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Introduction 


All of us, at one time or another, find ourselves drawn to the sea. For some, it’s a place for reflection or romance. For others, it’s the thrill of watching surf crash against a sandy white beach or studying the kaleidoscope of life among a tropical coral reef. This ability of the ocean to change our lives, to inspire and fascinate us, is what led us to create Chicken Soup for the Ocean Lover’s Soul, a collection of stories from around the world that celebrate the magic of our ocean planet.


I first embraced the ocean on a family vacation to Southern California many years ago. I was only fourteen years old and experiencing the cool waters of the Pacific for the first time. Amazingly, as I looked out across the endless expanse, lost in its sheer size, two fifty-foot gray whales broke the surface and spouted right before my eyes.


After that encounter I dedicated myself to the preservation of these gentle giants and the oceans they needed for survival. I truly believe that when you see a whale you become a better human being. Over the years, I have talked with many people who have told me of encounters with marine mammals, and they all have experienced similar transformations.


I had the honor of meeting Mark Victor Hansen at one of my gallery shows in Kona on the big island of Hawaii. We connected immediately as I felt Mark’s commitment with Jack Canfield not only to create a fantastic book filled with wonderful stories of the ocean, but also their commitment to the conservation of this precious resource. As we continued to discuss the possibility of creating this unique book, it became clear to us that the oceans have been the source of many inspirational stories over the years.


Now, after diving with these two ocean lovers, we are ready to share these uplifting, engaging and, above all, true stories from people such as renowned wildlife expert and television personality Jack Hanna, ocean researcher Dr. Sylvia Earle, writer Clive Cussler and many others. This beautiful book and the series of marine life paintings it contains reflect the rare beauty of the sea for the ocean lover’s soul.


A portion of all proceeds from Chicken Soup for the Ocean Lover’s Soul will go the Wyland Foundation, which has partnered with the Scripps Institution of Oceanography at the University of California, San Diego, to create a free, nationwide marine life art and science educational program for every school in the nation. This program is designed to teach children everywhere about the importance of our marine resources. Your purchase of this book will help make this program a great success.


Best fishes and aloha, 
Wyland 






1
 LIVING IN HARMONY


All good things are wild and free.


Henry David Thoreau 






Raising Cecily 


Until one has loved an animal, a part of one’s soul remains unawakened.


Anatole France 


On a chilly, gray morning in late May, the insistent ringing of the phone brought me dashing up from the garden. It was Bob, my husband, who was working on a summer cottage near our home on Mount Desert Island, Maine.


“Nan, get the kids and come over here,” he said. “There’s something you should see.”


Glad for the excuse to escape the blackflies, I loaded the kids into the car and drove the short distance to the cottage.


The “something” turned out to be a harbor seal pup—a forlorn and furry little bundle huddled against a large rock at the high-tide line. My first instinct was to offer immediate aid and comfort to the frightened creature, as one would any lost baby, but I knew better and resisted the urge.


Most seal pups that people find “abandoned” on reefs, rocks and beaches are not abandoned at all; they are merely waiting for their mothers to return from fishing. Although it is unusual for their mothers to leave them on a mainland beach, it isn’t unheard-of.


Bob and I decided to call the Department of Wildlife to ask what we should do. The local game warden told us to wait for a complete tide change—about six hours—to see if the pup’s mother returned. With no sighting of the mother, we called Steve Katona, director of Allied Whale, a marine research program at College of the Atlantic in nearby Bar Harbor. Steve gave us permission to foster the pup ourselves, under his supervision, until it was healthy enough to be returned to the wild.


We wrapped the shivering little pup, whom we had already named Cecily, into a wool blanket and carried her home. After laying her down on a tarp in the spare bedroom, I went to prepare the formula Steve had dictated to me—a rich concoction of cream, egg yolks, fish oil and baby vitamins. Steve had warned me that few abandoned seal pups survive—either because they are sickly to begin with or because they refuse to nurse from a bottle designed for human babies. Eager to help the starving pup, I never even considered failure.


