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Chapter 1 
Awakening Alone 

 
 

he first thing I realized was the sound of water, and then 
a thirst so strong that my body animated for only one 
reason: to drink. My eyes opened to a darkened world 

cast in a surreal mist of silver light. I was lying on my back 
staring up at a sky of glittering points of yellow and silver 
radiance, modulating in tiny pulses of indeterminacy. 

I raised my head and looked around. Waves lapped the shore 
upon which I lay. My clothes were shredded and hung to my 
body drizzled with grains of golden sand. The air was warm and 
salty. My mind was awakening to the hazy form of questions. 
Who am I? Why was I here? What had happened to bring me to 
this strange place? A plaintive despair surged through me as no 
answers returned. I was alone—perhaps in the truest sense of the 
word. 

I searched my mind for answers, but it was empty. No 
memories could be found. I, me… whatever was the thing held 
inside this body was completely absent—at least in terms of a 
past or memory. My head ached at the realization, sending a 
throbbing pain outward to my arms, gut, and legs. It was misery 
in its rawest form. 

Nausea came quickly, and a feeling of grave concern 
attacked me. I realized that I would die if I didn’t drink some 
water. I heard a voice from deep within, you have only minutes 
to live. A stab of helplessness was pushed aside as I forced my 
body to scratch and crawl its way to the water’s edge only fifteen 
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feet away. When I arrived—and I did—I cupped the water in my 
shaking hands, my elbows propped in the sinking sand, and 
drank like an animal. The grit of sand mingled with the water, 
but I gulped it down anyway. 

The melody of lapping water and distant waves breaking on 
an invisible reef were the only sounds of this strange world. I 
could not recognize anything familiar. It was as if I were the 
only person, or creature for that matter, that was alive. I drank 
more of the salty, foul tasting water, knowing it was not what my 
body wanted, but I was in no position to be fussy. I could feel the 
presence of Death’s Door like a cool draft in an otherwise warm 
room. 

What is my name?  This was the thought that flashed before 
my mind when I was drinking. Am I delirious and that’s why I 
can’t remember my own name? I splashed water all over my 
face, hoping it would awaken the part of me that slept. My 
hands, in the dimness of the night, were like foreign objects to 
me. I was apparently a man. How old, I couldn’t say, but at that 
time, I felt old. Very old. 

It was too much for me to comprehend. I was abandoned on 
some deserted shoreline, in a condition not fit for a terrible beast, 
let alone a man. I was a man, wasn’t I? It was my final thought 
before I lost consciousness. 
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Chapter 2 
Sunrise 

 
 

omething urged me to awaken. It wasn’t thirst. It was 
light. A luminance had transformed my world. A 
prescient glow from an awakening sun was filling my 

new world, and my eyes began to focus on the beach on which I 
lay. I was indeed alone. Nothing moved except the water that 
stretched out before me in an endless expanse, weaving its 
phosphorescent indigos and aquamarines like an immense 
tapestry of ever-changing light. 

A short distance away was a small lifeboat that had become 
little more than a raft. There was an air of familiarity to its 
ruin—a kindred spirit that I shared, no doubt. It looked as 
seaworthy as I felt land-worthy. Perhaps it had been my ride to 
this place. The thought turned over in my head as I struggled to 
stand. I made my way to the boat in an awkward daze, and 
looked inside. There was nothing of value. No tools. No food. 
No water. My eyes roamed past a broken oar, an empty plastic 
bottle bleached by the sun, and assorted bones, which I surmised 
were once fish, but I couldn’t tell for sure. 

I walked past the boat, spotting something else further down 
the shoreline. It looked like a wooden crate, but it also appeared 
broken, and the contents, whatever they had been, were probably 
the possession of the sea. As I came upon it, letters became 
visible. They were in a language I wasn’t familiar with, but to be 
fair, I’m not sure I had a language. 
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A muffled kick was the best I could muster, but it was 
enough to roll the crate on its side. My suspicions were correct. 
It, too, was empty. I dragged it closer to the tree line, thinking its 
wood might prove useful. At least it was something I could sit on 
while I pondered my fate. I was painfully aware that my next 
steps might determine whether I lived or died. 

The sun was beginning to rise. Sunlight swept across the 
beach as I turned my attention to understanding where I was.  

Why I was here, who I am, what happened to me, and all of 
the other permutations that were cluttering my mind would have 
to wait. I needed to know where I was and survey the 
environment to make sure I could find fresh water, food and 
shelter, or find another that was like me who could help. 

