The Greatest Storm

by Chrys Romeo



Nothing warns you in the beginning: you're super happy; the sky
is immaculately blue; life is brighter than ever - the dream seems
endless and love is perfect... and beneath that the other side lurks, soon
to surface like oil above water, menacing clouds that gather in an
instant, darkening every color above and below. The density of the
turning point drops every time, saying there’s got to be payment for
those moments of bliss. You're bound to be taken to the worst part of it:
drowning and getting lost in painful agony before you are allowed to
find a better outcome. And that’s simply because you dared to believe in
the highs... the lows come after you. Just because you thought this was
the one. This time, for sure, she was.

She was more real than anyone. She had eyes capable of
immensity like the depths of the oceans, resonant of eternal night skies,
flexible veils of changing clouds beyond which light beams would reflect
the sunshine after a storm with such intensity that would unmistakably
reach someone’s soul in a blink of a second. She had that power, to reach
out effortlessly, like snapping fingers. With just one look - just one smile
- one word. She had the power to warm up - to melt - to charm away
anything. The warmth, the shining eyes that couldn’t hide love, the need
for care and protection, the unpredictable smiles, the closeness of her
soul, the simple direct way of being right there, the beating heart that
made her more alive than my own presence in the middle of my
conscious thoughts... her charming flaws made her even more lovable:
her fears, anxiety, insecurities and imprecise irrational behavior
sometimes turned her into a perfectly imperfect human being who had
everything I'd ever wanted in someone and who, without realizing it,
desperately needed someone to be there for her, to watch her, spoil her
and protect her from a dangerous world - at least so was my impression
of her, that was what she stirred in me. That’s how I felt around her,
instinctively willing to do anything and everything to make sure she
would be happy. Moreover, it was because she had that caring heart that
not many would show, or prove to be able to live with. In such a careless
world it's a punishment to be walking around with so much love,
because the biggest hearts give themselves away and get hurt the most.
Of course, she was apparently just a girl who felt too much and could



become a dream right into anyone’s mind, but she was more real than
anything and how I loved that girl was beyond my own perception.

In a very short time she was irresistibly infused in my mind,
breathing in my soul and stuck to the rhythm of my heart. Life. She was
life itself. Miraculous, stubborn, breathtaking, unpredictable, modest,
splendid, shy or demanding, confident and insecure, exuberant and
moody, retreated or impulsive, but more than anything, with an inner
beauty beyond compare, overflowing from the warmth of a real heart. |
accepted everything and anything that was part of her being. I made no
attempts to deny or disregard the slightest detail of the way she was. |
wanted her in my life, no matter what she brought along. No matter who
she was. No matter where she came from. For, where she came from, I
had no idea.

Not at first, anyway. She just came. She just appeared out of
nowhere, like a materialization of my deepest wishes. She climbed in my
boat one day, and that was it. Really, climbed into the boat. Out of the
water. Just like that. Like a child of the sea.

[ must say I had started working on the bay a few days before. I
was there because I was trying a new job in the tourist department: the
doctors had told me I needed the sea air for my autoimmune condition.
Besides, I had always loved the sea, so I tried it - went through two
months of training and then on probation to get hired on a boat - one of
those summer boats that tourists enjoy taking rides on. [ was out with it
late in the evening, by myself, to get used to handling the sails and
everything. The sky was uncertain and gray clouds were gathering
above the bay. It looked like a storm was coming. | was worried [ would
not get back in time, to align the boat with the others that the company
owned.

And then, just as [ was adjusting the fluttering sails, I heard that
thumping sound and a splash - and then I turned to see what it was.
Something had hit the boat. I turned - and there, right there... she was.

She was hanging on. With her elbows over the wooden edges, her
eyes on me, smiling.

“Hi”, she said casually.

Water was dripping from brown locks of hair.

[ stared, confused.

“Hi”.

And then I asked, not really believing she was actually there:

“How did you get this far?”



Her smile became more confident. Her eyes started gleaming,
amused.

“Swimming”, she replied simply.

