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WHWEN YOU RETURN TO THE BEACH

EPILOGUE

DEDICATION


When You Return to the Beach

FIRST SCENE

As the plane began its descent toward Monastir, she saw that color through the oval window—the one that existed only there. Not quite blue, not quite turquoise, but something in between, as if the sea had decided to play the role of the sky for a few days. Her stomach tightened slightly, not because of turbulence, but because of that feeling she always had when she left Slovenia: that something was going to happen, that something would find her, not she it.

When she stepped out of the plane, the heat hit her—not just temperature, but a soft hand that wrapped itself around her shoulders. The smell of salt, gasoline, spices, distant kitchens, sand rising from the road. Everything was different, yet familiar, as if she had been here once before, in another life she never truly lived.

At the hotel, they greeted her with a smile that was too wide to be European and too warm to be professional. But she accepted it, because she was here to let go for a few days. To forget. To step away from what always waited for her at home—work, routine, the silence that was sometimes too loud.

When she stepped onto the hotel terrace, she saw the animators. A group of young men moving with a lightness that was almost dance-like, as if their bodies were made of music. And among them was him.

He was taller than the others, slender, with shoulders that leaned slightly forward, as if he was always preparing to say something, show something, do something. When he turned toward her, she noticed that look—not intrusive, not bold, but curious, warm, almost cautious. As if he knew she was someone he shouldn’t scare away.

She learned his name only later, when he came to her, when he stepped close enough that she could see tiny light flecks in his dark eyes.

“Bill,” he said, with a soft accent that made his name gentler than it should have been.

And she said her name, and as she spoke it, she felt she said it differently than at home—softer, more open, as if her name too had come on holiday.

When he smiled, she felt that first, barely noticeable shift in her stomach. Not love. Not desire. Just a promise. That quiet, almost invisible promise that something would happen, if she allowed it.

SECOND SCENE — English Translation

When she saw him the next day, he was different from the night before. Not different in how he behaved, but in how she saw him. Maybe because she was rested, maybe because she was ready, maybe because yesterday she had still been half in Slovenia, and today she was fully here, in this heat that softened the edges of people.

Bill stood by the pool, his long curly hair falling over his shoulders in soft, light strands that the sun kept coloring as it touched them. He didn’t have that inflated body the animators in commercials have. He was slender, almost fragile, yet in that fragility there was something stronger than muscle—gentleness that was visible from afar, as if he had been born with it.

When he noticed her approaching, he raised his hand—not high, not theatrical, but the way someone lifts a hand when they’re genuinely happy to see a person they met only yesterday but already sensed.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice softer than the night before.

As if overnight he had become calmer, more open, more willing to be exactly what he was: a man who knew how to listen, who knew how to be quiet, who knew how to be present.

When she stepped closer, she noticed a thin leather bracelet on his wrist, worn down as if he had been wearing it for years. And when he lifted his hand to show her where the morning yoga started, she saw his fingers—long, gentle, almost musical, like the fingers of someone who knows how to hold things without breaking them.

“If you want, you can come,” he said. “It’s not hard. Just breathing.”

And she went.

Not because she cared about yoga, but because she cared about him.

Because he was different from the men she knew at home—there they were all somehow hard, somehow closed, somehow occupied with themselves. Bill was open, gentle, sensitive, attentive, as if he were made of some other substance—softer, warmer, more human.

When they sat on the ground, he was close enough that she could see how his curls moved when he leaned forward. And when he placed his hands on his knees, he did it so gently, as if touching something that could break.

“Breathe,” he said.

And she inhaled.

And when she exhaled, she felt she had let go of something she had carried from Slovenia—the tension, the quiet sadness, the feeling of not being seen.

Bill saw her.

Not as a tourist. Not as a woman on holiday. Not as someone who would leave in a week.

He saw her as a human being.

And she felt it.

THIRD SCENE 

That day, when the sun stood high above the hotel roofs and the air trembled with heat, Bill came to her with that natural lightness that was so characteristic of him—as if he never hurried, as if he never walked too fast, as if every step he took was deliberate, soft, almost quiet. His curly hair was slightly damp, probably from a morning shower, and when he smiled, the curls shifted so gently she felt she was watching something more natural than the wind.

“We’re going to the desert today,” he said, and there was something in his voice that sounded like an invitation, not a hotel program. “If you want, you can come with us. It’s not mandatory. But I think you’ll like it.”

She didn’t know why he said it so gently, as if he didn’t want to impose anything on her, as if he wanted to leave her space to choose. And it was exactly that space that drew her in—because at home there was no space; at home everything was somehow predetermined, predictable, closed. Bill, however, was open, as if he were made of light that wasn’t afraid to scatter.

As they drove toward the desert, she sat in the back seat of the jeep, while Bill sat in front, next to the driver, turning toward her every time he wanted to say something. His long fingers moved through the air as he talked about the hills, the sand, about how the colors changed throughout the day, and she watched how his curls shifted each time he leaned forward.

When they reached the edge of the desert, she felt that silence—different from the silence at home. At home, silence was heavy; here, it was soft, as if the desert knew people came here to calm down, to find themselves. Bill stepped toward her and offered his hand, not because he had to, but because that was who he was—attentive, gentle, sensitive, a man who touched in a way that didn’t frighten.

“The sand is hot,” he said. “But if you walk slowly, it’s pleasant.”

And she walked slowly, beside him, and when he lightly touched her elbow to guide her toward the viewpoint, she felt that tiny, almost invisible electric shift under her skin—not passion, not desire, but that first, tender realization that someone was there, someone was close, someone who saw her.