But three hours later, with both of us reeking of fish oil and cream and crying—Cecily with hunger and I with frustration—I had to concede I was losing this life-and-death struggle. Although Cecily sucked hungrily on my arms, legs and fingers when I poured the formula on them, she refused to have anything to do with the rubber nipple on the bottle.


In a last attempt, I removed the offending nipple and replaced it with a triangular piece of sponge. Then tucking the bottle into the crook of my elbow with the sponge barely protruding from the other side, I squeezed a steady stream of formula down the outside of my arm. Cecily lapped at the formula, nuzzling closer and closer to the hidden sponge nipple. Finally, she latched onto the sponge and drained the bottle. Then, with considerable gusto, she finished a second one.


Weak-kneed and shaking, I stumbled upstairs to say goodnight to my children. As I leaned over to kiss my son, he wrinkled his nose and told me I smelled like fish bait. “That,” I told him, “is the sweet smell of victory.” It was a smell that grew quickly familiar. Every four hours from then on, Cecily would announce her hunger with loud whoops from the spare bedroom.


Cecily gained weight rapidly in the days that followed. Her body, which had resembled a stuffed toy with half the stuffing missing, had filled out like a fat little blimp, and her dark, dappled fur grew thick and glossy.


She had bonded with me completely after that first feeding, just as she would have with her own mother. She tolerated occasional pats from Bob and the kids, but most of her waking hours were spent at my feet with one flipper wrapped around my ankle. She even terrorized our seventy-five-pound malamute and our cat with warning snorts and sneezes whenever either of them dared approach “mom territory.”


Cecily had gained about ten pounds in less than a week on the fat-rich formula, and Steve Katona suggested I try her out in the ocean. Although I realized swimming was a necessary part of her education, I dreaded the moment. I was worried that as soon as she tasted the salty water and felt the compelling currents wash against her flippers, she would disappear, like a bird from a cage, into a sea she was not yet equipped to survive.


I needn’t have worried. Cecily’s response when I gently placed her in the water of Pretty Marsh Harbor near our home was a series of distressed barks and snorts and a valiant attempt at climbing up my legs to escape the horrible wet stuff. My thoughts went instantly from worrying about a premature dash for freedom to what I would do with a seal who hated the sea.


Twice a day I drove Cecily to the harbor and led her into the ocean, hoping she would eventually acquire a taste for the aquatic life, but she made little progress. At her most daring she would uncurl her flippers from around my achingly cold legs and swim around me in tight circles like a fat little shark. But as soon as I tried to sneak out of the water, she was at my heels.


It was clear that Cecily was not going to be doing any serious swimming without me at her side, and it was equally clear that with the water temperature at about fifty-two degrees I wasn’t going to be giving any oceanic swimming lessons. I did think I might tolerate the slightly warmer lake water and wondered if fresh water was harmful to seals. Steve Katona assured me she would be fine as long as I dunked her in the ocean afterward.


The following morning I drove Cecily to a secluded area on a large lake near our home. At first she retreated as she had in the harbor—clinging to me or, at most, making quick shallow dives to investigate my toes. But she stayed by me as I waded deeper and, finally, plunged headfirst into the icy water. When I came up for air I found myself nose-to-nose with a very happy little seal. The expression on her puppylike face—her bead-black eyes and silly grin—said as clearly as words that she was thrilled to have finally coaxed me into the water!


I watched in admiring wonder as Cecily suddenly came into her own. Her two sets of flippers, which worked so clumsily on dry land, were transformed into wings. She flew through the water, performing belly rolls, nosedives and somersaults. She skimmed along the bottom like a submarine, then soared to the surface with an explosion of fine sparkling spray. After every stunt she’d swim back to me and nudge my cheek or shoulder with her whiskered nose as if to seek my approval.


