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    For those who are tired of waiting for the rain to stop.May you find the courage to walk into the storm and discover that you were never alone.


    



  	
        
            
            "Do not look for the perfect season. Plant the seeds in the snow. Bake the bread in the storm."— Alejandro's Final Note (From the novel)

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: The List of Somedays
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Santiago sat at his small wooden table. The surface was covered in rings from coffee mugs that had been placed there over many months. He did not look at the stains. Instead, he looked at the notebook in front of him. It was a beautiful notebook with a navy blue cover. He had bought it three months ago because he believed a beautiful life required a beautiful place to plan it.

On the first page, written in his neatest handwriting, were the words: The New Life of Santiago.

Beneath that title was a list.


1.  Wake up at six o’clock in the morning every day.
2.  Eat only fresh vegetables and fruit.


3.  Call my mother every Sunday without fail.


4.  Finally open the small art studio in the city center.


5.  Stop waiting for the world to feel safe.



Santiago read the list for the hundredth time. He felt a warm glow of hope in his chest. It was a good list. It was a brave list. However, there was a small note written in pencil at the very bottom of the page. It was the only thing on the page that was not written in permanent ink.

It said: I will begin as soon as I find my grandfather’s silver pen.

Santiago leaned back in his chair. The chair creaked in a way that felt familiar and safe. He lived in a small apartment in Buenos Aires. Outside, the city was alive with the sound of buses and people laughing as they walked to the nearby market. The air smelled of grilled meat and jasmine. It was a beautiful day, but Santiago was not ready to step into it yet.

He had lived in this apartment for five years. He worked as an assistant for a man who sold old insurance policies. It was a job that required him to organize papers and speak politely to people who were often angry. It was not a bad job, but it was not his life. His real life—the one on the list—was waiting for him. It was just behind a door that he had not yet opened.

“I just need the pen,” Santiago whispered to the empty room.

His grandfather had been a man of great discipline. He had come to the city with nothing and built a successful bakery. He had always told Santiago that a man’s word was his most important tool, and a good pen was the second. When he passed away, he left Santiago a silver pen. It was heavy, cool to the touch, and perfect.

Santiago believed that if he used that pen to sign the lease for his new studio, the business would never fail. It was a symbol. It was a bridge between his old, fearful self and the man he wanted to be. The only problem was that he had not seen the pen since he moved into this apartment.

He stood up and looked around the room. It was not a messy room, but it was full of things. There were stacks of books he intended to read. There were boxes of art supplies he had purchased but never opened. There were folders of research about the art market in Argentina. Everything was there. All the ingredients for a new life were sitting in the shadows of his small home.

He walked over to a stack of boxes in the corner. He had promised himself he would go through them last weekend. But last weekend, his friend Mateo had called. Mateo wanted to watch a football match. Santiago told himself that he deserved a break. He told himself that he would be more focused if he relaxed first.

Now, it was Saturday morning again. The sun was shining through the dusty window.

“I will find it today,” Santiago said. His voice was firm. “I will find the pen, and then I will go to the studio owner. I will tell him I am ready to sign the contract.”

He began to move the boxes. The first box was filled with old clothes. He found a sweater his sister had knitted for him years ago. It was too small now, and the wool was scratchy. He held it for a moment, remembering the cold winter when she had given it to him. He felt a pang of sadness. He had not seen his sister in two years. She lived in a different province now, with a husband and a young daughter. He told himself he would visit her as soon as he got the studio running.

“One thing at a time,” he reminded himself.

He set the sweater aside and kept digging. He found old letters. He found a collection of stones he had gathered from a beach when he was a child. He found a broken clock. Each item held a memory, and each memory felt like a heavy weight. He spent an hour looking at the stones. He remembered the smell of the salt water and the sound of his father’s voice.

By noon, the floor was covered in things, but the silver pen was nowhere to be found.

Santiago sat on the floor among his memories. He felt tired. His back ached. He looked at the beautiful navy blue notebook on the table. The list was still there. The dream was still there. But the pen was missing.

He looked at his phone. There was a message from Mateo.
Are you coming to the cafe? We are all meeting at one o’clock.
Santiago felt a familiar pull. The cafe was warm. His friends would be there. They would talk about sports and politics and jokes that made him forget about the heavy feeling in his heart. It was easy to be the Santiago who laughed at the cafe. It was hard to be the Santiago who opened a business.

