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The pub smells of salt
The pub smelled of salt, old wood, spilled beer, and the kind of sweat only emanating from men who've wrestled with the spirits of the sea for too long. A haze hung in the air, as if someone had invited the sea itself here, only to let it slowly rot in the cracks of the tables. Outside, the wind coughed against the windows. Inside, men coughed against their fate.
James Cook sat at the edge of the world, in an inn called "The Crow's Belly," somewhere amid dust, harbor noise, and despair. He wasn't yet a great man. No hero, no name for the history books. Just a boy with hands that stank of coal and eyes that could see further than anyone else in the room.
He drank his ale, slowly, with the kind of deliberation that only people have who know that the next cup might be more than just a sip—perhaps a small consolation, perhaps the last.
The sailors talked loudly, spat in the wood shavings, laughed about things no one found funny anymore. About women they would never see again. About bosses who were cutting their wages. About storms that had swallowed their comrades. Everything sounded like anger and giving up.
And there sat Cook, a bastard from Marton in Yorkshire, the son of a Scottish farmworker and a mother who believed more in the Bible than in the grace of life. He wasn't here to forget. He was here to breathe. The sea was close. And the sky above flickered in his mind like a promise.
"You look like you're waiting for someone," said the innkeeper, a man with a face like a rusty ship's propeller. Cook looked up. "Perhaps I'm waiting," he murmured. "For whom?" "For myself."
The innkeeper laughed as if he'd heard it a hundred times. "Then sit down, boy. Some people wait a lifetime."
Cook nodded. He knew the waiting. He knew the tightening in his chest when the wind tasted of the sea. He was born on land, far from anything that smelled of waves, but the sea had found him before he even knew what freedom was.
An old sailor passed by and pushed the jug toward him with a smile. "You're Little Cook, aren't you? The one from the coal shop?" "I used to be." "I was young once, too," said the old man, and they drank to what they had lost.
The door burst open. A blast of cold air mingled with the smoke. Two men stumbled in, bawling, drunk on life and rum. One sang of distant ports, the other roared that all captains were bastards. And in this confusion, somewhere among the voices, Cook felt the first spark of his later curse—longing.
It wasn't romantic longing. It wasn't poetic wanderlust. It was that damned pull that drags you from the warmth, out into the storm, just because you want to know what lies beyond the next wave. And the sea? It just laughs while it devours you.
Cook looked at the men. They were living fossils—coated with salt, dirt, and guilt. But in their eyes burned what he was seeking: direction.
He was tired of the country. The sermons, the poverty, the constant digging in foreign soil. He wanted something that moved him. Something that would hurt him and at the same time show him that he was alive.
"Have you ever worked on a ship?" the old man asked, as if reading his mind. Cook nodded. "A little. On the Freelove. Coal." "Then you know what it means to bend over for hunger." "I want more." "More what?" "More world."
The old man's laughter turned into a cough, as dry as the years he'd lost. "Then you'll have to pay, boy. The sea doesn't eat half a man."
Cook drank the rest of his beer, stood up, and placed the coin on the table. The door creaked as he opened it, and the wind blew through his hair. The night tasted of salt and rain.
He walked toward the harbor. Lanterns glowed everywhere. The ships slept, but the water was awake. He stopped and looked at the waves crashing against the quay like restless thoughts.
The sea had no tongue, but it whispered. And what it whispered was not of this world.
A bell could be heard in the distance. One of those eternal harbor bells that ring as if to test the soul. Cook closed his eyes.
In that second, he wasn't a coal miner, a nobody. Just a body full of longing and a head full of maps no one had yet drawn.
He thought of his father. The old man with the cracked hands, who had never seen beyond the horizon. The one who told him you have to accept what you get. But Cook couldn't do that. He wanted what no one else gets.
And somewhere out there, in the blackest corner of the Pacific, fate was already waiting for him – with bared teeth and a scythe of salt water.
He turned around once more. The pub glowed warmly in the distance. The last piece of home he would ever have. He spat on the ground as if to curse it.
"The pub smells of salt," he murmured. "But the sea smells of me."
He continued walking, step by step, until the pavement turned to wood beneath his boots.
The darkness vibrated. The water breathed. And somewhere, deep within, a new chapter opened—written not with ink, but with blood, wind, and tar.
Whitby Harbor never slept. It breathed, even when the moon hung overhead like a glassy eye, seeing every damned mistake. The wood creaked between the masts as if the ships were talking to each other, about storms, lost men, and those who never came home.
James Cook stood on the quayside, the wind tugged at his coat, and somewhere in the fog, a drunkard yelled for a lost love. It was the kind of night when you feel like life is passing you by—and you have two options: keep drinking or start making history.
His pockets were empty, his stomach half-full, and his head full of restless thoughts. The boy from Marton, the son of a farmhand. Too clever to just shovel earth, too poor to do anything else.
He had learned to listen. To the wind. To the water. To the silence. And he had understood: The sea doesn't lie. It takes you or it lets you live, but it never negotiates.
A light flickered on a ship. The "Freelove" lay at the quayside, like an animal just waiting to break free again. A coal barge, dirty, sluggish, but alive. Cook knew every damn crevice on board. He had worked there until his fingers split and soot crept into his skin.
He remembered his first days at sea—the smell of pitch, wet dew, and human misery. Men laughing in the darkness because otherwise they would have screamed. The sea was not a stage for heroes. It was a slaughterhouse with a view.
He walked along the quay, stepped onto the deck, and heard the wood creaking beneath his boots. An old comrade, Tom Griggs, sat at the railing, puffing on his pipe and looking at him as if a ghost from the past had arrived. "Cook, you dog. I thought you'd had enough of hell here." "I have," said Cook. "But hell hasn't had enough of me."
Griggs grinned, his teeth like clamshells. "We're leaving tomorrow. Sunderland. Three days, if the wind is right. The old man is still looking for a man." Cook looked at the water. "I'm in." Griggs laughed. "You're not thinking, are you?" "Yes, you are. Too much. That's why I have to get back out."
They were silent. Above them, a rope hissed in the wind, somewhere a wave splashed against the bow. The sky was black and cold, but something hot was growing inside Cook. A greed. Not a hunger for gold or fame. But for direction.
He had no wife, no possessions, no purpose other than what the sea dictated to him. But that was enough. For once one has felt the sea in one's breast, one can no longer bear the land.
The next morning, the sky was gray, as if God had forgotten to turn on the sun. The "Freelove" cast off, slowly, ponderously, but determinedly. Men shouted orders, ropes taut, sails rattled. The smell of tar and hope hung in the air.
Cook worked, remained silent, and thought. His hands found the rhythm of the sea, his muscles remembered. The sea was cruel, yes, but honest. It only punished you if you made a mistake. And Cook wasn't a man for mistakes.
He learned quickly. He observed. He asked questions when others cursed. And at night, when the men snored and the wind played with the sails, he looked up at the sky—where stars were set like pinpricks on a black cloth. He began to count them. Not out of boredom. But out of a feeling he didn't yet understand.
"You're funny, Cook," Griggs said one night as they stood watch. "Others drink, you stare at the sky." "Up there," Cook said quietly, "is everything we need. If you know how to read it." Griggs spat into the darkness. "I don't need heaven. I need land, wages, and a warm wife." Cook smiled. "Then stay on land. I need more than that."
The waves rolled, steady, endless. And with every hour, Cook seemed to lose a piece of himself—the piece that believed one must remain small.
The sea changed him. It made him harder, but also clearer. It burned out the superfluous from him. And what remained was that gaze—sharp, cool, watchful. A gaze that would later map entire continents.
One evening, just outside Sunderland, a storm rolled in. Not a massive one, but a nasty one. The kind of storm that sneaks up quietly and then catches you in the dark, just when you think you're safe.
The ship groaned, men screamed, water gushed across the deck. Cook grabbed a rope, pulled, held, cursed. A mast cracked, a sail ripped, a man fell. Just a dull thud, then nothing.
The sea took what it wanted.
When the storm passed, they sat in the dim light, soaked, exhausted. Griggs handed Cook a tin flask. "To the guy who fell." Cook took a sip. "What was his name?" "I don't know. It was new." "Then we drink to all the nameless."
They drank. And Cook swore that one day he would record every damned name. Every island, every bay, every cape. So that no one would disappear without a name.
Perhaps that was the moment when the cartographer in him was born – not at the academy, not on a royal commission, but in the noise of the wind, in the smell of death and tar.
The next morning, Sunderland lay before them, gray and alive. They unloaded the coal, cursed, laughed, and smoked. Cook stood there, his hands black, his face blank, staring out to sea.
He knew: This was just the beginning. He was no simple sailor. He was a man searching for himself, and the sea was his mirror.
Later that evening, back in another pub—which smelled not of salt, but of vomit and cheap rum—he overheard a conversation about the Royal Navy. About men who enlisted to become something. To avoid rotting away.
He listened. Every syllable burned into his memory. And he knew that someday he would be standing there. With uniform, rank, and card. Not because he wanted to be—but because the sea would push him there, as surely as the tide.
He ordered another beer, took a sip, pushed the coin across the table, and said quietly, almost like a prayer: "I want to see the damn end of the world."
The innkeeper nodded, didn't understand a word, and refilled his glass.
Whitby was no place for dreamers. It was a place for people with chapped hands, broken teeth, and shoulders accustomed to the weight of the world. And yet Cook dreamed—not quietly, not gently, but like someone screaming against the wind in a storm.
He had left the "Freelove" again, his wages in his pocket, a few more scratches on his skin. But the money was nothing. It was enough for beer, bread, and maybe a night in a bed that didn't smell of mold. He was 17. Young enough to risk anything. Old enough to know that life rarely gives.
The city was full of voices. Merchants selling fish, children running barefoot through puddles, beggars lying like shadows between the alleys. Everything smelled of salt, smoke, and human futility.
Cook walked through the streets, hands in his pockets, his head full of questions. He felt as if his life hung in a limbo—no longer a child, not yet a man. No longer land, not yet sea. A damned transitional state.
He stopped at a smithy. The hammering echoed through the alley. The blacksmith, a broad man with shoulders like an ox, struck sparks from the iron. Cook watched, and for a moment he thought the fire was more beautiful than any star. But fire burns, and the sea pulls. And Cook knew he wasn't made for the anvil.
He took work wherever he could. Portage wages. Ship freight. Anything that brought in money. But the sea remained like a call in the back of his mind—quiet but persistent.
In the evenings, he went to the taverns, not to get drunk, but to listen. There they talked about captains, about lost fleets, about men who had disappeared in the Caribbean or trapped in the Arctic ice. About fame, death, and maps that still had blank spots.
And Cook listened. Every story was a splinter that bored into him.
One night he met an old mate named Hawkins – a man whose hands looked as if they had been soaked in seawater.
"You're the boy who wants to know everything," Hawkins said, looking him over. Cook nodded. "I want to understand how to read what the sea writes." "Then you must learn maps, boy. The language of the deep." "Where do you learn that?" "Nowhere. You'll learn it when you need it—and if you survive."
They drank together. The old man spoke of currents, stars, bearings, and angles. It was as if someone were opening a new alphabet before Cook's eyes.
"A good sailor sails where others pray," Hawkins said. "But a wise sailor knows why he does it." Cook was silent. There was nothing to say. He knew he was sitting where it all began.
The next morning, he got up early, went to the harbor, and saw the "Freelove" lying there again. The same old, dirty boat, but suddenly he saw it differently—as a school, as an exam, as a gateway.
He spoke to the captain, a man named Walker—stern, frugal, with eyes that looked right through you. "You want to go back?" Walker asked. "Yes." "Why?" "Because I want to learn." Walker grinned crookedly. "Here you'll learn how to die." "Then I want to know how to do it right."
Walker laughed, a dry, throaty laugh. "All right, Cook. I'll give you a chance. Show me you're worth it."
And so it began. Again on the "Freelove." This time not as a mere worker, but as a student of the storm.
The work was brutal. They hauled, pulled, mended, and cursed. Their skin tore, their nails splintered, their backs burned. But Cook never complained. While the others smoked, he drew. Small sketches in an old book—coastlines, masts, cloud shapes. He tried to bring order to the chaos.
At night, when the wind died down and the sea lay flat as metal, he sat on the bow, a piece of chalk in his hand, scribbling lines on wood. Griggs saw him one night and shook his head. "What are you doing?" "I'm writing down where we were." "As if anyone cares." "Me."
Cook was a quiet obsessive. And what began as hunger became an addiction. He wanted to know how deep, how vast, how wrong the world was.
Walker saw that. And even though he was as tough as a sledgehammer, he recognized something in this boy—mind. "If you keep this up, you'll be eating compass for breakfast someday," he once said. "Then I hope I like it."
There were nights when they talked about stars. Walker wasn't educated, but he had experience. He showed Cook how to find the North Star, how to work with bearings and soundings. And Cook absorbed it all.
He wasn't a man who forgot things. When others were drinking, he was calculating. When others were sleeping, he was observing.
But beneath all that knowledge lay something else: defiance. He wanted to prove that a farmer's son could see more than the sons of the rich, who pored over maps in London without ever having tasted salt.
Winter came early. A cold that ate away at the bones. The "Freelove" fought its way through icy harbors, men coughing up blood. And Cook remained calm. He did what had to be done, without complaint. He had absorbed the sea—and it began to love him back, in its own cruel way.
One evening, the snow was falling heavily, Walker came to him. "You've got it, boy. If you want more, you should join the Navy. There you'll get maps, compasses, everything your clever head needs." "And how much will that cost me?" "Everything."
Cook looked at him. That wasn't a warning. That was a promise.
Later, alone on deck, he looked out at the frozen sea. The ice glittered like a thousand tiny stars that didn't want to go up into the sky. And he thought:Maybe I really do have to lose everything to find what I'm looking for.
The wind ripped the breath from his chest, and he grinned. He knew he wouldn't stay here. Not in Whitby. Not on the Freelove. His horizons were broader. Much broader.
He wrote in his notebook:
"Some men drink to forget. I drive to remember."
And that was the sentence that should remain.
There are moments when life tips over like a barrel left in the sun too long—first slowly, then suddenly. For James Cook, that moment came when winter descended upon Whitby and the town lay under a crust of ice and misery.
The "Freelove" was stranded, the men were freezing, and work was at a standstill. Those who could, drank. Those who couldn't, died. And Cook did what he always did when life stood still: He thought.
He thought about maps, about lines meant to tame the world. About stars that never stayed in the same place. About fathers who believed poverty was fate. And about sons who wanted to prove the opposite.
He walked through the streets every evening, saw the light in the windows, the laughter that didn't belong to him. The land was too small. It suffocated him. He needed a new chapter, and the sea had long since written it.
One afternoon, as ice dripped from the roofs, he saw a notice board at the shipyard. A note, yellowed but clear:
"Volunteers wanted for Her Majesty's service. Royal Navy. Glory, bread, future."
The words were like a slap in the face—harsh, but honest. He laughed briefly. Fame. Bread. Future. Three lies in one line. But the sea stood behind them, and that was enough.
That evening, he went to the old pub. The same one that smelled of salt. The men crowded around the bar, sweating, shouting, laughing, as if they'd forgotten they were all lost.
Cook ordered ale and drank it in small sips. Next to him sat a sailor with a scar that ran from his chin to his collarbone. "You look like you're looking for something," the man said. "Maybe," Cook replied. "What is it?" "A reason not to stay here." The man grinned. "Then join the Navy. They'll eat you up, but at least you'll taste like adventure."
Cook laughed, a ragged, honest laugh. "What's your name?" "Nolan. Former whaler, now free. Free enough to become stupid again." "I'll think about it." "Do that. But drink plenty first. The Navy tastes better with rum in your blood."
They drank. And at some point, as the voices grew muffled and the lights flickered, Cook made his decision. No plan, no hesitation. Just that clarity that comes when you have nothing left to lose.
The next morning he got up early. The sun was pale, the water gray, the city silent. He walked along the quay, past the ships, past the seagulls that screeched as if to warn him. In front of the small Royal Navy office stood a recruiting officer, fat and bored, his uniform too tight.
“Name?” “James Cook.” “Place of birth?” “Marton, Yorkshire.”
"Occupation?" "Sailor. Coal freighter. Freelove." The officer looked him over. "It's obvious. You can read?" "Yes." "Write?" "Better than you, probably."
A quick glance, then a scratch of the pen. "Welcome to Her Majesty, Cook. From today on, you are the property of the sea—officially."
Cook took the parchment, looking at it as if it were a curse he himself had signed. He didn't know whether he was laughing or trembling as he left the harbor.
Later, at dusk, he was sitting in the pub again. Hawkins was there, the old mate. "I heard you're joining the Navy." Cook nodded. "It's not a game. They'll take everything from you—your name, your will, your bones." "Then at least I'll be free of it."
Hawkins shook his head. "You're crazy, boy. But maybe this is exactly what the world needs." He raised a glass. "To you, James Cook. May the sea love you—or at least not kill you right away."
They clinked glasses. And for a moment, everything was silent. No music, no laughter. Only the crackling of the fire and the distant murmur of the harbor.
Cook drank, stood up, and put the last penny on the counter. "Keep the change," he said to the barman. "You'll need it." "Not where I'm going."
He stepped outside. The sky hung low, the air smelled of metal. The city seemed to let him go, with a weary sigh.
He walked past the shipyard, along the beach where the ice ripped through the water. In the distance, ships moved—large, majestic, deadly beautiful. The Royal Navy. Order in wooden form.
Cook stopped and looked at her for a long time. He thought of his father, of the fields, of the sermons at the village church. And then he thought of what lay ahead—a world that had no name for him yet.
He said quietly, almost in a whisper: "I will draw lines where there are none yet."
And in that sentence lay everything – ambition, defiance, madness.
He felt that from now on, his life belonged to the wind. No house, no home, no woman would hold him. Only the course, only the map, only the sea.
The next day, he finally signed. The "Eagle" was the ship that would take him on board. A monster of tar, wood, and orders. The officer who took him on board barely looked at him. Just another name on a list.
Cook climbed over the plank. The wood vibrated beneath his feet. Men shouted, ropes hissed, the world turned differently. This was no longer a harbor. This was a ritual.
On deck, the air smelled of order. Of power. Of death. A boatswain yelled, Cook saluted awkwardly. Another nudged him: "Leave that stiff stuff. The only thing that matters here is that you don't drown."
He nodded. That was rule number one. And he would learn all the others.
Later, in his hammock, which creaked like an old bone, he heard the sea lapping against the hull. And he thought: I've arrived. Not where I came from. But where I belong.
The waves whispered again, the same voice as in Whitby. And this time he understood it:
"Welcome, James Cook. You belong to us."
The Royal Navy wasn't a mother. It was a machine, built of wood, iron, and fear. When you first stepped onto the deck, you knew: no name, no dreams, no origins mattered here. Only the beat of the drum and the cracking of the wood when someone was punished.
Cook stood there with his chest and his clothes, which smelled of the land. The other men looked at him as if he were a new piece of meat about to spoil. "Newbie," one said. "You look like you'd throw up at the first storm." "I only throw up when things get boring," Cook replied.
A few laughed, most didn't. That's how it went: One word too many, and you had enemies. One word too few, and you had no friends.
The "Eagle" wasn't a beautiful ship. It stank of sweat, soap, salted meat, and fear. The captain—a lord of some village that wasn't on any map—was a man who gave orders as if he were tearing them from a prayer. Cook quickly learned to blend in. Work, keep quiet, observe. That was his way to the top.
On the first day, he saw a sailor being whipped. Twelve lashes. Not for stealing, but for smiling in the boatswain's face. The rope whistled through the air, tearing flesh, spewing blood. Cook held his breath. Part of him wanted to look away, another part watched closely. He knew: If you can't stand this, you're in the wrong place.
At night, when the waves pounded against the planks like lost souls, he thought of Whitby. Of the stench of the coal, of old Walker, of Hawkins in the pub. Everyone was still there, and he was here—in a belly of tar and iron. And yet he felt free. Free from land, from doubts, from expectations. Free in a system that enslaved him. Paradoxical, but that was the sea.
The service began at sunrise and never ended. The days were a chain of commands: "Set sail!" "Lift anchor!" "Rudder hard to port!" Every step had a note, every movement a meaning. And Cook realized he loved this rhythm. He loved the precision. The clarity. There were no sermons here, only results.
After a few weeks, he was more than a novice. He knew the ropes with his eyes closed. He could smell the wind and tell which direction it was coming from. He learned how to hold the sextant, even if it wasn't his yet. He learned to count, to measure, to notice when the captain was lying and when the sea was no longer cooperating.
The men respected him not for his strength, but for his silence. He spoke little, but when he did, he spoke with authority. "Cook knows something," Nolan once said as they sat belowdecks. "He doesn't look like a sailor. He looks like a goddamn surveyor." "Then let him draw the map of hell," another laughed. "Maybe he's doing that right now," Cook muttered, puffing on the stub of his pipe.
They sailed the North Sea, all the way to Scotland, then on to Ireland. Patrols. Small assignments. Nothing heroic, but tough. Storm after storm. Once the mainmast tore, once a man went overboard. No one talked about it anymore. The sea took what it wanted, and that was that.
After months, the first moment of fame came. An evening in Yarmouth harbor. Beer. Noise. Women. Cook didn't go. He stayed on deck, watching the stars. He had stolen a piece of paper—not out of greed, but out of a thirst for knowledge. He tried to draw the sky. Lines, dots, angles. His fingers trembled, but his head was clear.
"What are you doing?" he heard a voice. It was the first officer, Mr. Simmons, a man with eyes like ship's anchors. "I'm... studying the sky, sir." "Studying?" Simmons raised an eyebrow. "You're a sailor, not a philosopher." "Perhaps both, sir."
Simmons stared at him, then nodded slowly. "Stay alert, Cook. The sea punishes dreamers, but sometimes it makes them immortal."
From that evening on, Simmons watched him. Not hostilely, more curiously. And Cook sensed that for the first time, someone was seeing not just his muscles, but his mind.
The service became harder. They sailed to Portsmouth, then to London. Everywhere the same orders, the same faces, the same losses. But Cook collected—knowledge, perspectives, experiences. Like an addict, he collected everything that would eventually help him move forward.
One night, while they were at anchor, he heard two men talking below deck. "The captain says we need someone to map the coastline of Newfoundland."
"Cartography work?" "Aye. The Navy is sending people over. They have to be precise."
Cook heard this, and something inside him twitched. Newfoundland. Maps. Precision. This was no accident. He would be there when they needed someone. He would draw the world, even if it meant taking his own blood.
A few days later, Simmons came to him. "Cook, you have steady hands and a clear head. Report to Newfoundland." "Why me?" "Because you don't swear like the others." Cook grinned. "I'll save it for later."
Simmons nodded. "Then you'll need it."
That night, Cook stood at the railing. The coastal lights shimmered, the air smelled of rain and iron. He felt his life taking a new direction—imperceptibly, but irreversibly. He was no longer just a sailor. He was a man who would reorder the world.
He placed his hand on the wet wood and murmured:
“The pub smells of salt, but the future smells of blood and wind.”
And that was the moment when Chapter 1 came to an end – and the winds of Newfoundland began to blow.
The sea is not a teacher. It is a judge. And its judgments are final. James Cook had long understood this. Every day on the "Eagle" was a judgment—of strength, will, and intellect. Those who failed fell. Those who survived were allowed to continue toiling.
Winter came early, the sea capricious as a drunken whore. The wind howled through the sails as if it wanted to saw through the men's bones. Cook worked quietly, precisely, with a kind of disciplined anger. Not a wild fire—more a steady glow, burning from within.
The nights were black as pitch. Sometimes you could see nothing but the glow of the pipes and the shimmer of the wet ropes.
"The sea will eat you before you realize you were hungry," Nolan once said as they crouched in the rain. Cook didn't respond. He had long since realized that every word cost energy—and that words were useless against five-meter-high waves.
A storm was brewing. No ordinary one. One of those that tore the sky. The ship rocked, men screamed, wood splintered. Cook held the rope with his bare hands, blood running between his fingers. A mast broke. The boatswain fell. For a moment, Cook thought the sea would take him away—and he wondered if it would be bad.
But he stayed. He held, pulled, cursed. He wasn't the strongest, but he was the most persistent.
After the storm, they lay there like dead men. The deck planks were sticky with salt and the blood of the injured. Simmons came by and looked him over. "You held up." Cook nodded. "You could be something, Cook." "What?" "A man who knows where he is."
That was the highest praise you could receive in the Navy.
The next day, Cook helped repair the masts. For hours. Pitch, tar, wood splinters. The smell got under his skin until he loved it. Blood, wind, and tar—that had become the triad of his life.
The sea calmed, but something inside Cook remained unsettled. He had survived, yes. But survival wasn't enough. He wanted to understand why they were here in the first place, where they were sailing, how to comprehend a world in constant motion.
He began taking notes. On paper he'd procured from somewhere. Longitudes, latitudes, wind directions. Little observations about currents, gulls, clouds. No one paid any attention—until Simmons saw it one evening. "What are you writing?" "I'm recording what I see, sir." "And what do you see?"
Cook looked out at the sea. "Chaos that has rules." Simmons nodded slowly. "Then stick with it, Cook. Chaos needs people like you."
He stayed. And the "Eagle" sailed on, week after week.
Sometimes they had shore leave. In Portsmouth, in Spithead, in small harbors where the beer was thin and the women tired. Cook drank little. He sat in the corners of taverns, observing, drawing maps on napkins, on wood, on his hand. Others laughed at him. "Cook, you're not going to be a damn officer, are you?" "Maybe I'll be the one who finds the officer home when he gets lost."
One night in a harbor bar—and yes, this one smelled of salt, too—Cook sat with Nolan and Simmons. The rum flowed, the voices loud. "You know what your mistake is, Cook?" said Nolan, his tongue heavy. "You think too much." "And your mistake is that you don't." "Damn it, you talk like a seasick priest." "One of us will go far. I hope you die first, so I know." Nolan laughed, coughed, and continued drinking.
Simmons watched the two of them. "You're like two sides of the same coin," he said calmly. "One falls, the other stays on top. And nobody knows which is which." Cook looked at him. "I don't want to fall." "Then learn to swim before you have to."
They laughed, but the words stuck.
A few weeks later, the "Eagle" reached Plymouth. Cook stood on deck, the sun on his face. He had lost his hands—not really, but they felt as if they belonged to someone else. Only calluses, scars, salt. But his mind was in order. The sea hadn't broken him; it had shaped him.
He wrote in his notebook:
"The sea teaches you nothing. It only takes away everything you don't need."
He looked at the men around him—drunkards, desperate men, ruins. He liked them, but he didn't want to end up like them. He wanted more. More world, more truth, more direction.
One morning, Simmons came to him. "Cook, you're being transferred. The Navy needs men for surveying. The coast of Scotland, then maybe Newfoundland. I recommended you." Cook nodded. "Why me?" "Because you don't just work. You think while you do it. And that makes you dangerous."
He packed his things—a few rags, his notebook, his pipe. Nolan patted him on the shoulder. "Don't forget us when you're captain." "I don't forget anything that stinks," Cook grinned. "Then don't forget yourself."
He laughed. And then he left.
Outside, on the plank, the wind blew. The same cold, salty hand that had called to him in Whitby. He thought of all the blood, the screams, the nights he'd almost given up. And he knew: This was just the beginning.
The sea had tested him – and kept him.
He spat over the railing and watched the drop disappear into the gray water. "See you soon," he murmured. "I'll be back. But this time as someone you'll remember."
The seagulls screeched as if they were laughing.
And the Eagle turned slowly in the wind, ready to swallow the next man. Cook walked down the quay, step by step, toward a new map, a new task, a new life.
Behind him, the mast rattled as if it were bidding him farewell. Before him lay the open sea—a monster with a million faces.
He grinned. "Show me what you can do."
And the sea responded with a torrent of spray, right in my face. A greeting. A threat. A promise.
The town was asleep as James Cook walked through the streets once more. It was his last evening in Whitby. He carried no bag, only the cold on his skin and the certainty that nothing here belonged to him anymore. The lights flickered in the windows, the pavement was damp, the air smelled of rain and coal.
He stopped in front of the pub.The pub smells of salt.
The smell hit him like a blow—memories, voices, laughter, tears, curses. Inside was everything he never wanted to be again.
He entered. Inside, the same faces. The same hands, the same stories. Only a few were missing—taken from the sea, forgotten by life.
The innkeeper looked up. "James Cook. I thought you'd be gone long ago." "I will be tomorrow." "Then drink to you tonight." "No. I'll drink to what I leave behind."
The innkeeper nodded. He poured a glass. Ale, dark, heavy. Cook took the mug and sat down in the corner where he had sat years ago. Back then, he had dreamed of the sea. Now he knew that dreams are dangerous—because they come true if you're too stubborn to give up.
The men talked loudly, still talking about the same thing: women, waves, wages. Cook listened, and it sounded like the echo of a life that no longer suited him.
An old acquaintance, Griggs, came in—broken shoulders, scarred forehead, but still that grin. "Damn it, Cook, you're still alive?" "Still." "They say you're joining the Navy." "True."
Griggs laughed, coughed, and drank. "Then make something of yourself. One of us should be able to do it." "I'm not doing it for fame." "Then you're dumber than I thought."
Cook smiled wearily. "Perhaps. But I want to understand the world before it eats me." "The world eats everyone. Some just later."
They clinked glasses. Ale and silence. Two old friends who knew that life has no repeats.
Later, as the last guests slept or staggered home drunk, Cook remained alone at the table. He saw the smoke over the fire slowly dying away, and he knew this was his farewell.
He wrote one last line in his notebook:
“I leave the smell of the bars to carry the stench of the sea.”
Then he stood up, put down the coin, more out of habit than guilt, and stepped out into the night.
The wind was sharp. The stars flickered above the rooftops as if mocking him. He walked down to the harbor, where the masts swung in the darkness like black fingers. The "Eagle" lay there, ready to swallow him again.
He stopped for a moment, looked at the water. It was calm. Too calm. Like a predator only pretending to sleep.
He whispered, "I'm back. And this time I'll stay until you tell me where the world ends."
The sea didn't answer. It didn't have to. It had time.
Cook pulled his jacket tighter and climbed aboard. The wood was cold. He felt like a man who had just signed a pact without reading the fine print.
Below deck, the men snored, and the air smelled of life and decay. He lay down in his hammock, his notebook under his shirt, his heart torn between curiosity and fear.
The wind sang softly through the planks, and Cook thought of everything that was to come—storms, maps, foreign lands, blood. He knew nothing would be easy anymore. But easy was never the plan anyway.
He smiled in the darkness, murmuring under his breath: "The pub smells of salt, but the future smells of sulfur."
Then he closed his eyes. And as the ship rocked in the harbor, another James Cook began to breathe—the one who no longer dreamed of the sea, but became the sea itself.
He got up early in the morning. The sun was a faint patch over the gray sea. A boatman yelled, the ropes cracked, and seagulls circled.
