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UNDER THE SIGN OF JONAS 

Being born on a ship, in addition to having a sailor mother and father, helped Smolan repair the ship he was destined to use on his journey to Ἄδηλον Paediatrice ( Adelon) Pedion ). 


While removing the defective wood and preparing the tar to cover the ship, he made mental calculations of the dimensions of this ship, which, despite its poor and sad appearance, was strong enough to travel 2.77 million nautical miles. He also had to calculate the weight of the barrels for storing water, as well as animals like chickens and goats, some canned food, and not forgetting items like books, pots, fabrics, ropes, and navigational instruments. So, while he worked to obtain what he needed, he had to check the maps again and again, since, according to ancestral wisdom, these maps were only a vague guide. Both his father and mother had told him that, once he left the port and whatever happened, he should never alter his previously studied course. 


Well, the ship had some resistance, in addition to the provisions. 


But what they had not told their son is that the trip to Adelon Pedion wasn't what he'd imagined, where he could choose his destiny at will. He wanted to travel to other latitudes; he didn't even want to have a fixed course; he wanted to experience the adventures of sailors, both fictional and real. But no matter how hard he searched for a ship, he couldn't find one anywhere, and he was in danger of it being taken by someone else. So, forced, he had to take that ship, repair it, and set out on a route he'd never imagined he'd have to take. 


Smolan would have everything ready in two years. He was painting the boat when, at the edge of the beach, a woman named Wasikowska came toward him . Smolan let his right hand continue painting the boat while his neck was twisted, his eyes delighting in the swaying hips of that blonde woman who walked barefoot on the beach, her short blond 

​hair swaying in the wind. Perhaps it was an assumption he believed: that she was heading toward him, because he imagined that he would continue straight, disappear into that jungle, and he would never see her again. 


It was then, a few meters away, that the woman stopped and looked at the boat in particular. She would have liked it to be much larger, since these boats are the ones that navigate even more impossible distances. But compared to traveling alone on a raft, it was overwhelming. 


"Do you already have a companion for your trip?" the woman said sadly and disappointedly. 


Smolan , on the other hand, didn't see the significance of that sadness and melancholy; on the contrary, her beauty gave her a more special aura. In addition, there was the fact of seafaring wisdom: that a voyage to that destination should never be shared with another man. Men are vile and untrustworthy. Smolan , both through her father and others, had heard and learned stories of men who decided to make that voyage with another man, and the latter quickly killed them to take the ship. That's why ships, when they appear, are in inhospitable regions. 


But it's another thing entirely to find a woman at his destination. They have key knowledge for the journey. In addition, there's her pleasant company, as well as her biological sweetness. We mustn't forget that he was born on a ship, which indicated a promise of having children even during the journey and, at the end of the journey, as a family. 


—This ship can only last 2.77 million nautical miles. And the route to reach greater distances must be a straight line. I wish I could have a different journey, but that's the destiny of this ship. 


Smolan said it in a tragic way, since time was passing and they had to make important decisions now, since if he abandoned that ship, he might not be able to find a better one and would have to stay stranded there forever. 


Even the wise priests preached suffering to achieve greatness. 


He immediately stopped painting the boat. He climbed the ladder and then came back down with the maps to give them to the woman. And I , too, understood about the journey to Adelon , and he was truly overwhelmed by what he had in his hands, just as he kept glancing at that boat, which he already disliked considerably. He could simply throw away the papers and continue walking in search of another man who had a boat. But I also understood that he couldn't stay there for long: it was either this or travel alone on a raft he had found. 


​She wanted to go to another place, a greater distance away and in a different direction. So she faced the same predicament as Smolan , since, on the one hand, she was confronting her fantasies with the reality that fate had in store for them. 


"Keep in mind that I didn't choose the destination, but the ship did... So, are you 100% 

sure you want to come with me?" Smolan asked , acting tough, but inside he was completely desperate and anxious for her to accept. That was another condition of the journey: they had to have a companion, and it was she who appeared from the undergrowth. 


Wasikowska helped complete the necessary requirements for the voyage. They would set sail in six months. 


In the distance, beyond comprehension, the couple noticed the sky turning dark, heralding the approaching great storms, as well as typhoons. Therefore, the route wasn't immune to those misfortunes, but it could save them from the effects that occurred in certain seas, which, no matter how experienced they were, they couldn't survive. Each time, the original shore was lost until it disappeared completely, leaving them unable to turn back. Smolan was the one steering the boat, but he also taught Wasikowska how to maneuver it. They had to learn from each other in order to exchange roles and not let routine threaten the stability of the journey. 


