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The  Sea 

Barsha Nayak 

The sea was rather calm compared to other days, the occasional roar of waves was just 
serving the purpose of making it appear like a sea or else one might not find much difference 
between the lake side and the beach. The scarlet view of sky and the chirruping of the troupe 
of musical birds returning to their nests were giving it an even more aesthetic sense and 
thousands of people were enjoying such panorama of dusk. There were elderly couples 
walking on wet sand, hand in hand, there were urchins playing football while some other 
sensible fellows were contemplating the scenery and pondering over the wonders of nature, 
there were kids who made their own sand houses and dreamt of living in there someday but 
far from all, in his solitary realm, there was a young boy of 12 who was not liking any of this. 
It seemed as if he was abusing the sea with his silent glance. The wind appeared to have 
chastised his gaunt body. His feet were naked, his white school shirt could easily be mistaken 
for a piece of rag as its colour had turned into brown, his half-pants seemed more like a 
mopping cloth, his uncombed hairs and pale face was defining the austerities of his angry 
face. It had been an age since he wore any new cloth. Thanks to the local tailor, for his 
uniform’s endurance turned out to be much more than his school life itself. 

They lived in Puri,a town situated in the artistic state of Odisha, famous for the holy presence 
of Lord Jaggannath Temple, delightful confectionaries and the sea beach. But he never got to 
enter the premises of the temple neither he could ever get to eat a palatable plate of Puri’s 
famous sweet, Malpua. He still remembered how he was discarded by the stout half-bald 
priest as soon as he uttered his name, Jerome as non-Hindus are not allowed in the temple. 
They were among the handful of people in the town who followed Christianity. Sea was the 
only thing he was left with but he hated it. Jerome had never seen his father who was a 
fisherman. Their financial condition was not that worse from always as sea food is something 
that beckons the tourists and is certainly a lucrative business, for almost all those voluminous 
sea-facing lofty buildings of five star hotels in the town depended on these fishermen for 
fresh pieces. They used to live in a cottage about which he had only heard stories as he was 
still in the womb of his mother when his parents enjoyed a sound life, until one evening when 
his father went on the boat oblivious of the upcoming tempest. The storm came and the 
clouds shrieked, the waves roared and the boat trembled while the sea enjoyed the 
melodrama. Neither the boat nor the fishermen in it returned since that day. The monstrous 
sea swallowed them. It just trampled Jerome’s life for once and all. 

Illiteracy left no other choice for his mother than to be a domestic worker but religious 
discrimination in the folks of Puri where majority of Hindu Brahmins live, closed that option 
too. Finally she had to work as a maid in a small private primary school. Henceforth, Jerome 
only got to attend an early grammar school for some years. He still remembered how he was 
stopped one day by his mother when he was getting ready for his school. He still reckoned 
how her teary eyes and weak stature said it all while she handed over a piece of paper to 
himwhich carried the address of his uncle who was his new employer. He curse that day even 
today, a day which snatched away his adhering school life, his joyful childhood, All it gave 
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was sacks of work burdened on his tender shoulders. Jerome considered himself the ocean 
and his books, the pearl it possesses. Yes he was the brightest in his class and given a chance 
he would have came out with flying colours but as fate would have it, he was removed at the 
zenith ofhis exams. Suddenly he recalled the reason he was there for and started ransacking 
for shells so that he could get one or two penny by selling them to the local craftsperson. 

It was getting dark. Jerome returned to his slum with a few shells in his pocket. Seeing his 
uncle’s slippers resting on the sloppy courtyard of his home, he regretted coming back so 
early at the first place. It was inexorably true that given a chance, he would also have 
murdered his uncle who was a rogue and after sea, if there was anyone whom he despised, it 
was his uncle. While the sea took away his father, his uncle stole away whatever peace he 
was left with. Unwillingly he had to do whatever his uncle demanded as after all it was him 
who gave them that place to stay, it was him who sometimes turned up with some money and 
spent nights in their home and whenever he did so, he asked Jerome to vanish out of the 
house and come back in the morning by placing a ten rupee note in his pocket giving a 
wicked lop-sided smile to him, revealing the aroma of paan that he always chew and it was 
him who out of utmost generosity and care employed Jerome in his side business. Hence he 
had no choice but to accept those pair of lustrous eyes that stared his mother all the time. 
Suddenly he felt a hand nudging him out of his whirl of thoughts. He looked up and found his 
uncle wearing a lungi, a piece of cloth worn by most middle class Indian men, wrapping it 
around the waist, covering the lower half of their body. He was not wearing anything to cover 
his upper half and gave that same wicked lop-sided smile and even if Jerome got the sign, he 
didn’t move from his place this time. Not today, he thought. That day he was filled with rage, 
his dreary body refused to retreat. He made an attempt to enter his house but he was stopped 
in his way by his uncle’s pot-belly.  