Tired from treading water for more than a half-hour, I rolled over and floated on my back for a while. Cecily, too, must have been exhausted after all those athletic shenanigans and seized the opportunity to climb onto my belly, where she lay her head on my chest and fell asleep. In the wild, Cecily and her real mother would have let the ocean rock them like this for hours. As it was, I could only stand the cold lake for a few more minutes. This time when I walked out of the water, Cecily lingered for a while in the shallows, performing a couple more graceful belly rolls before lumbering back onto dry land.


For the next few weeks, the playful little seal and I led double lives. During the day I joined her in her watery world, either swimming with her in the lake or watching her frolic about in the harbor. She no longer needed my company when she swam and would play alone in the waves, occasionally encouraging me with raucous whoops to come join her.


In the evening Cecily became part of my dry world. She often draped herself over my lap in the living room, nursing from her bottle and watching late-night TV with me.


It was an idyllic time. Somehow we had managed to find a happy compromise between her needs as an aquatic mammal and mine as a land mammal. I’m not sure what lasting lessons Cecily learned from The Tonight Show, but the wonders she showed me will stay with me forever.


While Cecily and I had been enjoying ourselves, a researcher had been observing a wild harbor seal colony off the shores of Mount Desert Island. She was monitoring the activities of the mothers and their pups and passing the information to me so I could base my behavior with Cecily on this model. When the researcher reported the mother seals were leaving their pups for longer and longer intervals, it was time for me to follow their example and start the painful separation of our two worlds.


Now I began taking Cecily down to the harbor in the mornings and leaving her there for four or five hours, at which time I would return with her afternoon bottle. Every lobsterman rowing into the dock those afternoons would see a wild-haired woman waving a pink plastic baby bottle at the sea and crying out, “Sessileeeee!”


It soon became apparent that Cecily had learned to catch and eat her own fish, since it took her longer and longer to respond to my calls, and she often didn’t seem that interested in the bottle—just the cuddle that came with it. When she was down to just two bottles a day, I started leaving her out all night. I missed our cozy sessions in front of the TV, but I had to accept that our two worlds were drifting apart.


“The mothers are weaning their pups,” the researcher reported. It was news I was both expecting and half hoping I would never hear. It meant it was time to wean Cecily from the bottle—and from me.


On a beautiful June morning, I picked Cecily up at the harbor for the last time. Instead of giving her the expected bottle, I drove her to a private cove facing the wild colony and—as the researcher had instructed—painted a yellow stripe on her back so she could identify Cecily from the dozens of other seal pups in the area. When I waded into the water, Cecily trailed after me, reminding me with plaintive little whoops that I had forgotten her bottle. While playing with her for the last time in the shallow water of the cove, I felt what any foster parent must feel as they return a child they have grown to love to the natural parent. I caught myself feeling angry with the harsh choice that had been forced upon me. Why couldn’t I just go on loving and caring for Cecily for the next twenty or thirty years?


Ultimately, though, it was Cecily who made the choice for me. Bored with my melancholic, halfhearted play, she decided to explore this new place I had brought her to and started swimming toward the open water. I desperately wanted to call her back, but I didn’t. Instead I watched as her little, black head glided out of the cove toward the wild colony and, I hoped, a new life.


Nan Lincoln 






Surrogate Mom and Pup 


Several years ago, on a cold and foggy morning in Monterey, a baby sea otter washed up on the shore of the Pacific Grove coastline, its mother nowhere in sight. The little otter had been discovered by a beachgoer who called in the field response team from the sea otter research and conservation program at the Monterey Bay Aquarium. After a thorough examination by a resident veterinarian, it was determined that the three-week-old pup was in shock and suffering from hypothermia. Even if it recovered, the veterinarian said that without a “mom” to teach it, its chances for survival in the wild were slim.