Standing on the edge of the shoreline, I noticed for the first 
time that I was in a sheltered bay that was surrounded by thick 
vegetation and tall trees. Behind the trees an upward sloping hill 
climbed steadily to a high ridge towering approximately three 
hundred feet above the bay. I knew immediately that I needed to 
go there. Only from this ridge would I be able to survey my 
environment and make sensible decisions on my next steps. Was 
I on an island, or an uninhabited mainland beach? Perhaps a city 
dwelled on the other side of that ridge. I needed to find out. 
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Chapter 3 
Journey to a Ridge 

 
 

nowing nothing of my past, having no tools, no map, 
no trails, or even shoes, I set out to climb that ridge. 
Maybe conquer is a better word. I needed to know 

where I was, and this became my obsession, even if it killed me. 
The fact that I had no name or memory of my life previous to 
waking up on the beach seemed comparatively meaningless. 
What possessed me to undertake this journey amid all of my 
debilitations remains a mystery. I cannot, in all due honesty, 
express this in logical terms that would make sense to any 
reader. 

There was a part of me, sane to be sure, that pleaded that I 
stay on the beach, build a shelter, find fresh water and food, and 
gather my strength, but I needed to gain a new perspective. I 
needed to look down on my situation from the vantage point of 
that lofty ridge. 

Instead of creating a plan for my journey, I did the opposite. 
I walked into the lush vegetation that surrounded the crescent-
shaped bay like a man possessed of a singularity rarely seen. I 
had no machete so I had to move cautiously, picking my way 
through the dense flora with care and deliberation like a spider in 
tall grass. I knew only the direction of the ridge, and that became 
my focus. 

There was something calming about a focal point. One 
destination. One purpose. Everything else—hunger, thirst, and a 
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thousand questions—inexplicably left my awareness. They 
couldn’t distract me any longer. Their power was diminished as 
my whole being became centered on the ridge. I controlled my 
attention, and the part of me that was attentive was the part I 
trusted. Any time I felt nudged by distraction, fear, or doubt, I 
knew it was from some other source that was smaller, uncertain 
and weak, and from that source I turned away. 

The first among my many discoveries en route to the ridge 
was the large, funnel-shaped leaves that held rainwater pooled in 
their depths. I discovered them quite by accident. I stumbled on 
some roots and had fallen to the ground, and as I looked up, I 
could see a liquid moving inside their translucent skin. I gently 
tipped one of the leaves and tasted fresh water. Within a minute, 
every leaf—and I’d imagine there were more than thirty within 
my reach—was emptied of its water. 

My thirst was finally quenched and my health instantly 
restored. I noted that the plant, which I thereafter dubbed the 
funnel plant, was abundant on the forest floor. More importantly, 
however, if rain was plentiful in this place, then a stream of fresh 
water seemed likely as well. My ears became like radar dishes 
ever-listening for the gurgle of a stream or waterfall. 

After about ten minutes deeper into the forest, I noticed trees 
with a peculiar fruit that looked like golden berries, except they 
were much larger than berries, more the size of small apples. I 
picked a few and ate one tentatively, unsure of its taste and 
whether they were safe to eat. I was pleasantly surprised. They 
tasted like nectar mixed with honey. I ate them covetously, and 
by the time I was finished I was a mess. Juice dripped down my 
tattered shirt like streams of liquid sugar, and my hands and face 
were saturated in sticky goo. 

As I completed my feast, I had the uncomfortable feeling 
that someone was watching me. Licking my fingers, I half-
heartedly yelled, “Is anyone there?” There was no response, 
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though, to be honest, the sound of my voice startled me more 
than the absence of a reply. I knew it was my voice. There was 
definitely a familiarity to it, but it also sounded odd, even alien, 
especially in this place. 

Suddenly it occurred to me how few insects I saw. Or birds. 
In fact, the place seemed unusually barren of animals, which was 
in sharp contrast to its profuse vegetation. Nonetheless, because 
of the absence of animal sounds I couldn’t shake the feeling that 
I was being watched. It was all too quiet. 

I found more of the funnel leaves and washed my face and 
hands in the water they provided. Lacking a mirror, I had taken 
note of my body and overall condition. I was not as old as I felt 
when I had woken up on the beach. My skin was taut, probably a 
man in my late twenties or early thirties I estimated, and it was 
dark, almost black skin, and freshly scarred cuts were common 
blemishes on my fingers, hands and forearms. 

I had no rings on my fingers, or any distinguishing 
birthmarks or tattoos. I seemed fit. Perhaps a little bony in my 
midsection, but I reasoned that I hadn’t eaten very much; 
otherwise, my body was lean and muscular. I felt strong. My 
energy level was zooming to new heights and it felt good to be 
satisfied of both my thirst and hunger, and to know that there 
were ways to sustain my life in this place. 

