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Promise of the Sea

By Brian Trusiewicz

image of glittering coins dancing on the surface of the ocean. A

cool sea breeze wisped softly over the dark, rolling waves. The dol-
phin broke the ocean surface, releasing a cheerful chirp as he gazed at the
beautiful display of dawning light. Long ago he had listened in awe to the
Great Ones telling tales of the Great Sea, which awaited all creatures of
the sea. Now, however, only a few of the Great Ones remained alive, and
even the ones left were not safe. As the sun emerged from behind the
dark blue clouds, the dolphin felt in communion with life, its mysteries,
its joys, its . . .

Sadness. The dolphin knew how the Great Ones felt, utterly alone in
the vast expanse of waters, and being hunted by the Seekers. The days of
the sea were numbered.

With that thought, the dolphin felt a sense of despair rise within him.
Despair and confusion. Why did it have to be like this? Countless times
he had badgered the Great Ones, asking them about the Great Sea.
“After the creatures of the ocean have passed away,” they had told him,
“they will ascend into the Great Sea, whose waters flow without end,
existing high above the billowy clouds and past the reaches of the sky. It
is there where love and peace rise harmoniously with the ocean currents,
where hate is without existence, and death is forgotten.”

“And what of the Men?” the dolphin had asked, swimming alongside
the Great One. “Will they share it with us?” The Great One had not
answered, but the dolphin could sense his emotions as surely as he felt the
rolling waters.

The water had been alive with his seething anger, and the dolphin
had not asked any more questions. Now, as he floated in the water, head
raised high so as to see the sun rise, he thought about the Men. How
many times as a young dolphin had he played with them in the water,
actually coming in contact with that strange race? Contact used to be a
common thing, and he still met peaceful Men, but now Savage Men were
more common.

Above, a cascade of elegant rays poured through an opening in the
clouds and showered the dark blue waters. It was this that the dolphin
had waited to see, the moment in which the Great Sea touched the ocean
in a union of dazzling light. A powerful happiness filled the dolphin as he
imagined those who had died, rising from the sea into that place of seren-
ity beyond the edges of the blue sky. Feeling much better, the dolphin
plunged into the water, following a wavering blue light that snaked its

Streaks of gold broke across the sky of early morning, producing the
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way into the deep like the eel of the tropics. A song
echoed through the blanketing waters. As he followed
it, however, he felt a numbing cold, for the news it car-
ried in those elegant notes was not good.

The Darkness was coming. An ugly stain on the
majestic waters. It was released by the Seekers, and it
meant death itself. It strangled and suffocated, clogged
breathing space with its inky tendrils, reached out and
entrapped. It was an insult to nature. And the Seekers

The Darkness would spread very
quickly. Already, many had fallen
victim to it not far away.

must be near, too—a creature that was like a Fish, yet
not like a Fish. It hunted the Great Ones down, and it
was run by Men. They rode on its glaring silver body,
surveying the ocean. Not the peaceful, kind, compas-
sionate Men. Bloodthirsty, cruel, hate-filled Men.
And the Darkness. An embodiment of evil, seething
with misery and desire to kill. It lay smeared over the
water, having broken out of the Seekers, existing for
no purpose but to kill.

The dolphin wanted to coexist in peace. But the
very existence of the Darkness made that impossible.
How could he hope for peace when there was so much
malevolence? He soon came upon the rest of his group
swimming in anxious circles, the blue light of the
undersea world racing along their sleek gray bodies.
They sang to him, he sang back, agreeing that they
must leave this part of the sea. The Darkness would
spread very quickly. Already, many had fallen victim
to it not far away. They lost no time in evacuating.
Listening further to the songs, the dolphin felt his
chill of depression sink deeper. A Great One had per-
ished in the Darkness. The dolphin felt a sudden sick-
ness as he thought of what would become of the Great
One: its carcass, black and sticky, stranded on the edge
of the domain of Men.

So much wisdom gone to such waste! he thought
bitterly. But he didn’t want to become bitter. He want-
ed an understanding between his race and the Men.
But then he recalled something else, something which
caused him to be afraid to dream, to be afraid of even
being alone. A memory so terrifying that sometimes he
was too frightened to come to the surface for air . . .
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Once, when he was younger, he had surfaced to
see a Great One being pursued by a Seeker, but like no
Seeker he had ever seen before. Its body was covered
with brown, cracked by age, and on its tip was an ugly,
twisted thorn. He had seen the Men on it scurry to
and fro, quickly, almost with . . . excitement. And
then, when the Seeker was close enough, this horrible
thorn launched itself, projected into the air and
embedded itself into the Great One. His lifeblood
reddened the seas.

The dolphin remembered every detail with repul-
sive clarity. He had never seen that Seeker again, but
he frequently awoke in sheer terror, imagining that it
was swimming through the dark ocean to get him. But
he mustn’t let fear and bitterness turn him away from
seeking a bond with the Men, no matter how alien
their ways might be. Surely those who ride the Seekers
and dispense cruelty to the creatures of the sea are
only a minority of their race. Surely.

He wanted an understanding of them. But how
could he understand when he was surrounded by
Seekers and Darkness and nets? A member of his
group had been caught in a net not long ago. She had
twisted and turned, and desperately tried to reach her
pups on the other side of the net, but she couldn’t . . .

Men need to develop an understanding of us, he
thought, and with that will come unity. The Great Sea
could be shared by both Fish and Men. He remem-
bered once when he had been roaming the quiet seas,
and for the first time had heard the cry of the Great
Ones, a cry so utterly alone that a flood of sadness had
surged within him. Even now when he heard that rare
rush of music, that story of life sent forth in those won-
drous notes, it still brought despair. Perhaps if Men
were somehow to share the Great Sea, they would also
hear and feel that sound.

Surfacing again, the dolphin took a deep breath
and, lifting his head to the watery heavens, poured out
his heart: Let the vibrations of the Great Ones pass
through all Men and touch their souls, so they will
truly know and understand. With these thoughts in
his mind, the dolphin caught up with his group, and
joined them in their graceful departure.
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