The otter, who became known as Elwood, was warmed and given antibiotics. When he finally regained consciousness, he let out a bloodcurdling cry that continued for hours on end. He wasn’t interested in the aquarium-made formula, and while he managed to choke down a few morsels of clam, rock cod and squid, all he seemed to really want was his mom. As his healing progressed, Elwood was moved to an outdoor tank where he could swim. But even there the desperate pup spent most of his time searching the tank for his mother, crying in hope of some response.


Jake, the other orphaned otter who shared Elwood’s tank, began to show signs of agitation from the cries, so Elwood was moved to a temporary nursery in the dive locker room on the third floor of the aquarium. Sleeping only thirty to forty minutes at a time, he continued to lament the loss of his mother. He refused contact with any human and was only quiet when he slept or ate.


Then fate intervened. While tagging sea otters to track and research for the aquarium’s field research project, a group of biologists tried to catch a battered female carrying a small pup. The feisty mother wriggled free at the last moment, but left the pup. Upon closer examination, the biologists discovered the pup had been dead for a day or so, the cause of death unknown. Not giving up, the mother swam around the boat, crying for the baby. The biologists tried to draw her nearer by placing the pup in the water, but the frightened otter only swam backward toward a bed of kelp, all the while calling for her baby. The team tried again. Again the otter evaded them until all the team could do was note the distinguishing nose scar and mottled color of the otter to identify her later.


That afternoon, a member of the team, researcher Michelle Staedler, returned to the aquarium nursery to find sea otter program supervisor Julie Hymer preparing for an evening shift with Elwood. Michelle had an idea. “Hey, Julie,” she said. “Do you want a mom for your pup?”


Julie looked skeptical.


“You’ve got one?” Julie said. “Just like that?”


“Maybe,” Michelle said. “We found an otter in the bay with a dead pup. We got the pup, but the mother got away. She’s swimming around the kelp screaming for her baby. And you’ve got a pup screaming for his mom. Why don’t we try to bring them together?”


It was almost evening. The team would have to work fast. Elwood was shuffled into a kennel, screaming at the top of his lungs, and moved onto the inflatable boat the team used. The team arrived at Lover’s Point, where the otter mom was last spotted. As the boat approached the point, Elwood’s cries caught the attention of the mother.


Elwood was placed in the water. He began to swim toward the otter. This was the moment of truth. The otter immediately placed Elwood on her belly and began to groom him as she moved through the kelp beds. Elwood even tried to nurse. Then the female dove. Because Elwood was still buoyant in his pup coat, he was unable to follow her under the water. All he could do was swim at the surface in the direction he thought the mother was heading. Julie, Michelle and the team wondered what to do. Did the mother abandon him when she realized he wasn’t hers? Could she even tell that it was the wrong pup? The adoption didn’t seem to be working. The team waited. If the female had lost interest, little Elwood would not survive the night alone in the bay. Disappointed, the team moved in to rescue him.


Suddenly, the mother reappeared at the surface, snatched Elwood under her paw and swam quickly away. In seconds, the pair was safely nestled amid the kelp beds in Lover’s Point. The team had done all it could do. Now it was up to Elwood’s adopted mother. Cautiously, the team moved away.


The next morning both Elwood and his new mom were spotted in the area off Lover’s Point. Elwood rode happily on her belly as she skulled backwards through the kelp beds. The team couldn’t believe it. Sea otter mom without pup, pup without mom—the match had been made. A new family had taken residence in Monterey Bay!


Roxayne Spruance and Michelle Staedler 






Hooked on Mahogany 


We share the Earth not only with our fellow human beings, but with all the other creatures.


Dalai Lama 


Now that I’m old, I come to the dock with my poles and tackle, and I fish each day. There are always four or five pelicans that sit nearby on the pier and wait with great patience until I toss a fish their way. They have curious eyes with yellow irises and black pupils. Their bodies are a silvery brown, and their huge shovel mouths all seem identical. Almost all of the pelicans have large, arched necks that are white, but one is different. He seems older, wiser, something like myself. He is the lone one with a deep brown neck. I’ve even named him; I call him Mahogany.