“I need to talk to my mom.” He said with his brows coming closer. His uncle laughed at such 
a grim expression on the face of a boy who is going to work his whole life for him, who is 
ridiculously indebted to him.  

“Come at the morning boy. Take this and enjoy.” He said putting a ten rupee note in his 
pocket. 

“I said, I NEED TO TALK TO MY MOM!!” Jerome shouted this time. His voice surprised 
his uncle. He cranked his neck a bit and saw his mother standing at a corner of their house 
with tear-chocked eyes. 

“Youscoundrel. You shouted on me! Get the hell out of here”shrieked his uncle kicking 
Jerome out and slamming the door at his face.  

He sat at the floor for some time and observed his surroundings to rummage the reaction of 
his neighbours who just like them, had stuffed themselves in that filthy narrow lane and who 
unlike his case, had got lots of kids living under a single piece of roof, swarming like honey 
bees, forcing themselves to adjust in the most congested situations. He saw that the place they 
were in was a place where dirt was omnipresent like God. What just happened with him was 
the story of each and everyone living there. Men were shouting at each other on a game of 

www.galaxyimrj.com Galaxy: An International Multidisciplinary Research Journal ISSN: 2278-9529

Vol. 5, Issue III May 2016200



cards, liquor shopkeeper was slapping the young boy whom he employed, mothers were 
sending their daughters to earn money by having a ride on those big black cars, husbands 
were beating their wives and nobody was bothered about what was happening with the other 
because they all belonged to the same league, they all were the squalor of the same rubbish 
bin. Streams of saline drops rolled down his cheeks and he ran away from that place. 

Being shot by the gun of one enemy, he went to take his revenge from another, the sea. He 
went to the beach and threw all the shells he had collected and shouted in the highest 
echelons of his voice, 

“I don’t want anything from you. Did you hear me?” 

He fell down to the ground and sobbed heavily. All he wanted was a reason, a reason for his 
father’s early demise, and a reason for his lost childhood. Had his father been alive, he would 
never had to work and see his mother working from dawn to dusk just to make both the ends 
meet and spending nights with uncle. If only the sea had showed some mercy. Gnashing his 
teeth out of sheer anger, he threw the ten rupee note towards the sea but the wind made it fall 
a few inches away from his feet. Just when he prepared to leave, somebody shouted from 
behind, 

“The sea is very rich my boy. Don’t give it anymore. Keep it for yourself.”  

Jerome turned back to see a man, not very thin, not very tall, his splotched face was full of 
beards and he was wearing a torn overcoat with a pant as brown as his. Scratching his messy 
hairs, he took a sip from the cheap liquor bottle he was holding.  

Another piece of dross like me, Jerome thought. 

“The sea has wrenched your soul. Hasn’t it?” the stranger asked.  

Jerome chose to keep quite. The stranger took his hand and put the money on it and smiled. 
Unlike his uncle’s, his smile struck a chord within him. It was that smile which only a man 
who have lived a satisfactory life or have attained salvation can give. In his life so far he had 
only encountered insatiable souls struggling hard to survive in this world. But this man, 
though seemed to be of the same group through his clothes, was different. Jerome wondered 
how his lips could curve so convincingly that so ostensibly affirms his happiness.  

“How did you know that?” Jerome enquired. To this the stranger peered into his eyes. 

“You have got a pair of talkative eyes my friend. They talk a lot about you. Well, what does 
your father do?” he asked with that constant smile.   

“My father was a fisherman. The sea is a merciless monster. It took away my father. I spit on 
its existence,” shouted Jerome.  

“Oh! I wonder why so many people come to visit a monster then” said the stranger laughing. 
Jerome was now getting somewhat annoyed.  
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“What would you expect from a father whom a man visits daily, only to kill one of his kids 
and take the kid’s body away to sell his flesh in the market?” asked the man taking another 
sip from his bottle.  

“That’s horrible. The father must kill that man” said Jerome curious enough to hear his reply. 

“And that’s exactly what the sea did.” He said and went away laughing. 

Jerome was stunned by the startling revelation. He sat facing the sea, numbed. 
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