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This book is a work of fantasy.

Characters and situations are the result of the author's
imagination and have the only purpose of giving truth to the
story.

Any similarity or reference to events, places or people, living
or dead, is purely coincidental.

Each reference to the Cuban people and folklore, especially of
Yoruba origins, wants to be a tribute to this extraordinary land,
rich in historical, cultural and religious references, present and
past.

Dedicated to...

This novel is dedicated to brave people who despite the dark
manage to grasp all the nuances of life.

And to all those who want to continue to be the bright shade
in someone's dark life, despite everything.

To my father who never told me how to live, but he lived and



made me observe how he did it.
With an open mind.



PROLOGUE

- I think I've been here before. -

The girl, walking along the corridor, touched the white wall
and followed the path with two fingers of her right hand.

She remembered the feeling of the cold floor, the feeling of
his bare feet coming off and rising slowly, alternating in steps.

She also felt the long white nightgown, lightly brushing her
ankles, as well as the light weight of the dark braids that fell on
her shoulders, just as she wore them as a child.

She sensed the presence of a person by her side, but could not
understand who it was.

All that white bothered her a lot.

The reverberation of the cold light of the neon lights attached
to the ceiling did not allow her to have a clear vision but she
continued, dazzled and confused, with her gaze fixed on her.

- Have you ever had recurring and detailed dreams, so realistic
that you cannot understand if you are sleeping or are awake? -
Asked the girl.

- I think you shouldn't make confusion between dream and
life. -

The calm and reassuring voice answered. Then she continued:

- I will ask you another question and I know you will forgive
me: have you ever been on a train and from the window see the
one next to it move? -



The girl nodded with a nod.

- Well see, we've all had at least once, the distorted perception
that our train is leaving. Instead it stands there, motionless.

We are still and also our train.

It is a bit like life, we believe it is something personal in
constant movement and evolution, but only when the empty
tracks are revealed, beyond the glass, do we end up realizing that
we are still stuck in the same place.

In the same way, only when we perceive the emptiness that we
have in the soul, can we realize how deeply we are bogged down
in our pools, made of fears and regrets, disappointments, anger
and all the ballast of negative feelings that we carry with us.

We take for ourselves some episodes stolen from the life of
others, we put them together with crumbled parts of ours and we
have the illusion of an authentic experience.

But that's not our life.

It is the life that we would like but that we do not have, and it
is this lack that creates that emptiness.

Perhaps there is not even a remedy for that black hole in
the soul and the human being, too greedy and curious about
everything, should not waste precious time looking for it. -

- What do you mean? I don't understand ... —

The girl stopped to think.

- I mean, basically, if every person, man or woman, looked
inside, deep inside, who would ever admit to being completely
satisfied or happy, one hundred per cent, of the life they lead?



A car, a job, a family, a full fridge, a new sofa, a dog or a cat.

It doesn't matter if you have all this, all you need and even
the superfluous. Man will always feel that something is missing,
there will always be a hole, large or small that he will not know
how to fill. For some it is the evil of existing, others will call it
psychic pain, others with still different names. The time has come
for you to understand how to fill that void. Try Stella, maybe it's
the right time. -

At the end of the corridor, in front of the fourth door, the
presence handed her a small golden key which she grasped with
some hesitation.

Open and look who or what is inside, just like you did
with the other three doors before. -

So, as if she were projected onto a screen, she found herself
living someone else's life.



1. MARTA

Looking at her figure reflected in the large mirror in her room,
standing in front of her, Martha asked her: what do you want,
what are you missing?

But she already knew that she would only move her lips and
eyes in sync.

She stopped looking, she understood that all she needed to
pass the time was a new canvas, a brush, tempera paints and
Valium's bottle of her mother.

That bottle, that modern elixir that allowed her to appear so
perfect and socially "acceptable", so much so that she too was
a drug addict.

And this was the ritual of the evening, before the shadows
entered their room. She looked out the window and thought it
hadn't been long. She would have liked to feel the metallic smell
of the rain that, at that moment, was drawing fractures on the
glass that seemed to be sending it to pieces, at any moment.

