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The Silent Sea

Dr. Munish Kumar Thakur

The horizon, a slender line where the sea met the sky, extended out in front of him.
There was a light wind this morning that carried the sea's briny aroma. Sitting in the weathered
boat, he watched as the little craft bobbed in time with the water. The oars were held in his
brown, calloused hands from years of work. With silent resolve, his eyes, which were aged and
weighed down by the passing of many seasons, observed the sea. He had spent weeks going
out every day in an attempt to find the big fish. He had studied the wind and tides, the motion
of clouds, and the lowering of the sun. When a man worked alone in his craft, his work was
characterized by the same rhythm, patience, and unbroken silence. As a fisherman, the sea was
his life. He said very little because he had little to say. He had a body full of memories and
pains, and his face was marked with the lines of time. He did, however, possess a quiet strength
that came from years of labour and countless hours spent gazing out at the vast expanse of the

ocean.

The fish he was looking for was not a typical catch. A marlin bigger than any the
fishermen had ever seen was a folk legend. And the man had struggled against the wind, the
weather, and bad luck for many days. It was now only discussed in whispers at the docks. Even
though no one else shared his belief, he did. He pushed the boat further out into the open water
this morning as the sun rose high and filled the sky with pink and orange hues. He moved
slowly but deliberately, keeping his eyes fixed on the horizon at all times. He was the only
person out here. There was only the great expanse of sky and water, with him as its sole
observer, and no noise or disruptions. Today, the sea came to life. Fish darted beneath the
surface, their scales flashing in the sunlight as the water churned with life. However, the man

hasn't yet cast his line. Knowing that patience was his only ally, he watched and waited.

As the man's thoughts wandered, the boat moved slowly and steadily with the tide. He
recalled the shore, the little village where he had grown up, and the faces of those who had
once admired him. However, those times were over. The men who stayed behind could only
talk about the good old days, when the sea was kinder, while the younger men had gone to sea.
He wasn't alone all the time. Men who shared in the labour and the reward had previously

existed. But in one way or another, time had taken them all. One had been killed by a storm,
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and another by illness. The others had turned their backs on the sea because they were sick of
fighting. However, he stayed. He had always done so. Even though the sea had taken a lot from
him over the years, he was unable to leave it because it was in his blood. This was his purpose,

his calling. This life was quiet, full of loneliness and hardship, but it was sufficient.

The sun rose higher as the day went on. The man continued despite his hands hurting
and his back becoming stiff. Now that he had cast his line, he allowed the lengthy cord to
extend behind him. As the current carried it farther and farther away from the boat, he could
feel the soft tug of the water. He bided his time. This work required patience. When it was time,
the fish would appear. As slowly as a drifting boat, the afternoon went by. Now a blazing orb
in the sky, the sun's heat was becoming unbearable. The man did not wipe away the perspiration
that trickled down his neck. He didn't have to. It was only a portion of the task. In the same
way that she had served others before him, the sea was his to serve, despite her cruel mistress
status. The man could sense the shift in the line by evening. A tug. A deep, slow pull, as if
something big had grabbed hold of it. He briefly forgot about his pains as his heart skipped a
beat. He felt the tension and immense strength beneath his grizzled hands as they gripped the
line. Now he could feel the big, powerful fish struggling to get away.

It was a conflict. A long, slow struggle. The fish, his hands and strength, and the boat
that seemed to creak under the weight of the competition were the only things on the man's
mind at this point. He withdrew as the fish tugged. The water splashed against the sides as the
boat rocked. Despite his body groaning from effort, the man refused to give up. As the battle
went on, the sun was sinking, turning the water purple and gold. Despite the fish's strength, the
man had gained a lot of knowledge over the years. He was able to sense the water beneath him
and read the waves. He understood how to use the fish's strength against it and how to wait for
the ideal opportunity. He held it tight despite hearing the line creak under strain. Sweat was
stinging his eyes and his breath was coming quickly now, but his thoughts were at ease. The
fish briefly broke the water's surface, its massive body shimmering in the last of the light. The
size of this enormous creature that had haunted the waters and been the subject of legends was
actually visible to the man at that moment. The sleek and dark marlin's tail slashes through the

water like a storm.

The battle continued into the night. As the man and the fish fought their battle, the cold,
far-off stars hung overhead. Apart from the two of them engaged in combat, the world was

deserted, with the vast ocean providing neither solace nor pity. Despite feeling as though his
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strength was diminishing, the man persisted. But because the fish was exhausting, he gradually
started drawing it nearer as the moon rose higher in the sky. The fish was next to the boat, its
enormous head breaking the surface with a last, desperate lunge. The man, gasping for air,
clutched the fish's dorsal fin with trembling hands. He hauled it into the boat with a last-ditch
effort after pulling. The conflict was over. The man sank back against the boat's side, exhausted
and broken. The massive body of the fish shimmered in the moonlight as it lay there. Although
it was a victory, there was only the subdued satisfaction that came from the fight, not any joy.
He had succeeded. He owned the fish. However, he was aware that the sea would take its toll
once more as he gazed out over the placid waters. There would be more conflicts and hardships.

The battle would never really be over.

