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I can barely stay on my knees,
cursing everything holy, clinging to the iron bunk in the cabin.
I'm a prisoner on a ship I don't even remember why I boarded, and
my bones ache. The floor rises to my eyes every three seconds then
plunges back down. It leaves me suspended for just a fraction of a
second before violently slamming my kneecaps against the parquet
boards. I'm like a giant marble in perpetual collision.

The sea is trying to drag us under, with a deep, relentless
thunder and a horrible shaking.

Around me, objects chase each other in desperation.

There's even a woman on the bed.

Naked.

She lies there motionless, as if nothing could move her a single
millimeter.

She was right in front of my face and I hadn't seen her.

Maybe she's sleeping or sick.

Hooked with all my strength to the bunk, I grab her arm to shake
her.

She's ice cold.

I touch her shoulder. My eyes bulge as I try to see better. I
shake her hard and nothing.

She's disturbing: livid and greenish like some cheap doll.

I stagger. I lose my grip. I fall backward, becoming part of the
carousel of things swirling around the center of the cabin.

It's cold. I'm freezing. A shiver vibrates insistently between
my shirt and skin, along my back contorted in the acrobatics I'm
forced into inside this ship of three thousand travelers, in the
Mediterranean in a storm between Sardinia and the Balearics, with
hundreds of meters of dark water below and an implacable, furious
sky above.

Damn it!

I slammed hard against a wall at some imprecise moment, between
one thought and another. Now I'm rolling on my side, listening to
my shrill scream: a voice coming from my throat with nothing
musical about it, with an off-key intonation, barely perceptible in
the infernal racket surrounding it. Meanwhile the ship creaks, damn
thing, as if ready to arch its keel and sink, pointing its bow to
the bottom.

I crash confusedly against the base of the bunk.

I see the woman suddenly come to life and sit up and fall on me
gasping, with an indescribable mucus dripping from every hole. But
it's a false alarm. The corpse stays there. It's my head playing
tricks. I'm just chasing a straw hat that bounces and flutters like
a squawking hen, hitting everything that can be hit in a
sixteen-square-meter cabin.

The acid vomit I had managed to hold back until now defeats me
and exits triumphantly from my mouth, veiling my eyes and spreading
far and wide across my face. Surrounded by the cabin, I contemplate
the comedy of these gastric juices that wanted to produce
themselves in the spongy interior of the liver, sketch a smile in
the duodenum, coil like a spring and push beyond the stomach, float
for an instant and swim, finally, lightly, up through the
esophagus, to the pharynx, the palate, the lips, the face.

Dazed to the point of stupor, I nevertheless manage to grab
something stably anchored to the walls or floor. I don't understand
how. My hands grip it, my head huddles between my arms. I take
shelter. I let the rest bounce off me. With eyes closed I try to
stabilize myself, to orient my weight toward a possible base. I
feel moored at a dock during a winter rainy day and I sense the
ship containing us, I feel the cold of the waters trying to wear me
down, the incomparable humidity that engulfs me like a hungry
amoeba, and the wind that insists on beating me without mercy, to
exhaustion. But I resist, as if I were both ship and knight dealing
with a horde of windmills made of possessed salt water, of a
substance I cannot pierce with my lance.

The object I've grabbed is, once again, one of the bunk's
legs.

I'm practically underneath it, a few dozen centimeters from what
I've understood to be without any doubt a corpse. Meanwhile the
turmoil is decreasing. The wind has dropped too, or at least the
gusts are weaker than before, or perhaps I've just gotten used to
it and everything seems more reasonable. Meanwhile the woman is
above me, as if planted in the bunk, impassive to any attempt at
uprooting. I can't see her but I can perceive her volumes, her
mass, her weight, her infinite pallor.

Suddenly there's no more noise.

Only an unbearable silence.

I manage to turn my head, to take in the cabin with my gaze. The
objects oscillate slowly, like spinning tops that, having exhausted
their rotational thrust, are about to yield to stillness.

The ceiling is white, as are the walls. The fixtures neither
particularly beautiful nor ugly, nautical, veneered in walnut burl
with brass finishes. On one side the door that betrayed me during
the explosion, luring me inside then jamming so I couldn't open it
anymore.
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I was crossing the corridor to
go have breakfast. The air was fresh and I had a strong desire to
taste a warm cappuccino and a croissant with cream. The ship's
pastry chef really knows how to make them well. They might just be
ordinary frozen croissants, ready to put in the oven. But even if
so, our friend knows how to bake them well, browning them to
perfection. Not even in the best pastry shops have I tasted better
ones. It could also be that I was particularly well-disposed toward
croissants because in the middle of the Mediterranean things have
different perspectives and even flavors are affected. The fact is
that these croissants are exactly what they should be, crispy and
soft at the same time, absolutely divine.