Continuing my journey I walked with renewed energy, 
optimism and nimbleness. My focus returned to conquering the 
ridge that was unavoidably guarded by its verticality. As I came 
closer to the base of the ridge—where its ascent became 
obvious—I started to see outcroppings of brownish-gray rock. 
They were formations of interesting proportion, sometimes 
lifting into the air for twenty or even thirty feet like spires of a 
castle. They felt like sentries, guarding the steep incline that led 
to the ridge. 
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The first one I discovered drew my attention, because it 
reminded me of an abstract sculpture of a man standing in quiet 
repose. There were no chisel marks or evidence that it had been 
created by human hands, and yet I had the distinct sense that it 
was created by some intelligence other than nature. Its surface 
was weathered but still rough to the touch. I reasoned it must be 
volcanic and probably the handiwork of some ancient lava flow, 
but it made me a little uneasy as its form was so humanlike. 

At least a dozen spires revealed themselves to me, after I 
discovered the first one. If I had walked parallel to the base of 
the ridge, perhaps I may have found many more, but I didn’t 
want to explore. I wanted to climb. 

For the next two hours I picked my way through every 
conceivable obstacle—loose stones, tree roots that seemed to 
mock my newfound agility, vertical cliffs that had only thin 
cracks for my hands and feet, and large, rough-hewn boulders 
that tortured my sense of balance and the soles of my feet. 

As I neared the summit, I had to rest. My earlier surge of 
energy had been replaced by utter exhaustion. My body glistened 
with sweat and my thirst once again asserted its needs. I hadn’t 
seen any funnel plants since I started my ascent up the ridge. No 
sounds of water either, or evidence of any kind that water was 
nearby, despite the lush tropical foliage that surrounded me. 

The sound of rocks falling from above me grabbed my 
attention, and my gut winced in an instinct of fear. I stood 
quickly to my feet and looked up, scanning the ridge for any 
movement or sign of life. Ancient, weathered trees returned my 
startled gaze with quiet indifference. I looked intently for a few 
minutes searching the top of the ridge, expecting some animal to 
appear, but nothing peeked down at me. It must be erosion I told 
myself. 

The scare had given me a shot of adrenalin, and I returned to 
my ascent up the side of the ridge. The grade was only getting 
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steeper, leaving me to wonder how I would find the strength to 
make it back down to the beach without water, or shoes. My feet 
were already tender and sore from the journey. My only hope 
was that I would find a path at the top of the ridge that took me 
out of this place and returned me to my own kind. That hope was 
the source of what little buoyancy I could muster. 

Approaching the top of the ridge, I began to notice that the 
wind had intensified and the sound of the surf below was 
unnoticeable. I turned for a moment, leaned against a tree, and 
looked out over the sea. It was a beautiful place—stunningly 
picturesque, but there was something terrifying to it, because I 
was alone without a memory of any kind that could pinpoint the 
reason for my presence there. I had only twenty feet left to get to 
the very top of the ridge, and I pulled myself up slowly so I 
could inspect my new vantage point to the other side. 

At the summit, I literally crawled over the final barrier of 
rocks and tall grasses that hid the view of my total world. I 
looked expectantly over the ridge. I was on an island. The ocean 
spread out in every direction to a flat horizon of grayish blue. 
My heart sank. My body began to convulse in an uncontrollable 
shaking of anger and remorse. My loneliness expanded with each 
spastic breath, and though I felt tired, and my feet ached, and I 
was thirsty, it was loneliness that was my only concern in that 
first minute of knowing where I was. 

From the top of the ridge I could see the entire island. It was 
small, maybe less than fifteen miles in circumference. It looked 
as though I’d be able to follow the beach all the way around the 
island and complete my trip in a single day. The interior of the 
island was thick with trees, but I could see a place, near the very 
center, where it looked like a small lake rested in quiet repose. 
The light from the sun illuminated the island in a misty haze that 
hovered over the interior, so the lake was somewhat hidden from 
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my view, but I was quite sure it was a lake, because I could 
detect the watery reflection of sunlight through the fog. 

I estimated that the center of the island, where the lake was 
half-hidden beneath a foggy shroud, was about three to four 
miles away. The ridge circled the lake, though the part of the 
ridge that I was on was considerably higher than any other. It 
next dawned on me that I was on the rim of an ancient volcano. 
It was the only explanation. And the lake, no doubt, was the run-
off of rain as it ran down the interior walls of the volcano. The 
island was like a giant funnel plant. 

While I knew I needed to continue my journey, explore the 
lake and find fresh water, my body suddenly slumped in 
exhaustion and I had to sleep. I curled into the fetal position on 
the very top of that ridge, my forearms my pillow, feeling the 
warm breeze flow over me just as those rocks must have felt for 
thousands of years. My eyes were tear-filled, and even though a 
deep terror loomed inside me, I was so tired that sleep took me, 
just as the wind would take a seed from that ridge top and carry 
it to the sea. 