With the boat floating on the water, the man closed his eyes and, for the first time in
many days, gave himself permission to relax. Even though it was silent, he could still feel the
vast, boundless sea enveloping him. Awaiting. The peaceful night air cooled the man's sweat-
drenched skin as the boat rocked gently on the placid sea. He gasped for air in short, tired
breaths. He had battled for this moment for a very long time, but it was only the bare exhaustion
of the struggle, not a victory. The boat's weight pulled the tiny craft lower into the water as the
massive, gleaming marlin lay in the bottom. The man's hands were so sore from the battle that
they could hardly grip the rudder, and his body hurt in ways that hadn't hurt in years. Yes, he
had triumphed, but at what price? The sea had robbed him of time, friends, and health over the
years, but now it had robbed him of his strength. The man permitted himself a tiny, resentful
smile as the boat swayed gently in this silent, empty moment. No one was around to celebrate
his success, even though he had caught the fish. Nobody to share the tale with. Just the moon,

the sea, and the boat's steady, slow rocking.

He turned his attention back to the fish, the enormous marlin whose scales gleamed in
the moonlight and whose size seemed unnaturally large for the little boat. Yes, it was lovely,
but the struggle now overshadowed that beauty. Although brutal, the battle was essential. There
was no alternative. The man had been by himself for so long that the fight itself had become a
source of pride and identity. He was uncertain about what would remain in its absence. As the
night grew darker, the wind increased and spread a chill over the water. Feeling the chill seep
into his bones, the man encircled his chest with his arms. He took another look at the marlin,
wondering how the villagers would react to it. The young men who had taken to the sea, the

ones who had grown stronger and faster, had long since stopped considering older men like
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him to be anything other than relics of a bygone era, so even though it would be a great catch,
would they care? The sea was not as gentle as it used to be. His catch would go unappreciated.
After a brief discussion about the fish, the villagers would soon turn their attention to the next

storm, the newest boat, or the next baby fish.

He pushed away the hollow feeling that the thought had left in his chest. He had never
been one to give compliments. The fulfilment that came from the effort and the struggle was
sufficient. That is what he told himself. Slowly, the night went by, and the darkness seemed to
go on forever. The man sat motionless and gazed at the horizon. He turned his attention away
from the fish and instead reflected on his life, the years he had spent at sea, and the times he
had been accompanied by now-departed friends and companions. He had occasionally been a
member of a crew, a family, or something greater than himself. But that was a long time ago.
Like so much else, they had been taken by the sea one by one. The man, however, had
remained. He had stayed every time. He recalled how his father had taught him to fish when
he was a young boy. In addition to his father's strength, the sea had been his friend. As the boat
would return to shore, there would be laughter, the seasons had been kind, and the fish had
come easily. But as time passed, the world underwent a transformation. The sea had changed,
becoming unpredictable. There were fewer fish because the winds had changed. The village's
residents had also moved on. They had lost sight of the traditional methods, the perseverance

required to endure in this environment, and the struggle against the elements.

The man continued to stay. In the little cemetery close to the village's edge, the old man
had interred his father, who had died many years ago. As if to remind the living that time passed
and nothing was permanent, the winds howled through the trees that surrounded the tall grass
surrounding the graves. The day after his father's funeral, the man went back to the sea, as
though the sound of the waves could fill the void. Consequently, he had assimilated into the
sea itself over time, resembling the boat's rust and wear, the nets that captured fish, and the
unceasing tides. The man felt an odd void in the middle of his chest, even though the fish had
been caught. The fish represented a single victory, but what was left after the battle was over?

Nobody was there to tell him it had been worthwhile, to share it with, or to witness it.

The wind shifted once more at dawn, and the man caught a glimpse of the distant
shoreline. Even though the village was still hours away, the first rays of sunlight cast pale hues
across the sky. In the early morning light, the sea that had appeared so vast and dark during the

night started to soften. The man gave himself permission to take a quick break, closing his eyes
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and enjoying the sensation of the sun's warmth on his ageing body. A tiny flock of gulls circled
in the distance, yelling in their piercing tones. The man allowed the sea to lead him back by
letting the boat float with the tide. He didn't have to guide. The boat was able to navigate. The
man could make out the dim silhouettes of the village as he got closer to the coast; it was a
collection of white houses set against the rocky cliffs. He started to feel a little uneasy. He had
no idea what the others would think or what he would discover there. This time, no one had
been waiting for him. The battle had gone unnoticed. Nobody had contributed to the work. He
would return empty-handed of praise, just as he had gone out into the sea looking for nothing

but the fight. It would be the same as it always was.

The man saw something else, though, as he got closer to the coast. a person observing
the boat's approach while standing on the beach. The tall, slender figure had a worn-out coat
on. The man was not sure why, but his heart was beating a little quicker. The man could feel
the weight of their stares as they followed his boat, but the figure on the beach remained
motionless. The man got to his feet, his legs achy and stiff, and reached for the marlin as the
boat finally made contact with the sand with a gentle, damp thud. His scales gleamed in the
new light as he struggled to pull the large fish from the boat and onto the sand. The struggle
caused his fingers to bleed, but he chose to ignore the pain. It made no difference. The figure
on the beach then moved forward as he turned. Now, the man could see that it was a young
boy, perhaps sixteen years old, with dark eyes and a quiet strength that made him think of

himself in his younger years.

Initially silent, the boy gazed at the fish before turning to face the man. In his eyes,
there was no expectation or judgment. The boy, the fish, and the sea were all who were present.
The man exhaled, his chest becoming less tense. He felt less alone for a while. He wasn't sure
whether the boy understood the struggle—the years, the loneliness, the fight—but for some
reason, the boy's presence was sufficient at that precise moment. With a voice rough from years
of inactivity, the man said softly, "Help me get it to the village." The boy took hold of the
marlin's tail after nodding and moving forward. They set off together on the arduous trek back
to the village. The man's heart felt lighter as they strolled in silence than it had in a long time.
Maybe in the end, it wasn't the fish that mattered. It might have been the friendship. Maybe

that was the real win in the end.

