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The storm on the lost island
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and welcome

The storm on the lost island



 

And I was hundreds of kilometers from the 

Colombian mainland, I was fishing on the island of 

Serranilla, a piece of land in a strange way, The 

area, which was once inhabited, It has houses and 

some military installations, which were used by US

Marines during the Missile Crisis of Cuba in 1962, 

is now completely uninhabited. The ruins of the 

buildings in which the old inhabitants of the island

lived and worked, give the island a gloomy and 

grayish air that has caused even the sailors to 

define it as the ghost island.

Serranilla is a former atoll. It is about 40 km wide 

and 32 km long, with an area of 1,200 km², almost 

entirely of water. Several very small keys emerge 

from the waters to form the islands of the bank; 

the area began as a small community. The last 

inhabitants left Serranilla, leaving a place in which 

only the climate and other natural elements have 

modified the physiognomy of the island.



Surrounded by huge blocks of reinforced concrete 

to defend against the waves, the same ones that 

give it that rare shape, Serranilla came to house 

many soldiers. By then the insula

it had hospitals, several stores and even a small 

room where the military relaxed after arduous 

shifts on the high seas.

My name is Anderson; I had the opportunity to 

enter the prohibited areas of the island. In their 

images a world is glimpsed in silence, without 



movement, in which time seems to have stopped 

forever. This almost inert planet, inheritance of 

the industrial revolution.

The island, receives every day a few tourists who 

travel in some of the boats of the various 

companies that have authorization to enter the 

area. The visit is limited to a few hours and during 

the same it is only allowed access to three areas 

near the old houses and the area of the military 

that lived in this place.

The small military buildings are the only ones that 

visitors can contemplate in all their immensity 

(without being able to enter them). The birds that 

fly over the area and the buzz of the waves 

crashing against the gigantic dam that surrounds 

the island are the most common sounds of this 

geographical feature that once housed this small 

community.

The ruins of the central office, with its orange 

bricks, or the entrance to the second tunnel of the

base are other facilities that can still be seen in 

detail on the island. Due to the isolation of the 

area, there was a great loss of houses due to its 

cracking and humidity.

Serranilla, is as impressive as described in some 

sailors. Recently the insula has returned to attract 



attention due to its unknown beauty I have 

impenetrable and -especially for being an 

uninhabitable area.

The island is today a metaphor for the evolution of

some of those tides. Afloat, barely accessible to 

mortals and with a place that takes your breath 

away, the island has earned the nickname of the 

ghost island, a very correct description for those 

who visit this uninhabited area.



Already back to San Andres islands of Colombia. 

After an exhausting trip to Serranilla after fishing 

all day. I decided to go to the bar to take with 

other fishing friends. The other had a strong 

drunkenness, sore and battered, his mind numbed

by the run of blood and with dry tongue, I opened 

my eyes to return to life. I did not know where I 

was or what to expect or why I was floating in that

stinking gray limbo that was not in control of my 

body. However, I soon understood that the pain 

was due to my being immobilized on the bed. My 

head was buzzing. On the bed lay the lower half of

my body, impeded from all movement by a jumble

of sheets while the other half rested on the floor, 

lovingly hugging a pillow damp with sweat. A 

nauseating breath reminded me of the causes of 

that mess: I had caught it well. It can be seen that 

the intoxication had not given me time to undress 

because I was without pants, but with my shirt 

and socks in place.

Through the blinds in my room, an accurate beam 

of sunlight and the irritating, distant and stubborn 

sound of a traffic light for the blind. Both 

phenomena, indifferent to my state, pierced my 

brain.

Helped by the bedside table that was from before,

robust and well built; I managed to sit on the 

floor. My head, slowly, began to work. While my 



physical discomfort subsided, the harmful effect 

of my remorse grew exponentially. I felt 

irresponsible. I knew that, in that room rented as 

a writer in disgrace, I was sinking forever. I stood 

up. In a show of will of those that I use to

Do what I owe and not what I want, I decided to 

take a shower, so, as soon as the floor stopped 

dancing, I got under a jet of cold water and in a 

few minutes I came back to life.

When I went down to the street it was almost 

noon. Looking for something for the headache 

after taking seemed to be the best option to start 

the day; but the neighborhood the hill, an old sea-