I cannot come, Santiago started to type. I am busy fixing my life.

He paused. He deleted the words. He did not want to sound dramatic. He did not want his friends to ask questions he could not answer.

Maybe later, he typed instead. I have a few things to finish here first.

He put the phone down and looked at the mess on the floor. He felt a sudden urge to clean everything. If he cleaned the entire apartment, surely the pen would appear. And if the apartment was clean, his mind would be clear. A clear mind was essential for a new business owner.

“Yes,” he said. “That is the real problem. I cannot find the pen because the house is not organized. I will spend the day cleaning. Then, tomorrow, I will find the pen. And on Monday, I will start the new life.”

He felt a sense of relief. He had a plan. The plan felt logical. It felt safe. He went to the kitchen to find a broom and some soap. As he walked, he passed the mirror in the hallway.

He saw a man with dark hair and kind eyes. He saw a man who looked exactly like the boy who used to dream of painting the world. But he also saw the small lines around his eyes. He saw the way he carried his shoulders—slightly hunched, as if he were protecting himself from a wind that only he could feel.

“Just one more day of preparation,” Santiago told his reflection. “It is important to do this correctly.”

He spent the next three hours scrubbing the floors. He washed the windows until they sparkled. He folded his clothes and placed them in neat rows. He felt productive. Every time he finished a task, he told himself he was one step closer to the studio. He was building the foundation.

But deep down, in a place he did not like to visit, a small voice was speaking. It was a quiet voice, but it was persistent.

You are just moving dust, the voice said. The pen is not the reason you are staying in this room.

Santiago ignored the voice. He turned on the radio to drown it out. He listened to upbeat music and focused on the soap bubbles in the sink. He was doing well. He was being a responsible adult.

As the sun began to set, the apartment was cleaner than it had ever been. It smelled of lemon and fresh air. Santiago stood in the center of the living room and looked around. It was perfect.

He walked back to the box of old letters. He reached inside, his heart beating a little faster. He moved a stack of envelopes. He looked under a pile of old sketches.

The pen was not there.

He looked in the kitchen drawers. He looked under the bed. He looked inside the pockets of all his coats.

The silver pen was gone.

Santiago sat down on his bed. The silence of the apartment felt very loud now. The lemon scent did not feel fresh anymore; it felt cold. He looked at the navy blue notebook on the table. It was the only thing out of place in his perfectly clean room.

He realized that he had spent the entire day preparing for a beginning that had not happened. He had cleaned every corner of his home, but he was still the same man. He was still the assistant to the insurance salesman. He was still the man who was afraid to fail.

The sun disappeared behind the tall buildings of Buenos Aires. The sky turned a deep, bruised purple. Santiago stayed in the dark for a long time. He thought about his grandfather. His grandfather had not waited for a silver pen to start his bakery. He had started with flour and water and a fire that he had to build himself.

Santiago reached out and turned on the small lamp next to his bed. The light was yellow and soft. He looked at his hands. They were clean, but they were empty.

He stood up and walked to the table. He picked up a cheap plastic pen that he had taken from his office. It was blue and had a cracked cap. It was not special. it was not a symbol. It was just a tool.

He opened the notebook. He looked at the pencil line at the bottom of the first page.

I will begin as soon as I find my grandfather’s silver pen.

He took the plastic pen and drew a thick, dark line through those words. He crossed them out until they were impossible to read.

He felt a surge of energy. It was not the warm glow of hope from the morning. It was something sharper. It was a realization. He did not need a sign. He did not need a special tool. He just needed to move.

He picked up his phone. He did not call Mateo. He searched for the phone number of the man who owned the small studio space on the corner of the street.

His finger hovered over the call button.

His heart pounded against his ribs. He thought about all the things that could go wrong. He could lose his savings. People could hate his art. He could realize that he was not as talented as he hoped. The fear was a cold wall in front of him.

“I am almost ready,” he whispered.

But then, he remembered the clean apartment and the empty day. He remembered the feeling of scrubbing floors instead of painting dreams.

He was about to press the button when the phone began to vibrate in his hand. It was not the studio owner. It was an international number he did not recognize. The country code was from Japan.

Santiago frowned. He did not know anyone in Japan.

He answered the phone.

“Hello?” he said. His voice was a little shaky.

“Santiago?” a woman’s voice asked. She sounded far away, and there was a lot of noise behind her. She sounded breathless, as if she had been running.