As the man and the boy carried the enormous marlin toward the village, the morning

light grew darker. The fish was heavy between them, its tail dragging in the sand. Every step

www.the-criterion.com

https://doi.org/10.5281/zenodo.10448030 1003



The Criterion: An International Journal in English Vol. 16, Issue-I, February 2025  ISSN: 0976-8165 Tl Coigrion ‘

added weight to the man's already exhausted limbs, causing his body to groan with the effort,
but he kept quiet about it. Together, they made their slow but determined ascent up the beach,
the boy's strength and youthful energy silently supporting them as their footsteps left twin
imprints in the damp sand. Huddled against the cliffs that rose sharply from the sea, the village
loomed ahead, small and uncomplicated. The faint scent of wood smoke from hearth fires, the
distant clink of metal as fishermen got their boats ready for another day's work, and the smell
of saltwater were all present in the air. The village had its own rhythms, including work, tides,
and peaceful acceptance. However, he sensed a slight change in the air as the man with the
marlin approached. People had started to take notice of him, starting with the kids playing by
the beach, who raised their voices in surprise. Then some of the older fishermen stood at the

water's edge, their wide, inquisitive eyes watching the procession.

Now, the boy moved forward, outpacing the man with his pace. He was already
addressing the others while making broad gestures in the direction of the fish. As he followed
more slowly, the man could hear bits of conversation. The boy's voice was excited and bright
as he said, "Did you see the size of it? It's the biggest I've ever seen.". Now that they were
getting closer, the others were whispering and glancing between the man and the boy. They
had all heard about the old fisherman who never brought much home and who had spent so
much time at sea without ever taking home a prize. Naturally, there had been rumours regarding
his age, strength, and perseverance. He was thought to have lost his touch by some. Others,
including the boy, continued to regard him with the same sense of awe that kids have for myths.
However, those murmurs changed now that the marlin was following. Something had changed

in the atmosphere. something that caught them off guard.

The central square of the village was a tiny patch of dirt with wooden buildings on
either side that had shutters that fluttered in the gentle wind. Now that a few more fishermen
had assembled, they were staring at the man and the boy, their eyes narrowing as they realized
how big the catch was. The man did not look them in the eyes, but he could feel their heavy,
evaluating gaze. He walked steadily and kept his eyes forward, aware that this was his moment,
no matter how short. The village would now know that the sea had given. The man halted when
they arrived at the square. With a thud that reverberated throughout the tiny room, he put the
fish down. It was a strong sound that sent shockwaves through the spectators' bones. With its
scales glimmering with an almost unearthly iridescence, the dead marlin shone in the sunlight.

The man stood for a moment longer, listening to the soft murmur of nearby conversations. Now
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that they were assembling, the others were gradually encroaching, speaking in low, polite tones.
Though he did not mind, he felt the weight of their looks. For a change, there was no loneliness

or resentment. The sea had returned something for once.

Standing next to him, the boy gazed at the marlin with wide eyes. He asked in a hesitant
tone, as if the size of the fish had caused him to doubt himself, "What should we do with it?"
With a detached look, the man used the back of his hand to wipe his brow. "We'll share it," he
stated in a firm yet gruff voice. There is enough for everyone in this place. The fishermen
exchanged sympathetic mutterings, and one of the older men—a tall, weathered man with grey
hair—came forward. Calluses covered his hands, and he was staring at the fish with narrowed
eyes. Although he remained silent for a while, the man was aware that this was a judgmental
moment. The village's older men showed respect for the sea but with a certain hard-won
caution. A fisherman's reputation was determined by the catch he made from the ocean, and

this marlin—this magnificent, gleaming fish—was a unique find.

At last, the old man's voice, rough but not cruel, came out. “Old man, you did well," he
remarked. “You've demonstrated something to all of us." The words were straightforward, but
something flickered in the man's chest. Perhaps respect. Or acknowledgement. Though brief,
it was present. The sea didn't seem so far away for a brief instant. He was not alone for a brief
moment. The man said, "Thank you," but it was a low voice that could hardly be heard over
the growing din of the crowd. Standing close, the boy gazed up at the man. With obvious pride

in his voice, he said quietly, "I knew you could do it."

The man smiled slightly but nodded. He didn't experience the triumphant rush that some
people might anticipate. The death of the marlin and the celebration of the fish's size were both
devoid of joy. All that remained was the silent fulfilment that the effort had been worthwhile
and that, for once, the sea had provided what was desired. It was a triumph of perseverance
rather than conquest. The old man's strength was demonstrated by the fish, but the true evidence
was found in the years he had spent on the water, his patience in waiting, and his realization
that the sea owed no one anything. The man now watched from a distance as the fish was
filleted and ready for the village to consume. The boy was helping out with the work alongside
the others, and his enthusiasm was contagious. In order to prepare the fish for the evening meal,
the fishermen cut and sliced it with deft hands. Now, there was a quiet recognition that this was

no typical catch, a sort of reverence in the air. With his back to the rough wood and his eyes
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fixed on the work, the man settled down on a weathered bench in the square's corner. He didn't

have to, but he didn't take part. He finished his work. He had fought his share of the battle.