Cook looked out into that endless, vibrant blue-grey and thought:
This is where it begins.
He didn't know that one day he would draw maps of the world, that kings would speak his name, and that natives would consider him a god. He only knew that he couldn't return.
He turned around once more, saw the city—small, tired, gone. Then he put his foot over the railing, and with that step he left behind everything that had ever held him back.
The wind carried salt, sea spray, and a hint of glory. And somewhere in the distance, beyond everything known at the time, the Pacific Ocean waited—silent, smiling, infinite.
Yorkshire, poverty and ambition
Yorkshire was no place for heroes. It was a place where you learned to toil, to starve, and to keep your mouth shut. The fields were flat and gray, the sky hung low, and the wind whistled through the walls of the small cottages, as if to remind you every time that you were nothing here but dust with a name.
James Cook was born in Marton in 1728. A child in a house that was more like a shed—earth for the floor, smoke for the ceiling, bread only when heaven was kind. His father, a Scottish farmworker, was named James after him. A man who spoke like a spade: short, harsh, without unnecessary embellishment. His mother, Grace, was quiet, God-fearing, tough as hemp rope. She believed in prayer, he in work.
Between them grew up a boy who understood silence. The world was small: a few cows, a few fields, a church roof in the distance. But inside this boy, something glowed that didn't smell of earth.
He often stood at the edge of the field, gazing into the distance at the wind kissing the hills. Other children threw stones, he counted clouds. Others played war, he listened to the sky. "What are you staring at, James?" his father once asked. "Something's moving back there," he replied. "There's nothing back there." "Then I want to see why."
His father snorted and reached for the spade. "Daydreaming doesn't fill a stomach, boy." But James knew even then that a full stomach wasn't everything.
The days were a chain of repetition. Getting up early, toiling, cursing, sleeping. Sometimes the priest came by, smelling of candle wax and his arrogance. He talked of virtue, humility, and the love of God. James listened, but didn't believe a word. If God lived here, he was a lousy landlord.
He went to the village school as best he could. The teacher was strict, poor, and drunk, but he taught him to read—and that changed everything. Words suddenly became maps. He devoured everything he could find: Bibles, account books, old calendars. Anything with lines.
His father saw this and said, "You have nimble fingers, James. They can do more than just plough." And with that, he sent him to a grocer in Staithes—a small seaside town.
The sea.
When Cook first saw it, he was twelve. He stood there, the salt in the air, the seagulls like screaming thoughts above him. The water moved, restless, alive—and something inside him responded. It wasn't a thought, not a feeling. More like an electric shock through his soul.
The grocer he worked for was named Sanderson—a grumpy man who loved numbers more than people. He liked James because the boy was quiet and understood everything. But James liked the coast more than the customers. When the work was done, he went down to the beach, collected shells, stones, pieces of wood, and watched the ships.
At night, he heard them, the waves. And he knew they were speaking to him. Not out loud, not in words—more like a whisper from another world.
“The sea calls louder than the church,” he later wrote in his notebook.
He stayed with Sanderson for two years. He learned bookkeeping, measuring, and arithmetic—things that would later save his life. But the grocer was a stingy bastard. He kept him down, paid him poorly, and never praised him.
One evening, a storm raging outside, James stood at the window and looked out to sea. The waves crashed against the pier, the water splashing all the way to the street. Sanderson came in and saw him standing there.
"What are you staring at again? The sea will eat you, boy." "Then let it eat me to my fill," Cook said calmly.
The next morning he was gone. Simply vanished. No message, no goodbye. Only the traces of his bare feet in the sand.
He went to Whitby, barefoot, hungry, but free. And there, in the city of ships and tar, began everything that would later become a legend.
But back then, he was just a boy chasing after himself. A nobody, driven by something that couldn't be explained.
If you had seen him there, you wouldn't have recognized anything special: a slim fellow with dark eyes, a little too serious, a little too alert. But in those eyes burned a question that was bigger than all the churches in Yorkshire combined:
How far will the world go before it ends?
He found work in a coal shop. Dirty, honest, and merciless. He carried sacks, toiling until his skin burst. But he learned: how to load ships, how to calculate weight, how to read the wind.
He learned that the harbor was a universe of its own: a stinking, roaring, magnificent chaos where men became beasts just to stay alive. And in the middle of it all was this boy with the serious look who saw more than he should.
One evening, when the sky was red as blood over the sea, Cook leaned against a barrel and thought:
If I have to work hard, I'd rather do it for something that moves.
He saw the ships sailing into the darkness, and he knew: This was his direction. Not because someone had shown it to him. But because it was born within him—out of poverty, out of defiance, out of ambition.
Staithes smelled of fish, sweat, and poverty. The small houses clung to the cliffs like mold on bread, and the wind blew through every crack as if it had debts to collect. For James Cook, it was like another world. No fields, no priest, no rules—only the breath of the sea and the voices of those who obeyed it or perished.
The grocer he now served was a gnarled man named Sanderson, gray-faced and tough as old rope. "Boy, remember this," he said on the first day, "the world revolves around two things: weight and value. Everything else is just chatter." Cook nodded, but he was listening to the sea. Not Sanderson.
The days were long. Hauling barrels, writing lists, sweeping the shop. He could remember every price, every delivery, every damn penny. But as soon as the sun set, he was drawn outside. He stood on the shore, watched the fishing boats returning home, the lights across the water, and he felt that something was out there—bigger, more dangerous, more honest than anything he'd ever known.
Once, an old sailor spoke to him, one with a wooden leg and a beard half-baked. "You're the grocer's boy, aren't you?" "Yes." "And you stare at the sea like a naked woman." "Because it's alive." The old man laughed harshly. "Alive, yes. And capricious. It fucks you when you love it, and it forgets you when you're dead." "Then I want it to fuck me before it forgets me."
The old man stared at him, laughing again, this time more quietly. "You're crazy, boy. But that's good. Crazy people learn faster, as long as they don't drown."
From then on, he sometimes let him come along, helped with unloading, sorting the nets. He saw men gutting the fish, the salt biting into their wounds, and no one complained. He smelled the sea, felt it in his throat, and he knew: This wasn't a playground. This was religion.
At night, he lay on the small straw mattress in the room above the shop. The wind beat against the panes, and he dreamed of waves so large they crushed the sky. He woke up drenched in sweat, smiling—it felt like life.
One evening, a ship arrived, the "Peggy." A coal freighter, dilapidated but proud. The men went into Sanderson's shop, loud, drunk, crusted with salt. Cook brought them beer and bread, listened to them. They talked of storms, of captains, of places whose names sounded like magic: Whitby, Hull, London, Calais. And every word was a gust of wind inside him.
"You don't belong here, do you?" one asked as Cook cleared away the pitchers. "I don't know where I belong." "Then come aboard, someday. You'll find out then—or you'll drown. Either is better than standing still."
That night, Cook couldn't sleep. He looked at the sky through the small window, and somewhere up there stood a star brighter than all the others. He thought:If things are okay up there, then I have to find her.
The next morning, he forgot the prices, spilled flour, and miscalculated. Sanderson yelled at him, with that look that could kill. "If you'd rather play sailor, then go! But don't come back when you're hungry!" Cook wiped the flour from his hands. "Maybe I'll come back when I've measured the world." Sanderson spat on the floor. "Then you can sell it to me. I'll pay in pennies."
That was it. Cook left. No bag, no plan, just that feverish feeling in your chest that you call ambition if you're lucky, and madness if you're unlucky.
He walked barefoot along the path that led to the coast. The sky was vast, the wind cold, the future invisible. But he walked as if hearing something no one else could—a humming, a calling, a line in his head that showed him where to go.
In Whitby, he found work on a coal barge—the beginning of a new hell. But inside him, a light burned. Not a divine one. A human one. He wanted something other than to survive. He wantedunderstand.
Sometimes, when he sat alone on the deck at night, he looked at the stars, and it seemed to him as if the universe were bending down to ask him if he was serious. And he was serious.
He knew that ambition was a double-edged knife. But what's worse—cutting yourself with it or never reaching out for it?
He saw the coast disappear, and with it his childhood. Staithes was now only a rumor borne on the wind. And somewhere out there, his destiny waited—still nameless, but already impatient.
He pulled his jacket tighter, his hands rough, his eyes clear. "Poverty was my teacher," he murmured. "But the sea will be my judge."
Whitby didn't welcome him with open arms. It welcomed him with rain, with dirt, and with that smell that overpowered everything—salt, tar, fish, life. A place where men came to toil and stayed to die.
For James Cook, it was like a promise. He had left behind the shopkeeper, the countryside, the churches, the quiet evenings when one slowly yearned for death. Here was noise, movement, reality.
The docks were an organism. Ships panting and groaning like animals, men screaming, laughing, cursing. Every movement had a purpose. Every second reeked of work.
Cook ran through the rain, asking for work, for a place, for a start. Most people laughed at him. "A country boy with dreams? The sea will eat you in two days." "Then let her try."
On the third day he found her – the“Freelove”, a coal freighter, black as misery itself. The captain, John Walker, was a man with cold eyes and a voice like a whip.
"You want to join?" "Yes, sir." "What can you do?" "Work. Learn." "Both are rare. Get in."
So it began. No drumroll, no divine call—just a boy boarding a ship that would tear him to pieces or reassemble him.
The work was merciless. Hauling sacks, pulling ropes, scrubbing the deck, taking blows. The first few nights, he vomited over the railing until there wasn't a drop left. But he stayed. Always. Others gave up, fled, begged their way back to shore. Cook stayed.
When the sea raged, he grinned. When the wind screamed, he listened. And when the men cursed, he learned how to live when life is no longer a promise.
Walker watched him. Once, after a particularly bad voyage, he called him into the cabin. "You're tough, Cook. And you have eyes that see too much." "I only see what's there, sir." "That's enough to get you in trouble. Keep quiet. Learn. And don't die too soon."
He took this to heart.
At night, when the wind was calm and the sea breathed, he sat at the bow, his notebook on his knees. He drew. Wave directions, coastlines, star positions. He didn't know why—only that he had to.
Griggs, the old sailor, once saw him sitting like that. "What are you scribbling, boy?" "The world." Griggs laughed, harshly, honestly. "Then start small. Maybe this turd first." "I'll start with the sky." "Even worse."
But Cook was not deterred.
One night, during a storm that made the deck dance, he held onto the railing, water lashing his face, the sky roaring. And he wasn't thinking about fear, not about death—but about how to measure it. How to find order in chaos.
He saw the sea, and it looked back. A brief moment that changed everything.
He began to see the sea not as an enemy, but as a language. One that could be deciphered if one was persistent enough. And that became his religion. No gods. No churches. Just lines, wind, and direction.
One morning, Walker came to him. "Cook, you read, don't you?" "Yes, sir." "Then read this." He threw him a book—The Elements of Navigation. Cook took it, leafing through it carefully, as if holding a heart in his hand. Angles, stars, numbers. It was as if someone were showing him the blueprint of the world.
He studied. Night after night. In dim light, on a rolling deck, with his feet in the cold water. The others laughed. "Cook plays schoolmaster!" But Walker didn't laugh. He knew what he was seeing.
"The boy has direction," he later told Griggs. "Not in his compass—in his head."
So the years passed. Cook learned what wind is, what weight means, what people do when they no longer believe they'll arrive. He saw men die, others survive. He understood that courage was not heroic—only the lack of an alternative.
And slowly, very slowly, something greater than ambition grew within him. An idea. The notion that you can understand the world by measuring it.
At the end of those years of apprenticeship, he was no longer a boy. He had shoulders that knew the wind and eyes that devoured horizons. And somewhere deep in his chest, there burned this sentence, never spoken but always thought:
“I will draw lines where there are none yet.”
One evening, as he stood on deck, the sea calm, the sky clear, he heard a voice—perhaps the wind, perhaps his own: “The sea calls louder than the church.”
He nodded. And the chapter that had told his life on land finally fell through.
Whitby smelled of work. Of pitch, salt, and blood. Of shattered barrels and dreams no one spoke. James Cook learned here that ambition was not a golden word. Ambition was a rusty knife in one's pocket—useful, dangerous, always at hand.
He was now an apprentice underCaptain John Walker, a man who could quote the Bible while slapping you. Walker led his crew with iron discipline and that cold love that only captains and executioners possess. "Work is prayer," he often said. Cook never answered, but thought, Then I'm the most religious bastard on this ship.
His days consisted of sweat, bad luck, and endless orders. He learned to mend ropes, darn sails, tie knots, smell the wind, and read currents. His hands burst, healed, and burst again. And in every wound lay a piece of the future.
At night he sat in the darkness, the wood creaked, the waves spoke. He wrote as best he could on scraps of paper: numbers, observations, thoughts.
"Wind from the southwest, steady. Current different than Walker expected. Fault not in the sea—in the people."
He learned that command and truth were rarely the same thing. Walker eventually saw that. "You think too much, Cook. That's dangerous for a sailor." "And useful for someone who wants to be one." Walker grinned narrowly. "Then think my way. Otherwise you'll end up belowdecks with the rats."
But Cook wasn't a rat man. He was a card man—even if he didn't know it yet.
The years on the Freelove made him what he later needed: a man who followed orders but understood them. A man who obeyed without giving in. A man who knew that strength lay not in muscle, but in patience.
Whitby taught him everything the country had forgotten. There were no sermons here, only results. If you did it wrong, someone died. If you did it right, no one talked about it.
One evening, a storm approaching, they stood on deck. The wind was so loud that you couldn't hear your own thoughts. Walker shouted orders, men ran, ropes whipped. Cook worked mechanically, focused, without panic. When it was over, Walker simply said, "You're calm in the storm, Cook. The sea remembers that."
From then on, he had a place in Walker's eyes – not as a friend, but as a future man he could rely on.
He was given more responsibility. Bills, routes, inventory. And he did something no one else did: He checked the charts. He found errors. Tiny discrepancies, barely visible—but real. He corrected them quietly, without boasting. Until one day Walker said: "You're no ordinary sailor. You have the head of a compass." "Perhaps I just need direction, sir." "Then stay with me. The world has enough fools sailing west without knowing which way is east."
So he stayed. The years passed. He sailed along the English coast, learning every cape, every current, every sound. He learned when wood speaks before it breaks. He learned when the sky tilts before the wind shifts.
And he learned that man has nothing that the sea has not already eaten.
The other sailors didn't particularly like him. He was too quiet, too alert, too clear-headed. "Cook talks to the wind," they said. "No wonder it listens to him." He took it as a compliment.
One night, after a particularly rough day, he sat alone on the bow. The sea was black, the sky even blacker. He felt something growing within him—not pride, not joy, but rather a cold certainty. He was no longer the boy from Marton. No longer the shopkeeper's boy from Staithes. He was a man who understood that the sea showed no mercy—and that this was his very truth.
He wrote in his notebook:
"The earth is rigid. The sea is alive. I go where life hurts."
That was the sentence he took with him. And like an invisible compass, it later determined his course.
The days on theFreeloveburned into the skin like pitch. In the morning, the deck smelled of old sweat, at midday of tar, in the evening of blood. But James Cook stayed. He stayed because pain had order.
Walker, the old bastard, kept an eye on him. He yelled at him when necessary, but there was something behind that toughness—respect he didn't express. "Cook," he said one day, "you count while others sweat." "Someone has to know if we're rowing in circles." "Shut up, but keep going."
So Cook continued. He observed. He measured with his eyes, still without an instrument. He could tell when the ship had made a mile just by the sound of the water against the hull.
He wasn't a genius. He was a worker who couldn't stop thinking. And that made him dangerous.
In the evening he sat in the cabin, the bookThe Elements of NavigationHe opened the book that Walker had given him. Angles, coordinates, magnetic deviation. Sometimes he didn't understand anything—but he didn't stop. He learned how others drink. Excessively.
The sailors laughed. "Cook is counting stars while we count how much rum is left." "He thinks the world fits on paper." "Then he should watch it when it sinks." Cook just grinned. He had learned: Talking takes energy. Drawing brings direction.
Sometimes, when they were in port, he would see the officers' charts. False lines, outdated coastlines, errors in the depths. He memorized each one. A map of his own grew in his mind—not from ink, but from experience.
Walker saw this. "You want to know everything, huh?" "Yes, sir." "Then learn humility first. The sea shows you how little you are." "I know how little I am. I just want to know where."
Walker was silent. Then he laughed—a rare, genuine laugh. "Damn it, Cook. You're either captain or dead."
In the next storm, he was almost both. The wind came suddenly, whipping the sails, making the ship dance like a drunk. Men screamed, wood splintered.
Cook clung to the rope, the rain cutting into his face. He thought about nothing. Only the course, the wind, the numbers. Amidst the chaos, there was a logic, a structure. He felt it. And that saved them.
After the storm, Walker stood before him, dripping, grinning. "You felt it, didn't you?" "Yes." "That's it. Not courage. A sense of order in chaos. Keep that. You can draw the world with it."
These words hit Cook like a blow. Not because they were flattering—but because they were true. He had sensed it. The sea wasn't a monster. It was a system. A vast, cruel, beautiful system. And he was part of it.
From then on, something changed within him. He worked harder, but more calmly. He spoke less, thought more. He began to see the compass as his heart. The sky as his brain. And himself somewhere in between.
Walker often let him into the cabin when routes were being planned. Cook stood still, listening, memorizing every word. "You have a sharp eye," Walker said. "But be careful: maps are lies with numbers on them." "Then I want to find the truth." "Then you'll never finish." "I have time."
He had no family, no wife, no destination except the sea. And that was precisely his freedom. Others wanted to go home. Cook wanted to know why anyone would set out in the first place.
After a long day, the deck smelling of pitch and death, he wrote again:
"Discipline is not a virtue. It is a tool. If you use it correctly, you will build yourself from it."
His hands were sore, his eyes tired, but his mind alert. He knew he wasn't like the others. Not better—just wired differently.
When he saw the stars, he felt something like peace. Not religion. Not romanticism. Just the certainty that everything has a point by which it can be measured.
That was his consolation. While others prayed, he calculated. While others hoped, he observed. And while others drank, he drew lines no one else saw.
One night, the wind calm, the sea flat as glass, Walker said, "You're the calmest damned man I've ever met." Cook replied, "I'm just listening, sir." "To whom?" "To what's bigger than us."
Walker nodded. "Then you're exactly where you're supposed to be."
And so Cook, a farmer's son from Marton, stood barefoot on the deck of theFreelove, looked up at the sky, and there was no longer any longing in his eyes – only direction.
TheFreelovewas not a ship—she was a machine made of dirt, salt, and willpower. Those who served here quickly learned that the sea did not forgive mistakes. And those who survived were either clever or crazy. James Cook was both.
He got up in the morning before the sun even thought about it. He checked sails, saw the color of the sky, smelled the wind. He could tell by the sound of the water whether the ship was too heavy. The others thought he was crazy. But Walker knew he was different.
“You have the sea in your head, Cook,” said the captain one evening as he sipped rum.
"Sometimes too loud." "Then get used to it. It'll never be quiet again."
That wasn't a warning. That was an oracle.
Cook began not only to feel the sea, but to calculate it. He wrote formulas that no one understood. He measured distances, recorded wave heights, and noted star positions, even when his hands were black with pitch. The sailors looked at him like a sorcerer.
"The boy writes about ghosts with numbers," they said. "The sky is talking to him." "Then tell him to order us wind."
Cook didn't answer. He worked. He watched. He calculated as if his life depended on it—and sometimes it did.
One morning, thick fog, no compass worked properly. Walker cursed, the men ran. Cook stood at the bow, barely able to see ten meters ahead. He drew a line in the dirt, measured by eye, and estimated the course based on the wind direction and the previous day's constellation. Hours later, when the fog cleared, the harbor lay exactly where he had calculated it.
Walker grinned. "How the hell did you do that?" "Counted, sir." "What?" "Everything."
From that day on, he was allowed to sit at the card table more often. Not as an officer—as a quiet spirit who does the math.
He began to understand navigation like a musician understands rhythm. Walker said, "A ship is like a song. If you miss the beat, it sinks." And Cook nodded. He had long since heard the music.
But the men below deck didn't like it. "Cook is crawling up Walker's ass," one grumbled.
"He writes instead of drinking." "A man who doesn't drink has something to hide." They fought. Once, one of them hit him with the end of the rope. Cook's lip was bleeding, he smiled, and he spat. "Thank you. Now I know what pain tastes like. I can measure it." And he left.
He wasn't a hero. He was just too obsessed to stand still.
At night, he sat alone on deck, the stars above him. He held a crayon, drew on wood, calculated, erased. He spoke to no one. Only to the lines.
He began to develop his own methods. He checked the shadow of the mast at sunrise to determine the angle. He noted the time when a particular star touched the horizon. He understood that the sky was like a giant clock—if only one could read the hands.
Walker watched him but said nothing. He knew: every great man needs his silence.
Once, after a trip full of storms, theFreeloveAlmost lost his bearings. Walker lay sick in the cabin. Cook took the helm. Three days of wind, rain, and no visibility. He calculated the course, steering with raw intuition. When they finally saw land again, they were only five miles from their destination.
Walker came on deck, pale, exhausted. "You brought us home." Cook nodded. "No, sir. The sea left us." Walker laughed weakly. "You're a goddamn navigator, Cook. And I'm glad you're on my side."
But Cook felt no pride. Only that cold burning that no praise could quench. He knew that he now knew—and that knowledge was never enough.
In the evening, in his hammock, he wrote again:
"You can't own the sea. But you can give it a number. And that's almost the same thing."
He began teaching sailors, secretly, with coal on deck. He showed them how to read wind directions, how to use the stars. Some laughed, others listened. And one, Nolan, said, "Damn it, Cook, you talk like the sea is a book." "It is. Only most of them can't read."
He had no idea that he was describing his life's work.
Winter came. Snow mingled with spray. The ship was slow, tired. The men cursed, coughed, and prayed. Cook stood on deck, staring into the white storm, feeling nothing but curiosity.
He thought:How far can you count before you go crazy?
The wind responded with a slap in the face, and Cook laughed aloud. He was no longer afraid. Only hungry.
He wanted to know how the world works – and was prepared to lose everything for it. Even himself.
The farewell came not with fanfare, but with rain. Whitby lay in the haze, the houses gleamed like wet bones, and the wind smelled of farewell. James Cook stood on the quay, his bag on his shoulder, his face calm. Walker, the old dog, stood beside him, his pipe in his mouth, taciturn as ever.
"So you're leaving," he said. Cook nodded. "The Navy is looking for men. And cards." "The Navy eats men. They spit out cards if they're bloody enough." "Then I want to see how it tastes."
Walker grinned crookedly and spat into the spray. "I won't stop you. I've taught you everything there is to teach. The rest—you'll have to learn it yourself." "Thank you, sir." "For what? For scars and bad luck? Go before I change my mind."
They stood in silence. Two men who knew that words rarely change anything. Walker handed him something: a small, worn compass, the brass dulled with salt. "It points north, but that's not the point," Walker said. "The point is, you have to know for yourself when north is wrong."
Cook took it, nodded, and put it away. It was the only gift he ever received.
TheFreelovelay silently in the harbor, a hibernating animal. He looked at the ship, and this feeling rose within him—not pride, not sadness, but something like quiet gratitude. He had been born here. Not in Marton, not in the field, but here, on the wet wood between heaven and hell.
He turned around and looked at Walker again. "Sir..." "Hmm?" "You showed me that the sea is not an enemy." Walker grinned. "That was an accident."
Then Cook left. No looking back. Men who look back lose direction.
The streets were muddy, the air heavy. In the taverns, sailors roared as if they owned the world. Cook barely heard them. Stars and numbers worked in his head.
He was now a man with tools—not of iron, but of thought. He had learned that power lay not in commanding others, but in knowing the course when everyone is shouting.
He was hungry. Not hungry for bread. For knowledge. He wanted to see how far the horizon could bend before it broke.
That night, he sat at the table in the small room he had rented, his notebook open. The candle flickered, drops fell on the paper, but he continued writing:
"I'm leaving the land that gave birth to me and going to the land that will swallow me. If I'm lucky, it will spit me out as a map."
He flipped back, saw the old pages—numbers, sketches, sentences that smelled of salt. Everything he was was written there. He knew: from now on, nothing would be easy.
The next morning, he got up early, put on his coat, which had more patches than fabric, and went down to the harbor. The Navy ships were there—larger, tidier, more dangerous. Men in uniform, drums, orders, no room for chance. It was a different world. A world where discipline was as hard as steel.
He answered. The officer looked at him, examining him. "Name?" "James Cook." "Experience?" "Ten years on coal ships under Captain Walker." "And you want to join the Royal Navy?" "I want to join the world."
The officer grinned, half mockingly, half impressed. "Then step in, Cook. The sea will test you." "Let's try."
He signed. And with that line, another life began.
When he received the uniform, plain and scratchy, and put it on, he felt no honor—only weight. The weight of a decision that was bigger than him.
He walked onto the deck of the new ship, looked over the railing, and the wind met him like an old memory.
He smiled. Same sea. New game.
Below deck, it smelled of oil and fear. The men whispered, prayed, laughed nervously. Cook stood among them, quiet, observing. He knew he wasn't like them. Not better, just built differently. He didn't believe in luck. He believed in direction.
He took the old compass out of his pocket. The brass was cold, but alive. He opened it, saw the needle tremble, saw it settle, pointing exactly north. And he thought:Walker was wrong. North is not the goal. The goal is for me to become the needle myself.
He put it away, went out on deck, and watched the sun rise. The light broke through the gray, the water glittered, and for a moment the world was silent.
He felt no fear. Only the faint urge to measure everything before it swallowed him up.
He later wrote in his book:
"Poverty taught me to survive. Ambition taught me to count. Now I count to live."
Then he closed the book. The sea waited.
And somewhere between heaven and hell, something whispered: "Welcome, Cook. Here we go."
 
The sea calls louder than the church
The church had bells. The sea had thunder. And James Cook knew which of the two truly heard him.
He stood on the deck of his new ship, his hands rough, his eyes clear. His uniform was itchy, but the feeling was real. No prayer, no background, no pious facade mattered here—only what you do when the wind lies to you.
The Royal Navy was no home. It was an organism of wood, fear, and discipline. Orders, drums, curses—everything in time, everything under control. The men ran, screamed, obeyed. Cook worked silently among them, as if he had been doing it his entire life.
He had left behind the world of coal barges, the filth, the drunkards, the smiling bastards with their false stories. Here, things were different. Stricter. Cleaner. Tougher. The sea was the same, but the rules were new: no emotions, no excuses, no mercy.
At night, when the wind taut the sails and the ship breathed like an animal, Cook lay awake in his hammock. He heard the men praying. Whispering, desperate, childlike. "Lord, take us home." "Lord, let us live." He turned to the side and thought: The Lord has better things to do. The sea will take care of itself.
No land in sight for months. Only the sky, rising above everything, and the constantly changing water. Cook didn't fall in love with the beauty of the sea—he fell in love with its order. It wasn't a stage for gods. It was a machine. And machines didn't lie.
He had prayed as a boy, back in Marton, out of fear, not conviction. In Whitby, he'd tried again, as one can't easily give up an old habit. But the prayers stuck in his throat like wet dust. One night, as they emerged from a storm, half-torn, half-alive, he stood at the railing, looked out into the gray morning, and said quietly to himself, "I no longer believe in grace. I believe in the course."
Since then, everything had been clearer. He wrote in his notebook, which had long since become more than a diary. "Wind falling north. Pressure falling. Sky gray, but quiet." Every line was an attempt to bring order to the chaos. He wasn't looking for a miracle. He was looking for the law behind it.
The sea had no morals. It rewarded no one and punished no one. It was simple—consistent. Those who made mistakes died. Those who were right lived on. No heaven. No hell. Only cause and effect. It began to write its own laws, with ink and salt: No prayers, only calculations. No hope, only direction. No God, only gravity.
One evening, the first officer came by while Cook was writing on deck again. "You're always writing, Cook?" "I'm calculating," he said. "What's that?" "How much nonsense there is in a sermon." The officer laughed. "Then you've come to the right place. At sea, God has no place."
And Cook knew: he had found his place.
But sometimes, when the night was quiet, something came over him that smelled almost like longing. Not a desire for salvation, but rather for understanding. When he looked up at the sky, he thought: If this is all a coincidence, then at least I want to understand the coincidence.
He wrote again: "Perhaps God is just a navigational error we never corrected." Then he looked up at the stars and felt them scrutinizing him—coolly, distantly, but honestly.
The crew had long since grown accustomed to him. They called him "the Calculator." Someone who thought more than he drank, who carried out orders without complaint, and never joined in the prayers. When they cursed, he remained silent. When they prayed, he counted. When they hoped, he measured the wind.
"You don't believe in anything, do you?" one asked. "Yes, I do," Cook replied. "In the wind. At least it doesn't lie." The man laughed, but Cook was serious.
He had stopped hoping. Hope was a country-folk word. Out here, there was only reaction. Only action. Only truth.
And over time, he began to love storms. There was no room for philosophy or fear. There was only movement. When the wood cracked and the water raged, he felt alive—not because he wanted to survive, but because he understood why it was so.
One night, in the full force of a storm, he stood at the helm, the rain beating in his face, and he laughed into the wind. The men thought he'd gone crazy. But he yelled, "This isn't chaos—this is geometry!"
And the wind laughed along.
When the storm subsided, he sat alone on the deck. The ship steamed, the sky was open, and the sun pierced through like a knife. He picked up his notebook and wrote with a trembling hand: "The church has bells. The sea has truth."
Then he closed the book, placed his hand on the wood, and murmured, “Amen—my way.”
The days at sea were a single, gray breath. Sun, wind, rain—everything came and went, as if time itself had become seasick. Cook worked precisely, almost mechanically, as always, but there was no room in his mind for routine. Only for calculation.
He began studying the stars whenever the sky was clear enough. Others saw lights. He saw points in motion. Others said, "God's lanterns." He said, "Constant angles." He noted every change, every shift, every irregularity. The sky wasn't a roof to him, but a system. A code.
The longer he looked, the more certain he was: the truth was measurable. And everything that could be measured was real.
His comrades thought he was crazy. They saw him standing on deck at night, barefoot, staring, whispering, sometimes laughing. "Cook talks to the sky," they said. "Then he should tell us when it'll be warm again." They laughed, but it was a nervous laugh. That's the kind you laugh when you don't understand what you should fear.
He actually talked to the sky. Not out loud, but in his mind. He asked why the wind shifted, why the stars moved so evenly, why people believed in miracles when they saw patterns right above them. And sometimes an answer came to him—no voice, no sign. Just this feeling that the world wasn't a coincidence. Just misunderstood.
He began counting time. Seconds, heartbeats, steps. When the bell rang, he knew how many waves they'd lost. When the wind shifted, he knew when to change course. His brain had become a damn compass.