When they stood on the hill, Bill raised his hand and pointed toward the horizon, where the sand spilled into colors she didn’t know how to name. “Here,” he said, “it’s the most beautiful at sunset. If you want, you can come again tomorrow.”

And she knew she would come.

Not because of the desert. Not because of the view. But because of him—because of his gentleness, his sensitivity, his quiet presence that felt more real than anything she had at home.

As they drove back to the hotel, he sat beside her, this time in the back seat, and when the jeep shook slightly, his elbow touched hers. He didn’t pull away. He didn’t apologize. He simply stayed there, as if that touch were something natural, something that happens when two people are close enough not to fear each other.

And she didn’t pull away.

FOURTH SCENE 

The next day, Bill came to her with that quiet determination that was so characteristic of him—not a loud or forceful determination, but the soft, almost invisible kind you only notice once it happens. His curls were dry this time, slightly tousled, as if he had just returned from a morning run along the beach, and when he smiled, she felt as if the sun smiled with him.

“Today we’re going to the Bedouins,” he said. “It’s not touristy. It’s real.”

And she knew she would go.

Not because of the exoticness.
Not because of the photographs.
But because of him—because of the way he said it, as if he were offering her something that was part of him, part of his world, part of his life.
As they drove inland, she watched the landscape change—first low houses, then fields, then no more fields at all, only sand that was first pale, then darker, then almost orange. Bill sat beside her, this time in the middle, and when the jeep jolted, his hip brushed against hers. He didn’t move away. He didn’t apologize. He simply stayed there, as if that touch were something natural, something that happens when two people are close enough not to fear each other.

When they arrived at the Bedouin village, she felt that silence—different from the hotel silence. The hotel silence was full of voices, full of music, full of people trying to be happy. Here, the silence was full of life, full of work, full of reality.

The Bedouins welcomed them with a smile that wasn’t touristy but purely human. The women wore long dark dresses, the men sat on the ground, the children ran between stones, goats, and old pots arranged the way life had arranged them, not aesthetics.

Bill stepped toward her and gestured for her to follow him.

His long fingers brushed her wrist—not to hold her, not to guide her, just to show her the direction. And that touch was so gentle she felt as if she had touched light.

“The market is here,” he said.

And when they stepped among the stalls, she felt that familiar scent from her travels—a mixture of spices, dust, sweat, dried fruit, old wood, metal warming in the sun. Bill walked beside her, slowly, as if he wanted to give her time to see everything, to feel everything, to not get lost in the flood of colors.

“If you want, you can try,” he said, pointing to a bowl of dates.

His voice was so soft she felt he was speaking only to her, not to the world.

When she took a date, his finger brushed hers—just lightly, just in passing, just naturally. And that touch was more real than anything that had happened before. Not because it was passionate, but because it was human.

As they walked on, she watched how Bill spoke with the Bedouins—not like a tourist, not like an entertainer, but like a man who knew them, who respected them, who understood them. His curls moved in the wind, his smile was warm, his posture relaxed, his gentleness visible in every gesture.

And she felt something that was more than a holiday.
More than romance.
More than a moment.
She felt that here was someone who could be part of her life, if she dared.

FIFTH SCENE 

When they left the market, Bill walked beside her so quietly she could hear only the soft rustle of sand beneath their feet. The Bedouins stayed behind, their voices slowly dissolving into the hot air, and she felt as if she had stepped from one world into another—from a world full of colors, scents, and sounds into a world full of silence, full of space, full of everything a person carries inside when they stop pretending.

Bill moved a little ahead, turned toward her, and smiled that soft, almost shy smile she had liked from the very first moment. His curls shifted in the wind, as if the desert itself had lifted a hand to touch his hair.

“You know,” he said, “the Bedouins say a person learns to hope only when they get lost.”

She looked at him, surprised by how seriously he said it.
Not like an entertainer, not like a guy amusing tourists, but like someone who had lived enough to understand what it means to be lost—in life, in people, in oneself.
“Have you ever been lost?” she asked, without thinking.

Bill looked toward the horizon, where the sand rose in soft waves, as if it were breathing.

“Many times,” he said. “But I always found my way back. Not alone. Someone had to find me.”

When he said that, he looked at her.
Not quickly, not intensely, but slowly, gently, as if giving her time to understand, to accept, to not be afraid.
And she felt something that was more than attraction, more than a holiday romance, more than a moment.

She felt he was one of those people who aren’t afraid to show their vulnerability.
And that was something she didn’t know at home.
When they reached the edge of the village, Bill walked up to an old Bedouin sitting on the ground, repairing a leather bag. The man looked up, smiled, and said something in Arabic. Bill bent down, gently took his hand, and replied in the same language—softly, respectfully, as if speaking to someone he had known for years.

“He says,” Bill told her when he returned, “that you have the eyes of someone who has been lost once before.”

She stopped.
Not because of the words, but because of the way Bill said them—without drama, without sentimentality, simply as a fact someone had seen in her.
“Is that bad?” she asked.

Bill shook his head.

“No. It means you know how to find yourself.”

And when he said that, he stepped closer.
Not too close, not intrusively, just enough for her to feel the warmth of his body, to see how his curls moved when he leaned slightly forward.
“Hoping,” he said, “is the hardest part. But the most beautiful.”

And she knew he was talking about her.
About what she carried inside.
About what had brought her here.
About what had begun between them.
SIXTH SCENE 

When they returned from the Bedouin village
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