The voyage continued as usual; they had been together for over a year. Wasikowska was below, cleaning the chicken cages, so the fluttering of wings, the accompanying frantic and fluttering of wings, and the cries of the animals could be heard. Meanwhile, Smolan was polishing the stern. The sea was calm; the water seemed like the glass of an aquarium, as the magnificent turtles, schools of fish, and colorful jellyfish could be seen. 


Then I only saw small schools of fish moving around, but after a few minutes they dispersed in the presence of a great white shark. 


His worst nightmare came true, as he had seen them hunt and eat since he was a child, and he had to watch with considerable anguish as they slowly devoured a turtle. So once again he had to face a journey in the company of these abominable creatures and witness even more horrors, as this even disturbed his sleep, having a recurring nightmare where, in the middle of a storm, his boat would break in half, leaving him adrift in the midst of these beings. Hypnotized, he watched as the shark swam slowly and, to make matters worse, it was one of the largest, a six-meter shark, which, like a satanic mockery, stayed next to the boat, circling and sticking its nose out, as if trying to perceive who was inside. 


That same night, while they were in the cabin, Smolan couldn't stop himself from talking to Wasikowska about his encounter with that voracious fish. It was nighttime; the ship was rocking slowly; the hammocks kept swaying, and Smolan was truly stunned. As if in a trance, he spoke of his encounters with those cursed fellow travelers, truly displaying a terrible fear that threatened to damage his mind. 


​But there was also that hope of finding a place where a ship would never touch and stay there forever. 


"I'll go to the shore, go out into the plain and build a hut and plant whatever," Smolan said . 


Wasikowska listened attentively. She remained indifferent, not wanting to appear weak or frightened, but she also knew what these animals were capable of. The man fell asleep, and she stayed by the porthole, staring into the distance, the horizon, and all the stars. Her life may have had so many options, but her mind was treacherous, since even up until that trip, she didn't deny that it seemed quite peaceful, that Smolan 's company wasn't entirely unpleasant. But it didn't have the magic she'd read about in her novels about adventures at sea. Here, one had to eat and defecate, as well as clean up chicken, goat, and rabbit droppings. Due to the support of the ship, her hands were already calloused, and when she looked in the mirror, she revealed herself as a tired woman every time. 


That's why he loved to take the helm and let his mind wander in the fog or clouds. 


She wished she were there again, lost in the midst of that peaceful firmament or her pirate stories. As a great storm lashed them violently, they saw how the sea, overnight, began to churn, and the waves seemed like mountains, which would crash down and destroy them. 

So a mixture of fear, courage, theoretical knowledge, and experience made them both enter survival mode. She had no choice but to grip the helm tightly, while Smolan struggled to lower the sails. Both had already experienced these kinds of storms, even as children, and knew they had specific, highly important roles. She couldn't let go of the helm for anything in the world and trust this man to take care of the rest. 


They managed to make it through the storm; they hadn't slept for nearly three days. 


But as if in a sign of joy, the water was clear and calm again. The clouds had parted, revealing a stunning blue in both the sky and the sea. It's truly a magical moment when you find such a degree of peace and harmony, but not before the wounds, the splinters embedded in your flesh, heal, and then you can sleep peacefully. 


They had managed to overcome their first of the many storms that awaited them. 


Four years had passed since the crossing. 


Despite everything, Wasikowska changed the plan. At a precise meridian, the ship would turn to starboard, altering its course. For months, she had studied the rudder mechanism, in addition to carefully spying on Smolan and knowing his work and rest times. So while he was busy, she would go down and begin sabotaging the rudder, even falsifying the charts and altering the compasses and other measuring systems. The plan was to confuse this man into following the new course. If he had noticed, he would logically assume they had changed their route, and therefore should follow the new course, since the attempt to retrace their original routes was already known. 

​ 

To further distract him, she behaved in a kinder and gentler manner toward him, even finding ways to make their conversations longer and spend most of their time on the ship. 

But no matter how hard she tried, Wasikowska couldn't alter the view of the stars, much less confuse Smolan 's seamanship . When she realized this grave error, she didn't blame the woman; on the contrary, she thought it was a defect in the ship. Wasikowska would then have no choice but to make a desperate decision, since she didn't want to travel in a straight line. But she was also annoyed at the moment when she had to express her new changes of plans. 


It was then that another storm struck. The sea began to churn like never before, the waves making the ship float strangely. The roar of the winds could be heard, but even so, with that sky hidden under a dense network of clouds, not a drop of water fell, so, for now
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