
Fragment: The Ocean 
From: Catharsis 
 
But this, too, is reality: A few miles before reaching Sète I make, for the first time, visual contact 
with the ocean, my old friend; how long has it been since we’ve seen each other! Of course, we 
have a lot of tales to tell, of what we have been doing in the mean time – for the quarter of an 
hour we chat, then she retires into the blue behind the wide plains. I will see her again, a couple 
of miles down. 
 
The Germans call her “Der Ozean” or “Das Meer” which makes her either male or a neutrum. To 
the French, she is female (“La Mer”), to Italians and Spaniards, male (“Il mare”, “El Mar”). See 
how confusing that thing is? Only the fishermen of the Caribbean who know all about her call her 
“La Mar”, “La Man”, and “La Mer”. To me, she is the paramount mother, the source of all life on 
earth, and she holds all the answers. Her limitless power also is of pure female character: The 
waters give way to the weight of my boat, and by doing so, they develop the forces that keep it 
afloat. That’s what wise women do: They give in until they’ve gotten their will. 
 
When coming from the inland, as I do now, you can smell the ocean before seeing her: And it 
makes you feel light, happy, because you know that the time is not too far away when you find 
peace. You’re coming home. 
 
The ocean has never abandoned me, and what I trusted to her was never given away. I’ve sailed 
her, I know her, I understand her language, I can tell when she’s tired, sluggishly murmuring 
sleepy songs, or when she is in a bad mood, nervous, irritated, and when she demands her prey. 
It was in Pedaso, at the Adriatic Sea (which is not even an ocean but a dull, dirty, stinky puddle), 
where I laid in fever after eating a rotten fish, and heard her speak for the first time ever: I was 
afraid that she wanted me, I begged and cried in my fever dreams, screamed that I didn’t want to 
go yet – and a week later, when I was well again and Graciela and I went out to the bars, I heard 
of the old fisherman who, against all custom, had gone out for the fish at the same hour of my 
dream, and never came back. Since that day I know that the ocean speaks. It is not her fault that 
we don’t understand. It is a shortcoming of our underdeveloped antennas. 
 
Whenever I am on the ocean, I am completely at ease. All my friends, sailing companions, have 
noticed it and made fun of it: As soon as I set foot on a ship, I shut up. I don’t feel any more fear, 
it falls off me like chapped, useless skin, I simply know that nothing can happen to me, as long as 
I am able to listen. 
 
There is danger, of course, and I am far from underestimating it, because it is ever-present; I am 
not immune against violent storms, giant tsunamis, or ill judgment on my part. But whenever my 
instruments and my intuition came to different results in terms of weather, position, or direction, I 
would rather follow my instincts and listen to what the waters told me. Because the ocean is fair: 
She tells you what’s going on; all you have to do is to take the effort to understand her language. 
If you try to bring in your habits from ashore – they have no bearing out here. If you try to 
outsmart her, or to bend her laws, to arrogantly or carelessly abuse her, she will show you who is 
stronger – don’t mess with Mom! Only if you respect her, humbly, because you accept being her 
child, being part of hers, the ocean will accept and support you. And then, you may feel sheltered 
within her, and safe; and once that big wave comes your way that shatters your boat, then the 
ocean will take you into her lap like a big mother, in the end, just as a mother has released you, at 
the beginning. 
 
This is what we must learn: That we are all but nothing. Everything else is just pretense. And 
also: Whether or not we recognize reality, does not change a single thing about it. Reality is 
neither good nor bad. Reality is. 


