
Stranded. Isolated. Left to die.  
How did I get here? Why is this happening to me? The last thing I remember is lying in the 
loving embrace of the person I love the most in this world, sharing happiness worth a complete 
lifetime. It was a precious moment. And now, I am on this some kind of seashore, desolate, 
hungry and without any kind of shelter. No sign of any living creature, except for some trees 
which are on the verge of death. Oh my, wrong there are bees, a full swarm.  
 
Bees. Magnificent creatures. Never had seen a bee for so long in my whole life. And now they 
are the only thing I want to look at. I am sick of looking at the sea. So much water. How can 
there be so much water? I never thought I would get bored with water. I have to stop thinking 
about water. Hey look, the bees are making their hive. Building a piece of art. A home for their 
queen with total devotion. Such a wonder. Buzzing and whirling around the whole place; That 
noise was the only thing that told me I was still alive, still able to feel the wonders of the world 
except for the water. That's utter shit.  
 
What? Are the bees asleep? Their Buzzing is getting softer by each passing minute. It's like I 
can hardly hear them now. Why are they flying away? Leaving their half-built home. Just letting 
go and ruining all of the hard work they did for so long. I have heard that bees can sense death 
and try to make themselves scarce from that place.  
I hear someone crying. A woman. She's sitting by the Sea and crying and weeping. That is the 
first time I have seen someone human after a long time, it feels like a decade. She's washing 
clothes, why is she washing clothes? Who is she? The clothes are blood-stained. Those are my 
clothes! Banshee!  
 


