
A cold wind blew over the motionless dunes and carried the smell of the ocean far above the land.  
Stars still sparkled in the black night sky, but a light glimmer at the horizon already presaged the 
beginning of a new day.  
There was no sign of civilisation out here, although the next village was just few kilometres away.  
Overgrown dunes and rocks, softly swaying grass and the eerie murmuring of the waves, rolling up 
the abandoned shore... I enjoyed the blankness, this innocence of things.  
Melancholic I stopped my horse, so she could watch the night slowly die away.  
These early rides had become a habit of mine, one I needed to stay sane and keep the demons at 
bay. They didn’t follow me here. Somehow this place had always been forlorn, an own world in 
itself.  
There was something in the air I breathed, in the fine sand beneath her horse’s hooves, in the 
waves against the rocks, something powerful.  
The horse flipped its head impatiently and I resolved her eyes from the pale blue horizon. 
I turned my gelding and continued the way in a quick walk.  
Crossing the dunes, my thoughts slipped away to long passed memories and dreams that floated 
in my mind. The salty breeze stroke over my face and liberated my lungs, it was a kind of salvation 
I embraced with all of my black heart.  
At the top of the last dune before the beach I stopped again. The sky now showed all different 
shades of purple and orange, accompanied of a slight glowing, a harbinger of the rising sun.  
I dismounted and tied the reins to the saddle. Percy immediately started to pluck the perennial 
grasses out of the sand, while I got my camera out of the saddle bag.  
A few years ago, after I had realised that she would never find her place among the modern 
society, I had discovered her sanctuary out here, far away enough from humans.  
As a photographer I had the privilege to enjoy the beauty of the raw elegance this place held, 
capture it for eternity and even get paid for it.  
 
She adjusted her camera, before she started to photograph the magnificent sunrise, the calm 
waves on the beach and the endless dunes. Percy was still grazing. I didn’t worry about him 
running away, we had formed a close bond over the years and he was the closest thing to a friend 
she had ever known.  
Again I zoomed in on the beach, when something suddenly caught my eye. I frowned and enlarged 
it even more, trying to see it better. My heart skipped a beat, when it hit me.  
“Oh shit”, I cursed silently. Could it be? I looked again. It had to.  
Hastily I walked over to my horse and stowed the camera in its case before I pulled herself in the 
saddle and picked up the reins.  
I hoped that her observation turned out wrong, but I had a bad feeling about this tingling in her 
stomach. I clicked with her tongue and more sliding than walking Percy came down the dune.  
On the beach I immediately pushed him in the flanks and into a strong gallop. 
My heart raced with the pounding hooves beneath me and the slight hint of fear made her swallow 
dryly. Wet sand and water splashed up against her legs, while she urged Percy forward.  
The figure came insight quickly and soon I knew that my instinct hadn’t failed her.  
Finally there I commanded the gelding to stop, jumped out of the saddle and ran over to the 
motionless body laying at the shore. The waves washed around the woman’s legs, as if it tried to 
pull her back into the ocean and down in her wet grave.  
For a second I just stood there, unable to move, my eyes resting on this shell of life. I could hear 
my demons calling from the back of my skull, drawing me away, and shortly I considered to just 
leave. Probably I couldn’t help anyway.  
But then I pulled myself together and kneeled down next to the person and carefully turned her 
around. Shivers ran down my spine when I looked at the woman’s face.  
Her skin was scarily pale and in extreme contrast with the wet hair and the turned blue lips.  
I tried to find a pulse, and surprisingly I found one. It was weak and irregular, but present. The wet 
sand soaked her jeans, while she took of her jacket. The woman was probably dangerously 
undercooled. Internally I cursed myself for never taking her mobile with her.  
Cautious I wrapped the woman in my jacket and lifted my upper body on her legs, so it wouldn’t get 
cooled further by the wet sand.  
I feared that the woman might had swallowed water, so I pressed hard on her stomach a few times. 