Her words reached me from the beginning. This girl had a power
to reach to me so easily, so naturally... as if she knew my soul better
than I did. Everything she said - or did - was just right by me.

“Can I come aboard? I don’t want to hang around here the whole
night”, she said.

“Of course, jump over.”

She did. She wasn’t wearing one of those usual swimming suits,
but shorts and a tank top. She looked as if she had fallen into the water,
not actually planning to go out swimming.

“It's good I found this boat”, she said breathing a bit tired and
sitting in a corner, her chin on her knees, shielding herself.

“Why were you in the water at this time, this far away from the
shore?”

“I was running from something”, she answered.

[ looked in her eyes, to check if she was lying. Her smile hadn’t
faded completely, but her eyes had become cloudier and more serious.

“From what?”

[ thought she wouldn’t tell me, but she continued to answer,
handing me the raw truth, as if to take a chance, checking whether [ was
able to handle it - because apparently she thought her truth was more
than I could deal with.

“Someone was chasing me with a knife.”

[ became more attentive. Her words seemed honest - uncoated,
unfurnished. She was trembling a little - from the cold or the memory.

“Why would anyone chase you with a knife? Who was that? Do
you know him?”

She nodded.

“It’'s my stepfather. He does that when he gets drunk.”

I was forgetting about the sails by now. Her life story seemed
beyond movies. I tried to control my voice, but my throat was getting
dry and I could hardly find the words.

“Does that happen often?”

She looked away.

“Yes. One time, he got to me and stabbed my leg. Another time he
chased me and my mother. We ran away barefoot in the snow, for miles



and miles. Our feet froze and we could have lost them. And many times
he beat us up.”

[ stood up and did the one thing that I could do at that moment.

[ offered her a blanket. She smiled and wrapped herself in it,
water still dripping from her hair.

“How old are you?” I asked her.

“Sixteen”, she replied.

“Two years younger than you should be, swimming around by
yourself”, I tried to joke.

[ didn’t expect her to be amused, but she reacted to my words by
smiling more. She seemed to respond - and reach to me - more than any
girl I had known before. She had just landed on my boat no more than
ten minutes ago, and yet I felt so open and connected to her, as if we
knew each other well enough to feel our hearts beating and guess our
thoughts rhyming together with no obstacle in between.

“Do you have anywhere to go?” | asked her again.

She nodded, looking away to the shore, where the evening lights
of the pier were coming up like little spots, trembling stars reflected in
the distant waves.

“I'll be staying with some relatives in town. That’s what I do in
case of emergencies like this.”

She waited for a few seconds, then she turned her eyes to me
again and [ saw that shimmering light of hidden amusement:

“Good thing you have this boat, so I could climb and be rescued.”

[ shrugged.

“It’s not my boat, I just work on it.”

She didn’t seem disappointed. She wanted to know something.

“Why then do you have that cap that says captain on it?”

[ took off my cap and smiled at it.

“I like it a lot, so I wear it. I suppose I'm some sort of captain
myself, when I'm alone on this boat.”

[ turned around and steered it towards the bay. Talking to the girl
had distracted me and it was getting dark. The sun had set and thick
clouds had taken over the horizon completely. The waves were getting
more agitated, rocking the wood, splashing against it relentlessly.

When we arrived in the bay she jumped ashore.

“Thanks for the ride”, she said and I could see her eyes glimmer in
the dark once more before she ran off.



She had left the blanked on the edge, like a warm memory in the
night.

I realized I hadn’t even asked her what her name was - how she
was going to get home - if she needed anything. I remained there,
worried about her, with so many words and questions unasked - and
unanswered.

[ was glad I had met her, glad that [ knew such a girl existed: with
eyes reflecting the ocean and the night sky and the sunshine after the
greatest storm.

To my surprise, the next morning [ met her again.

I was just starting to unfold the sails when I heard her cheerful
voice behind me:

“Good morning!”

[ was more than happy and relieved to see her.

“Good morning! How are you? Did you get home safely?”

“Sure, [ was just fine. No worries.”

In time, [ would get used to those words of hers.