 



 12  

 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 4 
The Luminous Lake 

 
 
t was once again water that awakened me, but this time it 
was rain hitting my face with stinging relentlessness. The 
raindrops were large, and the rain itself, torrential. I quickly 

moved down the interior wall of the ridge to an outcropping of 
rocks that looked bulky enough to provide some shelter from the 
driving rain. 

As I inched backwards against the boulders, I sensed a cool 
flow of air behind me and discovered something that I can only 
describe as a crack in the rock wall. I struggled to fit through the 
crack, and—like a contortionist—wriggled myself inside. I 
couldn’t see into its depths, but I had the uneasy feeling that the 
cavern was very large. I stayed by the entrance and watched the 
rain, relieved to have shelter. 

Thrusting out my hands I was able to cup mouthfuls of water 
from the rainstorm and quench my thirst. The downpour lasted 
about thirty minutes and then suddenly vanished. Within seconds 
of the last raindrop, the sun poured out its warmth as if to say 
that all was forgiven. I looked, but through my narrow portal, no 
rainbow could be seen. I struggled out of the cave, making a 
mental note that it might warrant further exploration, but for 
now, the lake was my new objective. 

The walk down the interior wall was much easier than the 
climb I had undergone to know my new world as an island. It 
was a gentler slope, for one thing, and for another, there were 

I 



 13  

trails forged by flowing water. I simply followed these trails 
downward, and the recent rains had turned them into a mud-like 
substance that was infinitely kinder to my feet. 

Within an hour, I had picked my way through the thick 
tangle of trees to a clearing that surrounded the lake. What 
caused this clearing? I felt that it was notable—perhaps even 
ominous. Why did the jungle abruptly stop? It was like an 
extinction zone that surrounded the lake. Fifty feet from the 
lakeshore there was nothing but bare ground. Shouldn’t the water 
create life? Several streams were delivering their fresh water into 
the lake, and I could see unmistakably that the rushing water was 
crystal clear. 

Still in the jungle, I approached the bank of one of the 
streams and dipped my hand within the fast flowing water. I 
inspected the sample, held within my palm, debating if I should 
drink it. I wasn’t particularly thirsty. I had drunk my share of 
brimming-full funnel leaves on my way to the lake, but my 
curiosity was keen. I decided to smell it first. 

The water was odorless. I didn’t detect any foul smell, but 
the dead zone that surrounded the lake flashed a different 
message, and it was a warning: clear and unambiguous. I 
carefully carried some water back to a small fern uncoiled on the 
jungle floor. It was a dainty plant. Rain drops lined its softly 
serrated edges. I dropped the water directly over the fern, and 
waited. The fern was my innocent assayer—the one who would 
divine the water’s safety. 

Sitting next to the fern, my new cohort of the island’s 
denizens, I reasoned that the center of the island had some 
concentrated toxicity. Perhaps when it had been an active 
volcano it released some chemical element that was toxic to 
plants and trees. Or, maybe the soil that surrounded the lake was 
permanently wet like a marsh, and the trees and plants 
effectively drowned, so they never took root. 
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After a few minutes of rest I looked down on the fern and 
saw no change in its demeanor. If the water was toxic, surely it 
would have had some effect by now. I decided to go the lake and 
test the water there. The clearing surrounded the lake like a 
corona, and as I walked to its perimeter—where it met the 
jungle—I noticed the vegetation was serrated. Something, or 
someone, was chewing on the plant leaves and the trees. What 
else could cause the sudden misshapenness in the vegetation? 

As I walked the perimeter at every point where the jungle 
met the clearing, there was evidence of bite marks on the leaves. 
I looked up, and even fifteen feet up in the trees I could see the 
telltale signs of chewing leaves. I was not alone after all. And 
whatever was eating the vegetation, it was either very large, or 
could climb, or fly. 

I found a large leaf the size of my face I suppose and 
examined the bite marks. They were large teeth, perhaps as large 
as my fist. Whatever was eating these leaves was not prone to 
climb trees or fly. It was too large. As my eyes searched deeper 
into the clearing, I could see indentations made in the ground 
indicative of a large body slithering along the ground. No 
footprints, just writhing impressions and occasional scrapes. 

It was at that moment that my mind whispered turnaround 
and return to the beach,  but my body lurched forward into the 
clearing like someone possessed and perhaps a little deaf to the 
higher reasoning of my mind. 

