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Tone: Emotional, atmospheric, redemptive

Setting: A quiet coastal town (modern-day; somewhere timeless and small, with fog, cliffs, sea birds, and the constant sound of waves)

Theme: Healing, rebirth, the courage to rebuild one’s life
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ACT I — The Silence
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​Chapter 1 – The Silent Apartment
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I arrived before dawn, when the town still slept and the gulls hadn’t started their arguments with the sea. The taxi stopped at the end of a narrow street that sloped toward the water. Mist hung low, blurring the edges of things—the way memory does when you’ve looked at it too long.

Mara’s guesthouse stood at the corner: white paint worn thin, windows clouded by salt. She handed me a brass key without ceremony, as if she understood that conversation was a currency I couldn’t afford yet.
“Top floor. The one facing the waves,” she said.
I thanked her, though my voice sounded unused, like paper tearing.
The apartment was small enough that I could see every corner without turning my head. A cot against one wall, a desk scarred with old knife marks, a single window framing the restless gray of the sea. The air smelled of salt, wood varnish, and something faintly chemical—paint thinner, perhaps. It reminded me of studios I used to haunt when life still had edges bright enough to cut.

I set my suitcase on the floor and listened. Beneath the wind, the waves moved in their slow, endless rhythm—coming, leaving, coming again. I tried to match my breathing to it.

People say the ocean is cleansing, but I didn’t come here to be clean. I came because the city was too loud, because silence there was impossible, because grief echoes differently when other lives are pressed so close against yours. Here, the loneliness at least belongs to me.

When the sun finally rose, it did so reluctantly—thin light spilling over the water like diluted milk. From this window I could see the pier stretching into the fog, a few figures already moving—fishermen, maybe, or ghosts. I told myself I would stay inside today, unpack slowly, find where the kettle was kept. But the sea kept whispering, and I kept answering, not with words but with the kind of attention you give a wound to see if it’s still bleeding.

There is a chair by the window. I sit there now, writing in this new notebook, telling myself that if I can describe what I see, perhaps I’ll begin to see myself again.

Outside, the gulls finally wake, and the day begins.
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​Chapter 2 – The Woman by the Window
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I spent most of the morning perched by the window, watching the town wake in fits and starts. Smoke curled from chimneys, and the gulls argued over a scrap of driftwood. A dog barked somewhere below, and I imagined its owner dragging it toward work, toward routines I could no longer remember.

Mara moved through the guesthouse quietly, her footsteps a soft rhythm on the worn wooden floors. She appeared in the doorway to my room once, carrying a tray with a cup of tea and a small plate of bread.

“I made enough for two,” she said, setting it down. “I’ll leave it here. You can eat when you feel like it.”

I nodded, too aware of my inability to speak more than necessary. Mara didn’t press, didn’t ask questions. That was the first thing I noticed about this place: people here didn’t demand stories, didn’t insist on peeling back the layers of your life before you were ready.

The tea smelled faintly of chamomile and salt. I held the cup in my hands, letting its warmth seep into my fingers. Through the window, I watched a woman walking along the pier. She moved with a strange purpose, head down, shoulders hunched. She reminded me of myself—though perhaps it was just the loneliness reflected back, as if the sea had conjured a mirror.

I wanted to wave, to call out, to break whatever invisible spell held us both in isolation. But I didn’t. I only watched, letting the waves carry the thought away.

The town seemed to breathe around me: doors opening, voices greeting, carts rattling over cobblestones. I was an observer, and that felt safe. Safe enough to remember how it felt to be a part of something without being required to participate.

Still, I thought of the woman on the pier as I sipped my tea. There was something deliberate in her stride, something I could not name. Perhaps it was courage—or perhaps it was just survival.

I stayed there for hours, half-listening to the gulls, half-listening to the tide, letting the small rhythms of this place press against the raw edges of my own. By the time the sun climbed high, I felt the faintest stirrings of curiosity, a sensation that had long been buried: the quiet, tentative pull of life outside my walls.

I didn’t know her name, and she didn’t know mine. And yet, for the first time in a long while, I felt less entirely alone.
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​Chapter 3 – The Pier
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I walked to the pier in the late afternoon, the sky a wash of gray and gold, the kind of light that makes you feel both small and infinite at the same time. The salt air was sharper here, more immediate, carrying the tang of fish and seaweed, and the distant cry of gulls. I took it in slowly, as if inhaling could somehow settle the tension in my chest.

A boy sat on the edge of the pier, legs dangling over the water, a sketchbook balanced precariously on his knees. His pencil moved quickly, almost nervously, and I realized he was drawing the boats swaying gently in the harbor. He didn’t notice me at first, lost in his own world of lines and shadows.

I wanted to look away, to retreat back into the safety of observation, but something held me. Maybe it was the focus he had, or the way his small hands clutched the pencil as though the world depended on it.

“Your boats... they’re good,” I said quietly, unsure why I spoke.

The boy jumped slightly, glancing up at me. He squinted against the late afternoon sun, then smiled—a small, cautious smile, the kind of smile that comes when you’re not sure if anyone will notice.

“Thanks,” he said. His voice was soft, hesitant. “I like drawing them. They... they move in interesting ways.”

I nodded. “They do. They sway like they’re alive.”

He tilted his sketchbook toward me, showing the intricate lines of hulls and ropes, shadows bending over the water. It was impressive. “I’ve been working on this one for days,” he admitted.

“You’re very patient,” I said, though my words felt clumsy. I wasn’t used to speaking, and even less used to talking to someone who wasn’t trying to fix me or ask me questions I wasn’t ready to answer.

“I guess I have to be,” he said, shrugging. “If I rush, it looks wrong.”

We lapsed into silence, the kind of quiet that isn’t empty but full of things you don’t have words for. The waves licked the pier, rhythmical and insistent, and I realized I hadn’t noticed the ache in my shoulders—the weight of all the days I had carried alone.

“Do you... like the sea?” I asked, almost afraid of my own curiosity.

The boy looked at me, eyebrows raised. “Of course. I mean... it’s scary sometimes. But mostly... I like it.”

“I used to feel that way,” I said, and my voice caught. I wasn’t sure if I was speaking to him, or just to the wind.

He didn’t ask questions. He just nodded and went back to his drawing, his pencil scratching the page with care. And somehow, in that quiet companionship, I felt the first tentative stirring of something I hadn’t allowed myself to feel in months: hope.

The sun dipped lower, and the sky turned violet. I lingered
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