The officers noticed. One, a religious man with a Bible and anger, didn't like him. "Cook, you're too clever for your station," he said. "I'm just observant, sir." "You think you can calculate the sea?" "I'll at least try." "God guides the sea, not you." "Then God has a good eye for geometry."
The officer wanted to slap him, but didn't. Perhaps because he knew Cook meant it sincerely.
The crew sensed that something was stirring within him. He was no longer an ordinary sailor. No drinker, no chatterer. He was quiet, dangerously quiet. When they talked about women, he remained silent. When they talked about heaven, he smiled crookedly.
He was always writing. Sometimes in daylight, sometimes in storms. He wrote when the ship capsized, when the mast creaked, when the wind screamed. And the sea read along.
His notebook had grown thicker in the meantime. Pages full of numbers, lines, and short sentences: "Northeast wind, 4 knots, star Achernar shifted – gravity?" "Men pray. I measure." "Storm coming. Heaven knows first."
He felt himself changing. No longer just a worker, no longer just a sailor. Something inside him began to rise above things—not out of arrogance, but out of insight. Knowledge was not a weapon. It was an addiction.
And Cook had long been addicted.
He began to see patterns where others saw only coincidence. When a seagull flew lower, when the water shimmered differently, when the wind suddenly grew colder—everything had meaning. He wrote it down, compared it, tested it. He was rarely wrong.
But with knowledge came loneliness. The men avoided him. "Cook doesn't talk. Cook counts. Cook sleeps with numbers." They didn't understand that he was no longer part of their world. He belonged to the wind.
On a quiet evening, he sat alone on the bow. The sea was smooth as oil. Not a sound. Not a breath. He looked out, and it was as if he were looking into a face older than anything human.
He whispered, "If there is a God, then you are it." And the sea was silent. As always.
He smiled. The silence was enough.
When the wind picked up again, he went downstairs, lay down in the hammock, and wrote: "The priest says that man is small. The sea says the same thing—but it doesn't lie."
He fell asleep with a slight grin on his face. Outside, the wind beat against the planks as if it were knocking. Cook turned around and murmured, "I heard you. I'm awake."
The storm came without warning. The sky had been clear a moment ago, then a blow, as if someone had slammed the lid on the world. Wind, rain, darkness—all at once. The ship danced, and every step became a curse.
Men screamed, clung to ropes, prayed. Cook stood among them, wet to the bone, his hands tight on the rope, his eyes upward. He saw the clouds circling, saw the water lashing, saw order breaking down—and in that, he found peace.
So that was it. The great test the Church always spoke of. Only here it didn't come from angels, but from physics.
An officer yelled, "Cook, hold the wheel! If it breaks, we're lost!" He nodded, grabbed the wood, felt the pressure, the raw force. The wind pulled, the sea pushed, the ship screamed like a living being. And Cook understood: This wasn't punishment. This was balance.
He didn't think about God, not about grace, not about his life. He thought about angles. About forces. About the rhythm of the wind, which came and went, came and went, always in the same beat.
The rain cut into his face, but he laughed. Not out loud. Just so the wind could hear. He had discovered something beyond fear—clarity.
The sea was not an enemy. It was a teacher. And it didn't test, it only showed whether you had been paying attention.
The ship tilted to one side, water poured over the deck, men fell, one screamed, disappeared. Cook didn't turn around. He couldn't. If he looked now, it would all be over.
He held the helm, felt the forces in the wood, sensed where the pressure was, where the resistance was. And somewhere in this hell, his mind continued to calculate.
He counted seconds between gusts of wind. He estimated the direction of the pressure. He made almost imperceptible adjustments. And slowly, very slowly, the ship began to respond.
"Hold on!" someone yelled. "I'm in," Cook muttered. "But not for you."
The sea roared on, unfazed. But there was rhythm now. Pattern. And Cook followed them as if he were dancing.
Hour after hour, until the sky finally opened, until the gray lightened, until the wind calmed. Then came the silence. Not the peaceful silence of morning, but that exhausted, hollow silence after survival.
Men lay on the deck, breathing, crying, laughing. Cook stood there, trembling but calm. He gazed at the horizon; the sun was slowly moving over the waves. Everything smelled of salt, sweat, and wood splinters.
The first officer came to him, pale, stunned. "How the hell did you do that?" Cook shrugged. "Counted." "What?" "The time between gusts. The wind has patterns. When you recognize them, you know when to bend."
The officer looked at him as if he had just committed blasphemy. "That wasn't luck?" "No, sir. Just logic."
He walked away, leaving the man standing there, and no one spoke to him for the rest of the day.
He later sat on an empty box, his notebook on his knee, his fingers sore but firm. He wrote: "God does not punish. He does not exist in waves. Only gravity and direction. Only forces and balance. The sea tested me—and I passed because I calculated, not prayed."
Then he put the book down, looked at the water and thought:
Maybe that was the only form of truth one deserved.
When night came, he lay down in the hammock, the ship rocking gently, and the wind singing a soft, deep song. The others slept, drunk with relief. Cook stayed awake, watching the stars reappear, one by one.
He whispered, "I understand you." Then he closed his eyes, and sleep came as suddenly as the storm.
After the storm, everything changed. Not immediately, not visibly, but in the looks of the men, in the silence of the officers. Cook wasn't one of them, but no one dared to underestimate him anymore.
He had brought them through the night, without prayer, without chance. Only by reason. And that frightened the people.
They now called him "the silent compass." A name half mockery, half respect. He said nothing. He did what he always did—he observed.
The officers began to treat him differently. Not kindly, but with caution. Whenever there was a question of maps, calculations, or navigation, he was called upon. A simple sailor, but with the mind of a scholar.
He sat at the tables, listened, looked at the charts, and when he spoke, it was only briefly: "The deviation is wrong here." "The reef is further south." "We have a current from the west, sir. It's weaker, but it's moving steadily."
The officers looked at each other, checked, calculated—and damn it, he was right. Always.
Sometimes, late at night, after the meeting was over, he would stay alone, staring at the lines, the coasts, the coordinates. He could stare at a map for hours without touching it, and yet everything would change in his mind. He saw the Earth like an open wound—large, immeasurable, yet measurable.
He wondered if God, if he existed, wasn't just a damned precise mathematician. One who had drawn the world so perfectly that every human being was bound to get lost at some point.
The crew avoided him more than ever. Not out of hatred, but out of discomfort. He had become a stranger to them. They didn't understand him, and he made no attempt to be understood.
When they laughed, he was silent. When they drank, he calculated. When they sang, he wrote.
He ate little, spoke little, and slept restlessly. He began to think of time not in hours, but in wind directions, course deviations, and star positions. Life itself had become a formula. And it felt strangely right.
One evening, when they were back in port, the first officer invited him for a drink in the wardroom. Cook accepted, but the glass remained almost untouched. "You saved us," said the officer, "even if no one said it out loud." Cook shrugged. "I was just doing the math." "And you don't believe anything anymore?" Cook looked at him for a long time. "I believe in numbers. They have no morals. And no mercy. But they don't lie."
The officer remained silent, sipping his rum, and there was something in his gaze that oscillated between respect and fear. "You're different, Cook." "I'm just awake, sir."
"Then you'd better go to sleep sometime. Otherwise the sea will eat you." "When that time comes, it will eat me to my fill."
They both laughed, but only one meant it as a joke.
When Cook later returned to his cabin, he sat on the narrow bunk, his notebook on his knees. He wrote: "I am part of a system that needs no soul. Man prays because he wants meaning. I calculate because I want direction."
Then he put down the pen and looked at his hands. They were scraped, scarred, old for his age. He wondered if anyone could see that he was changing. If his skin smelled different now. Of salt, of iron, of starlight.
He smiled briefly. Perhaps that was the scent of truth.
He went upstairs and stood on the deck, alone. The sky was clear, the sea calm. The stars stood staring above him.
He raised his hand, pointed to a star, and whispered, "I know where you are. I know where I am. That's enough."
And in that moment he felt a strange kind of peace – cold, mathematical, but honest.
The further they sailed, the quieter the world became. The sounds of the men, the flapping of the sails, the creaking of the wood—everything eventually faded into a single, steady breath. The sea breathed. And James Cook listened.
He had stopped talking to the others. They told stories about women, about taverns, about miracles. He wrote numbers. He had nothing against them—but they were part of a world that was becoming ever smaller for him. He had long since lived in another one, one made up of angles, distances, and observations.
He saw more than she did, but he felt less. That was the price.
When the sun set, he was the last to leave the deck. He stood still until the horizon disappeared, until only sky and mirrors remained. In those moments, he felt how close he was. Not to the sky. To the truth.
He noted: "The more accurately I calculate, the less I believe. Perhaps this is the same path, only in the opposite direction."
The officers now openly praised him. He was given tasks no one else was given: map checking, calculations, measuring currents. Once, one said, "Cook, you should be an officer." He replied, "I don't want to be a commander. I want to know where we really are."
The man laughed, but it wasn't a happy laugh. He had realized that Cook wasn't driven by ambition, but by something much stronger—by the compulsion to find order where there was chaos.
The crew had long since started talking about him. "Cook has no heart," they said. "The guy would measure us when we died." "He talks to the sea, and the sea talks back."
Cook heard them, but it didn't bother him. He knew they didn't hate him—they just didn't understand him. How could they? He spoke a language that had no words.
At night, as he lay awake, he sometimes heard the men praying. They asked for sun, for wind, for home. He listened, and something inside him wanted to laugh, but he didn't. He understood. Praying was a way of counting—only imprecise.
Then he stood up, went on deck, and looked up. The stars were still, motionless, cold.
And yet he felt closer to them than to anyone below deck. They said nothing, but they didn't lie either.
Sometimes he imagined they were milestones in a vast, divine experiment. Not God as father, but God as mathematician. One who wrote the world as an equation in which humans were merely variables—movable, prone to error, interchangeable. And perhaps, Cook thought, he was simply someone trying to solve the equation.
He wrote: "The church prays for meaning. I seek system. Both seek comfort. But comfort is the lie needed to keep quiet."
Since the storm, he was no longer afraid of death. He had seen that dying was just a point in a movement. If you understood the movement, the point didn't matter.
He began to disappear into his work. No conversation, no laughter, no arguments. Just the endless repetition: measuring, noting, checking. The world became ever clearer in his head, but ever emptier in his heart.
It wasn't loneliness. It was precision. He had become accustomed to an inner balance that didn't allow for people.
One evening, a sailor came to him, young and fearful. "Cook, you don't believe in God, do you?" "No." "But you do believe in something, don't you?" "In direction." "And if it leads you to nowhere?" Cook looked at him, calmly, almost gently. "Then at least I know I measured correctly."
The boy nodded slowly, as if he understood. Then he left, leaving Cook alone.
He later wrote: "Faith is a form of longing. I've traded it for accuracy. It feels cold—but real."
The sea was calm that night. The sky lay bare above him, a clean slate of black and starlight. He raised his gaze, and for a moment it seemed to him as if the sea were breathing in the same rhythm as he was.
He whispered, "You are my temple." Then he sat down, pulled the book toward him, and drew lines until the light of the lamp died.
The Royal Navy loved obedience. But Cook wasn't a man for blind obedience. He believed in rules as long as they were correct. And that was dangerous.
It started innocently enough. A mistake on a map, barely visible, a line, a difference of a degree. Cook noticed it, of course. He addressed it, calmly, matter-of-factly. The duty officer, a man with too much pride and too little knowledge, waved it off. "The map is from the Admiralty Staff, Cook." "Then the Admiralty Staff made a mistake." "It's an official document." "And still wrong."
A moment of silence. Then the officer's cold, cutting voice: "I said: We'll follow the map." Cook nodded, remained silent—but his eyes said it all.
Two days later, they nearly ran aground on a reef. Only by chance, through a sudden change in the wind, did they escape disaster. The officer sweated, cursed, and prayed. Cook stood beside him, his hands steady, his gaze blank. "One degree difference, sir," he said simply.
Since that day, the officers liked him even less. Respect, yes—but a cold, grudging respect. They knew he was right. And they hated him for it.
Cook didn't care. He wrote in his notebook: "Orders are useful until they are wrong. Then obedience becomes a sin."
He began to bury himself even deeper in his work. He wanted to prove that truth wasn't a matter of rank. That the sea made no distinction between a captain and a sailor.
The crew watched all this with mixed feelings. Some admired him, others whispered that he was crazy. "Cook contradicts officers like it's nothing." "He'll find himself the hangman." But secretly, they knew that he had saved them more than once.
One evening, shortly before sunset, the captain himself came on deck. A man with eyes like iron and a tone that knew no contradiction. "Cook," he said, "I hear you doubt the official charts." "I'll check them, sir." "Checking is doubting." "Then yes, sir."
The captain approached, his breath smelling of pipe and power. "You're clever, Cook. Too clever to be a mere sailor. But also too clever to remain a sailor for long." "I don't understand, sir." "You're useful. But dangerous. A man who thinks before he obeys brings order—or mutiny. I hope you know which side you're on." Cook nodded calmly. "I'm on the side of truth, sir." "Then pray she doesn't sink."
The captain left. Cook stood there, alone, the sea beneath him, the silence above him. He felt no pride, no fear. Only that faint trembling inside when you realize you're walking a narrow ridge with no one behind you.
He sat down, picked up his notebook, and wrote: "Knowledge makes you lonely. Obedience makes you stupid. I choose the former."
In the weeks that followed, he observed everything with even sharper scrutiny. Every deviation, every detail, every change in the wind. He had learned that mistakes weren't simply mishaps—they were betrayals of reality.
And Cook never betrayed reality.
When the officers discussed maps, he stood in the corner, listening, seeing things they didn't. A wrong angle. A line that was too long. He said nothing more. He just wrote.
His silence made them nervous. They felt as if he were drifting away from them mentally. Not as a rebel, but as someone who had long since been somewhere else—in the realm of numbers, stars, and winds.
He began making his own sketches. Coastlines, wave directions, small islands that weren't on any map. He drew them at night, in storms, in rain, whatever. He wanted to bring order to the world, even if it meant breaking him.
Sometimes he thought of Walker. Of the old saying: "It points north, but you have to know when north is wrong." He truly understood it now. North was just a direction. Truth was a destination.
He wrote: “If the order is wrong, disobedience is duty.”
The men laughed at him, but they laughed more quietly than before. And when a storm arose, they unconsciously looked to him. Not to the officer. To Cook.
He noticed it, but said nothing. He knew what it meant. Leadership wasn't a rank. Leadership was calm in the storm.
That night, when everyone was asleep, he sat alone at the chart table. The lamp flickered, the wood creaked, and outside the wind beat against the hull. He applied the compass, drew a line, and whispered: "I belong to you, sea. But I will never leave you unmeasured again."
Then he drew the next line. Straight. Infallible. Like an oath.
He had learned that every line was a confession. Every deviation was a lie. The sea punished lies immediately. It forgave nothing. That's why he loved it.
For weeks, Cook had barely spoken. He was there, but not really. Between him and the others lay a distance that no voice could bridge. They saw him working, always precise, always silent. His hands black with graphite, his eyes tired but alert. One called him the "Shadow Man." It fitted, somehow.
He wrote maps as if they were prayers. Only his prayers didn't ask for mercy, but for accuracy. He wiped the sweat from his brow and checked again. Lines, angles, numbers. Everything had to be right, even if the wood shook beneath him. The sea was moving, but he sought stillness in it. A fixed point in the endless chaos.
When others looked at the stars, they saw stories. Gods, heroes, hope. He saw distance, direction, coordinates. He didn't want to dream. He wanted to know. The sky was not a myth. The sky was geometry.
One night, as he sat poring over his map, the young helmsman passed by. "What are you doing, Cook?" - "I'm drawing order in madness." - "And if the madness is stronger?" - "Then I draw harder." The boy laughed and moved on. Cook continued drawing.
Sometimes he thought the sound of the waves was language. Not romantic, not poetic—simply information. If you listened long enough, you could read it. He tried every night. The men slept, the sea spoke. It spoke of currents, of repetition, of precision in infinity.
He began systematically noting errors in the old maps. Pages full of discrepancies. Small differences, barely visible, but he saw them. It was as if someone had created the world inaccurately, and Cook felt called upon to correct it. Not pride, just compulsion.
Sometimes he thought: Perhaps that was God's only mistake—inaccuracy. Perhaps man was merely his correction.
The officers saw his sketches. One asked, "Why all this?" Cook didn't answer. What could he say? That he couldn't sleep when a line was crooked? That the thought of incorrect latitudes physically hurt him? That the sea whispered the wrong angles into his skull at night until he straightened them out on paper?
He wrote:Order is the only form of peace that remains when faith dies.
Sometimes he paused, looked across the deck at the horizon. There was no church, no prayer, no sky, only light, salt, and distance. And that was enough. He felt no comfort, but clarity. That was his God.
When they reached the next port, he didn't go ashore with the others. They wanted women, rum, distraction. He wanted wind direction, magnetic deviation, points of comparison. A sailor asked, "Why are you staying on board?" Cook looked at him, smiled briefly. "Because no one lies here."
He stayed alone, continuing to write, every night. The ship lay still, but in his head everything moved. Lines, numbers, the endless thumping of the water against the hull.
He knew he couldn't go back now. Not to the faith, not to the church, not to the country. He had become part of the system he wanted to measure. He was one of his own lines.
Later, as the wind shifted and the crew set sail, he wrote the last sentence on this page:
I'm not a human at sea. I'm a tool of direction.
Then he put down his pen, looked into the gray morning, and the sky answered with silence—his favorite sound.
 
Apprenticeship on the “Freelove”
TheFreelovewas not a ship. She was an animal. Breathing, stinking, unpredictable. She ate men and spat out bones. Cook was one of the few she didn't swallow whole.
He came aboard with rough hands and false humility. The men studied him, saw the farmer's son, the thin wrist, the too-clear eyes. "Another one who thinks the sea is an adventure," one scoffed. Cook said nothing. After a week, he knew the sea was no adventure. It was work, punishment, addiction.
The day began in the dirt. No sunrise, no song, no prayer. Just orders, whips, pitch. The smell of tar, sweat, salt, and death. And somewhere in between, the taste of truth.
Walker, the captain, was tough, but not senseless. He yelled, hit, and drank, but he saw everything. He saw Cook, too. "You work too cleanly," he said one morning. "The sea doesn't like cleanliness." Cook nodded. In the evening, he stood there again, his hands black, the deck shining. "But order," he said, "maybe it likes that."
The men laughed. One shouted, "Order is for priests, not sailors!" Cook grinned, "Then God must have learned the wrong trade." After that, there was silence. Only the wind hissing through the ropes, as if to prove him right.
He learned quickly. How to feel the weight of a barrel on his shoulders without it tipping over. How to use the sound of waves to estimate depth. How to use his tongue to tell if the water is changing. He wasn't a natural. He was persistent. Tougher than fatigue, tougher than ridicule.
At night, when the men were gambling or cursing, he sat at the railing, gazing up at the sky. Not a romantic gaze, not one of those dreamy sea views. Rather, the cold attention of a man who wants to understand why the stars move the way they do.
Once, a sailor fell into the water. No one saw him until it was too late. Only Cook had heard the scream, was already standing at the railing, looking down, but the sea had already taken him. No prayer helped. No shout. Only this quick, quiet swallow. Cook looked down for a long time. He said nothing later. But in his book, he wrote:"The sea doesn't forget. It only replaces."
Walker began to involve him in navigational tasks: maps, calculations, lines. Cook understood them without knowing why. It was as if he were rediscovering something he had never learned.
"You're too quiet," said Walker. "Quiet is dangerous." "Quiet listens better," Cook replied. "Then listen when I tell you: the sea rarely lies. But when it does, it costs you everything." Cook nodded. He understood.
He drew at night, in poor light, with a trembling hand. The lines were crooked, the ink smudged, but the idea was there—clear, simple, mercilessly logical. He wasn't yet a man, but the sea was aging him faster than any year could.
In the morning, he looked tired, but his eyes were alert. The men wondered where he got his strength. "I sleep when the sea is calm," he said. "And it never is."
He began to smell the sea. Yes, to smell it—before the wind shifted, before the rain came, before the waves spoke. It made him uneasy. "Cook senses the storm before heaven knows it," someone whispered. "Perhaps the devil is talking to him." "Or God." "If so, then the right one."
But Cook didn't want anything supernatural. He wanted predictability. He wrote:"Every wave has a pattern. Those who recognize it die later."
So the years passed. His muscles grew harder, his gaze sharper, his hands steadier. He was no longer an apprentice, no longer a worker. He had become something else—a man who listens to the sea because it is the only thing that never lies.
And one evening, the sun burning deep red on the horizon, the sky black behind it, he stood at the bow and said quietly, only to himself: "I learn so I can survive. I survive so I can learn."
Walker, who happened to be standing next to him, heard and nodded. "That's the only thing you can really take with you, boy."
The days began with curses and ended with silence. No sunrise was beautiful, none new.Freelovewas a mill, and Cook was one of the stones that ground until nothing remained.
The wind burned his skin, the tar ate into his hands. The salt cut into the cracks, as if the sea were trying to reshape his fingers. Every grip on the rope was a blow, every maneuver a command that bit into his bones. And above it all, Walker's voice, loud, relentless, precise as clockwork.
"Faster, Cook! Again! No mercy! The sea has none either!" He roared until his voice became hoarse, and Cook understood: This wasn't bullying. This was discipline.
The men hated the old bastard, but they obeyed. Anyone who refused received the whip. Cook watched, said nothing, silently learning what pain sounded like when it was just.
At night, he lay there, awake, his muscles still twitching from the work. No dreams, no peace. Only the dull pounding of his blood, telling him he would rise again tomorrow. He began to wonder during those nights why people always prayed up. Perhaps, he thought, because no one had the courage to look down—to where everything really happened.
Once, while hoisting sail, he fell hard on the deck. Blood in his mouth, splintering pain in his back. Walker came over and looked at him. "Can you stand?" "Yes, sir." "Then stand. And keep working. The wind doesn't wait for broken bones." Cook stood. Worked. And knew he would never be afraid again.
That was the day his anger was born. Not a wild, screaming rage. A quiet, burning anger against everything that made people angels or saints. There was no heaven, only wind. No justice, only direction.
He learned to ignore hunger. To overlook thirst. To forget sleep. His body became a tool. No longer a self, only a function.
Walker saw this and gave a quick grin. "You're a damn computer, Cook. Not a human. But computers don't go under."
It was almost true.
On a windless day, they lay still on the sea. The sun burned, the wood crackled. Men went mad with silence. They cursed, drank, prayed. Cook stood there, staring at the shimmering horizon, sweating. "What do you see?" asked Walker. "Movement, sir. Even if there isn't any." Walker nodded. "Then you begin to understand the sea."
He wrote in his book that evening:"The body dies before the will realizes it. Only those who count live longer."
And so he counted. Breaths. Waves. Days. He counted his way through survival. Every blow, every command, every scratch was part of a formula he wanted to solve: How much humanity can fit into a life at sea before it breaks?
He found no answer. Not yet.
But when night came and the sea breathed softly again, he whispered, barely audibly: "I'm still here."
And somewhere in the darkness, between tar and stars, the sea nodded.
The sea grew rougher the longer they were underway. It had no face, no mercy. Only waves that grew as if they wanted to swallow the ship. And every time the men cursed or prayed, Cook stood still and counted. Three blows of wind. Two seconds between gusts. One, two, three – heading east.
Walker often watched him. The old man smoked his pipe while others sweated. "You count when others pray, Cook. Why?" Cook wiped the sweat from his brow. "Because praying doesn't help, sir." "And counting does?" "Counting keeps the head steady when the body falters." Walker laughed hoarsely. "You're a cold dog. But perhaps just the one the sea wants."
He was right. Cook was no longer a boy. Work had toughened his flesh and sharpened his vision. He moved with the calmness of a man who doesn't hope, but knows.
One night the storm struck. So suddenly that no one had time to hold on. Wood splintered, ropes broke.Freelovegroaned as if she were screaming. Cook grabbed a rope, pulled himself up, slid, grabbed again. He felt the salt in his blood, the water in his ears, the fury of the wind. Beside him, a scream—a sailor disappeared into the darkness. No name, no grave, just a sound that stopped.
When the storm subsided, Cook lay on the deck planks, breathing heavily, his skin burning. Walker approached him and placed his hand on his shoulder. "Still there?" "Yes, sir." "Then learn something from it." "What, sir?" "That the sea never hates you. It only remembers when you underestimate it."
He later wrote:"The sea never forgets. But it forgives if you listen."
After this storm, something was different. He felt his heart beating to the rhythm of the waves. When they rose, he calmed down. When they fell, he waited. He was no longer a guest on theFreelove. He was one of them.
The men hardly spoke to him anymore. They saw him as someone who knew too much. Someone who had spoken with death and not lost. When they drank, they looked at him, quietly, as if he were a bad omen. One said, "Cook's got something in his eyes. The kind you get when you look too deep." Another nodded, "Or when she's looked inside you."
Cook heard this and just grinned briefly. Perhaps it was true. Perhaps the sea had already seen him—and decided to keep him for the time being.
He continued working. More, longer, harder. He wanted to know everything: wind, current, pressure, sky.
He wondered if death could be calculated if enough data were collected.
Walker let him go. He knew this boy was different. Not driven by fear, but by a cold, quiet rage at ignorance. "You want to understand, don't you?" "Everything, sir." "Then you'll never finish." "That's a good thing."
His notebook later wrote:“Anyone who understands the sea has no place on land.”
He noticed that he laughed less, talked less. But when he drew a line, it was straight. When he wrote a number, it was correct. And that was enough.
At the end of the voyage, when they saw land again, the men stood jubilantly at the bow. Cook did not. He saw the coast, and something inside him shrank. He felt no relief—only loss. The sea remained behind. And he felt as if he had left a part of himself there.
Walker came to him and patted him on the back. "You're one of us now, Cook." "Who's 'us,' sir?" "The ones who want to stay outside when everyone goes home."
Cook nodded. He understood.
Land. For most, the word was music. For Cook, it was just noise. The harbor stank of fish, of beer, of people who talked too much and knew too little. The men of theFreeloveran off the ship, yelling, laughing, looking for women and rum. Cook stopped on the quay, looking at the water still lapping against the hull. The ground beneath his feet felt wrong. Solid. Immobile. Dead.
He walked slowly through the streets of Whitby. The wind smelled of smoke and bread, but the salt was missing. No beat, no rhythm, no life. He saw children playing, women haggling, men shouting. It all seemed small to him. Not in scale, but in spirit. They talked about work, money, faith. He thought of currents, of straight lines, of the angle of the sun to the top of the mast.
Walker found him in a bar, not drinking anything. "You look like you're at a funeral, Cook." "Maybe I lost something." "What?" "The sea." Walker laughed and sat down next to him. "It won't run away from you." "Yes, sir. It always runs. I'm just not into it right now."
Walker studied him for a long time. "You're too young to look so old." Cook looked at him. "And you're too old to still believe that land brings peace." The old man grinned, drank, and nodded. "Don't stay here too long. Men like you rust on dry land."
Cook stayed anyway. A few weeks. Enough to realize he hated it. He tried to sleep. He walked through the fields, listening to the wind in the trees, but it wasn't the same. The wind on land had no direction. It drifted aimlessly, like a drunken animal.
People saw him and whispered: “The boy from theFreelove, the one with the dead look." He wrote in his book:“On land the wind talks, but no one listens.”
He helped in the shipyard, inspected wood, repaired ropes. Everything was too light, too clean. No risk. No pressure. He needed pressure, danger, movement. Without them, he felt like a tool without a handle.
One morning, with the fog hanging low over the bay, he stood on the quay again. The sea was calm, but he felt it calling him. Not loudly, not friendly—just consistently. He knew he had to go back. Not because he wanted to. Because he had to.
Walker arrived shortly after. "I knew you couldn't stand it." "No, sir."
"And now?" "I'm going back." "Where to?" "Wherever it takes me."
Walker nodded slowly. "That's the only honest answer in this world." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small compass, dull, scratched, and old. "Here. Take this. It doesn't always point right, but nobody does." Cook took it, weighing it in his hand. "I don't need a compass, sir." "I know. But sometimes it reminds you that you are one."
As Walker left, Cook lingered for a long time. The fog had lifted, the sea shone coldly. He thought:I can't live here. I can only measure where there is movement.
That evening, he packed his notebook, a piece of bread, and his compass. No goodbye, no explanation. He simply left. The sea was already waiting.
And while the others slept, he stood at the bow of a new ship, his hands tight on the wood, the water lapping against the hull, and he smiled softly. "Back to school," he murmured. The sea responded with a dull thud against the planks—the kind of approval you can feel.
He was back, and this time nothing was new.FreeloveHe looked the same as before, but Cook looked different. No soft edges on his face, no wonder, no fear. The men noticed as soon as he set foot on deck. They greeted him briefly, without mockery, without laughter. One whispered, "He's back." The other, "He was never really gone."
Walker grinned when he saw him. "You look like someone who ate the land and didn't digest it." Cook nodded. "It was too quiet." "Silence is poison once you've heard how the sea thinks." "I know, sir."
They set sail again, and Cook fell back into the rhythm as if there had been no pause. Ropes, sails, charts, orders—everything in time, everything correct. Only now he saw more. Little things. Shadows in the wind. Deviations before they happened. If a rope was too slack, he knew it before anyone fell. If the pressure on the starboard side rose, he knew a storm was coming before the sky betrayed it.
"Damn it, Cook, you'll feel it before it's there," Walker said. "I'm listening, sir." "To whom?" "The one who talks when no one's listening."
The men didn't believe him, but they obeyed when he said something. "Pull in the sail." "One more knot, now!" They did it. And they survived when other ships sank.
After a week of storms, they reached calm waters. The deck was swept clean, everything wet, everything tired. Walker leaned against the railing, puffing on his whistle. "You should get trained, Cook. A proper navigator. Maps, stars, everything official." "I can learn it here." "No. Not here. You're too precise for this damned ship." "I'll stay until I'm finished." "With what?" "With the sea."
Walker laughed, but there was no humor in it. Just a faint knowledge that the boy was serious.
Cook continued writing at night. Lines, calculations, observations. His handwriting had become narrower, his words fewer. He wrote:"I want to capture the sea on paper. If I can draw it, it won't be able to eat me anymore."
He was right. The more accurate his maps became, the calmer he was. Precision was his only religion.
A sailor once asked him, "Cook, why do you measure everything?" "Because everything you measure no longer surprises you." "And the sea?" "It still surprises you. But less often."
Then came the night Walker fell ill. Fever, chills, weakness. The old man lay in his cabin, sweat running down his face. "Cook," he said in a shaky voice, "you'll steer the ship until I'm able to." "Me?" "You listen to the wind better than any of us."
Cook took the helm and stood through the night. No sleep, no word. Only work. The sky was black, the wind restless, but he remained calm. He steered, corrected, calculated in his head, and theFreelovestayed on course. In the morning, when Walker returned, he just nodded. "I knew you could do it." Cook said, "I was just counting." "That's all a captain ever does. The rest is acting."