Softly at first, then loudly, the sound of laughter rose as the sun sank lower in the sky,
illuminating the village with long shadows. Now that the villagers had assembled, they were
conversing among themselves, sharing the fish, and sipping from clay cups. It was the kind of
subdued celebration that follows hard-won triumphs; it was a celebration that respectfully
recognized the worth of the effort without ever shouting. The boy returned to the man with a
plate containing a sizable chunk of tender, steaming marlin. With a proud smile on his face, he
said, "I saved you some.". With a slight smile, the man accepted the plate. He said, "Thank
you," in a softer tone. The fish tasted rich, salty, and fresh from the sea as soon as he took a
bite out of it. Yes, it was the taste of survival as well as victory. of the arduous, protracted

journey to the coast. He took his time chewing, enjoying it.

With youthful fire in his eyes, the boy sat next to him. He looked out at the audience
and remarked, "They'll say you caught the biggest marlin anyone has ever seen when they tell
the story of this." And you did it by yourself. The man shook his head a little and let out a low
chuckle. "No," he said, keeping the boy in focus. "I used the sea to accomplish it with you as
well. Even though the boy didn't respond, his posture next to the old man said it all for him.
Not just the fish was at fault. It was the connection—the silent understanding—that resulted
from the hardship, the long waits, the silent endurance, and the patient waiting. It was

sufficient—the sea's companionship.

The stars spread out in a glittering array across the sky as the night grew darker, and
the village once again found its peaceful rhythm. As the firelight flickered, the man and the
boy sat together, listening to the sea whisper its countless secrets beyond the horizon. No more
words were required. The shared struggle and the silent respect for what it took to survive,
endure, and continue were more important than the fish in the end, they had both realized. The
sound of the village surrounding him and the warmth of the fire on his skin caused the old man
to temporarily close his eyes, relieving his aching body. For the first time in a long time, he felt
calm. Despite taking a lot, the sea returned something valuable that was worth more than the

fish itself. He was no longer alone. And that, he realized, was enough.

The man and the boy were surrounded by the soft murmur of conversation as the night

grew darker and the flickering firelight created long shadows on the village's dirt streets. The
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village remained vibrant, but there was a new warmth that had previously been absent—a sense
of acknowledgement and gratitude. The old man felt something stirring inside of him for the
first time in years; maybe it was a quiet pride, but not because of the catch. No, not for the fish,
but rather for the events of the evening. It was the respectful way the boy had regarded him and
the low-key, unobtrusive way the village had recognized his effort. The boy sat next to him,
his back to the square's cool stone wall, still bursting with vitality and still flushed from the joy
of the fish being distributed among the crowd. The boy told the others about the day's events,
his words full of admiration, and the old man could see how his eyes danced. The man, who
was watching this boy who still had faith in the ocean's might and the unadulterated strength

of effort and perseverance, grinned slightly.

As he grew older, the old man's admiration for the sea had long since faded. He had
learned to read, comprehend, and live with it, so it had become an old friend. He was reminded
of something else, though, by the boy's bright enthusiasm and eager eyes: the joy that came
from just being a part of the world, from fighting for something, and from believing that the
impossible was possible. The man's thoughts strayed to a time when he was that age as well.
At one point, he had been as hungry and eager for the challenge of the sea and the excitement
of the battle. However, time had worn him down, sapped away much of that youthful fervour,
and replaced it with a quiet fortitude. He had discovered that survival was more important than
victories. The fish wasn't the point. It was about the struggle, about having the strength to

persevere when everything else seemed to crumble.

The old man wondered whether he would ever be able to see the sea through the boy's
eyes again, but as he watched him, he noticed something else, like a spark. Though it was a
brief thought that vanished as soon as it appeared, it lingered in the back of his mind, wondering
if he could still experience the thrill of the hunt and the challenge at his age. Could he rediscover
the joy of the struggle, the way the boy seemed to? The boy, noticing the old man’s distant
gaze, looked up at him. “Are you all right, old man?” he asked, his voice light, though there
was a hint of concern in his eyes. “You’ve been quiet.” The man blinked, pulling his thoughts

back to the present. “I’m all right,” he said slowly. “Just thinking.”

He was not shoved by the boy. He had grown accustomed to the lengths of silence that
characterized the old man's days. However, they shared an implicit understanding. It was
always clear to the boy that the old man was reticent to talk and only shared his opinions when

he felt inclined to do so. And he always had a purpose when he did. The man exhaled, looked
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at the boy, and locked eyes with him. “I was thinking about the sea,” he said quietly. “And
about what you said earlie—about the story they’ll tell. About how they’ll say I did it all
alone.” The boy nodded. “I meant it. I think people will remember you for this. I’1l tell them.”

The old man smiled faintly. “You’ll tell them, will you?” he said. “Tell them I fought
a fish, that I caught it. That’s what they’ll remember, all right. But it’s not the whole story,
boy.” The boy looked at him, puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“I mean the sea is never something you can conquer alone,” the old man said, his voice
soft but steady. “You may think you’re fighting it, but it’s not just you against the water, the
fish, the storm. It’s you and the sea, together. The sea gives, but it also takes. You can never
forget that.” The boy thought for a moment, then nodded. “I understand,” he said, though the
words seemed heavy to him. “But you did it, didn’t you? You caught the fish. You showed
them that it’s still possible.”