The cappuccino from this big ship's barman isn't bad either,
with a well-dosed and soft foam, and above all with an expert
balance between coffee and milk, with the former slightly overdosed
compared to average and the latter, how shall I put it?, very
"whole," dense as if there were added cream, warm but not too much,
such that it seems to be one with the foam.

Cappuccino and croissant worthy of a prize.

For the rest, the food isn't that great: the pasta is always a
bit overcooked (the fault, I believe, of the large quantity of
foreigners present who probably prefer it that way), the appetizers
weak, the fruit not as fresh as I'd like.

The main courses are good, though, although there's a strange
scarcity of fish and on the contrary a suspicious abundance of lamb
and goat meat.

I was crossing the corridor to go have breakfast when I
perceived a moan, a sort of low, sinuous and sensual rumble, a
sustained frequency, a call coming from the hold or anyway from a
place that in my head had to be around there. I smiled, I don't
know why. Perhaps sensing what would happen to me in a few moments.
I smiled and stopped to listen. To my right the door of cabin
number 132, a perfectly clean little door, polished like a mirror
in the chrome parts, with very white Formica as a backing with
"132" printed on it in brown ink. A number like any other before
the explosion, an absolutely unique number after.

The roar came suddenly, preceded by a sudden silence: a
thunderous, savage, archaic explosion, fast and slow at the same
time.

I ended up, without understanding how, in cabin 132, with my
gaze fixed on the door. Just enough time to see it slam shut so
hard that I wouldn't be able to reopen it.

I hit my head against something and passed out.

I dreamed of a siren and an ancient navigator, perhaps Ulysses,
an ordinary dream, nothing memorable. When I came to, hours must
have passed because I couldn't hear voices or people, and someone
must have walked around the ship to make sure everyone was okay or
to rescue the survivors. If anyone had remained on the ship I would
have heard them knocking on doors, yelling in the corridors.
Instead, when I woke up I heard only wind and sea, furious at the
whole world, and there I understood I was alone.

After a moment, between a curse and a groan, I would notice
her.
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I release the bunk's leg and try
to turn toward the nearest wall, to reach it and rid myself of the
terrible sensation of having a corpse inches from my face, already
sufficiently distorted from the blows and vomit from earlier. The
wind returns meanwhile more sustained, the sea accompanies it by
rearing up the ship which tilts frighteningly, making me slide and
rotate around my hips.

Something slaps me hard, I have to close my eyes, I scream
disconnected words to the wind that only I can hear, to the sea
that revels in its destructive fury, tossing us like walnuts in a
swollen torrent. How long will we last? And how is it possible that
this storm started like this, without warning?

Last night (but I wouldn't swear on the time that's passed) on
television they said the weather would stay good and instead the
bad weather arrived suddenly and caught us by surprise, perhaps the
roar was the terrible crash of an abnormal wave: a direct hit to
the jaw, one of those that even expert boxers struggle to stay on
their feet and the referee is forced to count them out.

Who knows what time it is.

I even have a certain hunger gnawing at my stomach.

I'm certain the sea is calming down. The ship is rebalancing
itself, in fact. A few seconds and it will settle and everything
will return motionless like yesterday at this time that I don't
know what time it is, but it's certainly yesterday's time when the
sea wasn't so agitated.

It's incredible how the woman hasn't moved a millimeter. I've
been slammed everywhere, coming to know the intimate substance of
this hard cabin, and she instead has stayed there, untouched by the
storm.

I have to try to open the door.

I approach the handle and try to maneuver it: it's stiff, stuck.
There's no way to activate its mechanisms. It refuses to yield to
my plea, I have to force it. It shouldn't be too sturdy. After all,
a cabin is a bit like a hotel room and hotel rooms are known to
open easily, or rather that whoever knows how to open them manages
to do so without problems.

But nothing doing. I even start kicking it. Useless.

I then decide to break through it with a shoulder charge.
Concentration and grit. I back up toward the bunk, take a running
start and catapult myself against the door, then bounce backward
and let loose a string of curses, taking it out on some obscure
saint who had intrigued me once when we kids were playing a
calendar game, a pretty stupid game actually. Apart from the pain
in my shoulder, no result. I curse again.

Usually I don't do it, I don't curse, I mean. It has nothing to
do with good manners. It's that the belly of a ship where you don't
know how you got there or where it is itself, is such an anomalous
place that it comes easy to me, without feeling guilty about
anything. Moreover, I only have a corpse for company. Yes, of
course, she's a woman and therefore the rules would want me to be
at least elegant in my outbursts, avoiding the vulgarities I'm
capable of producing in these moments, but it's not like I'm on
just any cruise, here I am in the middle of a ship that has decided
to destroy me, and... anyway, what am I doing?
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