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I woke up in the middle of a clearing, the face beaten by a light drizzle, and a hole in my 

chest. The heart tore away. A small card nestled in my hand. The inscription said: "Welcome to 

the Zone". It was signed Eve…

I had neither the strength nor the desire to get up. So I laid there. For hours. I was deeply 

exhausted but could not sleep. Partly because of the rain, partly because there were no bed. 

Mostly due to the pain and this giant scar that would not heal.

Hours probably turned into days and hunger urged me to move. Without it, nothing 

would have dragged my carcass out of the waterlogged moss I landed on. At the edge of the 

clearing, the forest was pretty light and traversable. Under a giant tree, I found a fine rock on 

which I sat with mushrooms close at hand to sustain me.

The shrooms left me joyless and ran out in a blink of an eye. The undergrowth around 

was as empty as the hole in my chest; so I remained on my black stone, watching the downpour 

now falling like an opaque curtain. My stomach may have complained of hunger, but in the end, 

I realized eating, like sleeping, was incidental in this place.

So there were only questions without answer left.

Where was I?

Where was I before landing in the clearing?

Who was that Eve?

Did I even know her? 

What was that "Zone" where I could live without any heart? 

And ultimately: Was I dead?

If the Zone was heaven, it was missing angels and explanations. And canteens.

I always pictured Hell differently. In fact, slightly less humid.

Maybe Purgatory… In this particular case, the repentant had to overcome boredom and 

loneliness first. Probably survive a cold too.



With these waterlogged clouds above the high trees, days seemed as dark as nights. Time 

was no more than an endless hourglass of pouring rain. Tired of counting seconds, I decided to 

leave my safe rock and explore the forest, now counting trees as I passed them. 

Four hundred and ninety-four: the rain suddenly stopped, as if someone cut a tap. 

Two thousand six hundred and fifty three: I finally left the coniferous wood. 

It stopped abruptly and darting sun rays made me cry. Shortly after the last tree was a 

fence, several meters high, with sharp barbed wire which immediately stop my climbing desire 

for freedom. Behind the fence: nothing but dunes. An endless, golden desert.

I realized the creator of this Zone clearly lacked imagination.

So, I began to walk alongside the fence, counting every pole I would pass. Like Sisyphus 

who swapped his rock for absurd numbers. As in the forest, here was no night; only a full 

zenithal sun to remind me of my thirst and weariness. Yet, I walked.

No portal, no escape. Ever.

My only comfort – and the smile along with – once came from a micro-crack in the tight 

mesh fence. Few centimeters of hope that did not yield to my attacks. My smile quickly vanished 

and my counting obsession resumed.

This ridiculously small hole would help calculate the size of this Zone: the day I would 

find it again, I would know the scope of this place. Logic. Useless and pointless numbers to 

deceive my boredom and meaningless existence. But still, logic. That was the only thing I had 

left for me.

In the meantime, my chest wound had begun to slowly heal. When? How? It didn’t 

matter. For what I known, heartless or not would not change my current stupid condition.

But I never saw the crack again. Instead, along my way, I found someone.

A girl.



She was waiting on the other side of the fence, on the edge of the desert. Since I had seen 

no one since – at least – a five-digit number, I did not have to be persuaded to speak to her. 

Small, short dark hair, green eyes behind square glasses, she was truly beautiful. Her name was 

Charlotte, but she’d rather be called Charlie.

We spoke hours, but eventually, she had to leave. I was afraid of never seeing her again 

as I looked at her growing smaller and then disappearing behind the first dune. 

I decided not to move. And waited for her.

And after what felt like eternity, she returned to me. Again and again. Alternating 

sadness to see her go and happiness to find her smile again. 

We spent hours chatting about everything and nothing: our lives, our joys and our 

sorrows. Without noticing it, my chest wound had disappeared; as if her words carried the balm 

that I was missing since I woke in the clearing.

Unfortunately, shortly after, I discovered a new pain: one that appeared when she had to 

leave, only to be fainted at the sound of her voice when she came.

I needed to be with her. A vital need!

If my heart was beating again, it was only for her. And it suffered from being separated 

from hers because of this steel wall which allowed nothing more but the touch of our fingers…

So I risked everything, included losing her and retraced my steps. I ran back where the 

fence was cracked. I had to try my luck! For her.

Surprisingly, the crack was bigger. Large enough so I could leave out this lonely place 

without any difficulty.

Then, just after a couple of steps away from the fence, sky-scrappers suddenly rose from 

the sand like a video game. Streets were traced. People began to cross them. Concrete, cars, 

pollution, noise.

I felt alive. Alive like never before!



 I ran across this crazy city. To find Charlie. I went to her dance school she often talked 

about and waited for her to come out. 

We would be together. Happy. At last! I knew it. I could not wait any longer for this 

moment. I have been longing for it, desired it so many times behind this cruel barbed wire fence. 

Now, it was a reality. This moment was up to only a few words.

So I told Charlie, as soon as I had see her. These feelings ... These sincere, vibrant, 

overflowing feelings, I told her without shame, with my heart beating wildly, cheeks on fire, 

sweaty palms and slightly shifty eyes.

Then silence. This heavy, nerve-racking silence you have to suffer waiting for her 

answer.

"Listen, you're a great guy. Really. But I think it’d be better to remain friends…"

I woke up in the middle of a clearing, the face beaten by a light drizzle, and a hole in my 

chest. The heart tore away. A small card nestled in my hand. The inscription said: "Welcome to 

the Zone". It was signed Charlie…

THE END ?
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