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Dedicated to all Inhabitants of the Sea



Earth provides enough to satisfy every man’s needs, but not every man’s greed

Mahatma Gandhi
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I – A Different Day
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My name is Luís but everybody calls me Gigi. Something very strange happened to me and I'd like to tell you about it.

I don't think the adults will believe me, so I won't even waste time with them.

I live in a house near the beach. As a matter of fact my house is really on top of the beach over the sand dunes and was built with big granitic rocks as a foundation.

It’s an isolated house and I have no neighbors. The house is a little damaged and gloomy too and was built long ago by my grandparents. They decided to build their house on the beach because, like me, they loved the sea.

Surrounding only sand dunes and small

vegetation and some cactus. Not more than that.

One morning...a crazy thing happening to me.

I was walking along the beach coast. One grey day with low tide but windy and threatening rain, when I saw some strange Starfish on the seafront of the beach. A blue Starfish.

Perhaps some strong wave pushed the Starfish from the ocean to the sand.

She looked tired and without any strength and for sure she should return immediately to the sea or she probably would dry up and die.

I couldn’t allow that.

She was so pretty, but at the same time, so sad. I decided to bring the Starfish to my house to take proper care of it. I wanted to return the Starfish to the sea after full recovery.

In my house I built an improvised aquarium with a glass jar, I put sand, some small algae and salt water.

The Starfish found her new house.

In the following days I took care of the Starfish. I had several strategies so the Starfish could recover well and fast. She had to survive and return to the sea as soon as possible. That was my mission.

As the days went by I saw the Starfish changing gradually the color. It wasn't the same blue, it gradually turned turquoise. Always though, this turquoise color would be a wonderful disguise to avoid predators in the deep sea. However, I couldn’t understand who can do bad things to a beautiful and fragile Starfish.

But nature can be very cruel sometimes.

I never saw the turquoise sea, but they say it is the most beautiful color the sea can be.

A week later I saw the Starfish much better and brighter... She looked strong and fully recover.

My mission was over and I should return it into the sea immediately.

So, I picked her carefully up using an old scarf of my Grandmother’s. When I was preparing to leave home, I heard a voice trembling and week...

- Please wait – said the voice It was strange.

My parents weren’t home. By the way, nobody was home like always.

Who would have spoken...I thought. It could be Lina, the seagull, asking for food.

And again...


-  Wait, don’t leave me to the sea. I need to ask you a favor. – Said again ...the voice.



Am I going crazy? The starfishes don’t speak, or was I 

starting to hear voices? I wondered.


-  Who is speaking? – I asked – The inhabitants of the seas don’t speak

-  I do and I must ask you a favor- said the Starfish – I didn’t risk my life swimming out of the ocean for nothing. I must ask you a favor. My friends and I have watched you for a long time.

-  But who are they? There’s more than one?

-  Yes. My team is huge. There’s a lot of us, but only I can speak with you. So, I left the sea risking my own life and I stayed in the low tide waiting for you...

-  But waiting for me for what? – I asked incredulous.

-  We have a big problem in the ocean. Three of us got together as a team to solve the problem, but we need an ally and we decided to choose you. You are the one.

-  But let’s go step by step. First why do you talk and second what do you want of me – I said.

-   
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-  We know who you are because we observed you for a long time. We know you love the oceans and you always protect us. We thought a lot before decide to talk to you. We don’t want to scare the human species, for sure, but you’re special. We think you are the best ally we need for our special project - Said the Starfish.

-  But what do you need from me? What can I do? I don’t understand why a Starfish can talk with me ... - I asked.

-  Every inhabitant of the oceans can communicate with each other. But in a different way... a special way. We do by ultrasounds...But to communicate with humans only a few of us can do. I’m part of that group. I have a special skill that allows me to speak with humans.

-  You can say I’m special, but I cannot say more than this because you’ll not understand...- Said the Starfish

-  I see

-  We need a special ally totally dedicate and faithful.

-  OK. What do you need? - I asked

-  In a minute...first you need to swear that you’ll join us and you must make the special ocean pledge. Only then you can understand our problem...

-  It means?

-  Our problem is huge. We bear what was possible. Now we really have to take measures otherwise we’ll not survive- Said the starfish – as you know the Human Spice is contaminating our oceans. There’s tons and tons of garbage in our environment, as you know the sea. We are asphyxiated. In such a way that we cannot bear anymore. The situation is unbearable...