She jumped aboard again. She was more relaxed than the evening
before: she was almost exuberant. Her white t-shirt would be easily
confounded with the white sails, in the morning sunlight. It was one of
those mornings when everything seems perfect and life is brighter than
ever. What I didn’t realize was that she was brightening up the morning,
just by being there.

She was walking around the boat, checking everything out, in her
slim black jeans and sunglasses, looking like a tourist on vacation,
without a care in the world.

“Where are we going today?”

“We?”

“Can I come with you? Are you going to take people on board?”

“Yes — and no. Not yet. I'm still on probation. After the weekend,
I'll be on official rides.”

“So you haven’t got the job yet?”

She wasn’t evaluating the situation. She was trying to understand
it.

“I did. But I must practice more.”

“What can I do to help you?”

| stared at her. She was eager to do something - anything. Her
offer was honest.



“Are you allowed to be here?”

“Yes, sure. I'm allowed. No worries.”

She noticed my hesitation.

She took out her phone and extended it to me.

“Here, call my aunt if you don’t believe me. She’ll tell you.”

[ didn’t check. Maybe there was no aunt. Maybe she had run away
from home. But [ decided to trust her instead. If she needed to be there
with me, she could stay.

“Okay... ummm... what’s your name again?”

“You didn’t ask me last night”, she smiled. “It's Amber.”

How simple. How complex... at the same time.

“Okay Amber, you can untangle the ropes over there and we’ll get
going.”

“Yay!” she threw her arms up in enthusiasm and ran to the ropes,
dutifully.

It was so comfortable having her on the boat, so fit, as if she
already was a part of it... a part of my dream of a new life.

We sailed out to sea, to clear water and clear blue sky. It was such
a beautiful day, I couldn’t believe life was so bright - and I had a girl like
Amber on the boat.

[ must say that being ill had always reduced my chances with girls.
They were afraid of the whole situation - of being with someone with an
uncertain future. The doctors didn’t know what would happen to me, if
my immune system would go on or fail - and when. So I didn’t get much
company from the girls, not for long anyway. It always ended with them
leaving me for some other guy with a healthy present and a secure
future. But that wasn’t why I was enjoying Amber’s presence so much. It
was just because of her. Because she was perfect the way she was...
perfect in my eyes. And it was like a great gift of life to see her there. She
was touching the water with one hand, dreamily enjoying the view,
enthusiastically waving at seagulls and at the people on the shore, who
had no idea what was happening and why she was shouting at them.

“Hellooooo!”

She was like a child with a super toy, and the boat was her new
discovery. | was watching her, happy to see her so happy. | knew she
didn’t have the chance to do that too often. From what she had already
told me, life had been too rough to this girl who felt too much.

[ let the boat float slowly and came to the front, where she was
watching the water.



“Look at those schools of fish!” I said, as the slippery shiny groups
were swaying with the currents under the boat.

“You know”, she said, “I didn’t get to see the sea until this summer.
When I was little I used to have these plastic toys to play in the sand - in
shapes of starfish, octopus, seashells... | used to dream of the sea a lot,
but we never went anywhere during summer. I learned to swim in a
river. And when my parents started building around the house, [ would
take wet cement in those shapes, stick them to the wall in my room and
let them dry. I went back and forth with those plastic shapes and filled
the wall with sea creatures. After they were solid dry I painted them -
and painted algae around them - and the wall in blue... can you
imagine? At night, in half darkness, I could see the sea on my wall, in my
room... I could almost hear the waves whispering while the starfish was
glowing magically... it was so beautiful... | miss my home so much.”

She was silent for a few moments. I stood there, completely
conquered by the view of a room with a sea on its wall - a room that a
girl had reinvented with so much imagination and soul. It would be only
later, when I would struggle with the pain of being without her, that I
would realize - that from the first moment I met her, she decorated and
changed the walls of my life too, in the same way she had reinvented her
room. She would change and reinvent my whole world into an
unbelievable dream - and she would leave her fingerprints in my heart,
silver fire cemented like those sea shapes in half darkness, glowing and
whispering mysteriously, unforgettably...

