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As I grasped the Ten Loud Rocks and put them one over another in a symphony of wind, the stories unbound themselves from their shells and took place on the bright blank paper.
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I. The Sea

“The gullible taste of an aftermath echo.”

—Ivonne Metan

The sun was scorching his injured body. He was adrift on the sea on what looked to be once a part of a massive engine. The exhaustion, combined with thirst and hunger, took a toll on his mind. His face was boney, atrophied, dirty, with dried bloodstains, almost resembling a war figure. He couldn’t recall what had happened. Often, tragic events are eluded by one’s memory for their own sake.

The engine part that he was floating on was burning hot. A not-so-good property of a metal. His lifeless body was barely standing up, so he adopted a fetal state in time. The clothes he had on evoked modesty. They weren’t so much affected by the reason that got him here, except for the bloodstains.

He looked at the sky. No birds were flying. The overwhelming blue surrounded him. A darker tint was coloring his ground, and an opal jewel was in the sky. His mouth was opened, and his jaws were locked tight. Unable to close it for who knows how long, his tongue was starting to dry.

The man took out his shirt, soaked it in water, and put it on the engine part so his feet would stop burning. His beard grew longer every day. His nails would scratch the days passed on the metallic floor. He cursed the gods, the living, the water, the sky, the clothes, the beard, the nails, and the air. Everything that he could see or feel. All except the engine part.

He was tired of his existence. He was counting the multitude of things that he could remember. The man could do this with only one hand. Every day passes, and his sight darkens, losing hope of survival.

The man closes his eyes.

Darkness.

Emptiness.

The coldness of a misty trail on a winter’s morning.

He wanted to die and end the suffering. The dread was too hard to contain anymore. He held his breath as in an ultimatum, awaiting death.

The man was waiting.

And waiting.

The breeze of solitude hits his body and makes it tremble in fear. Waking him up, a seagull roars in the sky. The bird’s song was now bombarding his ears used to the waves. The music of the land is carried by the atmosphere.

The man raised to his feet and drew oxygen into his lungs. Refilling the precious gift he was about to give back a few moments ago. He was panting, hardly breathing, spitting on the sea, feeling like he was coughing his lungs out.

It started to smell like putrid fish and algae. More seagulls appeared, accompanying the first one. The land messenger was guiding the waves that propelled the engine part. A rocky shore started to appear; the sand was white.

He started crying as he swiftly approached the land. The man prays for forgiveness. The tears were pouring on his cheeks, running on his naked chest, down on his left arm. Looking at the right one, he starts to cry deeply. He ate his arm in the first days. Alas, the reckoning.

II. The Land

“.. / .-—/ .. -. / - .... . / -—..-. ..-. .. -.-. .”

—Ivonne Metan
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IT WASN’T EASY FOR him to trust the sand. As weeks passed on shallow ground, his body was seeking stability. His naked feet, touching the scorching white powder-like sand, made the man feel at ease. He raged, shouting how hard his lungs would let him. Finally, he felt freedom.

He took a stick and started to roam the beach, flipping over snail carcasses in search of a living one. When he got to the Eastern part of the island, where the sand meets the earth, he would have collected more than twenty-four snails.

The man took stones and arranged them in a circle on the ground. He then put an elongated stone on top of the others, stuffing beneath it dried weeds and his favorite walking stick. After more than a hundred tries, his hands were bloody from hitting rocks together for fire. When the blood started to drip on the elongated stone, a spark came out, followed by smoke.

The snails sitting in the middle of the elongated stone were slowly being cooked alive. A feast was scheduled for tonight. The next day the calendar showed a vigil.

The sky was full of dancing stars. The moon was full, raising the water level and taking the man’s metallic engine part away. When he finally woke up by the sand that started to scorch again, we felt a burden taken from his heart.

He took his time, washing his face on the sea, gargling, and spitting water to refreshen his breath. He dug a hole in which he would make his morning needs. And when the sun was nearly in the middle of the sky, he was already gone towards the ground part of the island.

A giant grassy plain with a few hills encompassed him. The air was clean and smelt like orchids. For some reason, he could also smell candles and tar. He looked in the distance. A smoky mountain was far.

He walked and walked, with his bare feet touching the grass. The ticklish sensation made him feel alive. He forgot that he was ever on the sea, as the homely feeling he was getting from this place made him feel contempt.

Each step he made felt like a hug. The heat from inside out made him feel the ghostly sensation of his right arm. He didn’t cry. He moved forward. 

He passed a hill. And then another.

No bird was flying anymore. The further he went inland, the barren the background. He heard the murmuring sound of water falling into a lake.