The old man didn’t answer immediately. He extended his hand and rubbed his face,
feeling the ageing in his skin and the fatigue in his bones. Indeed, the struggle and the fish had
been a triumph. That victory, however, wasn't the kind that stuck with you. Like everything
else, the victory was swallowed up by the next tide or wave. It would soon be forgotten, just
like the others. However, that was the reality. The sea was not about clinging to triumphs. It
was about enduring hardship and changing with the times. “Maybe,” he said at last, his voice
quiet. “But I’ve fought many battles with the sea, and I’ve lost more than I’ve won. It’s not the
wins that matter. It’s the getting back into the boat after each fight, the strength to push forward
again.” The boy was silent for a moment, then spoke softly. “I want to learn. I want to be like

you one day.”

The old man looked at him, surprised by the words. “Like me?” he repeated. “You want
to be like an old man who fights fish and never wins?”” The boy grinned, his youthful face
bright with energy. “I want to learn how to survive. How to keep going when everything feels
like it’s too much. You’ve taught me that, even without saying anything. I’ve watched you. |
see the way you keep going, no matter how tired you are.” The boy's quiet admiration tightened
something inside the old man as he studied him. He felt as though something he had done,
something so basic and commonplace to him, had been noticed for the first time in years. Really
seen. Not as a legend or a victory, but rather as something deeper: a struggle fought, a life lived.

“You’ve got the spirit of the sea in you, boy,” the old man said, his voice rough. “I'm glad
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about that. Even when the odds appear to be too great, it's wise to keep fighting. However, keep
in mind that no matter how hard you try, some things will never change. The sea will take some
of your possessions. The best thing you can do is to keep learning and moving forward. Remain
upright even when it seems like the battle is lost.” The boy nodded, his face serious now. “I

will. I’ll remember.”

With his hands on his knees, the old man sat back and observed the village. The
villagers' laughter rose and fell in the night air, the fire crackled, and the conversation flowed.
This life was all the old man had ever known, and it was straightforward. His days had purpose
because of the struggle, the sea, and the peaceful times spent with other people. The victories
and the fish came and went. However, the things that lasted were the connections and the times
spent together. His eyes were bright and wide as the boy gave him another look. “Old man, do

you think one day... I could catch a fish like that? Like the marlin?”

The old man’s lips twitched into a small smile. “One day, yes,” he said. “But keep in
mind that it's not about the fish. It's what you discover during the challenge. It's how you mature
and gain strength. Everything you require will be taught to you by the sea, but you must pay
attention. And you must not give up.” The boy’s face was full of determination now. “I’ll
listen,” he said firmly. “And I’ll keep going.” With a nod, the old man felt a surge of silent
pride within himself. That boy would be all right. He'd get it. He'd develop. And like the old
man, he would go out to sea by himself when the time came. The old man would be observing
from somewhere at that moment, possibly in the silent, boundless sea itself or on a bench
similar to this one. The boy would continue, though. In the end, that was sufficient. The old
man allowed himself to relax for the time being, enjoying the soft night air in his lungs and the
warmth of the fire on his face. He was no longer by himself. And that was sufficient. At least

that was what the sea had given him.

The old man sat in the silence, his thoughts floating as though on the tide, while the
firelight flickered and the villagers' voices grew softer with the late evening silence. Now that
he was speaking with some of the others, the boy's enthusiasm was evident as he recapped the
day's events. He spoke with pride and had a sparkle in his eyes as he turned to face the sea, the
fish, and the fought battle. But beneath the boy's excitement, the old man heard something else
that he had never heard before. There was a subtle change in the boy's voice, a greater
comprehension of the true meaning of the struggle with the sea. The old man had learned over

the years that the sea didn't give away its secrets easily and that anyone who wasn't willing to
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put themselves through the test wouldn't be rewarded. It seemed as though the boy had caught
something while observing him, something much larger than the fish and something that wasn't

always apparent to those who came to the sea eager and fresh.

He would learn. That was certain to the old man. Whether or not a person was prepared,
the sea had a way of teaching. If you were resilient enough to endure its teachings, it could
expose your flaws and bring you back to your former self. In due time, the boy would confront
that, just as he had. The boy, however, remained ferocious and firmly believed that every fight
could be won and every fish could be caught. And that had a lovely quality to it. There was no
denying it, old man. He raised his head and surveyed the village square, observing the peaceful
commotion of the evening. As the fire subsided, the majority of the villagers began to make
their way home, their voices soft with the contentment of a communal meal and their bellies
full of fish. With his hands gesturing while he spoke, the boy continued to stand close to the
square's edge and engage in animated conversation with one of the younger fishermen. As the
boy described the events of the day, he painted a picture of the great battle, and the old man
could see the gleam of pride in his eyes. When the boy returned to the sea tomorrow, the old
man was certain that the story would still be vivid in his memory and that the excitement of the

catch would still be pulsing through his veins.

Once the old man had been there. In the beginning, he recalled, the sea had seemed like
an endless, wild force where anything was possible. Believing that the storms could always be
weathered, that the fish could always be caught and that the ocean could be conquered had been
simple. That was a long time ago, though, before the years at sea had worn him down and the
tides had changed in ways he didn't understand. He now realized that the sea was neither
predictable nor conquerable. It was something to be endured and something to honour.
Additionally, it gave and took at different times. Whether the boy was prepared for it or not,
he would teach him the lesson he had learned. The old man was thinking when the boy's voice
interrupted. When he turned, he saw the boy standing next to him, his face flushed from the
night's excitement. There was a new look in his bright eyes, a determination that the old man

recognized, a desire to prove something to others and to himself.