Many asked her why she painted only still lifes. People were
convinced that it was desperation, death or other shit like that, but
she didn't have the answer and didn't pretend to have it, no more.
She only knew that she liked to paint woven baskets of rattan,
with dried fruit and autumn leaves inside, using the shades of
colors that most relaxed her, especially the brown, warm, orange
ones.



The sliding of the brush on the canvas, after imbibing it in
the color, gave it a serenity difficult to explain. It was the most
similar to the ecstasy there is, perhaps it was precisely that
creative ecstasy that all painters have experienced at least once in
their lives and that only in the older ones, originating from inner
motions, in the end generated masterpieces.

She spread the colors on the figures at regular intervals,
creating a rhythm, an alternation of full and empty spaces and
the empty surface became a score.

Time was dictated by the moment: it could be the chirping of
a cicada as the tinkling of wind chimes on the window opened
in summer.

In that instant, the sound of the rain on the glass acted as
a metronome, a fortuitous sequence of beats that followed one
another and gave life to the sound. She heard thunder and this
made her think of her grandmother who smelled of a good and
clean old woman, thanks to her jasmine colony.

She always told her a story, when in the bed she jumped at
the sound of thunder, looking for the cold and flourishing hands
that held hers to give her courage.

“It all started with Saint Peter's mother, a stingy and flawed
woman. Passed to a better life, the woman was relegated to hell
to pay for her sins. One day Peter, grieved for her, asked Jesus
to bring her up to Heaven.

Jesus replied that the woman had made too many mistakes in
life, but if he had found even one good deed, for love of Peter, he



would have made her go up. The saint then consulted his mother's
book of life and discovered only one good deed: she had given
to a poor man the skins of the potatoes she was peeling.

With those peelings the angels made a rope that was lowered
into hell.

The rope was very fragile, but sufficient for the light transport
of a single soul.

The woman, happy, grabbed it immediately, but at that point
other souls of the damned surrounded her to climb up behind
her. The woman screamed, warning the others to stay back.

The rope was just for her and she started kicking to keep the
damned away.

But in doing so, the fragile rope broke.

The cries of anger, together with the thud of the woman who
had fallen back into hell, became the sound of thunder that often
accompanies thunderstorms. So you have nothing to fear, it's her
own fault."

How much she wished she was with her at the time. She
decided the next day she would have called Alessandra, her best
friend.

- I wonder if she'd like to go to the mall tomorrow. - She
wondered.

Her parents were supposed to be back four days from ski
week. They had decided to save their marriage, even though
Marta had never believed in "heated soups", especially since she
saw her mother with another man.



From a human point of view, it was really difficult to feel even
an ounce of sympathy for her, but not because she was cheating
on her father, but because she had lately seen her as an inconstant,
sometimes envious and paranoid woman.

She was sure that she hadn't noticed her a few days earlier
when she was in the car.

She was waiting for him, she realized it when she saw the man
arriving a few minutes later, a man she had never seen before.

In that situation, contrary to what other teenagers angry at
their mother would do, she didn't tell anyone, much less her
father. "I have to stop now, put everything in order and get into
bed."

They were about to arrive, as they do every night at that
hour: twenty-three and three-quarters would suddenly appear,
a shadow from the mirror and then immediately afterwards
another smaller one. She didn't know what they were, but she
was sure they came for her and wanted something from her.

She never thought to tell anyone, because no one would believe
her.

And then here they came, fast, stealthy, dark, dark.

A hand came out of the wall, crossed the mirror and then the
rest of her body made its way, it lay on the floor, slowly dragging
itself towards the footboard of her bed, to go up again, floating
lightly on the pink moleskin sheet, until it was on top of her,
parallel to her body and only a few centimetres away from the
ethereal substance it was made of.



The creature's eyes glistened as if they were made of liquid
metal, black and heavy.