-  What is asphyxiated?

-  Asphyxiate is running out of air. It means, without oxygen, which is a part of the water and which allows every species to breathe under water, we cannot survive. – Said the Starfish

-  Really? I didn’t know that


Yes. Probably the problem is bigger than you think. 


-  But in the face of our despair we were forced to take extreme measures. We join our biggest ocean brains and after some meetings and hours of discussions they got a conclusion. To solve our problem we need to build a very special machine to clean the plastic from the oceans. And you will build our machine. – Said the Starfish

-  I cannot do it. I’m too small to help you.

-  We don’t agree. You’ll not work alone. You’re only the external part we need so our project can be done and work properly. We’ll build the machine together. You‘ll help us... - Said the Starfish.

-  I keep saying that I don't understand how I can help you... I understand your drama, but maybe you should call someone who specializes in this kind of work.. – I said.

-  We can only count on you. Because we trust you and for our project we can only count on somebody who understands us and is able to help us without asking anything in return. So, we think first you need to know our team then you must see up close our problem. So, we propose that you need to do a journey on a boat. Then you will understand everything. We are completely sure you can help us. – Said the Starfish.


-  But what will my parents say?


-  Gigi, to be on this mission you must do some sacrifices. To make it work you must be deeply committed. You’ll have sporadic journeys to a certain place where we plan to build our machine. You’ll leave early in the morning, and you’ll return in the evening before your parents get home. Anyway, you’ll never be alone...

-  I’m afraid...

-  Don’t be, you’ll all the time be escorted by our best guardians.

-  So, what should I do?

-  One of the next days you must go on a boat with us. It should be the first and most important journey. You’ll meet my friends and the structure of our organization. On that trip, you’ll see with your eyes what bothers us. In other words, the garbage that stacks up many places of the ocean. Then you will know the project. You need to understand what we plan to do and what solution we have found. We think it will work, but alone we cannot do it. - Said the Starfish, patiently.

-  And when should I leave? – I said, suspicious

-  Gigi, can you come tomorrow or in the next few days?

If you agree...

-  I don’t know what to say ...

-  We will do this starting tomorrow and for the next few days I will be in the small lagoon.

-  On the low tide near the beaked rock around nine in the morning. If you decide to join us, you’ll come with me and my friends. We will go on a journey together and we will start this epopee...Now you must think in everything I told you and when you feel ready you’ll came to me. So, now I’d appreciate it if you’d let me go and you can return to your home too. I must return urgently. Think and decide. I’m completely sure I can count on you – Said the Starfish.


So I did.

I let the starfish on a rock partially submerged. So she could return home.

But I didn’t expect all that. I thought about everything she told me, and if everything was true, probably I was the first human to talk with someone from the ocean.

But everything made sense. Perhaps alone they couldn’t do anything to solve the problem. Me, alone, also. So we’ll join forces and I’ll become a member of the Salvation Team.

Thinking about everything. Could it be a dream? I slowly returned to my home... but with a little detour...

I needed the opinion of Ismael.

Ismael is a lighthouse keeper who lives in a small wood house under the lighthouse.

In the end of the right pier, on a top of a rock formation there’s a lighthouse that is still working. The lighthouse keeper is Ismael, an old men, extremely thin with long white hair and a funny moustache in a shape of a horseshoe. The moustache is now yellowish because the pipe is always in Ismael mouth. Ismael could have left the profession long ago, in fact the lighthouse is fully automatic; however, he kept the light for so many years, he decided to stay even when the mayor fired him. He thought it better to stay, at any event. The importance of the lighthouse these days is relative because all the boats crossing the bay already have enough technology to issuing proximity warnings.

But Ismael didn’t agree...and he stayed stubborn every day in the lighthouse.

Ismael didn’t have many friends and had a bad temper, scowling, he protested a lot with all, but with me he was patient and once in a while we could talk. I asked many questions and he answered, always with knowledge.

I think nobody knows aa much about oceans as Ismael...so I knocked on his door...


-  Good morning Ismael, I need some advice. If you please


-  Good morning Gigi, what do you want from me?


-  I received a strange invitation to help, say, from some creatures. It is related to the oceans. I’m afraid to accept and I must go out on a boat intothe  deep sea, and if something went wrong, I don’t know what to do...