That night Cook wrote:"A ship is not a place. It's a state. If you lead, you belong to it."
The next day they docked, and Walker went ashore, sick, tired, and proud. Cook stayed on board, watching him. He knew this was farewell. Not only to Walker—to theFreelove, from the time of learning.
The sea called louder. And this time he answered immediately.
Walker died in the harbor, three weeks after their return. No heroic death, no storm, no thunder. Just fever, filth, silence. Cook was with him when he left. The old man lay there, thin, emaciated, his skin grayer than canvas. "You'll push on, won't you, boy?" Cook nodded. "Yes, sir." "And you'll do better." "I'll try." "No. Don't try. Do it. The sea doesn't tolerate trying." Then came the last breath—shallow, quiet, final. No pathos, no light. Just silence.
Cook sat for a long time, staring at the hand that no longer moved. Then he took the compass from Walker's pocket. Old, blunt, inaccurate. He weighed it in his hand, put it away. Not a word, not a prayer. Just a short, harsh, "Thank you."
In the evening, Walker was carried to the cemetery above the harbor. A simple mound, no gravestone. Just wind, grass, salt. The men stood in a line, caps in hand. One murmured a prayer, another coughed. Cook stood at the edge, staring out to sea. It glimmered in the last light, calm, indifferent.
“The sea takes even the best,”he thought,"but it never forgets them."
After the funeral, the men drank as if to drown their memories. Cook remained outside, on the quayside, his notebook on his knees. He wrote:“Walker showed me that a compass is only useful if you know when not to follow it.”
He now felt that his time on theFreelovewas over. The planks, the ropes, the smell – all familiar, but too small. He needed bigger maps, deeper winds, sharper boundaries. TheFreelovehad taught him how to survive. Now he wanted to know how to lead.
He went to the harbormaster and asked about ships heading north. "Navy, huh?" the man asked. Cook nodded. "A dirty job. Strictness, hunger, no glory." "I don't need glory." "Then what?" "Order."
The man looked at him and said nothing more. He wrote the name on a list. Cook signed with a firm hand. No hesitation. No looking back.
The next morning, he stood by the water again. Mist, seagulls, voices. The sea smelled as always—of danger, of truth. He looked down and thought:I belong here, but no longer as a sailor.
TheFreelovelay behind him, quiet, old, worn. He placed a hand on the wet wood and whispered, "Thank you for the beating." Then he left.
He boarded the next ship, a gray colossus, larger, more disciplined, tougher. "Name?" asked the officer. "Cook. James Cook." "Goals?" "One: not to die stupidly."
The officer grinned crookedly. "Then you've come to the right place."
As they set sail, Cook saw the harbor shrink, then disappear. No pain, no nostalgia. Only direction. The wind lashed his face, the heavens opened, and he knew: This wasn't a beginning. It was the continuation of something that had never ended.
He pulled out the compass and saw the needle tremble. It didn't point quite north. He laughed softly. "That's life," he murmured. "Never quite on course, but close enough to get there."
Then he put the thing in his pocket, grabbed the ropes, and the sea picked him up again—this time as a man, not as a student.
The last night at sea as a simple man was quiet, heavy, and clear as cold glass. The ship glided silently across the black surface, the wind whispering only, as if it too had understood that something was now ending. Cook sat alone at the stern, his notebook on his knees, his fingers rough, his skin bleached by salt. No lanterns, no conversation, only the rhythmic crackling of the wood.
He wrote slowly, sentence by sentence, as if each word had weight:"I learned that work is truth. That the sea knows no justice, only consequence. That pain is a teacher if you listen to it. And that peace only exists where there is movement."
Above him the sky, vast, motionless, merciless. Stars so clear they were almost noisy. He knew them by now like old friends. Every point had a direction, every light a number. No romance, no fate—just mechanics. And yet there was something holy in it. Not the holiness of the church, not the holiness of prayer, but the holiness of understanding.
He remembered Walker, the compass, the first nights on theFreelove, of blood, hunger, beatings, order. Everything was still there, inside him, but he was no longer the same. He had turned his wounds into tools. Pain into precision. Humility into power.
The men slept below, the captain snored. Only Cook remained awake. The wind had changed direction, barely noticeable, but he noticed it immediately. A small change that meant everything. He stood up, pulled his jacket tighter, and went forward. The sea was black, the waves tipped with silver. He looked out and said quietly, "I'm ready."
Not loud, not solemn – just as if he only had to tell the water.
He thought of the country that awaited him, of the uniform, the discipline, the cold precision of the Royal Navy. He knew they wouldn't love him there. But they would need him. And that was enough.
He pulled the old compass out of his pocket. The needle was trembling again. Always a little off. "You're honest," he said, grinning. Then he closed the thing and put it away again.
He stayed there for a long time, until the cold crept through his clothes. Then he lay down in the hammock, pulling his notebook to his chest. No dreams came, no sleep, only this steady rocking that was like a heartbeat.
As dawn broke, he rose early. The sun was just a faint circle behind clouds. He went up and looked out. The land lay in the haze, far away, but close enough. He felt no pride, no fear. Only this clear, quiet conviction:
From here the rest begins.
The crew awoke, voices, footsteps, the smell of rum. One asked him, "Where are you going, Cook?" "To where orders count and mistakes kill." "So, the Navy?" Cook nodded. "I want to know how far you can go before you have nothing left to fear."
The man didn't understand, but he nodded.
Cook went down, picked up his bag, his compass, and his book. He looked back one last time at the sea, which still shimmered like metal. "You made me," he said quietly. Then he turned and left.
He heard the water lapping against the quay. A steady, calm rhythm. Like a memory breathing.
And so James Cook left theFreeloveNot as an apprentice. Not as a sailor. But as a man who knew the sea would never let him go again.
 
Blood, wind and tar
The sky above the Royal Navy was tin-gray, and so was her heart. No welcome, no smile, no handshake—only the sound of boots, the clanking of ropes, the smell of tar, sweat, and subservience. Cook stepped onto the deck, and the first officer looked at him like a piece of wood to be examined. "Newbie?" "Yes, sir." "Then shut up and do as you're told."
So it began. No hero, no promise. Just obedience. The ship was bigger than theFreelove, more orderly, more cruel. Every command came like a blow. Every mistake cost skin. Discipline wasn't a word—it was a whip. And it was everywhere.
Cook quickly learned that the Navy was different from the free ships. Here, people were merely tools. No thinking, no doubting. Only orders, execution, silence. But Cook still doubted. Not out loud, just deep down. When the officers screamed, when the men collapsed in the sun, he thought:The sea needs no whip. It punishes itself.
The days blurred. Work, hunger, rage. The deck was sticky with tar, blood, and saltwater. Men cursed, one was whipped, another died of fever. No one stopped. No prayer, no pause. Just onward. Onward and onward. Cook worked like a madman. Not out of obedience, but out of necessity. Movement kept him awake, thinking kept him still.
At night, when the wind blew the sweat from his skin, he secretly wrote in his notebook.
"Obedience is easy when you understand the rules. But truth has no ranks."
He knew they wanted to break him. He also knew they wouldn't succeed.
Once the captain himself came. Tall, stiff, with a face carved from wood. "Cook," he said, "I hear you can do math." "A little, sir." "Show me."
Cook was given a map, old, stained, inaccurate. He bent over it, checked lines, and made corrections. The captain watched him. "You were on a coal ship, weren't you?" "Yes, sir." "Then you know how to work hard. But this isn't Whitby. This is royal service." "Understood, sir." "I hope so. Because anyone who makes mistakes here doesn't die in the water—they hang from the mast."
Cook nodded. No trembling, no protest. Just that faint burning in his stomach that he knew: the feeling that he had to prove himself, but this time under observation.
He redrawn the map, faster than expected, precise, clear. The captain looked at it, then at him. "Not bad." "I've learned to look." "Too few people do that around here."
He left. Cook stayed. He knew this wasn't praise—more of a warning.
The weeks passed. The men began to respect him. Not because they liked him, but because he didn't break. If someone fell, he helped. If a rope broke, he grabbed hold. If the wind shifted, he knew before the helmsman did. "Cook has the wind in his bones," one said. "Or the devil." "What difference does it make."
He wrote:"He who listens knows more than he who commands. The wind is more honest than any officer."
Once, in the middle of the night, a storm broke out. The ship danced like a bound animal. Men screamed, one slipped, and broke his leg. Cook held the wheel while the officer lost control. "Let go, Cook!" he yelled. "No, sir." "That's an order!" "Then punish me tomorrow. Today I want to live."
He persevered, and they made it through. In the morning, no one spoke about it. But the captain looked at him briefly, with something almost acknowledgment.
Cook knew what that meant: He was now on the radar. Not as a friend, but as a factor. And that was for the best.
He wrote that night:"Discipline is just fear in a uniform. But fear can be measured—and I like to measure it."
The sea lay still, as if nothing had happened. Only the smell of tar remained. And in this smell lay everything—blood, sweat, order, truth.
Cook leaned on the railing, looked into the dark water, and whispered, "One more storm, and I'll be ready."
The sea responded with a small thump against the hull. Like a nod.
The longer he served in the Navy, the more Cook understood that power had nothing to do with knowledge. The officers commanded because they were born, not because they understood. Many were sons of merchants, noblemen, churchmen—men with soft hands who had never truly felt a rope. But they shouted loudly, and that was apparently enough.
Cook did what he was told, but he did it too precisely. That made them nervous. He asked questions when he didn't understand something, and he understood too much. He corrected small mistakes, made suggestions, and stayed the course even when the helmsman was drunk. That didn't win him friends, but it did get him results. And in the Navy, that was more dangerous than any mutiny.
Once, during a patrol along the Scottish coast, the captain himself approached him. "Cook, you think too much." "I think, sir, so you don't have to." The captain stopped, looked at him, and smiled briefly—not a friendly smile. "One more sentence like that, and you'll be thinking in chains." Cook nodded, said nothing more. But he kept thinking.
He later wrote:"Obedience is no proof of intelligence. Those who follow blindly remain clean, but stupid."
He began to create his own system—small rules, quiet laws. Never speak when words won't change anything. Never contradict when you can still learn. But always observe. Always calculate. Always know.
So he became quieter. He spoke only when necessary, and when he spoke, people listened. Even the men who hated him knew his words carried weight.
During a maneuver in a storm, a mast toppled. Chaos, screams, orders no one understood. Cook ran, took the helm, corrected the course, and yelled numbers. "What are you doing?" the officer shouted. "Save your ship, sir!" He did. They survived.
The next day he was summoned. The captain stood at his table, cold, proper. "You disobeyed the order." "Yes, sir." "Why?" "Because it was wrong." Silence. Only the lapping of the waves. The captain stepped closer. "You're lucky you were right." "I don't like to rely on luck, sir."
He expected punishment, but received none. Only this look that said:You're useful. But dangerous.
Since then, men have talked about him differently. "Cook doesn't follow a man, only the course." "He reckons with death as if it were a race." "The guy knows too much to remain a sailor for long."
He was given tasks otherwise reserved for officers—map measurements, course corrections, weather observations. He filled page after page with numbers, angles, and observations. He began to recognize patterns where others saw only chaos.
At night, when the sea was calm, he stood alone on deck. He smelled the tar, the blood, the wood. He saw the stars and thought:I can almost count them. I just need time.
He wrote:"Discipline without thinking is just noise. But thinking without discipline is madness."
That was his new dogma. Not religion, not loyalty, only balance. He believed in the point where the two met—order with reason, power with truth.
But the more clearly he thought, the more he felt that the Navy had no place for men like him. They wanted hands, not heads. Soldiers, not calculators.
And Cook was both—too wise to remain silent, too proud to obey. He knew this couldn't last forever.
But he smiled as he checked the ropes and folded the maps. "If the world breaks me," he thought, "I'll measure it before it does."
By day, Cook was a cog in the Navy's machinery—functional, precise, invisible. At night, he was something else. There he sat under the dim lamp, his hands black with tar, a notebook on his knees, and wrote. Lines, numbers, thoughts. No poetry. Just order.
He noted everything: the position of the stars, the direction of the wind, the speed of the current, the reaction of wood in a storm. It was as if he wanted to force the world into formulas. When the wind shifted, he wrote. When it stood still, he wrote. He wrote until his fingers cramped.
Sometimes, when dawn broke and the deck was still damp, the men would find him asleep, the book open, his head resting on the figures. One whispered, "That man is sleeping with the sky." Another laughed, "No, with his own madness."
But the officers saw his results. Maps that were more accurate than the official ones. Calculations that shortened the course. The first lieutenant called him in one morning. "Cook, who taught you to draw it like that?" "No one, sir. I saw it." "Seen it?" "The sea. It'll show you if you look at it long enough."
The lieutenant remained silent, flipping through the pages. "This is good work. Too good. But be careful—good work awakens bad eyes."
Cook knew what that meant: In the Navy, talent wasn't a gift; it was a matter of suspicion. Those who were too good were observed. Those who knew too much were considered dangerous.
But he couldn't stop. It was no longer a decision, but a compulsion. He wrote that night:"I draw so that I exist. If I stop, I'll become one of them again—blind, obedient, deaf."
He began to read currents like sentences. Once he said to a sailor, "Do you see the color of the water there? Darker, thicker. That's a current. Do you see the direction? Southeast." The sailor saw only water. "You're crazy." Two hours later, the wind shifted, just as Cook had said. "Maybe it really is crazy," the man murmured. "But in the right direction."
Soon, people called him whenever something went wrong. A rope, a rudder, a course. "Cook! Come here. Figure it out." And he did. Without hesitation, without error.
The captain saw this, and in his eyes there was something Cook understood—respect mixed with suspicion. He called him into the cabin. "You're making yourself known, Cook." "I just want us to sail properly, sir." "Sailing properly here means following orders." "And if the order is wrong?" "Then keep your mouth shut anyway." Cook nodded. He kept his mouth shut—and wrote even more.
Over the next few weeks, everything intensified. Work, mistrust, pressure. But Cook remained silent. He did what he was told and went above and beyond to do what was necessary. When a storm blew up, he was the first on deck. When a mast cracked, he was already there.
The men began to trust him—not out of sympathy, but out of survival instinct. "If Cook says it will hold, it will hold." "If Cook sets the course, stay awake." "If Cook remains silent, pray."
He wrote:“Obedience is not a problem as long as you know why you are obeying.”
At night, he stood at the railing, the sea black, the wind calm. He held his hands over the water, as if he could feel its movement, sense its direction. He felt something like peace—but a cold peace, the kind you work for.
There was no room for faith, no warmth, no comfort. Only accuracy. And that was enough.
Once, the lieutenant came to him quietly, in the middle of the night. "Cook, you write too much." "I only think on paper, sir." "Be careful. Thinking is dangerous in the Navy." "Then I'm lost, sir."
The lieutenant nodded slowly. "Maybe. Or saved. Depends on who notices first."
Cook continued writing after that. Faster. Harder. He knew his name was now known—not officially, not loudly, but whispered throughout the ship, through the ranks. "The Calculator." "The Wind Reader." "The Man with the Compass in His Head."
He felt no fear. Only affirmation. The sea spoke—and finally, after all these years, he had learned to respond in its language.
The order came on the third day of the storm. The sky was black, the sea white with fury, the ship bent under the force of the waves like an animal about to break. Men screamed, ropes snapped, wood splintered, blood mingled with the spray. The officer—young, ambitious, stupid—roared into the wind: "Keep a course east!"
Cook immediately saw that this was madness. The wind was coming from the east. Any step in that direction was suicide. "Sir! We must turn west!" "That's an order, Cook!" "Then it's the wrong one!"
A moment of silence—as quiet as it could be in the middle of a storm. Then the officer slammed his fist into his face. Cook staggered, blood in his mouth, but he still stood. "Back to work, seaman!" "No, sir." "What?" "I'm changing course."
The officer reached for his pistol, but there was the next wave. One man went overboard, another screamed, the wheel creaked. Cook grabbed it, held it tight, yanked it around as if wrestling with a live animal. The wind howled, the ship groaned, but it obeyed. Slowly. Reluctantly. The wood screamed, the sails whipped, but they came free—out of the boiler, into the movement that carried instead of killed.
When they'd made it, when the sea was breathing again and no longer biting, Cook was on his knees, blood on his face, hands sore. The officer stood over him, wet, angry, helpless. No one said anything. Then the captain came. Tall, calm, stunned. "What happened here?" The officer wanted to speak, but Cook was faster. "I've changed course, sir." "Why?" "Because otherwise we'd all be dead."
The captain looked at him for a long time, then at the officer. "Was it true?" Silence. Just wind. Then a quiet "Yes, sir."
The captain nodded. "Cook—you were right. But do that again, and I'll have to hang you." "Understood, sir." "And you, Lieutenant—listen next time before you want to die."
With that he left.
The next day, no one spoke about the night. But something had changed. The men saw Cook differently. No longer a sailor. No longer a subordinate. Someone who held the helm in a storm while others prayed.
The officer avoided his gaze. The captain said nothing, but Cook sensed that the man knew him now—and that he knew this sailor was destined for something greater.
That night Cook wrote:
"I commanded without rank. I obeyed without faith. The sea did not punish me. Therefore, I was right."
He sat there for a long time, the water lapping softly against the hull. He saw the stars, cold and still. His face ached, his hands burned, but he smiled. "I'm still here," he said. "And so are you."
The sea responded by pounding against the wood. Not loudly. Just like a heart that keeps beating.
From then on, they stopped overlooking him. The officers saw him. The crew listened to him. And Cook realized what he had truly learned: Obedience was worthless without reason. And leadership was nothing but courage when everyone else had lost it.
He closed the book, laid it beside him, looked up at the black sky, and murmured, "I know how it works now. And I want more of it."
After the storm, everything was different, even if no one said it out loud. The sea had calmed, but a different wind blew on board—one of stares, respect, and suspicion. Cook was still a sailor, but no one spoke to him like that anymore. When he walked across the deck, they avoided him, gave him a curt nod, or looked away. The officer who had almost shot him in the back acted as if nothing had happened. That was the highest form of recognition in the Navy: silence.
Cook continued. He worked, calculated, checked, drew. Nothing about his rhythm changed, but everything about his posture. He moved differently, more calmly, more heavily, like someone who no longer doubts. There was a new calm within him—not peace, but control.
The captain watched him without interfering. "This man," he said to the lieutenant one evening, "has more sense in one finger than half the bridge put together. But he doesn't yet know when it's safe to use it." "Then we should tell him, sir." "No," said the captain quietly. "The sea will take care of it."
And it did.
Cook's observations became more precise. He wrote every day, every hour. No thought went unnoticed. He calculated tides, distances, wind directions, even the difference in wave height with changing air pressure. He began to see patterns no one else saw. In his notebook were sentences that read like commands to the universe:
"The sea is an equation. If you solve it wrong, it will eat you."
"He who measures is wrong. He who does not measure dies."
The men laughed about it, calling him "the professor." But when a storm came, they asked him first.
One night, as they lay in the fog off the coast of Ireland, Cook looked over the railing. The water was calm, almost too calm. The wind was dead. Only the creaking of the wood, the groaning of the ropes. He sensed something was wrong. "Anchor up," he said. "Why?" asked the officer of the watch. "Because we're drifting." "The wind is still." "But the sea is moving us."
The officer laughed. "That's nonsense." An hour later, the ship crashed into a rock, hidden beneath the swell.
Chaos, screams, water in the hold. Cook was already at the pump before the order came.
They survived. Barely. In the morning, the captain stood before him, silent, wet, tired. "You knew." Cook nodded. "How?" "I heard it." "The sea?" "Yes, sir. It was rough, even though it was quiet." The captain nodded. "Then keep listening. I need men who can hear."
From then on, Cook was officially allowed to hold cards. No rank, no title, just trust. He knew what that meant: the threshold had been crossed. Now he was on the way up—and down at the same time.
His notes became his gospel. He wrote at night:“Knowledge is the only form of power that doesn’t require a uniform.”
He began to measure the movements of the sky. Stars, sun, shadows. He drew the world as it was—not as it was written in the book. And for the first time, he felt something dangerously close to pride.
But he kept him small. He knew pride was like a false current—it carries you, then drags you down.
He began to write about himself. Not as a hero, not as a victim. Just as a witness.
"I'm not part of the Navy. I'm part of the sea, briefly forced into a uniform."
The next morning, the captain came to him again. "Cook, you're no ordinary sailor. I can see that. You could do more." "More, sir?" "Rank. Responsibility. Maps. Maybe even your own ship someday." "I don't want a ship. I want the truth."
The captain smiled, tiredly, honestly. "Then you've joined the wrong fleet."
But Cook knew that wasn't entirely true. The Navy was cruel, but it had power. And power was a tool. He would use it as long as it let him breathe.
Later, as he stood at the railing and the sun rose, he saw the light refracting on the water, how lines formed, disappeared, and reappeared. He saw patterns in the chaos. And he thought:If I can measure that, I can measure anything.
He smiled. The men saw him and didn't understand. But the sea understood. And that was enough.
The appointment came quietly, like everything significant in his life. No drumroll, no salute, no ceremonial handshake. Just a single sentence from the captain, dry as stale bread: "Cook, from now on, you'll be in charge of the coastal survey. I want numbers, not poetry." "Yes, sir." That was it. No applause. Just work. Exactly the way he liked it.
He was given instruments that carried more weight than his own future—sextant, plumb line, compass, ruler. Tools that were more familiar to him than people. He loved them. Not romantically, but religiously. They didn't lie. They didn't argue. They gave answers.
From now on, his place was no longer on the deck, but above the map. He knelt over parchment, drawing lines, looking for mistakes, reading the sea like a language whose grammar consisted of waves. Men passed by, saw him sitting there, silent, concentrating, with the gaze of a man working on something invisible. One whispered, "He's talking to the water." Another, "He's just listening better."
He made enemies. Officers who thought he wanted too much.
Sailors who felt he wasn't one of them enough. He said nothing. Why should he? When you start justifying yourself, you lose time. And time was wind.
He wrote:"Truth is a line that can be drawn. He who bends it sinks."
His maps were more precise than anything the Navy had previously possessed. Once, a senior officer came to him, looked at the drawing, and shook his head. "This can't be right. The old records say otherwise." Cook looked at him, calmly, almost pityingly. "Then the old records are wrong, sir." "You doubt admirals?" "I doubt anyone who doesn't measure."
The officer left the cabin without a word. Two days later, a storm warning came—exactly where Cook had predicted. The captain followed his chart. They made it through. Another ship sank.
After that, no one spoke of "doubts" anymore. Only of "questions." But they knew what was meant.
At night he sat alone, his fingers black with graphite, his gaze up at the sky. The stars seemed closer, as if one could touch them. He thought of Walker, of the sentence:“The sea does not forget, but it forgives if you listen.”
He whispered, “I can still hear you, old man.”
His notes became the heartbeat of the ship. Every new course passed across his desk. Every new order passed through his lines. And the more responsibility he received, the less he slept. He wrote:“Knowledge eats peace.”
But in this restlessness was clarity. He knew now that obedience and truth never followed the same course. The Navy wanted order. He wanted knowledge. The Navy wanted boundaries. He wanted to measure them—and exceed them.
The captain noticed. "Cook, you're a good man. But good men sometimes make bad soldiers." "Then I hope I stay both, sir." "That won't work." "I know."
They laughed briefly, honestly, wearily. The sea thundered against the hull as if to witness the conversation.
That night Cook wrote the sentence that never left him:
“I don’t serve the king, I serve the direction.”
From then on, everything was decided, even if he didn't know it yet. He was now more than a sailor, more than a surveyor, more than a soldier. He was the beginning of an idea. One that was greater than rank, uniform, and orders.
He looked up at the sky, which was clear and vast, and whispered, "One day I'll show you how big this place really is."
And somewhere out there, invisible behind the darkness, the Pacific nodded.
Cook's faith in the Royal Navy had never been romantic, but now it began to crumble. It wasn't a sudden betrayal, no grand gesture—just the daily realization that truth counted for nothing here unless it came in uniform. The men who gave orders were often blind to what the sea showed them. They wanted obedience, not understanding. And Cook—he wanted both. But the sea didn't tolerate part-time thinkers.
He sat in his cabin, the walls narrow, the sweet smell of tar heavy, the lamp flickering. His charts lay on the table. Precise. Perfect. And beside them an order—a course guide from above. "Proceed northeast along the coast, despite the current." Nonsense. Suicide by signature. Cook stared at it, then at the line he had drawn: westward, safer, shorter, logical.
He felt the anger coming. Not a loud, impulsive rage. A cold, clear, measurable anger. He took the order, placed it under the lamp, watched the wax drip. Then he whispered, "Wrong is wrong, no matter who commands it."
He went up. The wind was strong, the men tired. The officer stood at the helm, his face pale, his ego loud. "Cook, the admirals want a northeasterly wind." "Then let them steer it themselves." "That wasn't an invitation to an opinion." "It wasn't an opinion, sir. It was physics."
The words fell heavily, weighing more than any whip. The officer stared at him, speechless. Cook reversed course, quietly, calmly, without drama. The men followed him, not the order.
Three hours later, the ship was safely on the wind. The northeast line was empty—and full of reefs. The officer said nothing. Neither did Cook.
But the silence carried weight. It spoke louder than any thunderstorm.
Later that night, when everything was quiet again, the captain came to him. No anger, no judgment—just weariness. "I should punish you, Cook." "I know, sir." "But then I'd have one less ship." "I know, sir." The captain nodded and left.
Cook remained alone on deck. The wind had softened, the sea dark as oil. He looked out, sensing that something within him had finally broken. Not respect—that had never been his problem. But the idea of ​​command as truth was dead.
He wrote in his notebook, with a firm hand, without hesitation:
"An order is only worth as much as the person who understands it. I no longer follow blindly. I follow what is right."
He knew that by doing so, he placed himself outside the order. But order without truth was only stagnation, and stagnation reeked of death.
The next morning, a sailor asked, "Cook, you risk the gallows if you continue like this." Cook looked at him. "I'd rather risk my life than lose my temper."
The man nodded. Slowly, reverently. "Then you'll get far." "Or not at all." "What's worse?" Cook grinned. "Arriving without having measured anything."
Later, he stood alone at the railing again, the sun rising, the world turning rust-red. He felt himself passing—from soldier to something else. No longer part of a fleet, but part of an idea. The sea before him was not an enemy, not a mission, not a god. It was a promise he wanted to keep.
He reached into his pocket and felt Walker's old compass. The needle trembled again. "I know, old friend," he whispered. "We're not on course. But at least we're going the right way."
He smiled, closed the notebook, and looked at the horizon. Out there, beyond the order of admirals, his world began—unmarked, unnamed, untamed. And he knew he had to go there.
Not for glory. Not for the king. For the measure itself.
The wind picked up, as if the sea had understood. Cook raised his head, felt the salt on his tongue, and said quietly, "I'm ready to continue measuring."
Then he went downstairs. And the chapter "Blood, Wind, and Tar" ended where it all began: in the movement.
 
The Royal Navy will eat you whole
The Royal Navy had no heart, no soul, and no sense of humor. It was a vast maw of order, steel, and hunger. And Cook stepped into it voluntarily. He knew he would be swallowed—but he wanted to know what it felt like to be digested.
The new ship was larger, more disciplined, more deadly. No room for doubt, no space for humanity. The decks glistened with tar and blood, the result of blows, accidents, and illness. The stench of sweat, salt, and iron hung over everyone like an invisible uniform. There were no sailors here, only cogs in the gears of a monstrous system.
The officers spoke with the whip, not with words. Men were punished for things the wind had done. One coughed at the wrong time and received twelve lashes. Another tripped on a rope and received twenty. No one asked why. No one complained. In the Navy, pain was the alphabet used to spell obedience.
Cook did what he always did: He observed, learned, and recorded. He was no martyr, no rebel. Just someone who understood that every machine has weaknesses—and that you can control them better if you know them.
He did what he was told. But in his own way. He was punctual, precise, quiet. He made no mistakes. He was too good to stand out and too stubborn to be broken. One officer called him "the Shadow." Another said, "He obeys, but not really."
They were both right.
That night he wrote:
"Obedience is useful. Until he eats you. Then you're just grist."
The captain of this ship was different from the last. Colder. Stricter. Someone who believed discipline was a form of faith. He had that empty smile men have when they've forgotten themselves. He roared, not because he had to, but because it kept him alive.
"Cook! Where are you from?" "Yorkshire, sir." "From dirt then. Good. Dirt can be molded." "Yes, sir." "You can read maps?" "Yes, sir." "Then read the sea for me before it eats us."
Cook did it. And he did it well. But every praise was poisoned, every trust a trap. The Navy gave nothing without a price. And the price was always the same: a piece of yourself.
He watched the men. How they laughed when someone fell. How they remained silent when someone died. How they drank to keep from thinking. He wrote:
"Here you learn that humanity is weight. And weight pulls you under."
One night, in the middle of the sea, he awoke to the scream of a boy. A rookie, barely twenty, caught in a storm, fell overboard. No one moved. The officer looked briefly, shrugged. "Loss. Go on." Cook stared at the spot where the boy had disappeared. "He was still there, sir." "Not anymore." "We could have cast—" "And who's going to hold the rudder then, seaman?"
Cook was silent. He looked into the black water, in which the boy's face might still have been, distorted, torn away. He understood that the sea was fairer than the Navy. The sea killed because it had to. The Navy because it could.
That night he wrote:
"The sea eats you because you are part of it. The Navy eats you to forget you."
But he stayed. Because staying meant continuing to learn. And learning meant understanding power.
He began to document everything. Not just currents and stars, but also people. How orders were given. How fear worked. How men were silenced. He wanted to know how power was shaped, layer by layer, until it looked like duty.
Once he stood at the bow at night. The wind was blowing hard, the sky burning with lightning. An officer approached, drunk, tired, and sneering. "What are you looking at, Cook?" "The storm, sir." "What does he say?" "That he's more honest than we are." The officer laughed, swayed, and left.
Cook stayed. The rain lashed his face, but he smiled. He felt something growing inside him—not defiance, not hatred. Something purer. Something cold. Something like clarity.
He knew now that he couldn't change the Navy. But he could use it. It was the tool. He was the hand.
And one day, when they no longer saw him as one of many, he would show that even in a machine one could draw truth – if only one had the courage to determine the measure oneself.
The sea pounded against the bow. The wind screamed. Cook whispered, "Go ahead and eat me, Navy. I'll stay undigested."
The mission came without warning, like a punch in the face. An order from London, sealed with wax, smelled of stale tobacco and fear. Objective: to survey the coasts of Newfoundland, strict supervision, no mistakes. Admiral's order. Those who fail disappear. No glory, no history. Just a name no one speaks anymore.
Cook stood on deck, the letter in his hand, the wind pulling on it like a hand of salt. He knew this was the test. Not the first, but the one that counted. The men stared at him, some with respect, others with envy. "Now he's all theirs," whispered one. "The Navy?" asked another. "No. The sea."