There are days when the tide is out and the water is very low, but I still come around to watch him swoop in and gently land on the planks. Some mornings I fish with squid for bait and quickly hook a fish that brings Mahogany to his feet. I hold it in my hand and try to coax him, get him close. But he’s a wild creature, and no amount of bribing can make him a friend. I guess I’m useful so long as I toss him a fish. Every morning we have a new encounter. One day my light pole was bending in half with the weight of a big fish. I saw Mahogany glide across the calm sea, drop daintily to the dock and watch the struggle that was going on.


The fish was tiring me, but it finally broke water, and I could see it was a hefty jack cravalle. As soon as it hit the deck, the fish and I were surrounded by a wave of young white-necked pelicans. They were in a frenzy for the jack, but calm old Mahogany just sat there and watched. I had to drive the birds away with a wave of my arms and then bucket the struggling fish. Mahogany never budged, and when the rest flew off, I cut the fish into chunks that I knew he could catch. I tossed piece after piece into his cavernous mouth, and when he finished the last, he slunk down and rested his bill on still-wet feathers. Two old men, he and I, still hanging on.


At the end of the day, I looked up and saw a flock of egrets that looked like a thousand white butterflies. Across the cove I could see the pelicans returning from yet another expedition. Like old bombers with outstretched wings, they circled a cluster of casuarina pines that grew out of the water. One by one the great birds lowered their flap feathers in midair, stalled and, with webbed landing gear down, shuddered to a halt on flimsy branches. At the top of the tallest tree I could see Mahogany preening his wings and fixing his gaze on me. I doffed my hat in tribute. 


When I came to the dock in the morning, the old bird was already sitting there. I moved my gear and put some cut mullet on the hooks. In a minute I hit something, and I had to hold on for dear life. It felt as though my arms were being torn from the sockets. Mahogany flew over to the new spot, his erect feathers signaling excitement. I finally landed the monster of a catfish and was very cautious with the dorsal and pectoral fins. Each was barbed with a hidden stiletto capable of tearing the skin to the bone. I dispatched the brute and nudged it toward the pelican. But he, too, was wary of those barbs. He snubbed his beak at the fish and walked away. I love to eat catfish and know exactly how to dress them for a tasty meal. I was also curious if Mahogany would take them defanged. With a sharp fillet knife I removed the spikes and cleaned the fish while the bird watched my every move. I tossed him a few chunks, but the usually ravenous pelican turned and again walked away.


At midday, the two of us dozed in the warmth of the winter sun. It was late in the afternoon when I awoke and was aware of a bevy of pelicans waiting for a meal. My pole bent, and they knew immediately. A few remained on the dock, but the others were already in the water, ready to pluck the fish from my line. I was afraid to pull it up. If they took it, they would get the hook also. I kept the fish underwater and waited for the exact moment. When it came, I pulled hard and watched them slash each other with their swordlike bills. As I reeled in the fish, it dropped from the line. To my horror I saw the loose hook rip into the bystander—Mahogany!


My feelings were so acute that I could almost feel the hook in my own flesh. My friend had the hook embedded in his back, and for a moment I could feel his weight hanging from the pole. I cut the line immediately, and the bird flew away with fifteen feet of line dangling from his body. My mind was racing. Could he survive with the deeply embedded hook? Would it rust? Would it infect him?


In the morning I left my poles at home and walked back to the dock, looking for Mahogany, but he was gone. No one had seen him. The poles remained in my house, and I no longer fished. I spent my days just searching for the bird with the dark brown neck.