As I shuffled my way across the clearing, I swiveled my 
head so much that I was feeling dizzy as I came closer to the 
lakeshore. One important discovery of my journey was that the 
ground below my feet was firm. It was not too soggy to support 
vegetation. That was my intuition speaking, for I was not a 
botanist as far as I knew. I also noticed that the impressions were 
like channels or grooves and were about twenty feet across. I 
reasoned that if they were formed by an animal, that animal 
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would be sufficiently large to eat me in one gulp. My knees 
wobbled at the notion. 

The thought to run continued to scream in my mind, but it 
was an odd sense of purpose I felt. I needed to see the lake. I 
needed to know what I was up against. I moved forward, but my 
body language shouted “caution.” Maybe the channels were 
simply rainwater runoff, I explained to myself, but my mind 
rejected the rationalization. The bite marks were indisputable—
they were certainly not caused by rain. A tooth, the size of my 
fist, danced menacingly in my imagination. 

Finally, I could look over the embankment at the shoreline. 
The water was pristine and the color of gemstone turquoise. Its 
beauty was in odd contrast to the monsters I imagined lurking 
beneath its surface. I slid down the embankment, keeping my 
attention squarely centered on the lake. A soft mist hung over its 
surface and a gentle wind circulated it as if to hide its mystery.  
Nearer to the shoreline, however, I could see below the surface 
and noticed that the shoreline angled steeply down into an indigo 
depth. It was more like a giant hole filled with water than a small 
lake. 

On the very edges of the shore was crystallized black sand 
that sparkled in the soft light. I knelt down to touch the water, 
never once taking my eyes off the water below. It felt warm. I 
cupped some of the water and smelled it. It was, like the water 
from the stream, odorless, but it was decidedly warmer to the 
touch. Then it hit me, as soon as I stood to my feet, I flinched as 
I noticed my reflection in the still water. It was the first time I 
observed me. There I was, a lanky man, dark-skinned, long black 
hair tightly wound in curls too numerous to count, broad nose 
and mouth, and the whole of me sporting the tattered clothes of a 
beggar. 

I ripped off my shirt in disgust; disgust that I was alone 
without a memory to hold. I felt like a pawn in someone else’s 
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story—a story that I was powerless to peer into. My disgust was 
so visceral that I even lost my fear. A sudden flood of anger 
entered me, and I didn’t care if nature or some monster of the 
deep extinguished me, though, to be truthful, that sentiment only 
lasted a few seconds, but its ephemeral nature was for good 
reason. 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw movement deep below in 
the clear water, perhaps thirty feet down. A huge, shadowy 
movement. My first thought whispered to me that it was a whale, 
but here? The dark shape was terrifyingly huge, and moved with 
a methodical supremacy reserved for animals that had no 
predators. I inched backwards, watching the shape, 
uncomfortably aware that my heartbeat was the loudest sound on 
the island. 

I watched it with eyes that could not look away. The 
shadowy creature was a powerful magnet to my senses, and just 
when I thought I had seen it all, another shadow, deeper than the 
first, stirred beneath. There were two—perhaps more—but it was 
at that time that I realized I was running toward the forest as if I 
was following my feet. 

While my body reached the safety of the jungle, in my mind 
I was still processing the images of those huge animals. Were 
their necks really that long? Were those luminescent eyes I saw 
really that bright? Had they seen me? And if they had, what 
would they do? 

Hidden behind the jungle growth, I warily poked my head 
around a smooth tree trunk to see if the creatures had surfaced, 
or, worse yet, were pursuing me. There was no sign of them. My 
heart began its slow return to normalcy. I took a few deep 
breaths, and then and there decided to return to the cave that had 
protected me from the rainstorm and see if I could use it as a 
shelter. It had the obvious advantage of being far away from my 
newly discovered behemoth neighbors, and I’d be able to view 
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both the interior of the island, and from the ridge, to watch for 
ships. 

Water seemed plentiful, as long as the rain continued, and 
food, well I thought about the streams and wondered if fish 
might live in them. If not, I felt confident that I could find 
enough fruits and vegetables that would be edible. There was 
something about that cave that beckoned me, and then the 
thought of fire stirred somewhere inside me. How would I find 
fire? Again, my mind could ask the question, but seemed utterly 
hopeless to return an answer. 

It was then that I determined, not for any particularly good 
reason, to stop asking tormenting questions. They reminded me 
of only one thing: I was in a world that seemed intent to find me 
inept. I made one other resolution. I would never come to the 
lake again. Ever. 
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Chapter 5 
Caverns 

 
 

iven the position of the sun, I reasoned it was about 
noon when I arrived at the cave opening. It seemed 
smaller to me than I had remembered and I wondered 

how I had managed to squeeze inside earlier in the day. I 
considered the possibility that I had eaten too many of the golden 
nectarines on my journey up the interior slopes, but I managed to 
force myself inside with some effort, noting that if I decided to 
make this my home that I would need a tool of some kind to 
widen the entrance—losing weight wasn’t an option. 