-  Well, for sure if somebody ask you for help it means these creatures think you can do what they want. Sometimes, we can feel fear, but most of the time we are much better than we think – Said Ismael.

-  Do you think so?

-  Yes. I don’t know what’s going on but if the problem is regarding the oceans, I think you must accept and go on. The sea or whatever it is needs help and we cannot deny help to anyone or anything.

-  But could it be dangerous?

-  Safe is staying home or staying in your bed, even that could be dangerous because your ceiling can fall down in your head...some life experiences only make us rich and they will give you some skills for your future. Look, I’m old and with much rheumatism because of years and years being exposed to this terrible fog, but if somebody belonging to the oceans 

ask me for help, I’d never refuse even for a second and will go. The rest would be solved, for sure...

-  Very well, thanks Ismael, I must be going now


-  See you...

I left Ismael’s house and finally on the way to my home.

On the back of my house there’s a little gravel road with a connection to the main road also in gravel. From the main road we can go to the village near to us.

Before living here I lived in the Village in a tiny house, but my parents were forced to sell that house and we settle here near the beach. We had no other option.

But my parents couldn’t repair the house on the beach. Only little things just to make up for it.

A huge grey chalet with brown wood windows. Perhaps too big for only three souls, but that was the solution my parents found to solve the financial problems, and we couldn’t get another place to live for free...

I think this house was very pretty in the past when was new.

Now, even it frames in this wild area I love, it’s nothing special but is the house I must live. So I cannot complain... a lot.

Sometimes I like, mostly when the sky is blue and there’s no wind, a very rare phenomenon on this beach. The sunset is a pretty moment of all day. The sun comes through the windows facing the sea and the house seems to light up as a whole.

These are good moments to live here, but most of the time is bad.

In this area the wind doesn’t let up and the sky is most of the time cloudy and sometimes it rains.

When it rains I like to watch my beach from the window.

I like to see the seagulls fighting against wind gusts and severe rain. Nevertheless, I think they like it. They enjoy it a lot.

But sometimes I’m afraid. Because the house is very dark and makes strange noises.

Then I escape to my attic. There I keep my stuff, my books, and my toys.

In the attic there’s a small chest where my grandparents kept their most precious things. Not really treasures but things that recorded their past...I think, because I never met my grandparents.

But I think they should be very nice persons.

Every grandchild should be obligated to meet their grandparents.

I like to open the chest, once in a while, to see all the travel pictures and the shell collection, but most of all the little black wood statues. I think they came from Africa.

My Grandparents liked to travel around Africa. In fact they made a lot of travels because everything is properly registered with photos and some kind of travel diary.

In fact my ancestors were much more adventurers and courageous than my parents. At a time without travel means and with natural existing difficulties they still do it.

I think nothing of stooping to explore others parts of the world. Amazing.

I don’t understand. Now life is much more difficult; without any money or means, people could do much more.

But if we want to do things, nothing can stop us to realize our dreams... it is a question of options.

In the chest there’s a box with some little glass jars with earth of several colors.

Each jar has a dated label with the name of a country where they collected the land. Strange...but sometimes I imagine that land its magic with had some kind of power and if I touch it will be able to transport me to that place. Similar to tele-transportation...but until today nothing really happened. It is cool...

Inexplicably, the little land samples still keep some kind of smell, very peculiar and enigmatic.

I don’t have any camera like my grandparents had or some little automatic camera that can print the photo in an instant. I could do my photo album, however I never went to any place, but who knows, someday I will do the same as my grandparents did.

But I do drawings, a lot, of everything that I see and like and I put on the wall of my attic. Perhaps, at Christmas time I will have my own camera with some lucky shots too.

My parents spend the day in the village working and I spend time at my house, on the beach and the sand dunes... But I don’t mind because I enjoy my time here...a lot. And I have my special two friends. I like to be with them, and I think they enjoy it too.

An old seagull and a dog.

I gave the name Lina to the old Seagull. She lives near my house and I even have a nice drawing on the attic wall of the old seagull flying over the waves.

Every time I decide to walk near the beach she appears and because she’s old she doesn’t have much strength to venture into deep sea to fish. So invariable she waits for me and my snacks.

She waits for me every morning
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