It worked and a surge of water came out of her mouth, accompanied by heavy choking and I 
turned her head to the side so she wouldn’t suffocate.  
Her heartrate was through the roof, but at the same time she felt incredibly relieved.  
The woman kept coughing and then slackened on the ground.  
“Are you okay?” I asked with weak voice. She just nodded, still too much out of breath to speak. 
Seconds passed before she found the strength to sit up, supported by her saviour. 
“What happened?” she breathed sorely and clasped at the jacket, shivering extremely.  
“I don’t know. I just found you”. 
She looked around.  
“Where am I?” 
I told her, but she didn’t seem to get anything out of that information.  
“What’s your name?” I asked her after a few seconds of silence.  
The woman looked at her confused, her blue eyes scurrying around, like she tried to find the 
answer to her questions in the rising sun, which dyed the cost in an otherworldly, golden shine.  
“Tarja”, she said, almost confused by the sound of her own name.  
“Okay. Listen, I don’t have a phone with me to call an ambulance, so we have to get back to my 
house first”. 
A wave of panic rushed over her face.  
“No!”, she gasped, “no ambulance” 
“I don’t know what happened, but you’re undercooled and maybe you have other injuries, you need 
medical attention”, I insisted, unable to comprehend why she would refuse treatment.  
“Please not”, Tarja begged and her eyes filled with tears.  
I sighed.  
“Alright, we decide that later. Let’s first get you out of here and into warmth”, I gave in and helped 
the woman to stand up. First now she seemed to notice the horse, which explored the beach with 
lowered head a few meters away.  
I whistled and the black-roan gelding trotted over to me. Tarja shrunk back shortly.  
“It’s fine, he’s a nice boy. He’ll take us home”. Slowly Tarja reached out with one hand and touched 
the soft nose of the big animal.  
Then I helped her into the saddle, before she pulled herself on the horse’s back behind her and put 
her arms around the shivering Tarja  
“It’s about a half an hour ride, if we go fast. Just hold on”.  
Percy carried them safely over the dunes in a fast trot. Tarja didn’t say a word, she was too weak. A 
few times I had to wake her up, because she was afraid she wouldn’t awake anymore if she fell 
asleep. The last few meters I pushed her horse into gallop, because I feared for Tarja’s health. 
Finally the house and the barn came in sight.  
On the yard I dismounted and helped Tarja down. For a moment I let the woman sit down on the 
stairs in front of the house and quickly led Percy into the barn, where I grabbed a blanket and put it 
over the sweating horse. Nana, her Irish Draught mare, trotted in from outside, knowing that it was 
almost feeding time, but this had to wait.  
“Later Nana”, I said to the red horse and put Percy in the open stable. 
I would take care of him later.  
Quickly I ran outside and helped Tarja up again. With cold hands I opened the door and comforting 
warmth welcomed them, along with her Weimarana Trix. With wiggling tale and a few happy barks 
she greeted the women.  
I led Tarja to the couch, where she sank down weakly. After I had wrapped her in a blanket, I 
started to boil water and fill the bath tub.  
“Are you sure I shouldn’t call the ambulance?”, I asked Tarja worried, but she nodded determined.  
She thanked her for the tea and took some small nips. The silence felt uncomfortable, I didn’t know 
what to say and so I kept walking around, trying to find something to do. 
Finally the bathtub was full and I gave Tarja some of my clothes and a towel.  
“Take your time, get warm. I have to take care of the horses anyway”, I said, after showing her the 
bathroom.  
“Thank you”, Tarja said honestly, “you saved my life”.
I smiled shyly and left her alone.  
After I got another jacket, I went over to the barn.  I loved the stable and my horses. They didn’t 



make me feel bad, they didn’t complain and most of all they loved me just as much as she loved 
them. Animals where so much more grateful and forgiving than humans, I had learned that the 
hard way… 
Nana whinnied impatiently when I took some arms full of hay and dropped them in front of the 
horses’ noses. While they fed, she unsaddled Percy, brushed his wet body and cleaned his hooves 
from the sand and stones. I let my fingers run through the soft fur of the horse, felt his warmth and 
for a while just buried my face in his mane, breathed in the scent of sweat and hay and leather. I 
could hear the giant heart pounding within, strong and infallible, like the earth.  
The presence of the horses calmed me down and finally got my head back in order. I thought about 
the woman in my house and wondered who she possibly was and why she refused to get medical 
attention. How did she end up at that beach? A lot of questions and no answers.  
And a bad feeling in my stomach told me, that something was terribly wrong here. 