At that moment, I watched her in admiration. This girl was
amazing. And I had been so fortunate to meet her... and to find that she
wanted to be there with me.

“Where is your home actually?” I asked her, since she had
mentioned missing it deeply.

“I'm not from this town. It’s far away from the shore - ten hours
away, in a village on a hill... I'm staying with my aunt now. My mother
and I wanted to rent a house here but my stepfather came after us and
now I'm staying with my aunt and my mother went to another city,
looking for work.”

She stood there, leaning on the wooden edge, her eyes hidden
behind the dark sunglasses. I didn’t know if there were tears or not, but
her voice was a bit shaky. She didn’t flinch a smile. She seemed to be lost
in thoughts. My immediate wish was to be able to protect this girl from



whatever made her sad - from her past — from her uncertain present. I
didn’t say anything.

“Look!” she noticed a seagull land on top of our sails and her face
brightened up a bit.

I took out my camera to zoom in the seagull. As we were both
leaning on the edge, she grabbed my wrist, gently and unexpectedly.

“Watch out, you'll drop the camera in the water.”

Her gesture had been so natural and caring that I was again
speechlessly conquered by it. She didn't cease to amaze me with
everything she did - she said - and she was...

“Here”, she helped me, passing the safety string of the camera
around my hand. “This way you won’t drop it when you take pictures”.

[ smiled.

“What would I do without you?”

She returned the smile.

“I'm here to keep you safe. Don’t you know? You can bet on it.”

We spent the rest of the morning taking pictures of seagulls,
waves and the distant shore. When we got close to the pier she started
shouting again at the random passengers, at other boats, greeting them
with cheerful enthusiasm, apparently for no purpose and no specific
reward, just as children wave at cars and say hello to signal to others
their presence in the world: because in the beginning, everything
around is interesting and worth a cheer. Some people would stop to
glance at us, others would wave back, and others made gestures [ was
glad she didn’t notice.

However, I didn’t try to interrupt her game. It was like a gift just
to see her so happy, as pointless as it was to wave at those clueless
people.

“What are we doing now?” she asked me when we were finally
ashore.

She turned out to be suddenly glued to my schedule, but I didn’t
mind. [ was very much enjoying her company. It was more than perfect,
for some reason. And I figured she had nowhere better to be, at that
moment.

“It’s lunch break. If you want, you can have lunch with me.”

“Okay”, she said.

She seemed to agree to everything [ would say and it made it seem
so easy to do anything with her by my side.



“However, | must warn you that I don’t eat too much”, she added
while we started walking along the dock.

“Why not?”

She shrugged.

“I can’t.  was a few times in hospital because of it - I keep fainting
and I fall down, blacking out. But I still can’t eat.”

[ knew enough of hospitals myself, for other reasons- I'd had my
share of them.

“That’s not good”, I said and she smiled at my worried frown.

“I wanted to run away from hospital”, she grinned, “but the guards
ran after me and brought me back. I only made it to the gate.”

Everything she was saying was either terribly appalling or
completely mesmerizing. It seemed that her life stories evoked
unimaginable depths of struggle, pain, distress and in spite of it, her
presence inspired overwhelming caring, warmth, compassion and joy.
At least that was how I felt - and I would soon be aware that it was in
her nature to bear the burden of such deep contrasts. The more she
sank in despair, the more she would long for endless love, for a love that
would erase every memory of suffering...

I was determined to get her to eat something - anything. She
would not starve or faint as long as she was with me, [ promised myself.
The least I could do was try.

She turned out more stubborn than I'd imagined. As compliant as
she had been to follow through with chores around the boat, the more
determined she proved to be when it came to the subject of eating.

We picked a table at a restaurant outside on the dock. We sat
down, facing each other. She was shielding her eyes with sunglasses,
prepared to defeat me in the attempt to feed her.

“Okay, let’s see...”

I checked the menu.

“How about some fish soup?”

She shook her head.

“Potatoes?”

“Maybe”.

“Steak?”

“No.”

“Salad?”

“Yes.”