The new ship was a floating law book. Admirals, officers, uniforms so stiff they seemed made of iron more than cloth. Every step was a protocol. Every movement was a paragraph. The food smelled of lead, the coffee of mold, the air of fear.
The Admiral, a man with eyes like frozen mercury, looked Cook up and down. "So you're the sailor who thinks too much." Cook didn't reply. "I don't tolerate philosophers in my fleet." "I'm not one, sir. I only measure." "Then measure well. I don't want any mistakes. Not on my maps, not in my men." "Understood, sir."
They set sail. The wind was against them, as was the mood. Cook had no rank, but he did have responsibility. He was in between—too clever for the men, too poor for the officers. A living frontier.
The first few days were hell. Constant rain, fog, and cold. The sea was gray, my skin raw. The admiral roared because he couldn't understand that you can't command nature. "Faster, Cook!" "I can't drive the wind, sir." "Then drive the men!" Cook did it, but not with words. He worked with the crew. He pulled, calculated, repaired. The men saw it. It wasn't love, but respect.
At night he wrote:
"The admiral thinks the sky belongs to him because he has a telescope. But the telescope only sees what is there—never what is coming."
The coasts of Newfoundland were a nightmare of fog and stone. Every rock a trap, every wave a risk. Cook measured, calculated, and recorded. For hours, for days, without sleep. He became part of the storm. His hands knew the ropes better than his own skin.
The admiral hated him for functioning. "You seem unfazed, Cook." "I'd rather calculate than tremble, sir." "Trembling is human." "Then I've forgotten how."
One night, in the midst of fog, the ship entered shallow waters. The admiral ordered: "Onward! Hold course!" Cook sensed they were too close. "We must turn, sir." "I said, hold course!" "Sir, if we continue, we'll lose the keel!" The admiral drew his sword. "One more word, and you'll measure the bottom with your throat!"
The ship crashed. An ugly, drawn-out sound, wood against stone. Men screamed, water poured in, panic. Cook ran, giving orders no one else commanded. "Pumps on! Drop the load! Rudder to port!" He commanded as if he were a captain, and at that moment, he was.
They escaped. Barely. The keel was damaged, but the ship survived.
As they surveyed the damage at dawn, the admiral stood before him. Pale, silent, with a rage born of shame. "You saved my ship, Cook." "No, sir. The sea allowed it." "You will be punished." "I know, sir."
He was given two days' detention, officially for disobeying orders. Unofficially, because he had been right.
His cell smelled of rust and salt. He sat there, smiling, his notebook on his knees. He wrote:
"Obedience is convenient. Truth is expensive. I pay cash."
When they released him, something was different on board. The men didn't salute, but they nodded. Even the admiral never spoke to him with derision again.
Cook had achieved something almost impossible in the Navy: respect born of fear—not of his power, but of his consistency.
He looked into the fog, the coast barely visible, and thought:
"The sea eats you, yes. But sometimes it spits you out as someone else."
He was no longer a simple sailor. He was a man who survived in the order without becoming part of it.
The Royal Navy had swallowed him. But they had swallowed him.
After Newfoundland, no one spoke aloud about Cook anymore, but everyone knew who he was. His name floated over the ships like smoke, lazy but indelible. "The man who changes course when it matters." "The one who doesn't die, even when it matters." The admirals hated him. The sailors whispered his name when they were afraid. Cook ignored both. Fame was just noise, and noise interfered with thinking.
He was given new tasks: surveying, recording, analyzing. Paper instead of whip, ink instead of blood. But the nights remained the same. Dark, damp, endless. He sat over his maps, the lamp flickering, the ship breathing quietly. His fingers sometimes trembled from the caffeine, but his mind was calm like the sea after a storm.
He wrote:“Every rock I draw is a piece of death I have tamed.”
He began to understand that maps were power. Not cannons, not admirals, not orders – lines. Whoever draws lines determines where land begins and ends, where men die or survive, where empires grow or disappear. He saw officers argue over his maps, admirals sell them as truth.
“This line is Cook's,” they said, and it sounded divine.
But Cook knew that every line was wrong once it was completed. The world was constantly changing. He wrote:"A map is an attempt to capture movement. An act of blasphemy against the sea."
He began to become quieter. Not silent—precise. He only spoke when he had to. His sentences were short, harsh, heavy. The officers called him "the Surveyor." Some said it with respect, others with fear. One murmured, "He draws better than he obeys." Cook smiled. "Then at least I draw properly."
He spent hours calibrating the instruments, reading the sky, checking the horizon. The men thought he was obsessed, but they also knew that when Cook was on deck, nothing random happened. The sea could rage, the wind could rage—not Cook.
One night, the sky clear as glass, he sat on the bow, gazing at the stars. A young sailor, barely twenty, came up to him. "Sir, why are you doing this?" "What?" "All these lines. These maps. No one will remember the names." Cook looked at him. "I'm not doing this so people will remember. I'm doing it so no one dies because someone was blind."
The boy nodded slowly. "And what if no one cares?" "Then I care twice as much."
He later wrote:“Someone has to measure, even if no one asks.”
The officers realized they could no longer control him. He did what was ordered—but better than they wanted. He obeyed so precisely that his obedience seemed like defiance. One tried to break him, giving him nonsensical orders, double work, watches without a break. Cook held on. On the third day, the officer collapsed from exhaustion. Cook continued to work. The captain simply said, "You're a damn calculator, Cook." "Better than a fool in a uniform, sir." Silence. Then a short, curt laugh. "That was risky." "I measure risk in degrees, not fear."
After that, he was given more responsibility. He wasn't yet an officer, but no one treated him like a sailor anymore. They brought him reports and wanted his opinion. He read them and answered briefly.
He began to think of something bigger. Not of himself—of the whole. Of lines no one had yet drawn. Of coasts that were merely specks in the minds of the admirals.
He saw the maps of the Pacific, old, empty, full of errors. He felt a pull inside him, quiet, deep, inescapable.
There was space out there. And truth.
He wrote in his book:
“The world is not big. Just unmeasured.”
He barely slept the nights that followed. He dreamed awake – of islands no one had named, of stars he had never used, of lines no one dared to draw. It wasn't longing. It was hunger. A hunger for clarity.
And the sea, which he heard beneath him, whispered to him – like an old, hungry animal that had recognized him.
"Come back," it said. And Cook replied, "Soon."
The conflict didn't begin with an argument, but with a look. An admiral—older, heavyset, with the eyes of a man who had eaten too much and seen too little—stared at Cook's latest map. "This," he said, "can't be right." Cook stood beside it, calm, his hands behind his back. "Yes, it is, sir." "I've sailed this stretch of coast myself." "Then you were mistaken." The silence that followed was so thick that you could hear the waves lapping outside.
The admiral put down the parchment as if it had offended him. "You are arrogant, Cook." "I am precise, sir." "Precision is also a form of arrogance." "Then the sea is arrogant, not me."
A young lieutenant suppressed a laugh. Cook looked at him briefly, for just a breath, and the boy fell silent. The admiral remained silent, chewing on his anger. "You're a dangerous man, Cook." "Only for false lines, sir."
The conversation was over, but the front line stood. From then on, Cook was no longer a simple navigator, but a problem—a clever, necessary thorn in the side of the bureaucracy. He received assignments, but always with control. He received materials, but never enough. He received respect, but not trust.
And he smiled. He knew that was the price of living between truth and hierarchy.
He wrote:“The higher the rank, the smaller the map in which they think.”
At night, he continued working. He studied the stars, not as ornaments, but as tools. He realized that the sky spoke the same language as the sea—only more slowly. Both were movement, pattern, repetition. Only humans turned them into miracles or punishments.
He began to write about it. Not for others, only for himself:
"Navigation is not an art. It is philosophy. Those who master it understand the balance between chaos and law."
During the day, he did what was asked of him. At night, he did what was necessary. He checked old maps, recalculated lengths, and developed theories. When someone asked him what he was doing, he said, "I'm correcting God."
Once, late at night, the captain came in. He saw the papers, the calculations, the numbers on the wall. "They never sleep, Cook." "Only when the sea permits." "And the sky?" "It watches over both."
The captain laughed quietly. "You really don't believe in anything that can't be measured, do you?"
"I believe in what repeats itself. And the wind repeats itself more often than a prayer."
The next morning, Cook was summoned to the admiral's office. "Your calculations contradict the old methods." "Then the old methods are wrong." "You're implying that admirals are wrong?" "I'm only proving it, sir."
The admiral leaned back, his fingers interlaced over his stomach. "You don't understand, Cook. The officer's world is not one of knowledge. It's one of obedience." Cook nodded. "Then I'm in the wrong place." "That wasn't an invitation to resign." "I belong to the sea anyway, not the Navy."
The admiral looked at him—long, silent, dangerous. Then he simply said, "Be careful the sea doesn't swallow you first." Cook replied, "It digests better than you, sir."
He received no punishment afterward. Only distance. The admirals no longer spoke to him directly. He received orders through third parties, orders on paper, not conversations. And he was grateful for that. Words were a waste of time.
His notebook soon read:
"I serve no king. I serve logic."
“The stars are the only officers who don’t have to give orders.”
He began to compare his calculations with the sky—not with tables, but with feeling. He heard the winds, read shadows, saw time. He began to understand the world, not as a map, but as a system. And that made him dangerous.
He knew they were watching him. That they were hoping he'd make a mistake someday so they could finally get rid of him. But he didn't make any mistakes. He was too thorough. Too obsessive. And the sea seemed to like him for it.
One night, as he stood alone on deck again, the stars above him, the waves black as oil, he thought:
"The sky is my admiral, the sea my judge. The rest are just voices in the wind."
Then he closed the book, took a deep breath, and knew: The next step didn't lead upwards—but further out.
Cook was now a ghost in the system, a part of the Navy, but not one of it. He worked in its quarters, ate its bread, wore its colors—and yet he had long since set a different course. Every day on deck was a silent betrayal, every order he carried out a test of how far one could obey without losing oneself.
The officers sensed it. They couldn't prove it, but they knew: Cook followed a different pattern. His discipline wasn't subservience; it was precision. And precision was more dangerous than defiance.
He began to distance himself from them. Not physically—inwardly. He talked less, saw more. He stopped justifying himself because he had realized that logic was no weapon against rank. And while other officers talked about uniforms and orders, Cook thought about stars.
At night, he sat alone on the chicken ladder, where hardly anyone came. Above him, the endless black, pierced by dots that flickered as if they were breathing. He knew them all by name. Not poetically—practically. Every star was a coordinate, every sky a map. He drew them the way other men drew faces.
He wrote:
“Heaven is the only document that never needs correction.”
The Navy thought he was obsessed. Maybe he was. But obsession was his compass. Without it, he would have been lost in this sea of ​​orders, alcohol, and fear.
The others drank to forget. Cook drank to think. He liked rum, but only when it was cold. "Warm," he once said, "it makes you stupid." A sailor laughed. "Then you don't drink enough, Cook." "Or you think too rarely."
He had become hard, but not cold. Just clear. And clarity was a burden you could only bear when you were alone.
He began to see the sea differently. No longer as an enemy, no longer as a teacher—as a mirror. He saw his own movement in its movement. When it raged, he raged. When it lay still, he thought too loudly.
One day, when they were back in the shipyard, a high-ranking officer arrived from London. A man with a wig, perfume, and the hands of a clerk. He looked at Cook as if he were inspecting a piece of merchandise. "You're the navigator they talk about." "They talk too much, sir." "Modesty is unnecessary, Cook. We need men who see." "Then stop blindfolding them."
The officer smiled thinly. "You're brave." "I'm tired." "Tiredness and courage often go hand in hand." "Not in the Navy, sir."
The conversation was over before it began. But the officer left with an expression that suggested he would pass on Cook's name. And that's exactly what he did.
From then on, Cook received assignments that weren't really meant for his rank. Surveys that went beyond the ordinary. Analyses that were usually only given to scientists. He wrote reports that were read in London. And everyone who read them knew: This man writes like someone who sees more than he's allowed to.
He wrote:
“If cards are power, then truth is gunpowder.”
He knew he was becoming dangerous—not to the enemies of the crown, but to its bureaucrats. Knowledge was power, and power didn't like competition.
But Cook didn't want power. He wanted depth. The kind of depth only the sea knows. The kind that tells you where you stand, even when everything beneath you sways.
He began to form an idea. Not out loud, not immediately, just like a shadow slowly taking shape: A voyage without admirals. An expedition guided by logic, not rank. A ship drawing lines where there are none.
He wrote:
"I don't need orders. I need a horizon."
He knew it was madness. But madness was sometimes just another word for the future.
The nights grew longer, the maps more precise, the thoughts sharper. He was still in the Navy, yes. But she was no longer in him.
He stood on deck, the wind cold, the sea gray. Behind him were the officers, before him the unknown. He felt he couldn't be one of them much longer. Too many questions, too few answers.
He whispered, "If I have to stay to learn, I'll stay. But someday I'll measure where you never look."
The sea was silent, but he heard the echo:
Then come when you are ready.
And Cook nodded. He was almost there.
Cook now stood between two worlds—the Navy behind him, the unknown before him. He still wore his uniform, but it no longer fit him. Too tight, too stiff, too empty. Every time he fastened the gold buttons, he felt them holding him tighter than any rope. The Royal Navy wasn't a service; it was a cage. And Cook—he was an animal who had learned to measure the cage instead of screaming inside it.
He continued working, doing what was required of him, but inwardly he was already gone. Every map he drew was an exercise in freedom. Every assignment a secret test run for the moment when he no longer had to ask where he was going.
The admirals sent him to places no one wanted: to stormy regions, fog belts, zones where compasses spun like drunken dancers. And Cook accepted every assignment. Not out of obedience, but out of greed. A greed for knowledge. He didn't want to possess the world, only to understand it. And that was more dangerous than any rebellion.
At night he sat over his cards, his hands rough, his eyes red, his thoughts clear. He wrote:
“I don’t measure the world, I measure myself in it.”
He began to think differently. Not just with numbers, but with possibilities. How far can you sail before you think you're falling behind? How long can you lead people without giving them orders? How much truth can fit into a map before it becomes a lie?
He realized that every journey was an equation: Man versus nature. Order versus chaos. Fear versus direction.
And he realized he was the only one on board who understood that. The rest followed chains of command. He followed wind lines.
Once an officer came to him, saw his calculations, didn't understand anything, and said, "Cook, you're working too hard." "No, sir. I'm working too precisely."
"It's the same thing." "Not when it comes to the truth."
The officer laughed. "Truth? We're soldiers, Cook. We don't need truth. We need results." Cook didn't answer. But in his head, he wrote:
"Results are the shadows of truth. And shadows change with the light."
From then on, he knew he would never be one of them. He didn't belong in the Navy. He belonged in navigation.
The further they sailed, the more he felt that the world was bigger than the maps admirals in London looked at while they drank wine and planned wars. He saw the lines that were missing. The islands no one had named. The mistakes that had been made for centuries.
And he thought:There's still enough white out there to rewrite itself.
He began to make lists. Not officially, just for himself: – Places that had never been properly surveyed. – Stars not listed in any directory. – Coasts that exist only on rumor.
He called the sheet "The Unseen." And every time he found something new, he quietly wrote next to it: "Still to be picked up."
One night, after a long voyage through storm and fog, he stood alone on the deck. The wind was cold, the sea black. He looked up at the stars and said quietly, "You are the only ones who can give me orders."
The stars answered with their silence – and that was enough.
The next day, he received a letter from London. An admiral had praised his reports. "Cook has the mind of a mathematician and the courage of a madman. He should be tested." Tested. He knew what that meant: The Navy would decide whether he was useful—or dangerous.
He took the letter, folded it, and placed it under his notebook. "Let them check," he murmured. "I'll measure them right away."
In the evening he wrote:
"I've learned that truth isn't a rank. It's a direction. And I'm already on my way."
He knew his path would soon take a different turn. That he had to get out, away from the bridge, away from routine. He didn't want to receive orders anymore—he wanted to give them, but not to people. To the sea itself.
This quiet thought grew within him, which was not yet a plan, but was already burning:
An expedition. Own ship. Own map. No admiral. No god. Only direction.
He looked out at the gray water and thought, The sea looks like it's waiting. Maybe it really was.
He whispered, “Soon.”
And the sea answered – with a blow against the hull, short, like a heartbeat.
The break came not with a scream, but with a quiet no. So quiet that the wind almost swallowed it. A new order had arrived from London—an order that looked inconspicuous in the files, but immediately made Cook's blood run cold. They wanted to transfer him to another ship, a training ship for navigational apprentices, firmly moored in Portsmouth. No sea, no wind, no star. Just numbers, rules, repetition. They wanted to keep him imprisoned—with ink and chalk.
He read the letter three times. There was no doubt about it: this wasn't an offer. It was a castration. The Navy had had enough of his thinking. They wanted him, but not like this. Not free, not unpredictable, not real.
He sat for hours poring over the letter. The rain slapped against the hatches, somewhere below a sailor cursed. The ship rocked sluggishly, as if drunk. And Cook knew: This was it. He could stay and rot, or go and burn.
He took the pen and drew a line on the back of the order. Not a straight one. One that curved, twisted, and broke. Below it, he wrote:
“You can’t tie down a man who can see the horizon.”
Then he stood up and went upstairs. The sky was leaden gray, the water still. He looked over at the officers on the bridge. Uniforms, rank, dignity—everything that had become irrelevant to him. He felt nothing but clarity.
The captain came to him, saw his face, and knew immediately. "You read it?" "Yes, sir." "And?" "I'm not going to Portsmouth." "That's not a suggestion, Cook." "Then it's a decision."
Silence. Only the creaking of the rigging. The captain looked at him for a long time. Then he sighed. "You're making this difficult for me." "I'm only doing it right, sir." "You know this could cost you your career." "Then so be it." "And your life?" "It's already mine."
The captain nodded. Quietly, almost respectfully. "You're a fool, Cook." "Better a fool with a sense of direction than a king in a circle."
With that, he left. No explosion, no escape. Just a man who knew when enough was enough.
In the days that followed, no one spoke to him. Not because they hated him—because they knew he was about to disappear. He wrote incessantly, as if he wanted to capture everything inside him on paper before it was too late.
Drawings, calculations, fragments. Sentences that sounded as if they were intended for someone who hadn't yet been born:
“When you draw a map, draw it against the wind.”
“A man who follows rules never gets beyond the coast.”
“Obedience is the opposite of discovery.”
On the last night before setting sail—another ship, another mission he wasn't meant to be on—Cook stood alone at the stern. He watched the water break beneath him, dark and endless. He heard the rhythmic pounding of the rudder, the flapping of the sails. He took a deep breath and whispered, "I won't remain a cog. I'll build my own clockwork."
He didn't yet know when or how, but he knew he would return. Not as a sailor, not as a subordinate. As an explorer.
And somewhere inside him—deep down, where the salt resides in his blood—was this thought that he couldn't shake: The Navy had shaped him, but not created him. It had devoured him—and spat him out again, harder than before.
He wrote in his last logbook of this trip:
“They disciplined me until I was free.”
Then he closed the book, put it in his breast pocket, and looked out at the sea, which glittered as if it already knew that he would return—not as a cogwheel, but as a name.
The wind shifted, and he murmured, "I'll be back. And this time I'll paint you all out of the world."
The sea responded with a blow against the hull – loud, clear, final.


 
The Art of Cards – Nights with the Compass
Freedom smelled of ink, old paper, and cold coffee. No rum, no orders, no shouting—only the scratching of the pen, the quiet clack of the compass, the breathing of the world in lines. Cook had traded the sea for the table, but the table still swayed. The ocean raged within him, and he drew to tame it.
He now lived in a small room on the dock, half workshop, half cell. The window faced the water, the air was full of salt, the wood rotten, the light a dirty yellow. But it was enough. It was all he needed—a lamp, a compass, a ruler, and silence.
He worked like a maniac. No assignment, no pay, no praise. Just lines. The walls were covered with sketches, angles, star positions, tide calculations. He drew coasts he'd never seen and improved maps that admirals considered infallible. When he worked, he forgot about time. Hours, days, nights. Sleep was a waste, food a secondary concern.
He wrote on the edge of a card:
“If you want to understand the world, you have to deprive it of sleep.”
In the evenings, an old dockworker would sometimes come by, bringing him bread and beer. "You're drawing again?" "I'm not stopping." "Why?" "Because no one else does it right." The old man nodded, laughing quietly. "You're crazy, Cook." "No. Just consistent."
He rarely drank, but when he did, he drank heavily. No more rum – beer. Heavy, bitter, honest. He once said: "Rum makes you forget. Beer makes you think." The old man grinned. "Then think until you're full."
Cook continued drawing. He began to incorporate the sky, not just as a guide, but as proof. He connected stars to points on Earth, drew lines between them, and sought the equation between sky and sea.
He was no longer a navigator. He was a cartographer. A philosopher. A systematic madman.
His notes read:
“Every line is an attempt to persuade chaos.”
"The sea has no center. So I have to find it."
Sometimes he stood at the dock at night, looking at the black water, talking quietly to himself. "Out there," he murmured, "are the answers. Not in books, not in churches. In the wind." He was a man who believed in nothing—except in proof.
One night, a young officer passed by, a Londoner, smartly dressed, the name sounding like a heritage. "You're James Cook?" "Depends who asks." "I've been sent. They say you're working on new maps." "I'm working on old errors." "So you work for us?" Cook looked at him for a long time. "I work for the sea."
The officer remained silent. Then he handed him a sealed letter. Cook didn't open it immediately. "What is this?" "An order. Officially." "And unofficially?" "An opportunity."
The officer left. Cook remained seated, the paper in his hand. He opened it slowly, like a man checking a weapon. The contents: an invitation to collaborate on a large-scale mapping project. The client: the Royal Society. Not the Navy. Scientists. Thinkers. Men who asked questions instead of commanding.
He read the name and smiled.
Finally no admirals.
He wrote in his notebook:
“Perhaps one must be digested before one can think freely.”
The next day, he began taking new measurements. He corrected coastlines, relocated continents, and calculated tides using new methods. He compared his old records with astronomical tables. He began to see patterns no one had seen before—connections between wind directions and star positions, between tides and moon phases.
He wasn't a man of theory. He was proof. His hands smelled of ink and salt, his thoughts of thunderstorms.
The Royal Society began to take him seriously. Letters poured in. Questions, pleas, praise. One scientist wrote: "Mr. Cook, you write as if you weren't measuring, but understanding." Cook replied: "Because understanding is only the exact form of measurement."
He realized he'd suddenly arrived where he never wanted to be—close to fame. But this time it was different. No pomp, no pride. Just the quiet knowledge that he was needed.
And every night, when the lamp flickered, he looked at his cards and thought:
This isn't work. This is revenge.
He took the compass, stabbed it into the paper, and slowly drew a circle. "That's the sea," he said. Then he drew lines through it, irregular, wild, precise. "And that's me."
He saw the lines intersect, intertwine, and end. Then he laughed quietly. "In the end, everything meets again."
And somewhere out there, in the darkness, the sea roared as if it knew that Cook would return – this time not as a sailor, but as the architect of his own horizon.
The letters from the Royal Society arrived regularly now—neatly written, polite, cold. No sweat, no salt, no dirt between the lines. Science had etiquette, but Cook had no patience for etiquette. He wrote replies on rough paper, with ink that smelled of tar, and sent them back without a greeting."I don't measure to prove something. I measure because otherwise no one will listen."
They understood him nonetheless. Perhaps precisely because of that.
In London, men in powdered wigs sat and talked about him. "A man from Yorkshire, no gentleman, hardly educated—but his maps are more accurate than our best models." "A genius?" "A risk." "Then we need both."
Cook knew nothing of this. He sat at the harbor, among wet ropes and seagull droppings, drawing lines that made history in London.
The Royal Society wanted to see him. He went there, away from the coast for the first time in years, through cities that smelled of smoke and poverty. In London, everything was louder, faker, shinier. Men who talked of discoveries without ever having seen the sea.
He entered the conference room—walls covered with maps, tables covered with books, voices filled with vanity. An old man with glassy eyes approached him. "Mr. Cook, we've heard a lot from you." "Then you've heard too much, sir." "Your maps—they're amazingly accurate. How do you do it?" Cook thought for a moment, then said, "I'm listening." "To whom?" "The wind. It speaks more honestly than we do."
A quiet laugh went through the room, half mocking, half wondering. But one of the men—Dr. Maskelyne, astronomer, cool and alert—looked at him as if he had just said the right thing. "You're not a scientist, Mr. Cook." "No, sir." "But you're precise." "That's enough."
They gave him access to their instruments, their tables, their methods. Cook studied them like weapons. He understood that their calculations were elegant but empty—they knew numbers, but not motion. He combined the two. He calculated with feeling, felt with reason.
At night, when the lights flickered in the streets and the city smelled of rain, he sat in the chamber they gave him—a small room above an inn. He put the tables aside, drew the compass, set the measurements, and remeasured. Again and again. He wasn't looking for perfection. He was looking for truth.
He wrote in his notebook:
"The stars never lie, but they also say nothing. You must read them like a minute of silence."
Dr. Maskelyne came by one evening, quietly, politely. "You have an unusual method, Mr. Cook." "I have no method. I have instinct." "Instinct is no substitute for science." "Science is no substitute for instinct."
They were silent for a while. Then the old astronomer smiled. "You'll make many more mistakes, Cook." "Then I'll just measure them."
From then on, Cook worked officially for the Society, but unofficially only for himself. He used its instruments, but trusted his eye more than any lens. He studied the movements of the celestial bodies until they were as familiar to him as old friends. When he looked at the stars at night, he knew: Up above, there was order. Down below, there was experiment.
He began to connect the two. Sky and sea. Equation and emotion. Science and madness.
His notes became thicker, denser, darker. Sentences like:
“The sea is not a surface, it is a mood.”
“He who measures the sky must first understand the patience of the wind.”
“Every map is a prayer to geometry.”
Sometimes, when he ran out of ink, he scratched numbers into the wood of his table with the tip of his knife. He worked until the sun came up, slept for two hours, then continued. He ate little, spoke hardly, but he glowed. When the men of the Society saw him, they said, "He looks like he's taking his temperature." And one murmured, "Perhaps that's exactly what we've been missing."
One evening, Maskelyne put a question to him. "Mr. Cook, would you go to sea again? This time for us—for science, not for the king." Cook looked up, slowly, calmly. "If there's a goal worth pursuing." "A goal?" "Something no one has drawn yet."
The astronomer nodded. "Then wait. Maybe one will come soon."
Cook nodded, but he knew he'd been waiting for a long time—for years, without knowing it. He was never made for land. He needed the swaying, the salt, the infinity.
He wrote that night:
"I am a man of measure. But the measure itself is in motion."
And as the rain fell on London outside, he knew the next call would come. And this time he would accept it—not because it was a command, but because it was destiny.
London was a cage of intelligence and perfume. Men in silky waistcoats talked about the world as if it were a chess piece that could be moved without leaving the board. Cook sat among them, a stranger, silent, his gaze always half-outside—through the window, over the rooftops, to where the clouds swallowed the light. He felt like a fish in an inkwell.
The Royal Society now treated him like a mixture of wonder animal and tool. "This man calculates as if he had the stars in his blood," they said. "He's a genius," said some. "He's dangerous," said others. And Cook thought:Maybe they're both right.
He had changed. He spoke more quietly, but his words carried more weight. He went to meetings, listened to the others talk, nodded, and said hardly anything. But when he spoke, there was silence.
"Mr. Cook," a professor once asked, "so you believe the sky can be measured at sea?" Cook slowly raised his head. "I know." "How?" "Because I've already measured it." "With what instruments?" "With fear and patience."
Laughter rippled through the room, but Cook wasn't laughing. He meant every word.
He showed them calculations that no one understood, lines that followed no known pattern. Some considered them mistakes, others art. He even corrected Newton's tables without realizing it. He calculated as if he wanted to force the heavens into order.
His notes read:
"The stars are just waves of light. If you look at them long enough, you'll recognize the rhythm."
"The sea moves, and so does the sky. Only those who understand both know the truth."
He worked day and night. No pay, no applause, just the movement of the compass across paper. The lines ran like scars across the surface, precise, painful, true. He began working on something he could no longer fully explain—a new kind of map.
Not just land, not just sea. A map of movement. A map that showed the world not as it was, but as it breathed.
He showed it to Maskelyne. The old astronomer looked at it for a long time without a word. Then he said, "This isn't a map." "No." "Then what is it?" "An attempt to organize the impossible."
Maskelyne nodded. "Then you're on the right track."
The Society began to examine him seriously. They wanted to know if he was the man they could put on a ship that would sail farther than any before it. They talked about expeditions, about stars, about Venus. One word kept cropping up –transit.
At first, Cook didn't understand what they meant. Then Maskelyne explained: "Venus will cross the sun. If we observe it from different points on Earth, we can determine the size of the solar system." Cook listened, silently, intently. "And you want to send me there?" "If you can manage it, yes. To Tahiti." "Tahiti?" "A point on the map. Still empty. Still white."
Cook was silent. He thought of the sea, of the lines he could never finish, of the nights when the sky had answered him without saying a word. Then he nodded. "I'm going."
The scholars looked at each other, surprised. "Without asking what you'll get in return?" "I don't want coins. I want the truth."
That was the end of it. They sent reports, authorizations, letters to admirals, petitions to the king. And Cook sat in his cabin, packing his instruments, polishing the old compass, wiping the ink from his hands. He knew this wasn't a commission. It was a call.
That night he wrote:
"I've learned that maps lie when they stand still. I'm going to let them breathe."
Outside, London lay shrouded in fog. The alleys smelled of rain, horses, and tobacco. And somewhere, far beyond these gray walls, the sea waited.
Cook looked into the darkness, compass in hand, and said quietly: "Tahiti. Sun. Venus. I'll measure you all."
Then he blew out the lamp. And in the darkness a single thought glowed, hot and clear as metal:
Now the real map begins.
The news spread like fire:Cook goes to Tahiti.Not an admiral, not a nobleman, not an experienced captain from the ranks of the Society—a simple man from Yorkshire who had made his way through the world through negotiation and silence. The Royal Society was divided. Some cheered, others saw it as the downfall of British honor. "A sailor shall measure the heavens?" "A craftsman who speaks with a compass?"—but the king nodded. And when the king nodded, the sea obeyed.
Cook accepted the decision calmly. No triumph, no pride. Just that faint tug in his stomach that he knew well. The wind had called him again. And this time he would follow it, without shackles.
They gave him a ship. Not a magnificent warship, not a fast merchant vessel—a simple coal ship from Whitby, converted, stable, tough, unassuming. Cook smiled when he read the name: Endeavour.
Effort. Attempt. Challenge.
“Fits,” he murmured.