And then one day I looked up into a steel gray sky and watched a small group of pelicans come in over the water, stretch their mighty wings, and dive into the tiny cove that was alive with small fish. Again and again they went into their steep dives and scooped up the wriggling fish, which dripped from their huge mouths. Mahogany was leading the pack, still trailing fifteen feet of nylon line. Now for the first time I got my pole, and once again I fished and watched. I had my line near a forest of mangrove whose twisted roots sheltered a variety of fish. I soon had a flaming red snapper tugging on the light pole. Sure enough, the old bird showed me his confidence by dropping down not too far away. I could see the end of the gold hook in the very center of his back. I held the fish high and coaxed Mahogany to come nearer. The huge head was not too far away when I tossed him the fish. Mahogany lunged, and I did also. I clasped him to my chest and held his bill as I ran for help. At a friend’s boat we held him tightly and pulled the hook out with a pair of thin pliers. He flew up as soon as I let him loose. Those huge wings pumped a few times, and then he went into his glide. The old bird banked in a wide turn and landed back on the planks. The sun was up now and everything glowed; in minutes the still water had turned to gold. I looked into Mahogany’s old yellow eyes and smiled; it was nice to have him back.


Mike Lipstock 






Picasso of the Sea 


Many years ago I was visiting my friends at the Dolphin Research Center in the Florida Keys. The director, Mandy Rodriguez, asked if I would like to paint with some of the dolphins. I, of course, wondered how this was going to work and made my way back to a lagoon where, to my surprise, a small group of bottlenose dolphins greeted me with excitement.


As I sat on the edge of the dock and readied a set of water-based acrylic paints, the dolphins became more excited. I, too, was intrigued about collaborating with these highly intelligent mammals. If any animal on Earth besides humans could create a work of art, it would most certainly be dolphins.


I passed a paintbrush to a dolphin named Kibby, who took the handle in her mouth. Next, I held up a canvas, and she immediately began to paint with a Picasso flair, laying down each stroke with a twist of her head and, finally, a 360-degree spin. When she was done, she passed the brush back to me and watched as I painted my part.


Two very diverse marine artists, Kibby, the dolphin, and I, the human, shared a single canvas. But we discovered that we also shared something else—the spirit of joy. Together, we had created something uniquely beautiful, a one-of-a-kind collaboration between artists of two different worlds. I told my friends on the dock later that it was just the salt that made my eyes water. But they knew how I felt about making such a wonderful connection with one of these beautiful creatures.


When the painting was finished, Kibby smiled a big dolphin grin. She nodded her head in approval of the completed work, then lifted her flukes above the surface and dived. A few seconds later she brought me the highest honor a dolphin can give, a gift from the sea—a rock!


Wyland 






The Blind Diver 


It was one of those black nights at sea. No shade of gray separated the water from the sky, nor was there a peek of light from a distant shore. Our boat anchored in the dark as oversized swells crashed upon its hull. A huge 16-mm underwater motion-picture camera was lowered over the side to a photographer in the water. The photographer signaled that the camera was secure, and the rest of us plunged into the water, each person carrying a large underwater light tethered to the generator of our boat.


Slowly, we worked our way down through the ensnaring kelp forest, guided by the lights, until the whir of the generator stopped, the lights winked out, and we were left suspended in utter, complete blackness.


I tugged on my cable only to discover it had disconnected from the generator. Without it, there was absolutely nothing to guide me to the surface or to the boat. Suddenly, it became impossible to know which way was up or down. There was no right, no left. I was completely disoriented. A chill crept over me. My breath choked midway to my lungs. I had become engulfed in a paralyzing fear. But my survival instincts weren’t ready to give up yet. I am not going to die here, I reassured myself. Not now. Not this way! 


My calm prevailed and effectively saved my life. I’ve gone diving many times after that terrifying experience, but never at night. I could not force myself to, despite the survival lessons I had learned. However, it was on another dive that I learned what it is truly like to dive without sight. This remarkable experience occurred off the coast of Florida, where I went diving with a blind man. I had met him onboard a commercial dive boat many years ago, and although I knew him for only a few hours, he changed my life forever.