Marta did not move, paralyzed by terror. She could not make
even a small sound, hypnotized and enraptured by the rustling
of her clothes.

She looked around and remembered that she was alone, so
she begged that being not to hurt her, whispering bumpy and
confused words until, in the same way they had arrived, the
shadows disappeared.

She talked about it only once in her family in the first period,
when it all began, a few years before.

She tried to inflict cuts and wounds on herself, hoping that the
pain would take her away from that dark evil.

Not getting much, she switched to smoking heroin on the
corners of the most hidden streets of the neighbourhood with a
boy, other times within the walls of the house when her parents
were at work.

The visions stopped for a few months, but her parents
considered the drug to be the cause and not the remedy and
locked her up for months in a clinic for psychiatric patients.

Those horrible visions were defined as nocturnal sleep
paralysis, hypnagogic hallucinations, a consequence of the lack
of regularity of circadian rhythms.

They put her on tranquilizers and after a few months of
methadone they sent her home.

As if it was enough just a trivial tablet, a physical numbness,



to heal the mortifications and dissatisfactions of the soul.

The hallucinations resumed on the very evening of her return
home, when she saw the ghostly presence across the living room.

She thought it must be a kind of divine punishment and
torment, deserved for having done something of which he was
unaware.

Since then, she decided to stop asking questions.

"Death or these "things," sooner or later they'll come for
me." She repeated her resignation to that discreet and punctual
company.

"Perhaps they will put an end to this torture when I beg them
to take me."

It almost seemed to her that during those temporal fractures
they were waiting for a nod, a precise expression of will to death.

But she wasn't ready to die yet.

She had her paintings to finish, their music to listen to.

The next morning she took the bus to the bus stop below her
house.

She waited for him for a few minutes and then saw him
coming. The driver closed the door with a smashing noise and the
bus moved, roaring deafly, with sudden scrapings and singulars.

The square was silent at that hour in the greyness of a Saturday
morning.

Flashes of fog enveloped the bell tower of the Matrix, you
could only hear the roar of the bus and the voice of a greengrocer
in the distance inviting women to buy oranges.



Her clothes were a little crumpled, but she had hidden them
under a long black coat that cleverly made her stand out from the
slender figure that Mother Nature had given her.

That figure, and the haughty-looking poise, had always made
her look older than her age.

If by some women, like those in the alley where her
grandmother lived and where she spent most afternoons after
school she was admired, by her classmates she was envied and
criticized: too tall, too thin or her butt too protruding.

The truth was that Marta had always been a beautiful girl and
certainly did not go unnoticed among teenage girls.

The latter, humiliated by a sense of impotence to beauty, had
such feelings that she was paradoxically inadequate and unworthy
compared to the others.

Except for Alessandra, she was a faithful friend.

They met in kindergarten and since then they have grown up
together: the same elementary school, then in middle school and
high school, even in the gym.

Alessandra's house was four, maybe five kilometres away, but
with a long uphill stretch heavy to do on foot.

When they were little, they often rode their bikes. The bus
suddenly nailed to the bus stop.

-Damn the brakes! - exclaimed the driver.

Finally, after a long time, she saw her friend again, visibly
excited about that ride together at the mall.

Between the two girls there was affection, constant and



industrious, and he was happy to see her standing up and feeling
good.

She pulled out of her closet a black miniskirt that she wore
with a turquoise t-shirt with little glitter that made her glow in
her clumsiness as an overweight girl.

- Do you think I've lost weight? How do I look in skirts? You,
on the other hand, well... you're damn skinny as a button! Are
you eating? —

Alessandra, among her schoolmates, was famous for her
exaggeratedly worn-out speech: she could speak for more than
an hour without being interrupted.

Her need to speak was so great that, in the absence of
interlocutors, she was able to speak to herself in the third person.

She was that high school student who was always expected to
speak.

The one the school headmaster couldn't stand and who, in
school meetings, was not afraid to take the microphone and leave
it until the school administration was challenged and demolished,
point by point.