He stepped aboard, the planks still new, the smell of fresh tar in the air, the sails taut in the wind. He touched the mast as if greeting an animal he knew. "Very well," he said. "Both of us."
The men watched him. Some knew him, others had only heard stories. They saw a man who didn't shout, didn't drink, didn't boast—but when he spoke, they listened. He explained the mission to them: They would observe Venus, measure the sun, and enter the unknown. One sailor asked, "What happens if we make it?" Cook looked at him. "Then we'll know more. And that's enough."
He chose his crew carefully. No nobles, no dandies. Workers, thinkers, doubters. Men with calloused hands and hunger in their hearts. He didn't want discipline born of fear, but of clarity. "On this ship," he said, "there's only one rule: He who thinks lives longer."
The Navy sent an officer along to maintain royal order. Cook accepted this without protest. He knew such men were like ballast—uncomfortable, but useful for keeping the ship balanced.
The preparations took weeks. They loaded the ship with provisions, tools, and instruments. Sextants, clocks, telescopes, books, paper—more wit than cannons. Cook went through everything himself. He checked every rope, every seam, every nail. No detail was too small. "When the world is measured," he said, "it shouldn't complain that we were inaccurate."
At night, he worked in his cabin. The planks creaked, the lamp flickered. He mapped out routes, possible wind directions, and currents. He knew it wasn't a journey—it was a test of whether man could tame infinity without destroying it.
Sometimes, when tiredness set in, he drank a glass of cold beer, looked at the map, and murmured, "Venus in sight. Rum in my veins. This is going to be something." Then he laughed quietly, like someone who knows he doesn't quite trust himself.
The Royal Society sent him final instructions: tables, coordinates, expectations. Cook read them, then wrote underneath:“I will follow as long as the sky follows.”
The day before departure, Maskelyne visited him again. The old astronomer had become paler, but his eyes still burned.
"You know what you're doing, Cook?" "No. And that's exactly why I'm going." "You'll see things that aren't on maps." "Then I'll draw them." "And if you don't come back?" Cook looked out to sea. "Then at least my direction will stay the same."
They were silent for a while. Then Maskelyne placed her hand on his shoulder. "You're no admiral, Cook. But you'll lead more than most have ever seen." "I don't lead men, sir. I follow the measure."
When Maskelyne left, Cook remained alone. He sat down, picked up the compass, opened it slowly, and looked at the point, at the circle he was about to draw. "A line from the sky to the sea," he said. "Me in between."
He drew the circle. It wasn't perfect. It's not a circle. But it vibrated—as if it were alive.
That night, just before going to sleep, Cook wrote:
"You can't experience history. You can only draw it until it moves."
The next morning, as the sun rose, theEndeavourQuiet in the harbor, ready to devour the white of the map. Cook stepped onto the deck, the wind in his hair, his hand on the compass. He looked out into the fog that lay over the Thames and whispered, "Now the measuring really begins."
Then he gave the command. And London disappeared behind them—quiet, small, unimportant.
The morning of departure smelled of tar, salt and the future.EndeavourThe ship lay heavy in the water, its sails taut like nerves. Men shouted, ropes tugged, timber creaked. Seagulls circled and screamed, as if they knew they would soon see nothing but a gray horizon. London lay behind them like a memory never to be missed. Cook stood on deck, compass in hand, sun on his face, and felt what he always felt when the land disappeared—relief.
"Set sail!" he roared, but it wasn't a roar of anger, but of strength. The wind picked up, the ship lurched, and then, suddenly, everything was in motion. The water parted, the sky opened, and Cook thought:This is what it must sound like when the world reinvents itself.
The first few days were easy. The wind was favorable, the men sang, the sea was friendly. They ate dry bread, drank beer, cursed, and laughed. It was the same old tune every ship played—noise, dirt, life. Cook watched them. Not a single command was too many, not a word too loud. He knew discipline came not from punishment, but from direction. When the men realized someone knew where they were going, they obeyed of their own accord.
Maps, papers, and instruments were piled high in his cabin. He slept on ink and dreamed of stars. Sometimes he woke up in the middle of the night because the ship sounded different—as if it were thinking. Then he went on deck, barefoot, silent, and looked up. The sky was black, dotted with light. "So it's you again," he murmured. "This time I'll follow you."
The officers watched him. One, a young man named Banks—scholar, naturalist, wealthy, curious—tried to understand him. "You hardly sleep, Captain." "Sleep is for people with a purpose." "And you?" "I have a purpose."
Banks noted everything Cook did. He wrote that the man possessed an uncanny calmness. That he never cursed, never doubted, never spoke for too long. But Banks was wrong. Cook doubted constantly. He just didn't show it.
In the evenings, when the men played cards or cracked jokes, he sat alone at his table, compass in hand, lamp tilted, rum half empty. He looked at the lines he drew and knew each one was a piece of uncertainty less. But also a piece of magic. "Every card kills a mystery," he once said to Banks. "And yet you draw?" "Because someone else would do it wrong."
The wind shifted, the sea grew rougher. The men grew quieter. The noise gave way to the rhythm of survival: cooking, pumping, repairs, sleeping. The sky deepened, the blue became denser, the water darker.
Cook loved it. He wrote:
"The sea is an honest judge. It forgives nothing and forgets nothing."
On the seventh day, they lost sight of the coast. Only sky, only water, only direction. A sailor stood beside him, pale, frightened. "Captain, is this normal?" Cook nodded. "What?" "That there's no end." "This is the beginning."
At night, the first doubts arose—not from him, but from the others. "How far are we going, Captain?" "Until the sun stands still." "And then?" "Then we measure it."
He laughed, but no one else did.
He sensed that the men were beginning to see the sea differently. First it was freedom, now it was a mirror. Everyone saw themselves in it, and not everyone liked what they saw back. Cook knew this. He had experienced the same thing years before. He knew that the sea doesn't test strength, but purpose. Those who didn't have it went under long before the water reached them.
One night, a storm raged above them, thunder, wind, chaos. The ship tilted, wood splintered, water poured in. Cook stood at the helm, naked to the chest, his shirt soaked, his eyes like red-hot iron. "Hold!" he yelled. "Not against the wind—with it!" The men tore, pushed, cursed. The sea laughed. And Cook laughed back. They survived the night.
In the morning, the sea was as still as a cat after a kill. The men lay exhausted, wet, but alive. Cook went on deck, looked at the sun, then at the sky. He wrote:
"A storm shows you who you are. No mirror is more honest."
Banks came to him. "I thought we were going under." "We all do eventually." "You're not afraid of that?" "I'm afraid of dying blind."
He looked out, far away, where sky and sea kissed. "Out there lies Tahiti. I can smell it." "What does it smell like?" "Like a missing number."
Then he took the compass, placed it on the map, and drew a line—straight, firm, deadly precise. "We're on course," he said quietly.
And no one on board knew that he wasn't just referring to the sea - but to himself.
The days at sea soon lost all form. Time became a sound – the creaking of wood, the rushing of wind, the lapping of waves against the keel. Clockwork was useless here. The sky set the pace, the sun dictated the pauses, the moon was the measuring tape.Endeavourdrove, worked, breathed, lived. And Cook—he became her heartbeat.
He had changed. No trace of the land clung to him anymore. The narrowness of the cities, the smell of smoke, the dust of books—all gone. He was part of the movement again. The sea polished him, making him more angular, but clear. His eyes saw further, his hands never trembled. When others saw the waves, he saw patterns. When they heard the wind, he heard direction.
Sometimes, when the men were asleep, he stood on deck, naked to the waist, letting the rain wash him and talking quietly to the sea. "You want to test me, eh? Then do it properly. I'm patient." The sea responded with a thump against the hull, like a dog not knowing whether to bite or play.
He wrote in his logbook:
"The sea doesn't eat you, it shapes you. Most people only endure the beginning."
The men avoided him somewhat. Not out of fear—out of respect. They said the captain barely slept, ate little, and talked to stars. Banks called him "the silent compass." Once, he asked him, "Captain, do you think the sea has consciousness?" Cook considered. "No. It has intent. That's worse."
They sailed through days that seemed endless and nights that blended like dream and death. Sometimes fog came—thick, white, silent. Then they heard only the waves and the wood singing with tension. In those moments, Cook was calm, almost tender. He went to the helm, placed his hand on the wood, and said, "Breathe. We'll find you."
He had stopped drawing maps like he used to. Now he wrote lines with feeling. Every coordinate was a pulse. Every measurement a thought. TheEndeavourwas no longer a machine – it had become part of its geometry.
On calm nights, when the sea was like glass, he sat at the stern, compass and sextant beside him, calculating. Not with paper—with stars. He used them like numbers, contrasting them, seeking evidence in their movement. And at some point, shortly before sunrise, the realization struck him:
The sea is mathematics. It repeats itself. It has rules. And whoever understands them becomes immortal.
He laughed loudly, so loudly that a sailor jumped up in alarm. "Everything alright, Captain?" "Better than alright. I found it." "What?" "Order in chaos." The sailor nodded, not understanding anything, and went back to sleep.
Cook stayed awake. He had understood something he couldn't explain: that measuring itself was life. That as long as you're still drawing lines, you're not lost. And that every map he drew simultaneously drew him.
He wrote in his book:
"I'm not a piece on the map. I'm the compass that draws it."
The next day, Banks approached him, excited about a new discovery—rare birds, strange fish, patterns in the clouds. "Captain, look! It's as if the world is opening up anew!" Cook nodded. "It is. Every day. We only see it rarely." "And if we capture it?" "Then it dies." "But we have to write it down!" "Then write quickly."
They laughed. And for the first time, Cook saw in Banks something like himself—a man who was on the road not for fame, but because standing still was worse than death.
Weeks later, in the middle of the Indian Ocean, the storm came. No ordinary one. The sky burst. Water and wind became one. Men screamed, ropes snapped, sails flew. Cook stood at the helm, barefoot, with his shirt open, the rain hitting his face like nails. He shouted orders, but his voice didn't sound like a human's—it was part of the storm. He steered, calculated, felt. And when the impossible happened—when theEndeavourturned but did not capsize – he knew that this was no accident.
He had learned to read the storm. Not to fight it—to understand it.
In the morning, everything was quiet. The ship was damaged, the men exhausted, but alive. Cook sat in his cabin, wet, shivering, smiling. He wrote:
"I've learned the language of the wind. And it doesn't lie."
He knew he was different now. He was no longer a navigator. No longer a sailor. No longer a man who followed orders. He had become part of the system he wanted to measure.
As he stepped onto the deck, Banks approached him, pale and tired, but with a smile. "Captain, we're alive." Cook nodded. "We deserve it."
"You believe in merit?" "No. Only in direction."
He looked out into the distance. And somewhere on the edge of the horizon, a star flickered, in the middle of the day. Cook smiled. "So there you are."
He knew what it meant: Tahiti was near. And with it Venus. The measure of the heavens. The point at which everything he had learned would have to prove itself.
Tahiti appeared like a hallucination. After weeks of nothingness, gray, blue, and wind, the water suddenly became colored. The sea turned bright, almost green, then turquoise. The air smelled sweet, heavy, and alien. Palm trees were like fingers scraping the sky. Mountains steamed like sleeping animals. Men on deck cursed, laughed, and cried. One said, "If this isn't a dream, I don't want to wake up." Cook stood still. Only his eyes moved. He had seen many coasts, but none that looked as if the sea had given birth to them willingly.
TheEndeavourglided closer. Canoes came toward them, filled with brown-skinned men, glistening with oil, laughing, shouting, singing. They threw flowers, fruit, and shouted words no one understood. The sea was suddenly no longer an enemy, but a stage. Cook felt something vibrate within him. Not fear. Not triumph. Something else—a silent wonder that could not be measured.
He later wrote:
“There are places that break your sense of proportion, and you thank them for it.”
Women stood on the beach, barefoot, light, golden in the sun. The light trembled on their skin as if it were alive. Banks stared, enchanted, murmuring, "Paradise, Captain." Cook nodded. "Paradise needs no names." "But you'll have to name it." "Then call it what you will. I'm just measuring the sky."
They went ashore. The ground was warm, soft, the air full of sounds no English ear could recognize. Children laughed, dogs barked, drums sounded somewhere far away. It wasn't wildness—it was rhythm. Cook saw the sky, the sea, the light. Everything was right. It was as if Tahiti itself were an instrument, and he had finally found the right frequency.
The locals welcomed them warmly. Gifts, dances, smiles. No war, no mistrust—just curiosity. Cook reciprocated with the same. He was no missionary, no conqueror. Just a man with compasses and questions. He noted every observation, every movement of the sun. He measured shadows, angles, time. But the longer he stayed there, the less he understood.
Tahiti could not be measured. Not in lines, not in numbers. He could draw the coasts, name the mountains, count the villages – but life itself eluded him. It was too fluid, too real. He wrote:
"I can put Tahiti on paper. But I can't grasp it."
At night, he sat on the beach with Banks. The air was warm, the stars so close you could have touched them. "Captain," Banks said quietly, "what if we stay here?" Cook looked at him. "Then we stop measuring." "And would that be so bad?" Cook was silent. Then he said, "Maybe not for you. For me, it would be the end."
He stood up, walked to the water, and let it wash over his feet. He looked at the stars—the old friends who had led him here—and felt something he rarely felt: inner conflict. He had arrived, yes. But not where he could stay.
He wrote:
“You can visit paradise, but you can’t keep it.”
The next day, work began. He set up the observatory, built platforms, and installed instruments. The locals helped, laughed, played, and understood nothing of the measurements—but they understood that they were important. Cook explained to them with his hands and his eyes what he was doing.
An old man pointed at the sun, then at Cook, then at the ground, then he laughed loudly. Cook laughed too. He didn't understand the words, but the meaning:
You measure what warms you.
The days passed. Venus came, so quietly, so inconspicuously, that only men like Cook saw it. A point of light, a hint of movement against the sun. He measured, wrote, tested, sweated. Every second counted, every shadow was a promise. When it was over, he closed the book, took a deep breath, and said, "That's it." "Was it worth it?" asked Banks. "Anything is worth it if it gets you further."
In the evening, the locals celebrated. Music, fire, and dancing. Banks drank, laughed, and sang. Cook sat quietly at the edge, staring into the flames. A young girl danced, barefoot, smiling, her movements like water. For a moment, he forgot everything—angles, stars, maps. Only the light refracting on her skin mattered.
Then he wrote:
“There are moments that no card can capture.”
He stood up, walked to the sea, and looked at the dark surface. "I'll keep measuring you," he whispered. "But I know now that you are more than an equation."
The wind came from the land, warm, sweet, almost tender. And Cook, the man who framed the world in lines, knew: He had measured the sky—and lost himself, a little bit, in the light of Tahiti.
The morning of farewell came quietly, like a slow awakening from a dream one doesn't want to lose. The sun rose over the mountains, the sea glittered as if to capture everything that had happened. The Tahitians stood on the beach, men, women, children, all silent, all smiling—that gentle, knowing smile that speaks louder than any language.
Cook stood on deck, theEndeavourReady to set sail. The sails still hung limp, as if they wanted to stay. He looked at the land, and everything stirred within him: reason, duty, longing. Banks waved to the people, tears in his eyes, but laughed nonetheless. "Captain," he said, "I've never left a place so hard." Cook nodded. "Because there's nowhere to escape from."
A girl on the shore ran into the water until her dress soaked. She held up a shell, calling his name—or something that sounded like his name. Cook didn't wave back. He couldn't. He looked at her for a long time, until she was just a speck, a part of the shore, a memory in motion.
He turned, looked at the horizon, and there it was again—that old, cold, honest clarity. He said quietly, "Prepare to sail." A sailor asked, "Where to, Captain?" Cook replied, "West. To where the white spots are bigger than the doubt."
The ropes creaked, the wood groaned, the sea took them back. Tahiti shrank until it disappeared into the light. Cook stood at the stern, compass in hand, notebook in his breast pocket.
He wrote:
"Beauty has no coordinates. I tried."
“Paradise is not a place, but an interruption of the mind.”
“Now north again. Now line again.”
Banks approached him. "You sound sad, Captain." "I'm busy." "With what?" "Forgetting."
They were silent as the sea vibrated beneath them. The sun stood above them like an eye that forgets nothing. Cook closed his book, looked at the maps, the new ones, the incomplete ones. He knew this was only the beginning. Venus had been measured, but the sky had grown larger.
He turned to the wheel, placing his hand on the wood, as familiar as an old wound. "Onward," he said. "Always onward."
And when theEndeavourAs he picked up speed again, he knew: He was no longer the man who had left London. He was marked – by sun, salt, and a truth that no map could contain.
The sea had shaped him. The sky had tested him. Tahiti had touched him.
And somewhere between measurement and memory something new began – not science, not discovery, but legend.
 
Storm over Newfoundland
The wind smelled of metal, cold and rusty, as theEndeavourreached the north again. The blue was gone. No more tropical light, no warm currents, no smiling faces on the shore. Only gray. The sea like a wall, the sky like a closed eye. The sea off Newfoundland was never friendly, never inviting; it was work—pure, cold, honest work. And Cook loved it for that.
He stood on deck, his face in the wind, his hands on the railing. The salt bit, his fingers numb. "Finally, real again," he murmured. Banks laughed behind him, wrapped in a blanket, half frozen. "You call that real?" "Everything that hurts is real."
The men cursed the cold. Their skin burst, their lips bled, the water froze in their buckets. But no one grumbled aloud. They knew Cook heard everything. And his silence was more severe than any thunderous words of an admiral.
The storm came on the third day. First a trembling in the wind, a flickering in the sail, then a sound that went through the bones—deep, vibrating, like the roar of a god in a bad mood. Cook raised his head, smelled the rain that hadn't yet fallen.
"Ree the mainsail," he said calmly. "No wind yet, Captain!" "Yes. I can hear it coming."
An hour later, he arrived. The wind was like whips, the waves were like walls. The ship rocked, the men screamed, ropes snapped. Water shot across the deck, ice-cold and merciless. Cook stood at the helm, barefoot, his shirt open, his hair wet. He didn't shout orders. He gave signals, calm, brief, clear. The men responded—not out of fear, but out of trust.
TheEndeavourfought. Wood splintered, sails tore, the sea screamed back. Cook felt the planks beneath him tremble, as if the ship were saying:I can not anymore.
He placed his hand on the wood. "Yes, you can. Both of us, damn it."
Hours passed. No horizon, no light, just water. Then—a bang. The mainmast broke, crashing, splintering, a boom ablaze with rain. A sailor screamed, swept away by a wave. Banks grabbed the railing, pale, trembling. "Captain!" "I know." "We're losing men!" "Then hold on, or you'll be lost."
The ship spun, the sea raged. Cook looked into the chaos and smiled—not out of joy, but out of recognition. He again had that feeling he knew only in a storm: absolute clarity. No thoughts, no doubts, only direction.
He shouted: "Pull to port! Hold the line!" The men followed, half blind, half deaf. And theEndeavour– she did what she had to do. She survived.
In the morning, the sea was calm but devastated. The sails were torn, the mast broken, the men exhausted, their eyes empty. Cook walked the deck, checking, counting, looking at everyone. "Three dead," said one. Cook nodded. "Then three more gods out there."
He looked at the sea, which had calmed down again, and wrote in his book:
"The storm takes what is weak. And that is its grace."
Banks approached him, pale, his hands sore. "How do you stand it?" Cook looked at him. "I can't stand it. I just stand there." "The sea almost ate us." "It tried. And that was proof we were alive."
He went to his cabin, sat down, and picked up the compass. His hands trembled slightly, but his line was firm. He began to draw the coastline they had discovered after the storm—rough, jagged, cruel. He wrote underneath:“Newfoundland – the place where even the sky freezes.”
Outside, the wind whistled through the remnants of the rigging, and Cook felt his old certainty returning. Tahiti was a dream. This was reality.
He put the compass aside, took the pen, and wrote on the edge of the map:
“Here beauty ends. Here knowledge begins.”
And in this cold, amidst death, ice and splinters of wood, James Cook felt more alive than ever.
Three days after the storm, the sea was nothing but a body of cold breath. No waves, no shine. Only movement without direction.Endeavourdrifted like an exhausted animal, the sails hastily patched, the mast shortened, the men silent. No one spoke anymore about those the sea had taken. They didn't count them. They only counted what remained.
Cook walked across the deck, testing every seam, every rope, every piece of wood with his fingers. He didn't speak, but the ship answered him nonetheless. Every crack was a response, every tremble a thought. The men watched him—they knew that if the captain was calm, there was still hope.
Banks wrote in his diary:
"Cook talks to things, not people. And somehow they listen to him."
They mended, sawed, and sewed. Hands bloody, faces torn by wind and salt. The sky remained leaden gray. No birds, no sound. Only the scraping of tools. And in this silence, something grew between them—no heroism, no pathos. Only the naked knowledge: We're still here.
At night, Cook sat in his cabin, the light flickering, the wood dripping with condensation. He wrote:
"A storm shows you what you need. It's never much."
He began to recalculate the sky. The old tables were no longer accurate. The storm had shifted the clocks, destroyed the bearings. He had to remeasure everything, alone, with what still worked: his eye, his instinct, his damned will. He took the sextant, placed it on his knee, and looked through the glass as the ship rocked. The sky was clear, cold, brutally beautiful. Stars like nails holding the darkness in place.
He murmured, "You're still here, so am I."
Banks came in, quietly, cautiously. "Captain, do you never sleep?" "I count stars instead of sheep." "And does that help?" "Only if you know how many are missing."
He laughed, a rough, short laugh that immediately disappeared.
During those nights, a new calm grew within Cook. Not the calm of a man who had found peace, but the calm of a man who had understood that peace was overrated. He wrote:
“Order is a fiction that one needs in order not to scream.”
During the day, he busied himself with rebuilding. He helped sew the sails, mix the pitch, and tighten the new ropes. His hands were black with resin, his fingernails cracked, his face hard as stone. He hardly spoke, but when he did, he did so in a way that no one could contradict him.
"We're moving on, Captain?" one asked. "We survived. So, yes." "And if it starts again?" "Then again. As long as there's something to measure, there's reason to breathe."
The men nodded. It wasn't an order. It was the law.
On one of the nights, when the sea began to breathe again, he wrote:
"I'm slowly realizing that I myself am a map. Every wound, every mistake, every line—everything is part of it."
“You can only measure the world as far as you can tolerate yourself.”
He redrawn the coastline over the old map, thicker, darker, with a harshness that seemed almost angry. Then he paused, looked at his hand—calloused, salt-encrusted, shivering with cold—and said quietly, "Perhaps one must break before one becomes precise."
On the fourth day, the sky cleared. A strip of light, little more than a hint. The men stood on deck, looking out as if it were a miracle. Cook stepped beside them, arms folded. "There," he said. "What, Captain?" "Toward."
He turned around, went back to his cabin, and picked up the compass. He placed it on the paper and drew a new line—not from coast to coast, but right through the ocean. Without a destination, without an end. Only movement.
And he wrote:
"Sometimes the direction is more important than the destination. The rest will follow if you don't die."
Then he put the compass aside, blew out the lamp, and listened. The ship breathed calmly. The sea had ceased to threaten. And somewhere above Newfoundland, the sky sparkled again—still, cold, precise.
The sea had calmed, but Cook wasn't. The surface was smooth, yes – but something simmered beneath the keel. A restlessness that had no name, but weight. The men sang again, drank, mended nets, played dice. Life returned, but Cook remained outside, alone, at the bow, staring into nothingness. The sky was clear, almost too clear. It was the kind of stillness that meant not peace, but preparation.
He barely drank, ate little, and spoke even less. If you looked for him, you would find him on deck at night, barefoot, with a sextant in his hand, his gaze directed upwards as if he were trying to hypnotize the stars. Banks wrote in his diary:
"He's not sleeping, he's counting. Not days, not miles. Something else. Maybe himself."
The men began to tell stories about him. "He sees more than we do." "He talks to the darkness." "He has the sea in his eyes." They didn't know they were right.
Cook no longer felt like a human being among humans. He was in between. A mediator between sky and wood, between order and madness. He began to think in rhythms, not words. The wind was a formula, the waves a language he was slowly understanding.
Sometimes he stood at the railing, the sky full of stars, and he felt something tilting inside him—like an axis slowly shifting. He thought:I'm no longer at sea. I'm part of it.
He wrote:
"Navigation is not an art. It is an act of faith without God."
“The stars don’t need a church.”
During the day, he worked as usual, but his gaze was different—deeper, quieter, more dangerous. Banks looked at him and asked quietly, "Captain, do you still believe in coincidence?" Cook replied without looking up, "Coincidence is when someone doesn't measure enough."
He talked to the men about the weather, about the wind, about the little things that helped them persevere. But inside, he was already somewhere else. His thoughts circled, like planets around a sun no one could see. He was away from them, without moving away.
At night he wrote again. The ink was almost gone, but he continued scratching as if he could squeeze it out of the wood.
"I recognize patterns in the sea. Always the same intervals, the same repetitions. Chaos has rhythm. I think that's what they call order."
He had stopped searching for God long ago. But here, in this boundless cold, he found something very close to it: consistency. The sea punished, rewarded, tested—always logically, never arbitrarily. It was fairer than any court, more consistent than any church. And Cook began to love it the way a man loves a woman who constantly hurts him but never lies to him.
One evening, Banks came to him with a bottle of wine. "For heaven's sake," he said. Cook took a sip and shook his head. "Too sweet." "You're never satisfied, Captain." "Satisfaction is stagnation." "And what's wrong with that?" "Then you forget you're alive."
They were silent for a while, the sea dark and endless. Banks looked at him. "I envy you sometimes." Cook grinned. "Then you're envying the wrong thing." "Why?" "Because I don't feel anything anymore, except direction."
Banks later wrote:
"He has distanced himself from us. Not by distance, but by depth. Cook is no longer a man; he is a movement."
That night, when everyone was asleep, Cook sat down at the map table. He took the compass he had owned for years—the same point, the same movement—and began drawing lines that led nowhere. Circles, spirals, repetitions. Not the world, but its pulse.
He whispered, "Maybe there are no new places. Only new eyes."
Then he paused, looking into the flame of the lamp, which flickered as if it were breathing. "I'm not an explorer," he said quietly. "I'm a measuring device."
He laughed briefly, harshly, almost sadly, then he wrote the sentence on the card:
“Man is merely an extension of the circle.”
Outside, the sea was calm, almost too calm. The wind had died down, and the sky was reflected on the surface—stars in the water, water in the sky. Cook stepped out, barefoot, the air icy cold. He looked into the darkness and thought:
If this is eternity, then I want to understand it.
And somewhere, far out, the sea answered with a single sound—a soft, steady beating against the keel, like a heart still beating.
The weeks that followed were quiet. Too quiet. No more storms, no thunder, no roars. Only the wind, which came and went like a weary breath. The men grew restless, cursing, praying, laughing too loudly to be heard over the silence. But Cook—Cook grew quieter and quieter. His voice now sounded like a thought barely heard, but not forgotten.
He barely spoke to the crew anymore. Only to the sea. He sat on deck, compass on his knees, drawing in the air. Lines, circles, coordinates that only he saw. Banks watched him one evening as the sky turned a harsh orange. "Captain," he said cautiously, "you haven't slept in days." Cook looked at him. His eyes were clear, but no longer human—like glass through which you could see stars. "Sleep is for people who think they have time." "And you?" "I have direction."
Banks remained silent. He knew any attempt to bring him back was pointless. Cook had long since moved on. Not geographically, but spiritually.
In the night, he was heard speaking, in a low voice, as if in a trance. "South 47, West 52... no, too flat. The wind is lying. The sky isn't. Turn, damn it, turn right." One sailor said, "The captain is talking to the stars." Another, "No. The stars are talking to him."
He wrote incessantly. Maps, numbers, notes, formulas that no one understood. Banks was the only one who dared to take a look. What he saw wasn't navigation. It was philosophy in geometry form. Sentences like:
“Every line is a prayer to balance.”
"The world has no edges. Only humans need them."
“Order is the politest form of madness.”
Cook began to find errors in the old maps—even in his own. He revised them with almost furious precision, as if trying to correct himself. "Everything was wrong," he muttered. "Even I."
He barely spoke the men's language anymore. They talked about food, about returning home, about women. He talked about stars, waves, movement. The distance grew, invisible but tangible.
Banks tried again. "Captain, those men... they don't understand you anymore." "They don't have to." "But they won't follow you forever if they don't know where to go." Cook laughed, short, sharp. "Where? Always forward. That's enough." "But where does that lead?" "To everything. Or to nothing. It doesn't matter, as long as it's measured."
Banks wrote in his diary:
"He's losing himself. But with a dignity that shames me."
The crew began to fear him. Not because he shouted—he never did that. But because he was too quiet. When he stepped on deck, it fell silent. When he spoke, people listened, even if no one understood what he was saying.
He spoke of lines that didn't exist. Of currents beneath the world that connected everything. Of a "zero point in the water" where everything began.
"There's something out there," he said to Banks one night, as the sea shimmered like mercury. "What?" "A border without an edge."
"You sound like you're close to finding God." Cook smiled. "I don't find him. I measure him."
He had started sleeping standing up—if at all. Sometimes he woke up mid-sentence, looking at his drawings as if seeing them for the first time. "That wasn't me," he would murmur. "That was the sea."
One morning, a sailor came to Banks, whispering, pale. "He was standing on deck last night, right in the wind, quite still. And he said, 'I can see it. The center.'" "What do you mean, the center?" "I don't know, sir. But he was smiling. So... still."
Banks looked at Cook later—the same gaze, the same posture, the same calm. Only his eyes were different. No longer directed at the world, but through it.
He wrote:
"James Cook no longer navigates. He prays with numbers. And I believe the sea is listening to him."
The next night, he was seen again with the compass. He stabbed the tip into the wooden table, drew a circle, then another, then another—ever tighter, ever more precisely, until they almost became one. He whispered: "There. Right there. There it is. The point where heaven and water unite."
And then he sat back, closed his eyes and said, "I found him."
No one asked what he meant. No one dared.
The sea remained calm. The wind died down. And in the cabin of a man mapping the infinite, there was suddenly something that felt like peace—or madness.
The sky was black as cold oil as the next storm came—not suddenly, not loudly, but slowly, persistently, deliberately. As if it knew exactly who it was looking for. The air was electric, every hair on his arm stood still, and Cook knew before the first gust of wind hit:Now things are getting serious.
The men worked in silence. No one had to say anything. They felt the heaviness in the air, that slow buildup of pressure that would soon tear everything apart. Banks stood at the stern, his hands tightly gripping the railing, his face pale. "Captain, we should reef. Heaven—" "I know." "It looks like hell itself is coming." Cook grinned wearily. "Then let her do it right."
The first blow came from the west. Waves so high they devoured the sky. The sea roared, the ship shrieked, wood splintered. A mast ripped, flew, crashed. Men screamed, one disappeared. Cook stood at the helm, motionless, wet to the bone, his hands firm, his eyes wide. He steered as if he were dancing. No accident, no panic—pure, brutal precision.