I ordered the fish soup for myself, planning a trick. I ordered
potatoes and salads for both of us.

She wanted fries. I preferred mashed, but I decided to go along
with her.

So we both had fries. The soup came first.

[ took the spoon.

“Listen, would you do me a favor and check if this soup has
enough salt?” I asked nicely.

She smirked a little. I could not see her eyes behind the
sunglasses, but I sensed she had guessed my game. She said nothing. I
plunged the spoon in the soup and extended it to her, with a napkin
underneath, the way you would feed a baby who can’t handle eating on
its own. She had no choice but to go along with it. She sipped the soup a
bit reluctantly, but nevertheless calmly and patiently, almost gracefully.
[ could only adore her at that moment. I smiled.

“So? Does it have enough salt?”

She shook her head. I sprinkled some salt in the soup; then I
grabbed the spoon again - and did the same thing, extending it to her
mouth.

She said nothing and sipped it, watching me mysteriously from
behind the sunglasses.

“What about now? Enough salt?”

She nodded.

“Yes.”

“Would you please have another spoon to be sure?”

She shook her head. I thought at least she had tried a bit of soup,
so I let her chew the fries. Which she did, about three of them. Three
pieces - and a bit of tomato salad. And that was it.

“You can’t be serious”, I told her.

“I can’t have more.”

She was absolutely determined.

[ thought I would continue negotiating another time. For the
beginning, [ knew I couldn’t get a better result.

[ looked around.

“This is like those rich people on the beach”, she said watching the
dock, grinning.

“Why do you say that?”

“I saw it on tv. People with yachts and house boats. I think there’s
lots of them here.”



We looked at them. And then we saw the lights in the distance, on
the hill. There were letters lit up by electric wires, huge metal shapes in
the summer heat, on the rim of a hill, with the name of the town,
probably a tourist attraction.

“Look! It’s like Hollywood!” she exclaimed.

[ wondered why I hadn’t seen the sign before she came. Why was
it that she made me see things that were already there - but without her
[ hadn’t been aware of their existence. I realized later why - because she
had made me more alive.

“Let’s go there, shall we?” she pleaded.

[ was up for an adventure.

“Okay, let’s go up there.”

We got up and started walking toward the hill.

“Do you think it’s too far away?” she asked me.

“I don’t know... it doesn’t matter. We're going there now. It will
get closer by the minute.”

[ was so happy to walk with her along the pier. I had never felt so
right with any other girl that I had dated - and this girl wasn’t even my
official date, but there we were, going on what felt like a date. And then
she noticed a small shop with toys, souvenirs and scarves. She stopped,
glancing nostalgically at bracelets and earrings. I was sure a girl of her
age would long for anything colorful and dangling in the sun that would
have metal or plastic to shine. | was also very sure she didn’t have much
money. And for a moment, [ wanted her to have the best day of her life -
to enjoy what she couldn’t usually afford. I said suddenly:

“Let’s get something for your birthday.”

“But it’s not today...”

“It doesn’t matter.”

She breathed with a new surge of unexpected thrill. The idea of
really getting something from that display of trinkets enchanted her
mind. We went together to have a look at the bracelets and pendants.

“This one”, she said shyly, picking one with a crab on it.

“Okay”, I said determined. “This one it is.”

[ could tell she was so happy and a bit afraid to show it, as if she
feared it would spoil it and make it disappear if she enjoyed the present
openly. But when she placed it around her neck, the silver line glistened
in her eyes with pure delight. I was again so happy to see her that way. |
knew it didn’t happen often in her life. I just knew.

She said hesitantly:



“You should get one too. Like mine.”

[ didn’t ask her why she thought she needed us to have matching
pendants, but it was my turn to comply to her wish, as she had done the
entire day with me.

“Okay, I'll get one too. How about this with a fish?”

It was also silvery and glistening in the sun. I tried to put it on, but
my clumsy fingers weren’t used to that kind of stuff. The chain was too
fragile, the lock too small.

“Let me do it”, she said and before I could reply she was behind
me, gently tying the pendant around my neck.