Marta was one of the rare people to whom, if Alessandra
asked something, she would even listen to the answer. Because
despite all her problems, she felt she was tied to her, for a reason
unknown to her, with an invisible red thread.

She loved pass her temperas when she painted a canvas, to
hear those ramblings that even her mother didn't waste any more
time listening to.



She went to the kitchen and in the bowl she emptied pockets
on a cabinet, took the keys to her mother's Fiesta. In Marta's
company she felt more beautiful.

On the other hand, it is known that at school boys look for
the alpha, the leader of the pack to feel stronger and girls the
prettiest to feel more beautiful.

Their friendship was beautiful, the kind that everyone in
life should remember they had in time. They always shared
everything, when they had to vent, talk about a problem, do their
homework or have fun, the first contact was just the best friend.
And yet, because of one boy, Alessandra was put aside for a
while.

He was a guy everyone knew how to use drugs, a junkie.

As a good friend, she advised her to stay away from him, but
she didn't want to understand until the boy was taken away from
his father. Not even the judgment of the people was able to affect
the purity of such a natural and innocent feeling, that first love,
even if on the other side so violent.

They headed for the mall, visited the shoe store, then a
clothing store.

Finally, they went shopping at Arca, a pet shop, where
Alessandra bought a pink leather collar with fake glitter for Goga,
her beagle.

The girl was not used to make judgements about past events
and Marta liked this: she was simply a person who could listen
to another one in trouble.



They drove through the underground parking lot to get to the
car when, suddenly, Marta felt a strange sensation, a sort of déja-
vu.

The round, red and green lamps above each parking space, the
ones that indicate whether it is free or not, had suddenly turned all
red. The light reflected intermittently on the white border strip
below had become similar to the slow motion effect of American
films.

- Ale, we hadn't parked here, our parking was S3 not F8. -

Even Alessandra's steps had become slower, less fluid.

A dry leaf fluttered very slowly, completely asynchronically
with the wind that had pushed it upwards, a fraction of the time
sequence certainly altered.

Time seemed to have stopped, but she seemed to be the only
one who felt it. She turned left, saw the two shadows passing
in front of her, unconsciously brushing against Alessandra and
vanishing into thin air. Once dissolved, Marta breathed again,
saw the leaf hanging in the air falling on the leaden concrete at
the usual speed.

Her friend turned around and asked her something she did not
understand, still dazed by the vision. It was the first time she saw
them clearly outside her home, and this was enough to convince
her that something horrible was about to happen.

Alessandra started the engine with a keystroke after sitting in
the Audi.

- This is all wrong, something is wrong. -



- What's wrong? - Asked Alessandra intrigued as they
surfaced from the underground garages.

- The car was in the wrong place. First something happened
in the garages and now we're in an Audi.

- Of course we're in an Audj, it's my car, don't you remember?
I don't understand, what's going on?

- Your mother's car is a Fiesta, not an Audi. Pull over. We
have to stop now!

- I can't pull over now, I'm cornering. Calm down and tell me
what's wrong with you!

The weather was beautiful, the road was strangely lonely, the
one that was always the same, travelled thousands of times in
traffic was no longer so.

The car slid smoothly from corner to corner where there was
supposed to be a straight.

- Stop now please, something's happening. How can you not
see that? —

Marta took off her seatbelt, tried to open the door but
Alessandra locked it through the central controls.

- I'm sorry, I can't let you get off, I love you very much, but
it's better this way. Trust me one more time. —

- What's better like this? Ale...-

At that exact moment, the perception of time and space was
altered again.

Marta saw dazzling headlamps aimed at her friend and
realized that her time was over.



In a split second, she remembered the relative definition of
time and space that her philosophy professor made one day
during a lecture.

"The unit of measurement of time, among the people of the
ancient Near East, was the day, the month and the year. In
Mesopotamia, the day began at sunset and not at sunrise, so it
was the interval of time between two successive sunsets.

For this reason, when for me the day begins, I have to accept
the idea that for another it ends.

