hands trembled over a first photo and looked closer at the photos of Mr. John and his wife in front of an old Victorian house; so white in the morning frost with spots of dark rocks, the ice-capped graveled footpath, seemingly in a miniature snowfall that drifted around, so cold. And it was, thus, covered by a fair prospect, the cold and unattainable arching horizon of long-jagged mountains, like white crowns, ever nakedly, in the formation of bayonets or scythe-blades-like. It seemed she hurried down after dad in a thick coat, with her lips - smoke-clad, too cold that fogged her polka-dotted collar – with its glossy fur tickling her neck. He seemed he would not look back. Maybe he would turn back soon to give her a warm kiss on her cold cheek, but it seemed he was certain of what he should do. And perhaps he must be worrying too.




  But Shangkar couldn’t assure they’re his mom and dad as he could just read the sentence from the photo as “Mr. John Carter Walks Away From His House in I941.”




  He, then, turned over and studied the next photo; Mrs. John Venna’s face looked much serious, with full of stresses. Maybe she was certain of what John would possibly face in her absence. She must have walked down, but it seemed she had never known how she could have borne a moment when she has been passing through some distracting sights. Maybe, for her, distracting sights are nothing when she was in trouble. She must be worrying and bothering over how the consequences would even a moment without him. She was just standing near the church, praying and hoping ever, as if a god is her immediate helper now.




  Could she have prayed well when she heard bombers drone in the sky and when the gunshot sounds filled across the dark sky with rolls of clouds? Maybe she must have run down so mysteriously, seemingly to skip its scene with her child held close to her chest. Her hair might have looked plainly lank, roughly unruly as though she had just been hurrying down in an early morning. She seemed to run away from a church, with her hair billowing behind her heavy coat, and there was also a hint of escaping sheep, just away the lush green pastures, scattering into different directions.




  The third photo portrayed all about; her real struggles against the nature. She seemed to be on the embankment (without shoes, almost falling down, and the current seemed as if lapping and pressing her ankles occasionally) as if she couldn’t move away from where she stood knee-deep in the brown moving river. She must have shouted aloud, but it seemed she was quite helpless, alone there with a child on her chest. It seemed there had been a slight rain with dark clouds, but the muddy water wasn’t clear enough to reflect its weather. In what distance her voice must be heard? Maybe, she got the headache, just shouting wildly amidst the roar of planes, irresistible sound of gunshot blast and bombs and the thundering roar of olive-drab trucks that rolled across the brown road. Flowing dust looked like the brown clouds that fogged, and seemed she was almost blindfolded. She was sure it must have felt cold and dizzy, so effortlessly tired, feeling her own child’s weight. Her hair seemed swaying (just out of the cold water) as it hung down through her stress-carrying face and across both the shoulders just like dark silhouettes of stiffly hard leaf skeletons. After the clouds of gray dust were gone, had she and a child seen their dad coming out of the truck? (from crowded soldiers)




  “Lovely photos,” Shangkar remarked. “They must have looked wonderful on the wall, so wonderful.” “But why didn’t you paste them on the wall?”




  “I always paste them up on the wall, because I ever love them.” “The pictures portray the remarkable history of Mr. John Carter. A moment of victory brought back during his time as a soldier.”




  “I thought, in my absence, it would be better to put them down to avoid the rainfall up from the destroyed roof. Otherwise with faded photos, the moments for us will surely seem nothing when we could not see anything like these things to visualize the splendid evolution of freedom. We are, then, surely losing the relic of the past, his souvenir.”




  Montaigo ran his fingers over the unframed paper photos, so infinitesimally exposing every corner just like he had been sketching over the lake-daubed maps finding secret routes for his arms. Shangkar watched him, so conscientiously as though he was helping his man spy a security plan. Montiago explained to him why he had those Mr. John Carter’s photos collected that let their countrymen believe him as a pioneer who made their marshal laws steady. He was the one who brought back their long lost legacy of their country.
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