I realized every gesture we had shared that day had an
unexpected level of intimacy, as if we had been around each other
forever.

[ was once again speechless, walking after her like in a daze.

She still wanted something else. She fumbled in the pockets of her
jeans and took out some change. She watched it with uncertainty,
pondering on how to make best use of that small treasure that she had
probably kept with strict determination. She wanted something specific.
Something important. | saw her staring at a box of rings. Silvery, shiny,
with engraved ornaments, carvings in metal with mysterious meanings.
[ saw her talk to the vendor and choose one, after careful examination. I
thought a girl would do that, buy herself a ring once I a while. But then
she did something unexpected - again. She came to me, trying to say
something she was a bit shy to voice. She touched my arm, pleading
almost under her breath:

“Wouldn’t you like to get a ring too?”

I was left speechless by her question. [ was willing to grant her
any wish. I didn’t think it would be something that would mean so much
— a girl like her wanted me to have a ring. | had never liked rings on my
own fingers - ever. But I wanted to indulge her - anything she asked.
Besides, the idea of a girl asking me to get a ring was something that had
never happened to me before. [ welcomed the new surprise as another
miracle of the day.

“Okay. Which one?”

She looked at the box, concentrating.

“One like mine”, she said, passing from one to the other, taking
them in her fingers and checking the patterns.

She was relieved I had accepted her wish so easily, without any
protests. I felt her trust in me increase significantly.



[ understood the ring had to be exactly the same as hers. I wanted
it that way too.

[ let her choose.

“You find it.”

“One with these flames. Here it is.”

She picked it for me and I accepted it without a word. [ would say I
was rather happy - more than happy to do it. I didn’t mention the
meaning of it - us having matching rings - and she didn’t either. We
already had matching pendants - and now matching rings. And neither
of us said a word about what it meant, but we were both happy about it.
At least that was how I felt, at that moment. Somehow, I knew we had
matching souls too...

[ slid the ring on my finger. The metal felt strong and it reminded
me every second of its presence. I wasn’t used to wearing something
like that. But it made me aware of another presence that I already loved
a lot, beyond my own awareness: Amber, walking by my side, wearing a
similar ring.

The past day had been like a fairy tale and I was so grateful for it.

[ was so happy she needed me to have a ring. I was so enchanted
she needed me to go with her to the sign on the hill. I was absolutely
blissful I had met her. It was like a dream - and I hoped it would never
end. And more than that: it was so real, it made me more alive I had
been in years.

On our way to the hill we passed by a fountain that was sprinkling
water from a dandelion shape - one that blows into tiny floating specks
of light.

“Let’s make a wish”, Amber said joyfully, jumping on the edge of
the fountain.

She still had a small copper coin left.

[ had a bigger yellowish coin.

“You make a wish”, I said.

“Please do it too!” she pleaded, taking my hand and dragging me
towards the fountain.

[ laughed.

“Okay, fine.”

She threw her coin in the water, rather quickly.

Then she came by my side, to instruct me how to throw a wishing
coin. She turned me around.



“You have to stand with your back to the water. And throw it over
your head. Come on!”

[ smiled. This game was funny. I wanted to believe it had some
truth in it: that the fountain was magical, that the gesture would be
prophetic and [ would ensure my wishes to come true.

“Look”, I said. “My coin is bigger than yours. How many wishes did
you place on yours?”

“Three.”

“Then, I should have five. Do you think that’s fair?”

She laughed.

“Fine, make five wishes. But do it already and throw the coin.”