“Yes, this is Santiago. Who is this?”

There was a moment of static. Then, the woman spoke again.

“My name is Mei. I am calling from Tokyo. I found something that belongs to you. It was inside an old wooden desk that was shipped here by mistake.”

Santiago’s breath caught in his throat.

“A desk?” he asked.

“Yes,” Mei said. “A very old desk with a secret compartment. Inside, there is a silver pen with the name Santiago engraved on the side. And there is a letter. A letter that says it must be delivered to you before the world changes.”

Santiago looked at his clean apartment. He looked at the plastic pen in his hand. The silence of the room was suddenly filled with the sound of a thousand possibilities.

“The world is changing?” Santiago asked.

“It is,” Mei said softly. “But first, I think you need to tell me how to get this to you. Or perhaps, you should come and get it yourself.”

Santiago looked at his list. He looked at the crossed-out words. He felt the weight of the plastic pen. The "one last thing" had just become something much bigger than a pen. It had become a journey.
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Chapter 2: Fragile Foundations
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Santiago held the telephone against his ear so tightly that his hand began to ache. The voice from Tokyo felt like a thin thread connecting him to a different world. He looked around his apartment. The walls were painted a soft, cream color. The floors were still damp from his cleaning. Everything was in its place, yet suddenly, the room felt like a cage.

“I do not understand,” Santiago said. He sat down on the edge of his bed. “That desk was sold many years ago. It was sold after my grandfather passed away to help pay the taxes on his bakery. How could it be in Japan?”

“The world is a very small place for furniture,” Mei replied. Her voice was light, but there was a serious tone beneath it. “I work for a company that restores antique wood. This desk was part of a large shipment from South America. It was in poor condition, so it sat in our warehouse for a long time. Yesterday, I finally began to work on it. When I removed the back panel to fix a crack, I found a hidden drawer.”

Santiago closed his eyes. He could picture the desk perfectly. It was made of dark, heavy oak. It smelled like old paper and the sweet, almond scent of his grandfather’s pipe tobacco. He remembered sitting under that desk as a child while his grandfather worked on the accounts for the bakery. He had always thought of it as a mountain—strong, permanent, and unshakable.

“What does the letter say?” Santiago asked. His heart was beating with a slow, heavy rhythm.

“It is written in Spanish,” Mei said. “My Spanish is not perfect, but the words are very clear. It is addressed to 'The grandson who waits for the right time.' It says that the pen is not for writing. It says the pen is for opening a door. And it says you must come to the place where the sun rises to find the key.”

Santiago felt a chill run down his spine. He was not a man who believed in magic or destiny. He believed in lists and preparation. He believed in doing things in the correct order. But this felt different. It felt like his grandfather was speaking to him from across the ocean and across time.

“I cannot just go to Tokyo,” Santiago whispered. “I have a job. I have a lease. I have... I have things I must do here.”

“Are those things making you happy, Santiago?” Mei asked.

The question was simple. It was not meant to be a trap. It was asked with a genuine curiosity that made Santiago’s throat feel tight. He looked at the navy blue notebook on his table. He looked at the list of things he wanted to do. None of those things had started yet. He was still in the preparation phase. He was building foundations, but he realized now that those foundations were made of sand. They were fragile. They were just excuses to keep him from moving.

“I am an assistant to an insurance salesman,” Santiago said, as if that explained everything. “I help people plan for disasters. I help them prepare for the worst things that can happen. It is a responsible life.”

“It sounds like a life where you are always looking at the ground,” Mei said softly. “Perhaps you should look at the sky for a while. The pen is here. The letter is here. I will keep them safe for one week. After that, my boss will want to sell the desk, and I do not know what will happen to the things inside.”

“One week?” Santiago cried out. “That is impossible! It takes thirty hours to fly to Japan. It costs more money than I have saved for my studio.”

“Sometimes the cost of staying is higher than the cost of going,” Mei said.

There was a sound of a bell ringing in the background of her call.

“I must go now, Santiago. The shop is opening. I hope I will see you. I think your grandfather knew you would need a reason to leave that room.”

The line went dead.

Santiago pulled the phone away from his ear and stared at the screen. He felt as if he had just been hit by a wave of cold water. He looked at his apartment. It was so clean. It was so organized. But it felt empty. The lemon scent he
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