I decided to allow my eyes time to adjust to the darkness, so 
I sat down with my back to the only light source that was 
streaming in from the outside world. The interior of the cave was 
wonderful for two reasons: the darkness was a relief to my eyes, 
and it was at least ten degrees cooler even a few feet from the 
entrance. 

As my eyes began to adjust, objects emerged. A large wall 
was the first thing to come into focus. It was about thirty feet 
away and seemed to have a curvature that made it disappear into 
the blackness of the cavern. In an attempt not to intrude on 
anyone, I yelled, “Is anyone there?” I had already seen evidence 
of monsters in the lake, so finding a monster in a dark and 
foreboding cave, I reminded myself, was plausible. It also 
seemed polite, because this place, unlike the lake, was enclosed, 
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like a home, but there was one more reason, a scientific one at 
that: I was using my voice to plumb the size of the cavern. 

I listened with all my awareness gathered inside me, and felt 
confident that there were no monsters, because there was 
absolute silence to my question. I was less confident about the 
size of the cavern, but instinctually I felt that the cave was large. 
It felt very large. My voice echoed for several seconds, and I 
sensed a downward trajectory. I yelled again, listening to my 
voice as if it were a radar signal. I sensed that the curved wall 
had an opening, because my voice didn’t seem to reflect back to 
me when I yelled to my right side. To my left, and center, my 
voice reflected back promptly. I decided to edge my way to the 
right. 

It was only about twenty feet from the entrance when I felt 
my leg strike something that protruded from the wall. I winced a 
bit as my shinbone hit the edge of some unyielding obstacle, and 
my hands immediately began to search like a blind man trying to 
make the invisible visible with searching fingertips. 

My hands recognized the object as a large boulder, about 
three feet in diameter that blocked my path. On top of the stone I 
found something unexpected: a small box. My skin stippled at 
the discovery, and my body flooded with a mysterious hope. I 
was not alone. Someone else—human no less—had been in this 
very space. The only question was when?  

It was a small box, but it was unmistakably human made. It 
was a carton of some kind and when I shook it, something rattled 
inside. I accidentally pushed on one end and it opened. They 
were matchsticks! I could smell the faint scent of sulfur. My 
hand scrambled to pick one up and strike the side of the box. My 
hands were shaking with excitement, and I paused to calm 
myself with a few deep breaths. I struck the first match, and it 
broke in half. Disappointment billowed with a long sigh. I pulled 
out another match, knowing how rare they each were. I struck it 
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against the side of the box with delicacy. Too delicate, I 
admonished myself. 

Finding the proper angle, velocity, and pressure, on the 
second strike it lit, and the cavern’s chamber suddenly leapt into 
a life of golden ochre and rich browns. The first thing I 
recognized was the scale of the chamber. It disappeared beyond 
the reach of the match light. A corridor led downward, but the 
corridor twisted into an impenetrable blackness, escaping my 
light and vision. The next thing I noticed was the writings, or 
drawings, scrawled on the walls. They were drawn by someone 
with considerable talent, who took great care in their creation, 
and I felt as though I’d entered an ancient art gallery. 

The match went out, burning my fingers, and I shouted in 
pain. I needed a torch or candle I exclaimed, to no one in 
particular. The next thing I heard scared me more than I could 
imagine. A voice. It was unmistakably a voice, muffled 
somewhat, a slight echo carried it a bit wobbly to my ears, but 
however it found my ears, it sent a torrent of panic throughout 
my body. 

I knelt down instinctively, swiveling my head to and fro as if 
a monster could break through the dark interior and devour me. 
Perhaps the lurking creatures at the lake had left an impression 
on me, but I felt such a deep fear at the sound of that voice that 
its content was insensible to me. It was as if my whole world was 
suddenly turned inside out and any form of normalcy was 
evicted.  I tried my best to suppress any sound of my body, and 
gather my wits in the cold darkness. 

Someone’s here, that’s good, isn’t it? I reasoned with myself 
that another person could help me, but in the same moment, a 
more lucid thought convinced me that any person, living in this 
cave in the middle of nowhere, in pitch darkness, would not be a 
person I’d want to meet. It just wasn’t right; there was no doubt 
about it. 
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I began to inch my way back to the entrance, making as little 
noise as possible, my hands touching the damp stone floor 
feeling my way. I listened with all my powers, but the sound of 
my beating heart and panicked breath was all I could hear. It was 
then that I realized I had dropped the matchbox. A single word 
escaped my mouth, “damn!” 