The old man took a moment to speak. He simply studied the boy for a moment,
assessing the fervour in his eyes and the eagerness that still held onto him. With his voice a
little rough from years of inactivity, he said, "What is it, boy?" After a brief pause, the boy
finally spoke. “Do you think... do you think I could do it? Could I really catch a fish like the
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one you just did? Like the marlin?”” The old man sighed quietly as the question weighed heavily
on him. He knew the boy would eventually ask. The question was a natural one to ask following
a catch like the one made today, following a victory that seemed so obvious and reachable to
the boy. And it was, maybe, in a sense. The boy, however, had to first comprehend something
more profound. “Catch a fish like that?”” Looking out to sea, the old man rubbed his hand
through his beard. In the stillness of the night, the waves lapped the shore, seemingly calm, but
the old man knew that calm was a myth. In a moment, the sea might change. “You could,” he
said slowly, “if the sea’s willing. But you won’t catch it for the same reasons you think you

will.” The boy frowned, a slight confusion creasing his brow. “What do you mean?”

The old man took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the words. The boy wasn't yet
prepared for this portion of the lesson, but it was the most difficult to teach and the one he
would eventually need to learn. “Boy, you don't catch fish for their sake. You don't go into it
believing that winning is all that matters. You saw a marlin today, but that fish wasn't just a
prize. There was a moment. The sea gave it to me after a battle. However, that does not imply
that I can keep it. You get it?” The boy looked down, his brow furrowing in thought. “I think I
do... but it still seems like you fought it alone. Like you did all of it by yourself.” The old man
chuckled, a small, weary sound. “I didn’t fight that fish alone, boy. I fought the sea, and the
fish fought with me. But it wasn’t just me and the fish. It was me and everything I’ve learned

over all these years. The sea, the wind, the tide... they all play a part. I’m just one piece of it.”

For a moment, the boy was quiet, taking it all in. His eyes then glowed once more, as
though a realization had occurred. “So you don’t just catch the fish. You learn from it. The
fight, the struggle... it teaches you.” A slight smile tugged at the corners of the old man's mouth
as he nodded. “Exactly. The fight isn’t about winning. It’s about what you learn in the doing.
The sea doesn’t care about your victory or defeat. It cares only about the struggle. It teaches

you to keep going, even when you think you can’t.”

The boy was silent once more, staring out to sea as though attempting to comprehend
the full extent of the old man's words. The stars had already started to sparkle in the night sky,
serving as a reminder that, like the sea, there is always something greater than the struggles of
any one person. The boy's expression changed to one of thoughtfulness. “I want to learn all of
it,” he said finally, his voice steady, but with a sense of newfound maturity. “I want to
understand the sea the way you do.” The old man's eyes grew softer as he observed the boy for

a while. Both light and shadow were equally cast on his face as the firelight flickered across it.
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The boy was expressing something more profound than a simple desire to catch fish. The
youngster was starting to get it. The old man nodded slowly. “You’ll get there, boy,” he said
quietly. “You’ll learn. But you’ve got to be patient. The sea will teach you in its own time, in
its own way.” The boy smiled, a quieter smile than before, as though something had settled in

him. “I will. I’ll wait.”

In return, the old man grinned, experiencing a warmth in his chest that was unrelated to
the fire. He thought the effort had been worthwhile for the first time in a long time. Not for the
fish or the attention, but for the knowledge they are sharing and their silent understanding of
one another. He had received much more from the sea than a marlin. It had allowed him to
share his knowledge. Sitting side by side, they observed the stars and listened to the gentle
murmurs of the sea for a while in silence. Now that the fire's last remnants were extinguished
and the night had returned to its usual cadence, the village was silent. The old man found solace
in the boy's quiet presence next to him, and for the first time, he understood that he wasn't really
alone. Like the sea, the boy would always be there, as eager and determined as he had been at
the beginning. And the boy would go out on his own when the time came, prepared to face the
sea and absorb the knowledge the old man had imparted to him. But for the time being, the old
man let himself relax, knowing that the legacy of the fight would live on. The lessons learned
in between, the silent moments of mutual understanding, were more valuable than any victory,

even though the fish, the fight, and the struggle would always exist. And that was sufficient.

Like the soft rhythm of the tide, the days that followed flowed by slowly, one after the
other. The village was still peaceful, and people continued their daily activities as usual, with
some caring for their nets, others repairing boats, and some, like the old man, holding off on
going back out to sea until the right time. The boy kept going to see the old man every evening,
sitting with him while the stars blinked icily overhead and the village square grew deserted. He
would share what had transpired on the water, discuss what he had learned that day, and pose
seemingly incessant questions, all of which were filled with optimism and a desire to learn
more. The boy's inquiries were not resented by the old man. He didn't. He actually welcomed
them because he recognized himself reflected in the eager boy's face from many years ago
when the sea had seemed like an endless adventure and every moment had the potential to be
great. Sometimes the boy's excitement would overflow, and the old man would listen patiently
and share what little knowledge he had. He would occasionally tell tales of the past, of conflicts

fought in the midst of the storm, or the storm, or the strange, silent moments when the sea had
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turned eerily calm. And sometimes, he would just sit there, staring into the fire, letting the

silence speak for itself.