The man swiftly approached. Blue and green tints were reflected from the liquid mass. Two giant slabs of rock were situated on the southern margin of the lake, creating an artificial port. A dugout was docked there, with a cloaked tall man waiting for someone. For him.

The cloaked man makes no sound.

The cloaked man waits.

The cloaked man shivers from time to time.

The cloaked man has no eyes.

He walks on the slabs and then embarks on the dugout. His missing arm was now aching. 

The cloaked man moves his hand and makes him shush.

Slowly, they were moving towards the mountain.
III. The Mountain

“Not only slugs leave trails of homelessness.”

—Ivonne Metan

The dugout was moving slowly through the lake. It smelled like Sulphur, and bloated bodies were starting to float to the surface.

A terrifying quietness engulfed him like a wave from the deep ocean. And now, the man knew death would start to break on him soon.

He closed his mind to fight back death's oncoming. 

He was feeling a bizarre sensation. The lake suddenly turned into waterfalls as the mountain cracked open and revealed a vast system of caves. His heart raced, not wanting to believe his feelings were real.

His eyes widened, and it felt like their flesh had turned in a black dye. The lake was one of darkness, with the light coming only from the dugout. It was like being in a tunnel, illuminated by a single candle. Suddenly, the candle went out. He let out a massive scream from anxiety and fear as he thought about how being back here would kill him. 

He walked by the cave, with the darkness following closely, looking for its natural cracks and lines to get away from the horror.

Suddenly, a blinding white light illuminated the cave from within. He was now able to see every detail. His mind was now full of dread as his body shivered from fear. He was staring at an altar. The light started to move and form human-like silhouettes, like the ancient depictions of Greek Gods.

He was his own Sisyphus in prison.

The light made a piece of eerie music by the echoes that continued emitting from the cave, singing his death knell. He couldn't move or scream, his body refusing to cooperate from the overwhelming fear. This was hellish in his opinion as the mountain closed behind him and the sounds of moaning started to emanate from the other parts of the mountain.

The shadows stopped, leaving the light. His heart started racing, the veins on his neck and forehead pumping the fluid around. In the same spot, the shadow stopped to form the picture of an oracle of ancient Gods.

The statue cracks and the marble pours on the ground, melting, and moving the dugout through the Styx, the lake that would lead him to eternal suffering. He felt like an ant about to be crushed inside a colossal stone coffin. 

The moaning and wailing started from within the mountain, making his heart sink even lower into his inner cavity.

Everything started to shake, making horrible metallic sounds to come from the cave. The screech felt like a classical opera coming from the top of the cave formations, making his eardrums start to rupture. He felt the urge to run and escape from the scene, but everything was moving in slow-mo. 

This was an onslaught of terrifying proportions, and his mind couldn't come to the rescue this time around. The fear and anguish were too much for him. The man's missing arm hurt more and more, and he was feeling dizzy, not able to stand by the weight of this. The tears started falling again. He didn't make a sound as the scene continued to intensify and to move.

His legs refused to take footsteps. They became limp, unable to make him walk forward. He kept crying, begging, and pleading for help that would never come.

Ticklish hair and blood started dropping onto his chest and face, melting from the salty liquid, and making its way down the mountain. His hair started growing rapidly as if it was absorbing a certain nutrient. He became stronger, like it was a natural effect of a forbidden elixir. He had no more energy, though.

His feet found some strength in them, pulling at his body, wanting to drag the man.

His mind tried to fight the invisible threads that were trying to prevent any human-type movement or to escape from the horrific images and sounds that were overtaking his fragile being.

He closed his eyes, and darkness prevailed like his eyelids were made to create. His mind tried to comprehend in his feeble way what all this could mean.

He made his knees collapse, and he was lying prone in the cave. He looked up towards the darkness at the top of the caves, full of fear, ready to pounce.
IV. The Airplane

“If the anguish is stronger than you, write a eulogy for it.”

—Ivonne Metan

He woke up above the Atlantic in an airplane. He was piloting in the night sky, looking at the massive body of water the size of a galaxy, reflecting stars. In his right hand was a red navigational stick. He could see the light of Havana on the horizon, the city his wife told him he never loved. On the other hand, behind him, he felt his seat's back start to give way under him, and it would only be a matter of a few moments before falling.

Everything became too close to his sight. He couldn't distinguish any detail. Even so, he started laughing from inside the mouth of terror. He saw the ground approaching rapidly with his now fully developed eyes and started singing loudly and crying to make the airplane crash. The pressure of his laughing throat muffled the words.

“I never told that I loved you, but that my love is here with me for eternity, and never dies...”

The ground appeared before him, and his laughter turned into sobbing as he pressed the stick's button.

The plane made screeching noises, vibrating
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