[ thought about it: what to wish for? [ had always longed for true
love - that was undoubtedly one of them. I also wanted to be healthy and
I wanted health for the people I cared about. I wanted to be good at
what I was doing. [ also wanted my own boat one day. I thought that
would be enough. And at that time, I figured the love wish had already
been granted somehow. Meeting her had been magical. I already loved
Amber more than I thought I could tell her - if she hadn’t already
guessed by the way she lit up my soul with her presence. Spending the
day with her had been beyond magical. [ knew she was too young for me
— almost ten years between us - and [ was also not guaranteed to be
well in the next years, or the number of them... but [ wanted her to love
me too, despite any apparent obstacles of our place and time. Life was a
gamble anyway. It was unexpected. It could turn out right -why not? I
believed love could erase whatever it was that would rise between us.
Love was miraculous. Love had that power. Anything was possible. I was
willing to wait two more years for her to decide if it was more than a
game - being with me. I was willing to wait even more years to get
healthy by the sea - and I wanted her to be there in time. I hoped she
needed me. And I hoped she would somehow remain in my life forever,
because I needed her like crazy - even after just one day spent by her
side. I hoped she could love me too, as much as I already loved her. It
wasn’t a plan: it was a wish I asked for with my entire soul.

“I'm not telling you what I wish for”, I warned her.

“Of course not. Go ahead.”

“I also want to have a boat”, I said and flipped the coin over my
head.

I also want a new life, | thought.



“Wouldn’t it be great”, she said while she was walking by my side
toward the hill in the distance, “if we could go swimming together? Just
the two of us, to a swimming pool.”

“Oh you're tempting me with it, you have no idea...” [ smiled. “Of
course we could. I love swimming.”

“It’s settled then. I love swimming too. We’ll go swimming.”

“We need to find a swimming pool first.”

“We'll find it.”

“And we need to get to that hill first...”

“We’ll get there.”

Could this girl get anymore perfect? I thought. I loved the sea -
she loved the sea. We had matching sea pendants. [ loved swimming -
she loved swimming. We wanted to go swimming together...

It’s too good to be true, my mind attempted to wake me from the
euphoric confidence. No, it’s too real to be untrue, I decided. I couldn’t
think otherwise. It was more real than anything.

“Do you know where we'’re going?” I asked her, because she had
taken charge of direction, walking with confidence through the narrow
streets.

The hill was almost out of view. The houses were crowded,
blocking the horizon on both sides. There were just narrow streets,
paved with stones - and crossroads.

“Which way now?”

“That way”, she pointed.

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

“Have you been here before?” I asked confused.

“No”, she said simply. “But I just know where it is and which way
to go.”

“How do you know?”

“I don’t know how, but I do. I can’t explain why. I know things. I
predict them sometimes. It's something about me - [ just do. I was
probably born with this.”

“So I should trust you that you'll get us to the hill?”

“Of course. You'll see. No worries.”

She continued to amaze me each time she did something.

The girl was precious. | was already convinced.

We did get to the hill, as she said. The direction had been right.



We looked up at the stairs that led to the top. There were
probably thirty-forty-fifty stairs... or more - a long way up.

“Let’s have a race to the top!” she said and I joined the game, being
sure [ would win.

“Okay, I'll count to three. One, two...”

But she had already started, jumping two stairs at a time, faster
than I had expected. I did my best to catch up with her, which I
eventually could, at the end of the climb - however, she triumphantly
stepped on the last one ahead of me.

“I win!” she grinned.

“You cheated!” I said, out of breath.

[ hadn’t expected so much speed from a teenage girl.

“No, I did not cheat!”

She was laughing.

“Look, we'll have another race down and this time we’ll start
together. Okay?”

“Okay.”

We walked around to the big metal letters. We found that we
could only get behind them - in front there was an abyss that was too
dangerous to try. So we just watched the town from above and took
pictures of it, from behind the huge letters with its name.

“Let’s have a picture with out hands”, I said.

We put our hands against the sky - both with a ring of silver fire.

“My fingers are longer”, she said.

“That’s because you have painted fingernails. My hand is wider
though.”

Our hands looked so honest and symbolic projected on the blue
sky, with our lifelines showing clearly in daylight, high up on that hill,
that it was like another miracle of a mysterious power that had brought
us together.

I decided to keep the picture as proof [ hadn’t dreamt everything,
in case I would wake up the next day and see her gone.

On the way downhill we raced again. This time [ won, and she
pretended that some people were in her way to slow her down. I
thought it was fair for each of us us to win once.

“We’ll have a race when we go swimming”, [ proposed and she
agreed.

“It's a deal.”
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