“Port!” he yelled. “Too much pressure!” “Stop! Let him breathe, damn it!” And theEndeavourobeyed, like an animal that knows its master.
The storm raged for three hours, or three lifetimes—no one could say. Cook felt no fear. Only that old, pure feeling: clarity. He felt every movement of the water, every wave, every break. He was the ship. The sea. The wind. All at once.
Then, as the sky briefly opened, he saw it—a crack, a light, a hole in the storm. He looked through it, and for a moment he thought he saw lines, perfect lines stretching across the sea like an invisible net. He whispered, "So there you are. I knew you were real." "What, Captain?!" Banks shouted against the wind. "The center point!" "Captain, we're losing men!" "We're not losing anything! We'll find each other!"
The ship tilted, water gushed over the deck, wood creaked, nails flew. One sailor tumbled, another fell, and the sky laughed, loudly, electric. Cook continued to stand there, motionless, his hands on the wheel, his face upturned, his mouth watering, and yelled back. "I've got you, damn it! I've got you!"
Banks yanked him away, screaming, "They're killing us!" Cook grabbed him by the collar, his eyes glowing. "Don't you see?! It's all connected! Everything! We are the circle!" "You're insane!" "No! I'm precise!"
Lightning struck. Not into the ship, but directly into the sea—in front of the bow, dazzling, pure, as if the sky itself had collapsed. The water exploded, the ship rocked, men flew. Cook fell to his knees, laughed, screamed, laughed again. "That's it! That's the truth!"
Then – silence. The wind died down. The sea was suddenly calm, too calm. The air was steamy. The sky was breathing heavily.
Cook slowly stood up, dripping, panting, his face covered in salt and blood. He walked to the steering wheel, placed his hand on it, and whispered, "Thank you."
The men stared at him. No one said anything. Banks stepped closer, trembling. "Captain... what was that?" Cook smiled wearily. "Proof." "Of what?" "That order always consumes chaos—and becomes full."
He went to his cabin. The table was wet, the cards half-destroyed, the ink run. He sat down, took the compass, pressed it to the wood, and drew a line—slowly, shakily, but deliberately. Then he wrote underneath:
"I saw the center. It's moving."
He sat there for hours. Outside, the sea wept. The ship was dripping, but held.
Inside, Cook sat with his head in his hands and whispered, "Maybe I'm just the tool. Maybe I was never the one who measured."
Banks came later, knocking softly. "Captain?" "Hmm." "The men are asking if you... if you made it." Cook looked up, his eyes hollow but alert. "Made it? No. But you arrived."
Banks wrote that evening:
"I think Cook saw something in the storm that wasn't meant for humans. He understood it. And I hope he forgets it again—otherwise it'll eat him."
And outside, the sky began to glow again—calmly this time, evenly, like a breath after a near-death experience. Cook stepped outside, looked up, and said simply: "You won. And I measured you."
Then he laughed, a quiet, broken laugh that disappeared in the wind.
After the storm, the sea was dead. No wind, no waves, no sound. Just an endless, flat reflection of the sky. The men said it was eerie—the sea suddenly so still, as if it were holding its breath. Cook called it "digestion." "The sea eats chaos," he said, "and then it rests. Like an animal after killing."
He was changed. Not exhausted, not broken—different. His movements were slower, but more confident. His voice was deeper, as if coming from another chamber of his body. The men whispered that he had seen death in the storm and spit in its eyes. But Banks knew better. Cook hadn't seen death—he had understood it.
He was working again. More than ever. Maps, notes, sketches, tables. But they were different now. No more clean lines, no sharp coastlines. The new maps were fluid, almost like waves themselves. Shapes that breathed. Movement that he pressed into numbers. He called it "living geometry."
Banks watched him draw. "You're drawing the sea as if it were an animal." Cook replied, "Maybe it is. And maybe we're the fleas on it." "And you think it can be understood?" "Not understood. Just repeated."
He spoke more quietly, more gently, almost kindly. But there was something in his gaze that was no longer quite human. A calmness that was too great for a body. He wrote:
"I've learned that the sea is not an enemy. It's a mirror. And whoever looks into it disappears."
Banks watched him one evening at the chart table. The lamp burned low, Cook wrote with a steady hand. "Captain," said Banks, "since the storm, you've been... quieter." "I've shouted enough." "You still hardly sleep." "I sleep when the world stands still." "And when does that happen?" Cook looked up, smiled. "When I say so."
The crew began to half-worship him, half-avoid him. They called himthe one who speaks to the depths.One swore he saw him standing alone at the bow at night, his hands over the water as if trying to calm it. And the sea—the sea really did become quieter after that.
Banks laughed when he heard it, but inside he wasn't laughing. For he, too, had felt something during those nights—a kind of vibration, a humming in the air that seemed to emanate from Cook. He wrote in his diary:
"He's no longer human. He's a frequency."
Cook was no longer afraid. Not of storms, not of death, not of error. He had ceased to distinguish between things. The sky was sea. Time was movement. Man was measurement. Everything was fluid.
One morning he stood on deck with Banks. The sky was pale, the light harsh, the sea still. "Captain," said Banks, "do you think there are limits?" "Only for people who need them."
"And you?" "I've stopped seeing any." "And where does this lead?" "To where maps become useless."
He turned around and looked at Banks, calm, smiling, tired. "Do you know what the worst part is?" "No." "That I'm right."
He went back to his cabin. On the wall hung a map he had drawn over the past few nights—no countries, no coasts, no islands. Just circles, spirals, lines that intersected, merged, and blurred. Below it, in his handwriting, was written:
“Everything is middle.”
Banks looked at her and shuddered. "That's not a map, Captain. That's madness." Cook turned to him, calm, collected. "Or truth."
He sat down again, picked up the compass, and drew a new line, narrow and perfect. "You don't understand, Banks. Every card is a prayer. But those who pray eventually stop asking."
Outside, the sea was moving again, slowly, rhythmically. Cook looked up as if he knew. "There. You see it? It's answering." "What?" "The sea. It's answering me." Banks shook his head. "That's the wind." "No," whispered Cook. "That's consent."
He wrote:
"I'm no longer a researcher. I'm a translator."
“The sea speaks in repetitions, the sky in silence.”
“Both provide direction.”
When night came, Cook was the last one still awake. He sat at his table, his compass open, his lamp flickering. He looked out the porthole, where the stars hung in the water.
And he said, barely audibly: "I've found it. The world is not a place. It is a sound."
Then he closed the book. The flame went out. And for a moment, the ship, the sea, and the sky were one—completely still, completely measurable, completely alive.
In the days that followed, something invisible began to settle over the ship—not fog, not wind, but a kind of silence emanating from Cook himself. The men whispered less, laughed more quietly, moved more cautiously, as if afraid of disturbing the rhythm he had left them. Even the sea seemed quieter, tamed. No rumbling, no pounding against the hull. Only a steady, deep breathing beneath them, which Cook eventually managed to join in with.
He often stood alone at the bow now, his hands on the wood, his gaze into the distance. He remained motionless for hours. Some believed he was sleeping standing up, others that he was praying. Banks knew it was both. Cook had disappeared somewhere between dream and equation, between body and thought. "He is no longer here," Banks wrote. "But the sea knows where he is."
When he spoke, it was rarely and briefly. "The wind is coming from the south." "The waves are breaking too early." "The water is changing color. We have to turn around a moment." No one understood what that meant. But they obeyed. And every time it was true.
Sometimes, in the middle of the night, they heard him talking quietly. Not to himself—to the sea. Words like: "I know." "You don't need to warn me." "Yes, I'll write it down." One swore he heard the sea respond—in small, rhythmic beats against the side of the ship, like an echo. Another said: "Maybe he's not talking at all. Maybe he's just listening."
Banks began to doubt whether the man he knew even existed anymore. He went into Cook's cabin one evening. The maps were lying everywhere—wet, scratched, stacked up.
A pattern. No plan. No order. In the middle lay a new map, larger than the others, half-finished. No coast, no islands. Just concentric circles, finely drawn, like waves after a stone's throw. In the center was a word:I.
"What is this, Captain?" asked Banks. Cook looked at him. "The origin." "Of what?" "Of everything that moves." "That sounds like madness." "No," said Cook. "It's physics."
He laughed—not loudly, not warmly, but like someone who has just realized something that troubles him. Then he put the compass aside and took the map in both hands. "I always thought I was measuring the sea," he said. "But the sea has been measuring me all along."
Banks wanted to answer, but he couldn't find the words. "We're not explorers, Banks," Cook continued. "We're laboratory animals." "By whom?" "By the depths. By logic. By what lives beneath the surface."
He stood up, went to the porthole, and looked out. Outside, the sea lay black and still, as if listening. "Look at this," he said quietly. "That's not water. That's consciousness."
Banks took a step back. "Captain, you should be asleep." Cook turned around. "I'm awake, Banks. Truly awake for the first time."
The next morning he was back on deck, early, before the sun rose. He had his hands in the water, letting it run through his fingers. "How does it feel?" asked Banks. Cook looked at him, smiling gently. "Like truth."
He later wrote in his logbook:
"I've come to understand that everything that lives consists of movement. The difference between the sea, humans, and stars is only frequency."
"I've stopped distinguishing between sky and water. Both are mirrors, and I'm their mistake in the middle."
The men began to call him "the Star Captain." Some said it with pride, some with fear. One said that when you looked at him, you could see the sea behind your eyes for a moment—and the sea looked back.
Banks tried to keep him calm—with conversation, with reason. "Captain, you need rest." "I'm calm." "You're talking to something that isn't there." Cook looked at him, calm, quiet. "Everything is there. You just don't see enough."
He continued working, day and night, tirelessly, precisely, obsessively. The lines on his maps became thinner and thinner, finer and finer, until they almost disappeared. He drew until the paper merely vibrated—as if movement itself had become the ink.
And at some point, on one of those nights, he wrote the last sentence on his card:
“I am line.”
Banks found him the next morning, still bent over the table, his hand clenched around the compass, the sunbeams shining across his face. He wasn't sleeping. He was resting. He was breathing calmly. And outside, the sea slid gently against the hull, as if it had recognized its creator.
 
The man who misses heaven
It began with the nights. Those long, silent, black nights over the North Atlantic, where no sound reminded us of land. The men slept. The sea lay flat as a sheet of cold lead. Only the sky was awake. And Cook. Always Cook.
He stood alone on the deck, his hand on the sextant, his eye on the lens. No wind, no sound—only the clicking of the instrument, the fine, clean ticking of his own fingers. Every star a dot. Every dot a piece of evidence. But at some point, in the middle of the third night, it happened: He could no longer count them.
Not because there were too many – but because they were moving. Not in the sky. In it.
He no longer saw them as points of light, but as thoughts, as systems, as the heartbeats of a larger machine. And suddenly he felt that he himself was part of it. "This isn't observation," he murmured. "This is participation."
He wrote in his logbook:
"I believe heaven is not a place. It's a state."
“If you measure him for too long, he’ll start measuring you back.”
Banks found him on deck the next morning. His eyes red, his hands shaking. "Captain, you've been out all night." "I had to see something." "What?" Cook pointed to the horizon. "Nothing. Just that."
Banks laughed uncertainly. "You're getting…" Cook turned to him, quietly saying, "I'm getting precise."
During the day, he was normal. As normal as one could be after weeks in the cold. He talked to the men, checked the rigging, and controlled the bearings. But at night… he disappeared again. He stopped writing. He began to draw—not maps, not lines, not coastlines. Just stars. Not as you see them in the sky, though—but as he saw them.felt.
His maps became dark, full of dots, circles, and patterns. He began to call them "Breath of Light." "They're not maps anymore," Banks said one evening. "Yes, they are. Just without the earth." "And what do they show?" "The way back." "Where to?" "To the point before there was movement."
He often spoke like that now. In paradoxes. In sentences that sounded as if he had picked them up somewhere where language no longer applied. He wrote:
“Every star is a reminder of silence.”
"If you measure long enough, you'll find yourself. And that's the worst thing."
One night, Banks saw him kneeling on the deck, barefoot, his arms stretched toward the sky. "What are you doing?" Cook answered without looking at him: "I'm measuring the sky without an instrument." "How so?" "With skin."
He remained like that for a long time, still, motionless. When he moved again, he looked as if he'd been drinking—but he was sober. "I felt it," he said. "Heaven lives. And it breathes with us."
Banks was worried. He tried to keep the men away from Cook's nights. But they saw it anyway—the captain who spoke to the wind, who touched stars as if he could move them, who laughed at new moons when others prayed.
One of the sailors said, "He doesn't want to go home. He wants to go up." Another said, "He was never meant for land. Heaven adopted him."
Banks wrote:
"He's no longer a captain. He's a measuring instrument that God built and forgot to stop."
But even in his rapture, Cook remained precise. He noted values ​​that no one understood—times, coordinates, movements of stars that officially didn't exist. When Banks examined his notes, he discovered patterns. Recurring intervals. Recurring periods of time. "What's that?" he asked. Cook looked at him. "A voice." "Pardon?" "Heaven speaking. I found the syllables."
He pointed to the rows of numbers, to intervals of seconds and degrees. "This isn't mathematics anymore. This is syntax." "Captain, you... you need rest." "No, Banks. I need a full moon."
He looked up as if waiting for a signal. And when the moon finally appeared, bright, perfect, Cook grinned as if he'd ordered it. "There it is. Now it begins."
He wrote all night. And when morning came, his map bore no place, no date, no course. Only a single sentence, deeply etched into the paper:
“Heaven misses man.”
Banks read it, understood nothing—and yet everything. He knew they had crossed a line that could not be reversed. Cook had measured the world. Now the world began to measure him.
And the sea was silent. For the sea knew what was coming next.
Cook hardly slept anymore. When he did, it was with his eyes open. Between maps, notes, and broken pens. The men heard him muttering, strings of numbers, coordinates, star names, the same ones over and over again. "Aldebaran, Regulus, Sirius... No, wrong, too close. Too close!" Then he stood up, as if someone had called him, and walked barefoot onto the deck, sextant in hand, his skin gray from salt, his lips chapped. The sky was his laboratory, the sea his mirror.
Banks tried to hold him back. "Captain, you need to sleep. You're losing your mind." "I'm not losing anything. I'm gathering." "What?" "Evidence." "Of what?" "That the sky is watching us back."
Banks sighed, pulling the blanket tighter around him. "You speak in riddles." Cook turned and looked at him with those clear, dangerous eyes. "Riddles are only things that haven't been measured yet."
The next night, Banks secretly watched him. Cook stood at the bow, motionless, the stars reflected in his eyes. He moved his lips as if speaking to someone far away—or very close. "Don't you see it?" Banks heard him whisper. "It's answering. Always in the same pattern."
He wrote:
"Three stars, then a pause. Then one that twitches. Then three more. No coincidence. It's code. I'm sure."
He began to compare the position of the stars with the wave motions. Every oscillation, every delay, every irregularity. He wanted to prove that the sea responded to the light. "When the stars breathe, the sea breathes with them," he said. "That's poetry, Captain," Banks said. "No. It's mechanics."
He took his compass, placed it on the map, and drew lines between stars millions of years apart. "Do you see that?" "I see lines, Captain." "They're not lines. They're connections. Like neural pathways. The sky is a brain." "And you want to dissect it?" "No," Cook whispered, "I want to understand it before it wipes us out."
Banks swallowed. "You think it sees us?" "It sees me."
He showed him his hands. Calluses, cuts, ink. "I felt it, Banks. When I calculate, it gets warm. When I'm wrong, it goes quiet. It's reacting." "Perhaps you're sick, Captain." "Then sickness is the most precise form of truth."
He continued working. Without a break. Without a break. Without sleep. The men began to whisper. "The captain speaks with light." "The sky whispers his orders." "If we're unlucky, he'll follow them."
Banks tried to maintain order. He was no coward, but he saw how Cook's obsession divided the crew—into those who believed and those who feared. Some called him "Prophet of the Stars." Others called him "the Damned."
One night, shortly after midnight, a sailor came running to Banks. "Sir, you must come! The captain—" "What is it?" "He's standing in the crow's nest! Right at the top! Without a rope!"
Banks ran. The sky was clear, bright, and icy cold. And there—up above the masthead—stood Cook, upright, barefoot, in the starlight, sextant in hand, as if measuring himself. "Captain! Come down!" No answer. Just his face, brightly lit by the moon. "Captain!" "I see it!" Cook suddenly shouted. "I see the center!" "You're killing yourself!" "I'll straighten things up!"
Then, more quietly, as if to himself: "There it is. Right between Aldebaran and me. The point where it all begins."
Banks didn't dare take another step. The mast shook, the wood creaked. "Captain, can you hear me?" Cook turned slowly to him. His gaze was wide, clear, infinitely tired. "I get it, Banks. We're not explorers. We're coordinates."
Then he laughed. Not a mad sound, not a frenzy—a quiet, almost peaceful laugh. He climbed down slowly, confidently, calmly. Banks helped him, took the sextant from him. Cook let go of it as if it had become worthless. "All measured," he murmured. "The rest is silence."
He went to his cabin and closed the door. The next morning, Banks found him there, at the table, his head on his arms, compass in hand. He was alive. But he didn't speak. Not that day. Not the next.
He barely ate. He barely drank. Only the cards grew in number. And on each one was the same word, in different shapes, fonts, and angles:
Center.
Banks saw it coming, day after day, as surely as the tide. Cook was disintegrating—not like someone dying, but like someone evaporating. The lines of his face softened, his voice less frequent, his footsteps silent. He barely spoke to the crew, barely to Banks. When spoken to, he responded with a nod, sometimes a smile, as if language were a useless invention he had long since left behind.
But his eyes—they were razor-sharp, piercing, alert. They no longer saw the world, but through it. Banks wrote in his diary:
"He's not crazy. He's just stopped being human."
Cook began to see patterns where others saw only coincidence. He spoke of repetitions—star constellations that were reflected in the waves, in the wind, in the movements of the crew. "It's all the same formula," he said quietly. "Just scaled differently." Banks asked, "What formula?" "The formula of movement. The sky, the sea, us—everything is dancing the same numbers." "And who wrote them?" "No one. They write themselves."
He was calm, dangerously calm. No trembling, no anger, no madness. Just certainty. The kind of certainty that drives anyone else crazy.
The crew began to avoid him. They worked silently, avoided him, and whispered as he passed. "The captain looks at us like we're part of his bill." "Maybe we are." One said, "I swear, when he looks at me like that, I hear numbers."
Banks tried to keep order, but order had long been Cook's privilege. He sat day and night over his papers. Not to draw maps, but to erase them. He wiped away old lines, painted over them, leaving only what he called "current"—those flowing, recurring curves that followed no land. "I don't need any more coasts," he said. "I don't need destinations. Only patterns."
"Where are we going, Captain?" Banks asked one day. Cook looked out. "To where the sea stands still." "The sea never stands still." "Exactly."
He wrote:
"People measure to know themselves. But those who measure themselves too precisely lose their center."
“I think I’m accurate enough.”
The men became nervous. They wanted to go back. One came to Banks, his hands shaking. "He'll lead us to our deaths, sir." Banks replied, "Perhaps. But precisely."
That night, Banks heard him speak again—whispering, quietly, almost tenderly. "You're everywhere, aren't you?" Pause. "I know. I saw it." Pause. "Yes, I'm coming."
Banks stepped to the door of his cabin. A narrow strip of light shone through. "Captain?" No answer. Only the scratching of a quill. He opened the door—slowly, carefully.
Cook sat there, in front of a map, but no lines, no numbers. Just words, written in circles, the same thing over and over again, closer and closer:
I am presumptuous. I am presumptuous. I am presumptuous.
Banks stepped closer. "Captain...?" Cook raised his head, his eyes bright, almost milky. "I get it, Banks." "What?" "That heaven isn't up there." "Then where is it?" "Inside us."
Banks swallowed. "That sounds like blasphemy." "No. Like geometry."
Then he smiled. Warmly for the first time. "I found it, Banks. The spot. The center. I stood on it." "When?" "Last night. For a moment. And then I moved. And he with me."
He wrote again, frantically, as if he could capture the feeling.
“When you find the middle, you have to lose it, otherwise it will tear you apart.”
Banks asked quietly, "And what happens if you lose it?" Cook paused, looked at him. "Then you become a card."
The words hung in the room, heavy, silent, inescapable.
The next morning, the sky was cloudless. Cook stood on deck again, sextant in hand. But this time he didn't look through it. He simply held it, as if it were a talisman, a key, a prayer. He looked up into that endless, silent blue and said, "I already miss it." "Who?" asked Banks. Cook smiled. "The sky."
He turned around, went back into the cabin, sat down, closed the book and wrote the last sentence for the day:
"I missed heaven. And it missed me, too."
Banks stood outside, the sound of the sea in his ears, and finally understood what Cook meant. The sky truly missed him—for he was no longer under it. He had become part of it.
The sky had changed. The men swore it, and Banks felt it too—something in the air was different. Not the weather, not the temperature, but a pressure, a constant, invisible weight that hung over everything. The nights had become brighter, the stars seemed closer, almost intrusive. Some said they had moved. Cook simply said, "They're coming toward us."
He was now definitively in another world. Not insane—no, that would be too simple. Insane things have their limits. Cook's condition did not. He was like water, fitting into any shape without binding itself to it. He walked across the deck, and where his feet touched the wood, the creaking fell silent. The men saw this and said nothing. They knew that one shouldn't speak aloud about gods as long as they could listen.
Banks tried to bring him back down to earth. "Captain, you're driving us into silence. The men are afraid." "They should learn." "What, to be silent?" "To listen."
He spoke with that deep calm that was more dangerous than any anger. He no longer needed authority. HewasAuthority—from something greater than rank. Banks asked, "What are you hearing?" "The feedback." "From whom?" Cook looked at him, smiled briefly. "From heaven."
He took a piece of chalk, walked across the deck, and began to draw. Large circles, nested within each other, connected by lines that didn't fit into any pattern.
"What are you doing?" asked Banks. "I'm drawing what they show me." "That's nonsense." "No, Banks. That's communication."
The crew avoided him, didn't step on the lines. One of them spat next to the line, the wind blew the chalk away, and Cook slowly turned toward him. No anger, no threat. Just that stare—silent, endless, like a hole in the sky. The man backed away, stammered, "Sorry, Captain," and left. After that, no one disturbed his circles again.
Banks noted:
"He no longer leads us. He guides us like a current. We move because he wants us to, not because we understand."
On the third night after the first change of light, he called Banks into his cabin. "Come," he said, "you must see this." On the table lay a map. Black, with fine white lines, like a negative of the starry sky. "Those aren't stars," said Cook. "Then what?" "Answers." "Answers to what?" "To questions we never asked."
He bent over the paper, running his fingers along the lines. "I get it, Banks. The sky isn't up there. It's everywhere. We don't move through it—we move it." "You mean we influence the stars?" Cook nodded. "Every measurement changes what is measured. You measure the sky—and it adjusts itself to you. Man is the error measure of eternity."
He laughed softly, almost childishly. "That's beautiful, Banks. Horrible, but beautiful."
He took his compass, placed it on the edge of the map, and turned it, slowly, precisely, almost lovingly. "Do you see that?" "A circle?" "No. A repetition."
“From what?” “From us.”
Banks stepped back. "Captain, you're lost." "I'm finding myself, Banks. Just not where I was looking."
He pointed out to the sky, where starlight trickled over the sea. "I always thought I measured the world to understand it. But maybe it measures me to remember."
That night, he slept briefly—for the first time in weeks. When Banks saw him in the morning, his face was calm, soft, almost peaceful. He stood at the stern, looked up at the sky, and said, "Do you see that, Banks? The stars... they're no longer random. They're in formation."
Banks blinked. "Those are clouds." "No. Lines. Connections." "Captain, you're seeing ghosts." Cook nodded. "Perhaps. But ghosts are just things no one has measured yet."
He wrote:
"I think I'm no longer a researcher. I'm an experiment."
“Heaven is using me to measure itself.”
And at night, as the crew slept, he stood again at the bow, barefoot, the sextant in his arms, his face turned to the sky. "I'm ready," he whispered. Then he dropped the instrument into the sea.
The sound as it hit the surface was small, barely audible. But it felt as if someone had submerged the heart of the world in water.
Banks saw it. He wanted to scream, wanted to ask, wanted to stop him—but he did nothing. He knew: the captain had finally stopped measuring. And at that very moment, the sky began to move.
It began quietly, almost imperceptibly. The men felt it first before they saw it—a hum in the air, deep, steady, like the breathing of a giant animal. The sea was calm, no wind, no waves. Just this humming that went through wood, skin, and bone. One said, "The sea is humming." Another, "No. It's listening."
Cook stood at the bow, naked except for his trousers, barefoot, his hair tousled by the wind, his eyes half-closed. He looked as if he were waiting for something he himself had ordered. Banks stood a few steps behind him, unable to move. "Captain?" No answer. "Captain, can you hear me?" Cook raised his hand, very slowly. "Do you see that?" "What?" "The sky." Banks looked up. Stars, as always—or? No. They were brighter. More animated. As if the sky were pulsing, as if it were alive.
"They're moving," Banks whispered. "I know," Cook said. "Finally."
He raised both arms, looked up, and spoke with that strange mixture of awe and defiance: "I understand you. I wrote it down. I know what you want."
A light flickered on the horizon, white, brief, then gone again. No flash, no meteorite. It was too rhythmic. It came again. Three short flashes, one long flash. "Do you see that?" Cook called. Banks nodded, trembling. "What is that?" "Answer."
He grabbed the railing as if he needed to hold on to keep from taking off. "I felt it the whole time. We are not observers. We are part of the formula. Every thought, every movement changes the sky. It was never up there—it was always here." He slapped his chest. "In here."
The men came on deck, whispering, frightened. "What's he doing?" "He's calling something." "Maybe the stars."
The sky was now visibly vibrating. A shimmer over the sea, like fine, liquid rays reflected in the water. No wind, no thunder, only light and silence. Cook took a step forward until his feet touched the sea. Banks shouted, "Captain, no!" But Cook stood still, completely still. The water touched his toes—and glowed. Only lightly, but it glowed.
"I'm not crazy, Banks," he said. "I know," Banks whispered. "I just arrived."
Then he raised his head and looked up at the sky again. "I found you. Now you find me."
The light grew brighter, whiter, more vibrant. The sea began to sing—a sound, deep and round, like metal. The men covered their ears, some fell to their knees. Banks stared, stunned. Cook stood there, his arms wide open, his face in the light, and smiled. "See? It's all true! It was never a coincidence!"
Then – absolute silence. No light. No sound. Only darkness.
When Banks opened his eyes again, Cook was still standing there, but the light was gone. Only the smell of salt, iron, and something that smelled like burnt air. Cook slowly turned around. His gaze was empty but calm. "What was that?" Banks asked. "The sky nodded."
He walked past Banks, down to his cabin. The men stepped aside, silent, as if before a ghost. Banks followed him.
Inside, Cook sat at the table, writing again. But this time no numbers, no cards. Just words. He wrote:
“I measured, and the measure looked back.”
“There is no longer any difference between above and below.”
“The sky is a mirror, and man is its echo.”
Banks sat down opposite him. "Captain, you need to rest." "I'm resting," Cook said without looking up. "What was that light?" "Communication." "And what did it say?" Cook smiled. "That I was right."
Banks didn't know whether to laugh or cry. "So what do we do now?" "Wait until they repeat it."
That night, no one on board spoke. The sea was calm. The sky was clear. And somewhere in between sat a man who had measured the sky—and the sky had answered him.
The next morning, Banks found a new card on the table. Not paper—a piece of metal, thin, smooth, like molten silver. Carved into it: circles, lines, patterns—and in the center, a single sentence:
“I have been returned.”
Banks took it in his hand. It was warm.
He looked out to sea, where Cook stood again—still, smiling, looking upward. And for the first time in his life, Banks felt that someone had truly understood what "arrogance" meant.
In the days following the light, theEndeavourto sound different. No one would have noticed if they hadn't been at sea for so long. The wood vibrated differently, the sails crackled in the wind as if they were speaking in whispers. Even the water sounded different—no longer like waves, but like breaths. The crew felt it before anyone said it: The ship was no longer just wood and nails. It was part of something.
Cook barely spoke. He worked, ate, walked. No more madness, no more excitement. Only that terrible serenity you only have when you've seen something greater than fear. Banks watched him walk across the deck—calmly, evenly, always with the same movement, as if following an invisible rhythm. "Captain?" "Hmm." "Since that night... you've changed." Cook smiled without smiling. "I've adjusted."
He said it as if it were a scientific finding. And perhaps it was.
He began lining up the crew in patterns. Literally. "Three in a line, two at an angle, then one in the middle." "Captain, why?" "Balance." "Whose balance?" "Ours with them."
"Them" – by that, he meant heaven. No one dared to contradict him anymore. The men did what he said. Not out of discipline. Out of fear. Because since the light, no one knew what was still impossible.
At night, when everyone was asleep, Banks went on deck. Cook usually stood there—unmoving, head up. Sometimes he hummed. Not loudly, but clearly. A deep, rhythmic note that caught the wind and carried across the water. And sometimes... the sky answered.
There was no sound. No echo. But the light from the stars seemed to vibrate, as if picking up the sound. Banks stood in the shadows, his heart racing. "That's impossible," he whispered. Cook turned to him. "Nothing is impossible when it returns."
He wrote in his journal again—but no longer with ink. He scratched. With a nail, with the tip of a knife, sometimes directly into the wood. Sentences that Banks later collected:
“The sky is a body, and we are its nerve cells.”
“If you measure long enough, you become measurement.”
“I’ve left the center, but it’s moving with me.”
The crew became restless. Some wanted to return to England. Others said it was too late—they were long gone from where England existed. One began to pray, loudly, desperately. Cook went to him and placed his hand on his shoulder. "Are you praying upwards?" "Yes, Captain." "Then you pray to yourself."
The man fell to his knees and cried.
Banks could no longer sleep. He wrote:
"I see him fading, but not into madness. On the contrary—in understanding. And that's worse."
"I'm not afraid of the sea. I'm afraid he's right."
The next morning, Cook stood at the bow, his hands on the wood.
"Captain?" asked Banks. "Hush," said Cook. "It's speaking again."
Then – the light. Again. But this time bigger. Not like a flash, but like the opening of an eye. Above them, above everything.
The men screamed, some prayed, others ducked. Banks stood there, blinded, his heart pounding. Cook looked up, his lips moving silently. Then he took a step forward until his toes reached the edge.
"Captain!" Banks shouted. "No!" Cook turned around and smiled. "You still don't get it, Banks. We were never here."
Then he didn't fall—he rose. Slowly. As if the light itself had taken hold of him. His body didn't glow, but the air around him vibrated, like heat over asphalt.
The men screamed, some cried, one fainted. Banks stood still, frozen, unable to move.