It was said quietly, but with great intensity. Then I heard it 
again. The voice. “Come to me,” it said in a commanding tone. It 
was feminine, but very strong. It was distant sounding and 
echoed around the cavern with lingering power. Two choices 
loomed with clarity: run out of that cavern as fast as my legs 
would carry me, or speak to that voice and investigate what its 
source was. The latter called, and part of me winced at the sound 
of my voice. 

“Where are you? Who are you?” I managed to croak. My 
unfamiliar, brittle voice floated through the darkness like a 
disembodied spirit in search of a companion. 

“Listen carefully to the sound I leave for you, follow it and 
you will find me. Find me, and you will know who I am.” The 
voice began to sing a melody that I could only describe as 
otherworldly. I had no recollection of music or its notion of 
melody, but this song calmed me. Could something that was 
menacing sing in this way? I stood up slowly, mesmerized by the 
music, and edged my way toward the plaintive voice. 

The cavern walls were labyrinth-shaped, curling one way 
and then another. I had shuffled my way in the inky blackness 
for perhaps two minutes, following the singing voice as if I were 
in a trance. My hands gripped the walls of the corridor, feeling 
like a rat in a directionless maze, and with each step I felt my 
memory was being carved out by some insidious black fog. 
There would be no way to retrace my steps. Then I felt the 
corridor begin a steep descent. As I started down the passageway 
I sensed a very dim light fluttering up from below. As soon as I 
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noticed the light, the song abruptly stopped! I was alarmed at the 
sudden stillness, but because I sensed light below, I gathered my 
courage and continued down the path. 

I felt that I was going in circles as I followed the downward 
spiral, but after a few turns I came to an impasse. My hands 
searched for a way around what could only be described as a 
luminescent wall that blocked my path. Light was emanating 
from it in an odd way, as if I could see the individual photons as 
they leapt from the wall into the cool, damp, dark interior like 
miniature fireworks. 

Even amid this light, I was still barely able to see my hands 
in front of me. My fear was that I was imagining the voice—
quite possibly I had conjured the whole experience. Yes, that 
must be it, I thought, I’m hallucinating. Surely no reality could 
be like this, and if it were, what did I do to deserve such 
insanity? 

One clarity swept over me: I was lost, and there was 
nowhere to go. In the darkness I would be unable to find my way 
out. Without light, I was like an object that had been misplaced 
and forgotten, and the only light—if that’s what you could call 
it—was at such a meager level it was contemptuous, affording 
me no comfort, and certainly no insight into my surroundings. I 
was at the end of my life where a few photons leered at me, and 
a deep stillness swallowed every sound of my body in absolute, 
ravenous disregard. 

“You told me to follow you,” I pleaded, “and so I followed 
you, but there is nowhere left to go. Where are you?” 

I listened for a response. Stillness. Perfect stillness 
enveloped me like a heavy fog. I leaned against the wall with my 
shoulder wondering if I could move it, but it was solid rock, 
though I couldn’t explain how there was light coming from it. I 
reminded myself: hallucination. Craziness. I wanted to swear in 
some foreign language at the top of my lungs. I wanted to curse 
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at God and man and everyone in between, and point out the 
absurdity of what they had put me through on my first day of 
being... whoever I was. But I didn’t know any foreign languages, 
and I was quite certain that the efforts to curse God and all 
manner of creation was a waste of my energy and what little time 
I had left. 

I slid to the ground wondering if I would be able to find my 
way out. Dejection was a good way to describe my state of mind. 
Anger would be another. Though I didn’t put it to a vote, I’m 
quite certain that disgust trumped all of the synonyms that fit my 
sorry existence at that moment in time. I probably should have 
wept at that point, but my exhaustion was so complete that I had 
neither the energy nor the desire. 

It wasn’t quite the sense of giving up, though that was part of 
it. It was more a feeling that I should surrender to the situation. 
Let it have its way. Not try to assert any of my own will or 
interest in the outcome. I simply closed my eyes and listened to 
my breath, which was the only sound in the depths of the cavern. 

Oddly enough, I had done this for a minute or two, and I 
began to feel better. For no particular reason, I had a faint sense 
of hope, a feeling that I could find my way out of the cavern, or 
at least I needed to try. Whatever was the cause of my 
hallucination, it didn’t necessarily mean that I was incapable of 
re-tracing my steps. 

I stood to my feet, and I looked one last time at the glowing 
wall of inexplicable light, and then it occurred to me: the light 
was passing through it, it wasn’t emanating from it. There were 
tiny, imperceptibly small holes in the wall, and these holes were 
allowing light through. From my side of utter darkness, even a 
handful of photons shed some light. I needed a tool to enlarge 
the holes. If there were holes, the wall couldn’t be that thick or 
strong. 
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Of course the reality of having no tools in a pitch-black cave 
required a very short time to make its impression on me, even in 
my crazed state, but I did remember stumbling on a few large 
rocks as I had made my way down the path, and perhaps with 
one of those, I could beat my way through this wall. It was worth 
a try. 