It is an entirely human concept to count time, all the more so
if I apply it to my personal dimension of body and spirit.

Jung once said, "Body and spirit are two aspects of the human
being, and that's all we know, which is why I prefer to say that
the two things happen together in a mysterious way by staying
here, because you can't imagine the two things as one.

For my own use, I have conceived a principle that must show
this fact of "being together", I affirm that the strange principle of
synchronicity acts in the world, when certain things are produced
in a more or less simultaneous way, behaving as if they were the
same thing, even though they are not so from our point of view.

It was only then that I fully understood its meaning, that
continuum of which the professor spoke, had been broken.

He felt the blood dripping on her face and from there it flowed
on her left hand.

The acrid smoke from the airbag saturated the air in the car,
and went up her nose, pinching her throat. Alessandra's body was



leaning forward, towards the steering wheel, held by the seatbelt
which had probably jammed in the crash.

A woman with a strange smile was driving the other car, the
one that crashed into them, and seemed to have been unharmed.

She also saw a couple of pedestrians on the road, immobile,
a man and a girl who were merely observing what had happened
and who did not seem to have any intention of providing any kind
of assistance.

Then, nothing else.

She realized her time was over.



2. STEFANO

Stefano Mencarini was a man of curious and lively
intelligence, short black hair with a tuft that, from a young age,
he never managed to keep down.

He had been married for about six years to Anna, his work
colleague, and did not disdain good company and beers with
friends on Saturday nights.

In short, a very ordinary man, as many can find around the
world.

They hadn't had children, despite the thousands of visits made
by specialists from all over Italy and all in all, he had never
represented a real problem for the couple, taken as they both were
by their career priorities in the biomedical engineering sector.

His life proceeded regularly, until the day he was appointed
to personally oversee the opening of a new office in Havana.

He discussed it with his wife who advised him to accept the
proposal.

After a few months away, the relocation would certainly have
benefited their income, they could finally renovate their house,
a matter always postponed for economic reasons. Moreover, the
promotion that had already been in the air for some time, would
almost certainly have materialized.

So after a few weeks, he left.

Upon arrival, he realized how small José Marti International



Airport was, and to an inversely proportional extent, how many
mustard-colored police uniforms there were.

Obliged to go through the whole process of checking, he
noticed the presence of only one detector at gate number two and
realized that it would not be quick.

His high enough forehead surmounted a regular, rather
handsome, but common face.

What made it special was a scar on the corner of his right eye.

It was that something lived, unique and personal.

The fact that he always wore a suit and tie made a loud squeak
with his appearance, to which a leather jacket would be more in
tune.

An overwhelming smell of fried food rose up his nostrils, so
much so that he felt as if he had gone straight into a fryer, the
predominance of red present and the anachronistic structure of
the building made it look like an old bus station from the fifties.

After recovering his suitcase, he changed some money into
pesos, stopped in the bar near the waiting room, according to
the recommendations of friends who had already been there and
enjoyed that glass of rum that many found fantastic.

It was so good that it made him forget the bad smell of fried
food.

Once outside the airport, he passed under yellow columns and
was run over by a host of hands, arms and eyes determined to
give him the keys to houses of all prices and all kinds.

Dodging them, he approached a taxi that was not far away.



He asked the sweaty man, in white shirt, to be accompanied
to the hotel indicated on a business card that he showed him.

Stephen found himself with his suitcase on the edge of Plaza
Vieja, opposite the entrance to a typical Cuban building of
colonial architecture.

His attention was drawn to the distraught voice of a waiter on
the other side of the square who was railing against some kids
who were playing football and had bumped into the chairs and
wrought iron table in front of his bar.

Some arches introduced him into a small alleyway paved
with red bricks and framed by flowered balconies, then he
passed through a very well-kept and ancient courtyard, certainly
restored.

He noticed how wonderfully baroque mixed with Spanish
influences before entering the lobby of his hotel.

He approached the reception desk, where a young mulatto
concierge in a green suit cordially welcomed him.