Blind from birth, he had never seen a ray of light in his entire life. For his sixty-fifth birthday, he gave himself the gift of scuba diving lessons. He said he had always dreamed of someday diving off the Florida Keys, and from the moment he first learned of scuba diving, he had been consumed with the idea of floating, weightless and free, in the inner space of the ocean.


But this was more than his first attempt at diving. It was the first time he’d ever been more than fifty miles from his home in Michigan. He had never traveled alone and had never been near the water, except in a swimming pool and, later, in a Michigan quarry where he took his qualifying dive.


Once he earned his scuba diving certification, he started calling dive shops in Florida. Each call was met with disbelief. “No way!” “Blind?” “You’re kidding!” were the responses he heard over and over again.


Finally, a dive-boat captain agreed to take him diving near Key Largo. I was there as he lugged his gear onboard. The sight of this man walking down the dock with a white cane in one hand and a diving bag in the other was a surreal experience in itself.


At sea, he dressed for the dive on the teetering boat, just like the rest of us. And when one of the divers tried to help him put on his tank, he said politely, “No, I can do this. But I appreciate your thought.” Then he made his way to the rail of the boat, boosted himself up and flipped backward into the water.


I imagined he must have experienced the same disorientation underwater that had filled me with terror during my earlier night dive. He was, after all, completely blind!


How did he know which way was down and which way was up?


How did he know where the fish were?


He extended his hands and opened his fingers, and soon small schools of fish swam in and out of them. It was as if they were petting him. Then a five-foot-long grouper cruised right up to him as if to say, “Let’s play.” The blind diver seemed to welcome the fish, caressing it as if he were petting a favorite dog.


With gloved hands he explored every rock he encountered. Inch by inch. Crevice by crevice. Nothing escaped his attention. He ascended, on time, before his air ran out, found the ladder to the boat and climbed onboard, doing everything by himself, just like the rest of us.


The deck was abuzz as the blind man described everything he “saw.”


“Did you see that butterfly fish?” he said, a grin spreading across his face. “And what about that angel fish? Wasn’t it delicate, and oh-so-graceful? . . . And those beautiful gigantic coral heads and their tiny little polyps! And that grouper, wasn’t she something!”


I stood in amazement. He had seen more than I had!


Finally, one of the other divers blurted out, “You’re not blind. You’ve just been fooling us.”


“No,” our friend said. “I’m not blind, even though my eyes don’t see.” Then he laughed in a way that has never left me to this day. “Sight, don’t you know, comes from the heart.”


Joycebelle Edelbrock 






In Harmony 


I have no other wish than a close fusion with nature, and I desire no other fate than to have worked and lived in harmony with her laws.


Claude Monet 


When we were growing up, my dad told us many stories about the islands he had learned throughout his life. The Hawaiians are people who love the land, sky and sea, and their existence depends on its harmony. The locals who grew up in the islands have a deep respect for their beliefs. We hear all kinds of tales and legends, and we choose to believe in them.


For years and years, the locals thought the reefs and deep ocean surrounding the islands would always hold an abundance of fish. The reefs were full of manini, papio, kumu, mullet and weke, and the deeper water held the ulua and ahi.


But times changed, and more people were living in the islands. Slowly, the people noticed that each time they went fishing, they came back with fewer fish. Some of these people depended on the sea to put food on their tables and money in their pockets.


Everyone seemed to have problems catching enough fish—everyone except one man. All would watch him go out alone early in the morning and, as the sun began to set, he’d come home with more fish than anyone. How did he do it? They all asked each other questions, but no one wanted to ask him. No one seemed brave enough to follow and see where he went. It became more and more of a mystery, and the word began to spread. There was one fisherman who could bring in plenty of fish, while all others struggled to make a living.


Eventually, the story reached the mainland where a sport-fishing writer heard about this Hawaiian fisherman. He was determined to find out how this man was able to accomplish what no one else could, so he flew to the islands and made a surprising discovery.
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