My search for a large stone ended in my discovering a new 
word. I was without shoes, and when I stubbed my toe against a 
large stone, a word came from my mouth that, well for me, 
seemed like a curse word brewed from powerful venom. I don’t 
even remember it now, but it escaped my mouth, and in doing 
so, it released every alienated feeling, every angry thought and 
every ounce of energy, but what was particularly confusing, this 
anger resulted in laughter. I was actually laughing at the 
absurdity of my state of affairs—laughing as I hopped on one 
foot while my other foot throbbed in pain. 

I picked up that stone in the pitch blackness, my laughter 
rolling through the cavern like a drunken bull, pitching against 
walls that provided no solace. Curiously, I was an echo of mirth 
that sought only one resting place, and that was a memory of 
who I was and why I was on this godforsaken island. Armed 
with my crude stone axe I readied myself to pummel it against a 
wall in the bowels of a dark cave. At that realization my laughter 
came to an abrupt halt, and for some reason I suddenly felt self-
conscious about my riotous behavior. 

As I found the holey wall, I began to seek out the place 
where the greatest amount of light escaped. It wasn’t easy to 
find, since the holes were so small and the amount of light 
coming through so faint that I could barely establish where to 
start my hammering. It was not quite arbitrary, but after a brief 
analysis I decided it would be best to start banging away and see 
what happened. And so I did just that. I banged away. 
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When I had started, the rock in my hand was about the size 
of a coconut, and after two minutes of banging it against the wall 
it was diminished to the size of a large orange, but the wall, too, 
was showing signs of wear. As I brushed the wall with my 
hands, small chunks of debris fell to the ground and the holes 
were larger and the light a little brighter. The holes were still too 
small to make out anything on the other side, but I was making 
progress, and my attention held an odd sense of excitement at 
what I might find on the other side of this barrier. 

After another five minutes of banging against the wall, my 
arm and hand were beginning to feel the percussive pain with 
each new swing of my caveman hammer. As I rested to wipe 
away the rubble, I dropped to my knees to look through an 
opening that had expanded to the size of a small pebble. I put my 
eye as close to that hole as I could and peered through, eager to 
see the other side. 

The source of the light was not immediately clear, but I 
could see something surging to the hole that I was looking 
through as if to block my view. I pulled back in fear. I wasn’t 
allowed to look. I felt it. Something was trying to block my 
view. It was intelligent and decidedly willful; of that I was 
certain. 

I stood to my feet, my heart palpitating in both fear and 
exhaustion, and decided not to give in to my fear and tiredness. 
My anger swelled as I hit that hole with my makeshift hammer 
over and over. I was irritated at anything that tried to repel me 
into a dark cavern where my survival was a subject of grave 
doubt. I soon found myself like a possessed man who was driven 
by some energy that was not his own. I stepped aside, no longer 
trying to connect dots or understand my situation, no longer 
looking for objects of blame, no longer feeling trapped or 
slighted by God, but rather, a simple, hushed calm in some quiet 
part of me was surrounded by a monster of power and force that 
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I—in my very short life as me—was utterly surprised to 
experience. 

It was an unknown quantity of time, but I noticed something 
was wet. The rock was slippery in my hand. I winced in pain as I 
realized my hand was bleeding. The hole was larger, but my 
attention was now on my agonizing hand. I slid back against the 
corridor and now wished I had kept my shirt so I would have a 
way to bandage my hand. Had I finally lost it? The question 
lingered longer than I would have liked. I fought the realization 
with whatever strength I had left, but the only way my body 
responded was to weep. I let myself weep in some strange 
abandonment that one can only take when they know complete 
isolation has come over them. 

The feeling of loneliness was so commanding that I felt like 
a small leaf flowing in the curving clutches of a swollen river. I 
think I screamed in angst about my despicable condition, 
blaming some nameless force I could only label Injustice. I was a 
crazy man with no memory beyond a few hours of time, who 
unwisely—befitting a crazy man—positioned himself in a dark 
hole with one tiny patch of light that mocked him. 

My eyes were so tearful that I could barely see the wall, but I 
kicked it with my leg anyway. It was a terrifyingly powerful kick 
that shuddered through my whole body, but I heard some rubble 
fall. I lay on my back on the cold, rocky floor and positioned 
myself so I could kick with both legs against the wall. My hand 
was a bloody mess, but my feet were okay. I delivered another 
powerful kick, this time with both legs. More rubble fell, and I 
could sense light streaming through. 
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