He put the suitcase on the floor and handed her the papers.
She went away to make photocopies, Stefano followed her with
his eyes until the girl returned to the counter.

The girl gave him the key to room 28 and the documents.

- Obrigado, senhorita...Azuleya. —

He thanked her, with the few words in Portuguese he knew.

She looked at him with an air of questioning, he pointed to
her with his index finger the badge, pinned on the green jacket
and from which you could clearly read the name.



- Oh, Claro. Or badge! —

He exclaimed by touching his badge. Then she smiled and
shook his hand.

- You are from Italy eu vejo. I speak your language. Nice to
meet you. -

He pulled the bangs out of his eyes with his hand.

- Can I help you again? -

-No thanks. In fact, maybe you could set an alarm clock for
me by 7:00 tomorrow morning?

- Of course, no problem. I wish you a pleasant stay at the Hotel
Diaz. -

When the phone rang, Stefano was awake: he had slept poorly
and badly and had attributed the cause to rum, drunk at the
airport.

His stomach seemed to be on fire.

The day had to start anyway, he decided to have a coffee at the
hotel bar and headed for a taxi, called by the receptionist on duty.

The representative office was not far away. That morning, he
met with the engineers selected on site, felt the ground, trying to
figure out what the real potential of these young people was and
how it could be deployed in view of the new trade route.

He drew up an initial timetable for the training of new recruits.

In the evening he returned to the hotel exhausted but found
the big black eyes of Azuleya, who with pleasure proposed to be
his guide the next day through the streets and alleys of the city.

The girl was able to arouse man's curiosity as a source of



historical and folklore curiosities from which a thirsty man can
draw.

A couple of times, during the following weeks, they found
themselves drinking in the company of some colleagues from
Azuleya who, as usual, met at the shift change at a bar not far
away.

The following Saturday, Stefano found himself with nothing
to do. A phone call to Anna, a shower and then he opted for
a walk along the streets of central Havana, drawn to the music
coming in through the window.

The city centre was a riot of colour, young street musicians
cheered the passers-by.

In the afternoon he visited the old town and its fortifications,
remnants of its glorious Spanish colonial past for over four
hundred years. Passionate about history, he did not fail to
notice the preponderance of indigenous influence linked to local
building requirements and how that very resistance made them
unique and very special monuments.

He returned to his hotel late at night, after staying in one of
the many jazz bars scattered throughout the city, packed with
tourists despite having stayed away from the larger and more
famous ones.

Back at the hotel, he met Azuleya again. They chatted for
almost an hour, about everything he had seen and the many
tourists present in that season.

- If you want to know the real Cuba, you have to get away



from the center. Tomorrow morning, when 1 get off, you can
come with me to Santa Maria, the village where I live. Expect
only so much "Cubanity", the real one, the one that is not seen by
tourists. And don't think about renting a car, we'll take the bus. -

The heat was suffocating on that vehicle, even though it was
nine o'clock in the morning, air conditioning not even talking
about it.

The seats were anchored to the floor with nails larger than
those that would actually be needed, the old driver started singing
the popular songs that came out of a small radio that he kept
strictly resting on his legs.

Azuleya's green uniform had given way to a white blouse and
black pants.

The big dark eyes seemed to reach deep inside him, scrutinize
him, analyse him finely and understand him.

Stefano noticed that she was wearing a bracelet on her wrist
with a medal, he took her hand to look at it better.

- I'am of the Yoruba religion. This is Yemaya, Mother of Life
and Lady of the Sea. - She explained.

- I guessed she was a Virgin Mother because of the veil on her
head. But why is she holding a machete? She asked.

- She likes to hunt and handle the machete, she's indomitable
and cunning. The elders of the village invoke her harsh
punishments and her terrible anger in their prayers, when they
want her to be the executioner for some wrong at once. But she
is also a sweet mother who listens to her children's demands and



cares about their catch. Catholics worship her as the Virgin of
the Rule. -

- That's interesting. This is the first I've heard of a Virgin
Mother with a machete. - She hinted at a laugh - It's true, you'll
find it's a custom. -

After about thirty minutes, the bus stopped near a rusty road
sign, at the crossroads of a dirt road, at the foot of which were
laid provisions, and then continued on the main road.