A few weeks after the marlin had been caught, on one of those calm evenings, the boy's
inquiries became more serious. Only a handful of people were left in the square, their voices
low as they lingered in the cool night air as the fire had burned low. The boy sat next to the old
man and watched the fire flicker and go out, his eyes glimmering with something more grown
up than before. The boy said, "Old man," in an unusually quiet voice that suggested he was
considering what he was saying. “I’ve been thinking.” Observing the gravity in his voice, the
old man turned to look at him. “Thinking? About what, boy?”” The boy hesitated for a moment,
then spoke, his words slow and deliberate. “About the sea. About how I’ll do it, one day. How
I’1l go out on my own. And I think... I think I might be ready. I’ve learned a lot from you, more

than I ever imagined. But there’s one thing I still don’t understand.”
The old man raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What is it?”

As he struggled to articulate his thoughts, the boy looked down with a furrowed brow.
"You claim that you learn from the sea all the time. What if it doesn't? What if I go out there
one day and I'm unable to do it? What if I fight and fight and the sea simply takes everything
away from me? I don't fear losing. However, I'm worried that I won't have the strength to stand
again. For a long time, the old man remained silent as the boy's words sunk in between them.
The air was still and cool at night, and the fire crackled softly. The village appeared to hold its

breath as if anticipating the old man's next words.

The old man waited a long moment before responding. His voice was steady but slow,
like the tide's rise and fall. "Whether you are strong, win, or lose, the sea doesn't care.". It is
simply the case. Whether you recognize it or not, the sea provides you with what you need; it
does not take anything away from you. Sometimes losing is what you need. Standing up again
and discovering something more profound than the struggle or the fish is sometimes the goal.
However, you have good reason to be concerned. You ought to feel afraid. Not of the sea, but
of believing you can manipulate it and exert control over it. Never will the sea bend. It will
only instil in you the value of perseverance." The boy nodded, his eyes still filled with fear, but
now they were also filled with something else, maybe an understanding of what the old man
had said. “I see,” he said quietly, looking at the fire as if searching for something in the flames.

“It’s not about winning or losing, it’s about surviving the fight.”
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“Exactly,” the old man said, his voice rough but full of meaning. “The sea will always
have its way. You can’t fight it forever. But you can learn to fight with it. To move with it, not
against it. That’s the real lesson. And it’s a lesson that can take a lifetime to learn. Some men

never learn it. But you’re on the right path, boy. Keep watching. Keep learning.”

The boy's expression was thoughtful, and he was silent. As the embers of the fire
glowed dimly, he moved to lean against the stone wall. They didn't say anything for a while.
The boy's words lingered in the air, and the old man's response hung between them like a cloud,
even though the night grew darker and the village sounds grew softer over the hours. For the
first time since the big catch, the boy ventured out to sea by himself the following morning.
Although he had thought about it, the old man had not gone with him this time. Something odd
stirred inside him as he watched the boy get his little boat ready, tugging on the ropes,
inspecting the nets, and tying the oars. It was something else, not pride or fear. Like the silent
admiration you have for a man who understands that he must face a challenge by himself, one

that will challenge him in ways he hasn't yet recognized.

The old man nodded to the boy as he got into the boat, but said nothing else. The boy's
resolve was evident to him, but he could also see the uncertainty in his eyes. The youngster
was still learning. He still had a lot to learn. However, he now had the fortitude to confront the
sea and the fortitude to withstand what lay ahead. The most crucial lesson he had ever learned
was how to maintain his resolve in the face of overwhelming odds. That day, the boy didn't
catch anything. He waited for hours on the water, watching the waves, and doing his best to
imitate the motions the old man had taught him. He persevered, enduring the silence and the
never-ending waiting despite the hot sun and the wind's constant shifting. The boat was empty
and the sky was turning to dusk by the time he got back to the village. No fish. However, the
boy appeared unimpressed. He had discovered another thing, which the old man had alluded
to but which had only now come to light. Yes, the sea would teach him, but it would also take

from him. If he was open to learning, it would mould and refine him.

The old man was seated by the fire in his usual spot when he returned to the square.
There was a hint of fatigue in the boy's eyes as he walked toward him, but there was more than
that. a peaceful, quiet feeling. The old gentleman didn't inquire about the catch. He didn't have
to. The boy took a seat next to him, and they didn't talk for a while. The air was cool, the village

was quiet, and the stars above them glistened like a thousand far-off eyes observing the earth
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below. Finally, after a long silence, the boy spoke, “I didn’t catch anything today.” The old

man nodded, his eyes soft with understanding. “You didn’t have to. What did you learn?”

The boy smiled faintly. “I learned that the sea isn’t something you can control. It’s
something you move with. I didn’t get the fish, but I think [ understood what you meant. It’s
not about winning. It’s about standing, no matter what.” A silent pride filled the old man's heart
as he gazed at the boy. The boy was now prepared to learn on his own after he had taught him
everything he knew. prepared to face the ocean with fresh insight. The fight was the main focus
of the struggle, not the catch. The old man put his hands on his knees and leaned back. “That’s
right, boy,” he said softly. “That’s the real lesson.” The night stretched out in front of them like
an endless horizon as the boy sat silently next to him. Knowing that the boy would be prepared
whenever the sea called him again gave the old man a profound sense of peace for the first

time.

Weeks grew into months as the days continued to pass. Both the boy's strength and his
comprehension of the sea increased with every day; he is now a young man. Even though he
was constantly learning, the lessons had expanded beyond simply teaching him how to cast the
nets and set the lines. He no longer gave those actions much thought; they were instinctive.
The lessons now focused on what to do when the winds became enraged, the waves taunted
him, and the sea refused to give in. Everything he tried seemed doomed to fail. He was
developing his patience, endurance, and listening skills. He had internalized the old man's

words, and now he was starting to comprehend them in a new way.

