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An Ocean Without Verbs

The sea wasn’t calm.

It was waiting.

No sound was born without permission.

The water lay still — not in peace, but in watchfulness.

As if all living things had frozen, and only the surface moved,

trying not to give away the tension.

Mark sat in the boat, motionless.

Fishing had long ceased to be a goal.

It remained only as a gesture. A ritual.

A reminder to himself: I still exist.

He held the rod with two fingers —

as if adding one more would break it.

But it wasn’t the rod that might break.

It was him.

Since his wife had left,

he had stopped asking time for explanations.

Since his son had vanished,

he had stopped waiting for answers.

He went out to sea each morning,

like stepping into a recurring dream —

not for meaning,

but simply not to disappear.

The sea gave him what he never asked for:

a silence that could not be undone.

Seagulls flew low, without sound.

He remembered a parable his father once told him:

The sea does not punish.

It simply erases those who become too light.

Back then, he didn’t understand.

Now — he had never forgotten.

That day, Mark wasn’t thinking.

He was watching.

Letting his eyes drift along the horizon,

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