- They are gifts, for the demons at the crossroads. But it's
none of my village's business, they come from elsewhere. A few
hundred metres further on, you can see a small cluster of houses,
all with low roofs and coloured walls.

The first of these, along the road leading to the centre of
the village of Santa Maria, had a wooden door that was very
reminiscent of the old Western saloons, in dark wood with two
doors.

Some small tables and chairs in white plastic were placed
outside, partially shaded by a light greenish canvas stretched on
reeds, like a canopy.

A skinny gentleman, with a moustache like a musketeer, asked
if they would like to sit down.

- What are we having? - Stefano asked the girl, taking off his
hat and putting it on the table.

- How about an ice-cold beer? I don't usually drink beer at
this time of the morning, but it's pretty hot today. There's a nice
microbrew. -



Azuleya nodded with her head and nodded to the bartender
to approach their table, while holding on to one of the wooden
doors, she dried drops of sweat from her forehead with a
handkerchief.

- O1, Nestor. Duas cervejas geladas, por favor. -

-Grandes ou pequenas? -Mm-hmm. - Precisely the hot
bartender. He placed two cork coasters on the table and placed
the large dark beer mugs on them, observing the foreigner for a
few seconds.

Shortly afterwards they passed in front of the ruins of some
houses built by the sea, where it was evident the merciless
passage of frequent hurricanes.

That point in the fishermen's bay was not spared even by the
storms.

The old people of the village told how years before, there had
been a violent and gigantic wave of about twenty meters that fell
on that part of the coast that swept everything away.

Azuleya, a little to scare him a little to joke about it, pointed
out to him that even if the sea was calm that day, one could not
rule out the possibility that such a circumstance might suddenly
occur. Anyone who happened to be on the pier at that precise
moment would certainly not have been able to save themselves
in the face of such violence.

In fact, many had disappeared for no apparent reason or had
lost their lives due to the fury of the waters.

- Unfortunately, the government no longer finances the



renovation of old buildings in this area and denies permission to
build new ones. -

Her eyes glistened betraying a visceral love for that portion
of the bay.

They continued until they reached the pretty and cozy little
house of Azuleya, on an esplanade overlooking limestone cliffs.

Traditional music came down the sand dunes.

- Carmen was widowed at the age of twenty-five. Her
husband, Antonio, died of illness, two years after they were
married. She was already a widow when she found me on those
rocks, covered only by a blue sheet, the colour of Yemaya. That's
why I'm called Azuleya.

She's convinced that I came from the sea, a concession from
the goddess who answered her prayer not to be alone. My birth
mother never knew who she was, she certainly wasn't local, since
everyone knows everything about everyone here. -

- A strong, brave woman, raising you alone won't have been
easy. -

After making the ritual introductions and a few pleasant chats,
Carmen decided it was time to give her guest a taste of the local
cuisine.

Pan fried eggs, crushed fried bananas, white rice accompanied
by beans and meat sauce, apart from fish and vegetables for her.

Her inquisitive gaze often reviewed the various attitudes of
man, with the precise intention of finding something that didn't
fit into her skin in Europe.



Among the girls of the village, in fact, were not few to have
been deluded by some tourist who, once the holiday was over,
abandoned them seduced and with a child.

And since she had memory of it, these kind of acquaintances
were not well seen by the people of the village.

Carmen thought that her daughter was about to make the same
mistake as many others and promised herself that at the end of
the evening she would talk to her, to let her know how she felt
about it.

She had always been a girl who was very careful with men's
deceptions.

She often made friends with tourists because of the work she
did, but she never took any of them to the village.



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npenocraBieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha JIutPec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
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PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
HBIMU KapTaMu WK APYTUM YI0OHBIM Bam crioco6om.
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