During the quieter times of the day, the boy's change was most noticeable in the little
things. He was no longer in a hurry to make a catch and prove himself in the morning. Instead,
he would sit with the old man before sunrise, listening to the rustle of the village and the creaks
of the boats as the sky lightened over the water. On occasion, they would talk. The weight of
the years that had passed between them would occasionally hang lightly in the air as they sat
in silence. For his part, the old man appeared content in a manner that had not been evident in
a long time. Although the fire had dimmed in his own eyes, he saw a new kind of fire in the
boy's, one that came from a quiet comprehension of the struggle and what it meant to fight the
sea rather than from the innocent eagerness of youth. The old man had once feared that he
would perish by himself in the boat, that he would be swept away by the sea and only be left
with a dim memory. Now, however, he felt an odd calm as he observed the boy. It seemed as

though he had given this young man a piece of himself that would endure outside of him.
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The boy went out again one morning, just before the summer was over. Everything was
different this time. Regarding the winds and tides, the old man had not offered him any
guidance or instructions. He simply nodded, as he always did, and the boy got into the boat
with the same quiet resolve that had come to characterize him. He wasn't looking to prove
himself or experience the rush of the catch this time. He left this time feeling at ease and
knowing that he would be prepared for both the giving and the taking, as the sea would give
what it would. The old man watched as the boy's silhouette shrank against the horizon as he
pushed the boat away from the shore. He was aware of the boy's posture and the way he moved
with the boat, seemingly becoming one with it. The youngster was prepared. Not because he
was strong or had mastered every tactic, but rather because he had discovered the most crucial
lesson of all: to be patient with the sea, to pay attention to it, and to move with it rather than

against it.

As the sun rose high in the sky and cast long shadows across the water, the day went
by slowly. Fishing, caring for the land, and getting together for evening meals were all part of
the village's routine. The old man did not, however, participate. He waited by the shore, sitting
at the square's edge with his gaze fixed on the horizon. He had already waited numerous times.
He had frequently set out in a boat, prepared to face the sea and whatever it might bring.
However, things were different this time. He had witnessed the boy transform into someone
greater than the enthusiastic young fisherman who had initially approached him with questions
and a desire to learn. There was more to the boy's transformation into a man of the sea than any
catch or conflict could ever convey. The old man experienced a tug in his chest as the sun
started to set, illuminating the sky with pink and orange hues. He moved slowly toward the
water's edge, his legs still stiff from sitting. He wasn't concerned even though he hadn't seen
the boy's boat return. He had witnessed enough to know that the boy was learning on his own

somewhere.

The air was getting colder and the village was quiet now. As the fishermen hauled in
their day's catch, the last of the boats had made their way back to shore. The old man watched
and waited until the boy's boat finally emerged on the horizon as the last of the daylight was
fading. At first, it was only a shadow against the fading sky, a tiny dot. However, it grew bigger,
and as it got closer to the coast, the old man could see the boy sitting quietly at the stern with
a relaxed posture and an expressionless face. He was alone, just as he had always been, but he

was suddenly different. He held himself in a certain way. The boy stepped out of the boat as it
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landed, his feet digging into the sand. At first, he remained silent. As though he were waiting
for something, he just stood there and gazed out at the water. The old man kept a close eye on
him, wondering what the boy was thinking and what lessons he had learned this time. After a
long silence, the boy finally said something. Compared to before, his voice was now more

measured and quiet.

“I didn’t catch anything,” the boy said as if it were a simple fact, not something to be
disappointed about. He looked at the old man, his eyes steady. “But I think I understand now.

I understand what you meant.”

There was no response from the old man. With his face softening from years of wisdom,
he merely nodded. The boy's journey had always been clear to him without the need for words.
The boy's quiet was very telling. The boy's voice was low as he continued. “I didn't get a fish
from the sea. However, I gained something else from it. [ believe it provided me. patience. I've
lost sight of what being out there truly means because I've been so preoccupied with getting
caught and proving myself. The fish is not the only thing at stake. Learning to move with the
tide is the key. to wait when it's appropriate. to engage in combat when necessary. and to accept

the sea's decision that now is not the right time.”

A silent but profound surge of pride swept through the old man. He had spent so much
time trying to teach the boy, and now he had learned it. Not just fishing methods, not just the
sea's ways, but a more profound comprehension of what it meant to be a part of and influenced
by the sea. The old man said softly, "That's right," with a tender tone in his voice. “You’ve
learned the hardest lesson, boy. And it’s the one that most men never learn. The sea will give

you what it will. And sometimes, that means nothing. Sometimes, it means everything.”

For a moment, the boy stood with his gaze focused on the horizon. Then he turned and
started to walk back toward the village without saying anything. The old man's heart grew with
silent pride as he watched him leave. The boy was now prepared not only to fish but also to
coexist with the sea and learn from its challenges. The test had been passed by the boy. He was
no longer merely a young man who fished for honour or fame; the sea had moulded him. He
was a fisherman who knew what the real purpose of the battle was. The old man gazed out at
the fading sea for a considerable amount of time. The stars were just starting to come out when
nightfall arrived. The firelight from the square flickered in the distance, and the village had

become silent. Knowing that the boy was prepared gave him a profound sense of calm. His
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goal had been accomplished. The old man knew that even though he would never again go to
sea, a piece of him would always be a part of the boy, just as the sea would always be a part of

them both.

They were unable to get the fish they desired from the sea. However, it had provided

them with something much better. It had given them each other.
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