Cook raised his hand, pointed upwards. Then he was gone. No scream. No sound. Just the light, shrinking back to a point—and then disappearing.
Silence. So complete that you could hear the blood rushing in your head.
The sea was smooth. The sky was clear. Only a single piece of metal floated where Cook had stood—his sextant. Banks had it retrieved. The metal was warm, as if it still held life. He took it in his hand, and on the inside of the brass plate were words carved—fine, curved lines, by a trembling hand:
"I am measured. And missing."
Banks placed the instrument on his table. He wrote:
"I think he succeeded. Not in measuring the sky—but in becoming it."
Outside, the sea began to glow. Only faintly. Only briefly. But Banks swore it was a pulse.
And somewhere in the darkness, between sky and water, vibrated the echo of a man who had calculated everything—even his own return.
The next morning, everything was quiet. No wind, no birds, no sound. The sea was so smooth you'd think you were sailing across a giant, black sheet of glass. The sun burned dully over the horizon, but even its light seemed tired—as if it, too, had seen too much.
Banks sat at Cook's table. The sextant lay before him, the metal cool when it should have been warm. Scattered across the table were Cook's last notes—half-formulas, unfinished sentences, words spiraling, then suddenly ending, as if someone had ceased to exist mid-thought.
On one page it just said:
“I have arrived.”
The crew was silent, everyone working mechanically. No one spoke Cook's name. The cook brought food, but no one ate. One tried to pray, but the words were difficult for him, as if he no longer knew where they belonged.
Banks went onto the deck. The sea was empty, completely empty. No movement, no fish, no seagulls. Only a faint, barely audible sound in the air—a remnant of the humming they had heard the night before. He wrote in his diary:
"He didn't fall. He didn't disappear. He was... translated."
He didn't know if he meant God, the sea, or mathematics. Perhaps it was all the same.
A sailor approached him, pale-faced. "Sir, the light... it wasn't a flash, was it?" "No," Banks said quietly. "And the captain... he's dead?" Banks was silent. Then: "He's measured."
The word hung between them, heavy but true. The men bowed their heads. No one wept. There was nothing to mourn—only something to understand that no one could.
The following night, Banks noted the coordinates of the incident: latitude, longitude, date, time. Then he wrote below:
"Unknown phenomenon—contact between light and consciousness. No witnesses who understand."
He read it aloud, and his own voice sounded strange. Then he picked up Cook's sextant and looked into it. The mirror had gone dull. No more shine, no reflection. Just a dull surface that no longer reflected the face.
He muttered, “Even the instrument refuses to measure it.”
The next day, he called the men together. "From today on," he said, "we won't talk about it anymore. Not about the sky. Not about the light. Not about the captain." No one objected. Everyone nodded.
"We'll write him down like any other—accident at sea. Lost."
"But, sir," one asked, "what if he comes back?" Banks looked at the horizon. "Then he won't be human anymore."
He closed the logbook with a dull thud, and the sound sounded like the end of a prayer.
They sailed on, slowly, almost reluctantly. The sea remained calm, too calm. Sometimes it shimmered, ever so slightly, as if there were light beneath it. The men said it was moonlight. Banks knew it wasn't.
At night, he heard the humming again—very faintly, somewhere in the hull, in the water, in the sails. A breath. A heartbeat. And every time he heard it, he wrote the same sentence in his logbook:
“He’s still there.”
When they finally saw land, weeks later, the ship was different. It was quieter, older, heavier—as if it had been carrying something that had no weight. The men left with their heads bowed. No one spoke. No one drank. No one laughed.
Banks was the last to remain on deck, his hand on the railing where Cook had stood. He looked out at the sea, at the calm, steady shimmer, and whispered, "He's done it, damn it. He's really done it."
Then he turned around, disembarked, and took only one thing with him—the sextant. He left the rest where it belonged: between heaven and water, between measure and meaning.
Later, in England, when he wrote his report, he left a page blank. No text, no date, no coordinates. Just a heading:
“The man who misses heaven.”
And below, in small print, barely legible:
“He’s still measuring.”
 
 
Tahiti – sun, skin and starlight
Tahiti didn't come as a destination, but as a memory repressed for too long. After weeks of gray skies, cold, and silence, color burst over them—brutal, dazzling, larger than life. The sea was suddenly turquoise, the light too bright, the air too heavy. The men stood on deck, sweating and cursing, but laughing as they did so, as if they had forgotten what joy sounded like.
Banks wrote:"The land smelled before it was visible. A mixture of honey, smoke, and skin."
Cook stood at the helm, his hand on the wood, and looked at the coast as if looking through another time. Palm trees, waterfalls, plumes of smoke from villages. People, half-naked, painted, glistening with oil. "This isn't land," he murmured. "This is a body."
They dropped anchor. The water was warm as blood. Men jumped in, laughing, shouting, as if they had found life again. Cook stayed on board. He observed everything with this new, quiet kind of obsession—not scientific, not divine, but something third, raw. Banks came to him. "Captain, this is it. Paradise." Cook smiled. "Pardies? No, Banks. Temptation."
The Tahitians welcomed them without fear. Faces open, voices melodious, movements round like waves. They brought fruit, water, flowers, and laughter sounded as if it were part of the air. Cook remained serious, but his eyes betrayed him. He absorbed everything—the heat, the colors, the smell of sweet decay and salt.
That night, as the sun finally set, they sat on the beach. Fire, dancing, drumming. The men drank coconut wine, laughed, shouted, grabbed hands, hips, anything they could reach. Banks watched Cook.
He sat a little way off, his gaze fixed on the stars, the fire reflected in his pupils.
"You look like you're trying to measure again, Captain." Cook nodded slowly. "I'm already doing it. Just differently." "And what are you measuring?" "Distance between skin and sky."
A young woman approached him, her skin like bronze in the firelight. She smiled, spoke a word Banks didn't understand, and placed a flower in Cook's hand. He looked at her, so calm, as if he had forgotten what he was. Then he tucked the flower behind his ear. No smile, no comment. Just that look that couldn't be taken away.
Banks later wrote:
"I think the captain didn't understand anything for the first time in months—and that's exactly what redeemed him."
The night became loud, hot, endless. The drums were heartbeats, the fire smelled of sugar and ash. Men and women disappeared in pairs into the shadows. Only Cook remained on the beach, his feet in the warm sand, his gaze upward. The sky was full of stars—the same ones he had measured, but now they seemed soft, alive, moist. He whispered, "You look more beautiful when you're not staring at me."
A wind blew in from the sea, salty, sweet, heavy. Cook closed his eyes. For the first time, he felt no need to understand anything. Only the need to stay.
He wrote in his logbook, with a trembling hand, the ink washed out by sweat:
"Paradise is not a coordinate. It's a flaw in the system."
“Maybe sometimes you have to lie wrong to breathe right.”
And as the drums continued behind him, he looked at the sky above Tahiti – and thought that stars are most beautiful when you don't count them.
By the second day, the ship already smelled of a foreign land. The men carried the scent in their hair, on their skin, in their voices. Everything was sticky, sweet, intoxicating. Even the wood of the deck seemed to breathe a sigh of relief. They had smelled cold, salt, and death for months—now everything smelled of life, and it intoxicated them.
At first, Cook kept his distance. He watched the Tahitians laugh, touch each other, and sing without needing an audience. Their movements had no haste, no intention. They were rhythmic. The men of his crew staggered around in them like children drowning in cotton candy.
Banks enjoyed it. He collected plants, fruits, smells, names. "Do you see that, Captain?" he called out, laughing. "Everything grows here without anyone asking for it." Cook replied, "Perhaps because no one here recognizes ownership." "And you?" "I've measured too much to belong anymore."
But during the night, something changed. The island breathed differently, slower, hotter. Music, drums, voices, smoke. Cook sat with Banks by the fire, drinking coconut wine, bitter, strong. He felt the alcohol seeping through him, warm, alive, honest. "How does it taste?" asked Banks. Cook looked into the flames. "Like sin, something you want to understand."
A woman approached, the same one from the day before. Her eyes glittered in the light, and in her hands she held fruit—yellow, soft, dripping with juice. She offered it to him. Cook took one and bit into it. The flavor exploded—sweet, raw, naked. He coughed, laughed, shook his head. "Damn. So this is what life really tastes like."
The woman laughed along, a sound that went right through his skin. She touched his arm, gently, probingly. He didn't pull away.
Banks watched and later wrote:
"I've never seen James Cook so quiet. He looked like he was listening, but not with his ears."
She danced before him, not for him, but simply because—a movement that had no beginning and no end. Her body glided through the firelight, and Cook felt something inside him break, quietly, almost gratefully.
He thought of the sky, of stars, of lines—and suddenly knew that no map in the world could explain this. "What is this?" he asked quietly. Banks grinned. "It's warmth, Captain." "No," whispered Cook. "It's chaos with skin."
He leaned back and looked up at the sky. The same stars as over Newfoundland. But they looked different. Softer. Uninterested in measuring. He whispered, "I measured you. You laughed back."
The woman came to him and placed her hand on his chest. Not a question, not an invitation—a fact. He breathed in as if he had been underwater for months. Her skin smelled of sun, her breath of fruit.
Banks looked away. He wrote in his diary:
"The captain has fallen. Not in temptation, but in memory. I think he has forgotten what duty is. And that suits him well."
Cook and the woman disappeared into the shadows. The sea roared, the drums pounded, the sky remained awake.
Later, when everything was quiet, he sat on the beach, the sand between his fingers. He wrote in his logbook, the ink smeared with sweat:
"I've never felt smaller. And never more right."
“Perhaps paradise is not for staying, but for realizing that one has overestimated.”
He looked out at the sea, black and warm, and murmured, "Perhaps the sky misses us because we have stopped touching it."
Then he threw the quill pen into the sand, leaned back, closed his eyes – and for the first night in many years, James Cook slept without counting, measuring, or dreaming.
The next morning came like a blow. The sun was burning early, the light too bright, the sea too calm. Cook woke up on the sand, sticky with sweat, salt, and a warmth that had nothing to do with the climate. The woman lay beside him, half in the shade of a palm tree, half in the glare of the sun. Her breathing was calm, deep, even. She looked like someone who had never doubted.
Cook looked at her as if she were an equation that refused to be solved. His heart pounded against his ribs like an animal trying to escape. He sat up, wiped the sand from his skin, searched for his shirt—found only the logbook. Open. The ink smudged. He read what he had written during the night:
“I got lost and finally arrived.”
He closed the book and looked at the sea.TheEndeavourHe lay out in the bay, quiet, like a memory from another world. He thought of discipline, of obedience, of the Royal Navy. Words that sounded like bad jokes on this island.
Banks came along the beach, barefoot, grinning, a wreath of flowers around his neck. "Captain! You're alive!" Cook raised an eyebrow. "That's how it feels, anyway." "I've never seen you so relaxed." "Maybe I'm sick." "Or well."
They sat under a palm tree. Banks handed him a fruit. "Tahiti heals, Captain. In its own way." Cook took a bite and remained silent. "I was dreaming," he said then. "No numbers, no stars. Just water. Endless water. And I was in it—not floating, not sinking. Just... there." "That sounds peaceful." "That scares me."
He stood up, walked to the water, and dipped his hands in. Warm. Heavy. Alive. "I always thought the sea was testing me," he said. "But maybe it just wanted to touch me."
Banks later wrote:
"The captain begins to feel, and he hates it. Feelings are imprecise. But Tahiti leaves nothing precise."
The woman returned. Her name was Vai, or something like that—he had heard it more than understood it. She stepped barefoot through the sand, the light on her skin, her smile calm, knowing. Cook nodded at her, uncertain, almost shy. She handed him a piece of wood, a pattern carved into it—circles, lines, waves. "What is this?" he asked. "Map," she said, slowly, in English. He smiled. "Map of what?" She placed her hand on his heart. "From here."
He didn't know if she meant the place or him. But at that moment, it didn't matter.
She showed him how they navigated—not with instruments, but with their skin. With their tongues, their feet, the rhythm of the waves. "The sea speaks," she said. "You have to listen." "I've been listening all my life." She shook her head, laughing. "No. You counted."
He understood. It struck him like a simple truth, one he'd always known but never admitted.
In the days that followed, he left the sextant behind. He went out to sea with the locals, in small canoes, barefoot, without a compass or watch. He learned how to read the wind, how to hear waves, how to feel the stars without measuring them. The sun burned, his skin burst, his sweat tasted of sugar. He was alive, imprecise, happy—and that made him nervous.
One evening, he sat with Banks in the light of the setting sun. "Captain, you look as if you've found everything that can't be searched for." Cook smiled. "I've circumnavigated the world, Banks, and it always left me out. Now I'm sitting in the middle of it." "And what do you do with it?" "Nothing. Maybe that's art."
He wrote in his logbook that evening:
“I’m beginning to understand that truth lies not in measurement, but in proximity.”
“Perhaps one must first lose oneself to find the coordinates of warmth.”
Then he put the book aside, looked out to sea, and for the first time in years he saw no task, no course, no goal—only what is.
He closed his eyes, and the rhythm of the drums still hummed in his head. Not like music. Like memory. Like a heartbeat.
Cook could have stayed. This realization came to him like a drug—slowly but inevitably. It crept into his skin, his thoughts, his language. He woke up in the morning knowing he had nothing left to prove. No bearing, no distance, no line. All that mattered lay between sun and breath, between sweat and salt. Tahiti wasn't a place—it was a state, and he had surrendered to it without realizing it.
The days flowed into one another like lazy waves. He went to the water with Vai, helped with the fishing, laughed with the men, who treated him not as a captain, but as one of their own. The women sang while cooking, children climbed palm trees, and the sky smelled of sugar and smoke every evening. Cook watched it all, drinking in the sight like rum.
But at night, the other side came—the echo of duty, the clang of discipline. He lay awake, listening to the sea, and somewhere inside him, the Royal Navy cried out for order. "James," whispered a voice in his head, "you're not here to warm yourself. You're here to measure."
He sat up, sweating, cursing quietly. Vai turned in his sleep, placed a hand on his chest. He stared into the darkness.
Maybe this is the last mistake I can afford to make, he thought.
The next morning, Banks arrived, full of energy, with a stack of records. "Captain! I've found plants like no other. And the people here—they know every root, every star. This is pure science!" Cook looked at him, wearily. "Science? No, Banks. This is life. We're the ones who make mistakes when we squeeze it into tables." "But that's your assignment!" "My assignment was to measure the sky. I learned that it laughs when you try."
Banks was silent. Cook turned away and walked toward the sea.
He saw Vai standing on the shore, the water up to her knees, the light on her skin. He thought:If I stay here, maybe the sea will finally stop testing me.
He walked toward her, slowly, barefoot, each step a decision. She turned around, smiled, and said something that sounded like "Stay." He didn't understand it, but he felt it.
At night, they sat on the sand, the fire crackling, the sea glittering in the moonlight. Vai laid her head on his shoulder. "You'll be leaving soon," she said softly, almost sadly. Cook looked at her. "I don't know." "Yes, I do," she said. "Your eyes are on the sky, not on the earth." "I've looked at it too long." "And now you can't see anything."
He remained silent. She was right. The stars above them sparkled, as if calling him back. He thought of the light that had swallowed him. Of the sky that had answered. Tahiti was the opposite of that—tangible, warm, human. And that was precisely what frightened him.
He wrote in his logbook:
"I've seen infinity, and now a touch is enough for me. Perhaps this is the greatest betrayal of everything I was."
In the days that followed, he withdrew. He stood on the beach, staring out to sea while the men laughed, danced, and drank. Banks came to him. "You're not happy, Captain."
"I'm too awake to be happy." "Then at least drink." Cook shook his head. "When I'm drunk, heaven remembers too soon."
Banks sighed. "Maybe you should allow it." "What?" "That you're finally human."
Cook grinned. "I've never been anything else. I just realized it too late."
He wrote that night:
"I'm between two seas—the one you measure and the one you feel. And I don't know which is more dangerous anymore."
When he was finished, he placed the logbook in the fire. The paper hissed, the ink swelled, then disappeared. Vai watched him, saying nothing.
He looked into the flames, then at her. "I've written everything down my whole life," he said. "But perhaps silence is the most accurate form of truth."
She smiled. He kissed her. And somewhere above them, in the black sky, the stars twinkled—not in lines, not in patterns, but in pure, silent chaos.
It was the smell that betrayed him. Not the smell of rum or smoke – but the smell of home. Tar, leather, cold metal. One of the sailors had opened the ship's hatch, and the wind carried the breath of theEndeavouracross the beach. Cook smelled it and knew: Paradise was temporary. It began in the skin, but always ended in duty.
He stood there, the sea at his feet, Vai beside him. The sun burned on his shoulders, the salt lay on his lips, and somewhere inside him the voice of the crown gnawed.Report, order, measurement.
He had heard it so many times that it felt like a second heart.
"You're thinking again," Vai said quietly. "I can't stop it."
"Then go," she whispered. "I don't want to." "But you will."
He remained silent. There was no reproach in her eyes. Only the weary knowledge that even the sun can't hold everything.
Banks came down the beach, holding a list that smelled of order. "Captain! We have to move on soon. The Royal Society is expecting reports. And we have enough data for three years of research." Cook looked at him. "And what will you do with it?" "Publish it." "And then?" "Then... fame, knowledge, progress." Cook laughed bitterly. "You mean: dust in books that no one reads."
Banks wanted to object, but then the wind came—warm, sweet, silent. Cook closed his eyes. "Fame smells of rot, Banks. Tahiti smells of blood and sugar. I know which I prefer."
He turned away, walking into the water until the waves lapped at his hips. Vai stood on the shore, watching him. "Stay," she said again. He didn't turn around. "I can't." "Why?" "Because it's my curse to keep moving."
She nodded, without anger. "Then go. But heaven will never look at you again as it did here."
These words hit him harder than any judgment.
Later, he sat again in the shade of a palm tree, his logbook on his knees, but he wrote nothing. He stared at the blank page as if it might laugh at him. Banks sat down next to him, was silent for a long time, then said: "Captain, you love her." "I love what she represents."
“And that would be?” “Impossible.”
He laughed softly, harshly, like someone who knows too much. "You can't own a place, Banks, that owns you."
He spent the next few days avoiding saying goodbye. He helped with the fishing, went with the men to the village, watched the children play, smelled the burnt wood, the oil, the rain. Everything wanted to burn itself into him, so that something would remain when he left.
At night, he lay in the grass with Vai, the moonlight on her skin, and he knew he was lying when he said, "I'll be back." She knew it, too. "Your sea is cold," she said. "Yes." "And your sky?" "Blind." "Then go and bring it color."
He nodded. He couldn't do more.
On the day of departure, the sea was as smooth as glass. The island lay still, as if holding its breath. The men carried supplies on board, laughing in forced ways, but no one looked anyone in the eye.
Cook stood on the shore. Vai in front of him. She said nothing, and neither did he. Only their hands touched briefly—so briefly that it could almost have been missed, but long enough that it was indelibly etched in their memory.
He left. Not a look back. Not a word. Just footsteps in the sand, swept away by the wind.
Banks stood on deck, watching him as he came aboard. "Captain, all ready." Cook nodded. "Then we set sail."
The ship glided slowly out, and paradise shrank behind them to a strip of green in the blue light. He stood at the stern, his hand on the railing, and said quietly:
"I sought heaven and found life. And now I'm losing both."
Banks wrote:
"Tahiti wasn't a discovery. It was a reminder that even gods wear human skin."
As the land disappeared on the horizon, Cook closed his eyes. In the darkness, he saw no stars, no maps, no measuring points. Only their hands. And the smell of sun.
He whispered, “I am presumptuous enough.”
Then he commanded a course northwest. And the sea took him again – as if it had been waiting.
The days before departure hung heavy over the village. Even the sun seemed to shine more softly, as if it had understood what farewell meant. Cook worked again, forced himself to discipline himself, wrote, measured, tested—but everything felt like imitation. He was Captain Cook again, but only on paper. The man inside had long since remained in Tahiti, somewhere between a smile and a breath he would never forget.
Vai watched him give orders, command the men, prepare the ship. "You're playing king again," she said. "I'm not one. I'm just an order." "Then you're obeying the wrong man."
He wanted to contradict her, but couldn't. She was right. He turned around, pretending he had work to do. But his hands trembled as he held the rope, his voice broke when he called out "Aye." He was a man trying to force order into a feeling.
Banks noticed and spoke to him. "Captain, you seem... torn." "I'm not torn, Banks. I'm divided. Between duty and warmth. Between the crown and the sun." "What will you do?" "I always do what's expected of me. And I hate myself for it."
He went into his cabin, closed the door, lay down, and stared at the ceiling. The wood above him smelled of salt and resin—and yet he thought he could smell the scent of her skin. He closed his eyes. The sea roared, but in his head he heard drums. "Damn," he whispered. "I missed the sky, and now I miss earth."
He wrote in his logbook, the last time before departure:
“Maybe that’s the price of discovery—that you never belong anywhere again.”
“I traveled around the world, and the only thing I found was my own lack.”
On the morning of departure, the sky was cloudless. Too beautiful, too calm. Tahiti glittered in the light like a temptation disguised as a dream. Cook walked along the beach, saw Vai one last time. She stood still, her hands on her hips, strong, unmoving. He nodded. Not a word. She nodded back. Then she turned away.
He felt the sun burning his back, as if it wanted to brand him. He knew: He didn't belong here. But he didn't belong anywhere else either.
As he stepped aboard, his gaze fell on the sextant. He picked it up, turned it, and looked into it. The glass reflected his face—older, emptier, stranger. He put the instrument aside. "I don't need you anymore, you damned crutch," he said quietly.
Banks stood behind him, looking at him. "Captain, are you ready?" "Never. But we're going anyway."
The anchor lifted, the sails stretched, and the ship glided out of the lagoon. The men sang softly, harshly, brokenly. Cook stood at the stern until the shore disappeared.
Then he took a sip of rum—the first in months. It tasted more bitter than usual. "Tahiti," he murmured. "You taught me what I was missing. And I'll never forgive you for that."
The last night in Tahiti wasn't a night—it was an afterglow. The air vibrated, the sea beat softly, as if it wanted to hold him. Cook walked alone on the beach, the water around his ankles, the stars above him. The same stars as always, but they looked soft, tired, full of indulgence. He thought of Vai, of her hands, her voice. Of how she had looked at him, without awe, without fear. Only with this silent knowledge: that love has nothing to do with possession.
He sat down in the sand and pulled out his logbook. The last page was blank. He wrote:
“I found paradise, and it didn’t need me.”
"Perhaps that was the lesson—that happiness only endures you as long as you don't explain it."
Then he paused, looked at his writing, and laughed quietly. "I sound like a damn philosopher."
He took a sip of rum, wiped his mouth, and looked out to sea. "You always wanted me, you bastard," he said into the darkness. "But now you're not enough."
The wind picked up, rustling in the palm trees. A few torches flickered on the village beach, voices still sang somewhere. He knew they saw him—Vai, Banks, the men. But no one came. Some goodbyes have to happen alone.
He stood up, looked up at the sky, and raised his hand as if to touch it one last time. "I measured you, I loved you, and I cursed you," he whispered. "Now keep your damn promise and forget me."
Then he went back to theEndeavour, step by step, each one harder than the last. Everything on board was silent. Only the creaking of the ropes, the breathing of the wood. He lay down in his bunk, the logbook beneath his head, the sea outside like a quiet threat. Before he closed his eyes, he murmured:
"Tahiti, you damned beauty. You showed me that I'm human. And that's worse than any hell."
In the morning he was Captain Cook again. Uniform, voice, command. But there was something in his eyes that no command in the world could extinguish—a remnant of sun, a piece of skin, an unquenchable glow.
Banks later wrote:
“He sailed away like a man cast out of paradise, but keeping the apple in his heart.”
And somewhere behind them, in the bay, the smoke from the fires rose. Perhaps it was just wood. Perhaps it was a memory. But for Cook, it was a sign. Tahiti was burning—not in flames, but within him.
He didn't look back. He knew that paradise can only be experienced with closed eyes.
 
Venus in the sights, rum in the blood
The days after Tahiti tasted of metal. Of order, of cold wind, of discipline no one believed in anymore. The sun was the same, but it felt different—as if it were testing him. Cook sat in his cabin, his face bent over maps, his hands steady, but his thoughts running amok. He had orders again, formulas again, stars again—but in each of them, there was a trace of skin.
Banks knocked on the door. "Captain, we're approaching the observation position. The transit of Venus will begin soon." Cook nodded without looking up. "I know. I can feel it." "Can feel it, Captain?" "Yes. The sky moves differently when it wants to be observed."
He took a sip of rum. The first burned. The second calmed. The third brought a smile. "Banks, do you know what the worst thing about knowledge is?"
"What, Captain?" "So you can't forget it again."
Banks stepped closer and looked at the map. "You're shivering." "I'm not cold. I'm shivering because I'm still breathing."
Outside, the light raged. The sky was clear, bright, as if the sun had decided to reveal itself. The men adjusted the instruments—quadrants, clocks, mirrors. Everything shone, everything creaked. Cook stepped outside, his eyes squinting. He saw the sun—that burning god—and the small black sphere slowly moving across it. Venus. A movement so small that one could miss it if one were too human.
"There she is," said Banks. Cook nodded. "The beautiful one." "What do you see, Captain?" "A woman walking through fire and ignoring us."
He said it so calmly that Banks shivered. "Captain, it's a celestial body." "And we're something else?"
He reached for the telescope, focused it, and watched the small black void moving in front of the sun. "They look still," he said. "I expect," Cook replied. "At what?" "At a loss."
He wrote:
"Venus is a flaw in the light. A woman who can't be measured. Maybe that's why I'm attracted to her."
"I recognize Tahiti in her. The same warmth. The same indifference."
The rum did its work. His hands trembled more, but his vision became clearer. "Banks," he said, "write this down: The world moves, but man thinks he's holding it. And that's the joke of the story."
"Captain, you should rest." "I've been resting for weeks. Now I can dream again."
He raised his glass, drank, and looked up at the sky. "Venus," he murmured, "you are proof that beauty doesn't need mathematics."
The men cheered when the transit was over. "Success, Captain!" shouted Banks. "Success?" said Cook. "No, Banks. Just confirmation that we're too small to be taken seriously."
He turned away and went into his cabin. The door closed, the rum following him. He sat down at the table and looked at the maps. Tahiti was there, a tiny dot. He stared at it, drank, and laughed softly. "I saw you, Venus. I understood you. But I will never possess you."
He wrote:
“Heaven shows us women of light so that we forget that those of flesh destroy us.”
"I stargaze to avoid thinking about skin. It doesn't work."
Night fell silently, the sea lapping lazily against the hull. Cook lay in his bunk, his hand over his eyes, his breath heavy from the alcohol. He whispered, "I've lost Tahiti, and now Venus is sailing along its orbit. Both are shining, both are unreachable. Perhaps that was the plan."
Banks later wrote:
"The captain saw Venus. And in her, he saw what he left behind in Tahiti. Since then, he has never sobered—not in body, not in mind."
Outside, the sky trembled. And Cook dreamed that Venus was laughing—the same voice as Vai.
The rum now flowed through him like a second pulse. He no longer needed a reason. Every sip was a memory, every burn proof that he could still feel something. When he closed his eyes, he was back in Tahiti, the sand warm, the sky vast, and Vai laughing somewhere in the background. When he opened them, all he saw were numbers, lines, stars. Venus. A dot of shadow on the sun.
Banks was worried. "Captain, you're drinking too much." "I think too much, Banks. The rum balances it out." "You're confusing balance with crash." "And you're confusing life with observation."
He grinned, that dry, tired grin that was more pain than mockery. He picked up the telescope and pointed it at the sky. "Do you see her?" he asked. Banks saw only darkness. "Who?" "Venus. She's following us." "That's impossible." "Everything is impossible until it's given a name."
He drank again. The taste was familiar, almost tender. He wrote in his logbook:
"I saw her. Not Venus. Her. The same movement, the same shadow. It moves across the sky as it moved across my body. Calm. Certain. Indifferent."
"Maybe this is her revenge—making me see her everywhere."
The nights grew longer. The sky was clear, and Cook stared into it until his eyes watered. Once, just before dawn, he called Banks over. "Look! There—she's there!" Banks saw. Only stars. "I don't see anything, Captain." "Of course not. She's just looking at me."
He wasn't insane, not yet. But there was something in his gaze—a mixture of lust, despair, and clarity. "I drew her on the sun," he whispered. "Venus. Vai. The same trajectory, the same brightness. One moves through light, the other through blood."
Banks sat down and looked at him. "Perhaps you should sleep, Captain." "Sleep is surrender."
“From whom?” “From what you love.”
He drank again, laughed, coughed, and continued writing. The ink splashed, the lines became more crooked. On the paper was written:
“Venus is Tahiti without smell.”
“If the sky were a woman, I would still measure it.”
“I kissed paradise and bit the abyss.”
Banks read this later, when Cook had fallen asleep—half across the table, the rum in a puddle beneath his head. He wiped the sweat from the captain's brow and shook his head. "He sees the sky, and all he sees is loss."
Outside, the sea roared like a sleepless animal. Venus had long since disappeared, but Cook continued to talk to her, in a dream or in a delusion, no one knew. "I saw you," he murmured. "I know you're real." His fingers twitched as if holding an invisible hand.
The next morning he woke up, hungover, pale. "Banks," he said hoarsely, "did you see her too?" "Who?" "Venus. The woman in the sky." Banks was silent. Then: "No, Captain. I only see stars." "Then drink more."
He laughed, a rough, hollow laugh that immediately fell silent again. He sat down, picked up the sextant, and pointed it at the sun. "If I can't measure it, then at least salute it." "Captain, this is dangerous!" "Everything beautiful is dangerous."
The light blinded him, he blinked, but he saw her—or thought he saw her. A figure of fire, smiling, aloof, as real as any memory. He lowered the sextant, closed his eyes, and smiled weakly. "She nodded at me, Banks. I swear." "It was a reflection of the light." "Call it what you will. I'll call it an answer."
He then wrote the sentence that never left Banks:
"I found Tahiti again in heaven. But this time she kisses me with light, and I burn."
And as the sun set, he drank the rest of the rum, leaned against the railing, and whispered to the sea: "If she calls me, I won't go this time. Or maybe I will. Who knows."
The sky these days had a color no one could name—too bright for blue, too dead for gray. Cook sat in his cabin, the sextant in front of him, the glass smeared with rum, scribbling formulas only he understood. He wrote and drank, drank and wrote, and every time the quill scratched, it was as if he were opening a wound that refused to bleed.
"Banks," he called one morning, "I've almost got her!" "Who, Captain?" "Venus. I've calculated her." "You mean her orbit?" "No. Her intent."
Banks stood in the doorway, tired, cautious. "Intentional, Captain?" "She wants to be seen, but not recognized. Just like any woman with a point." He laughed, coughed, and took a sip. "I know now why she's following me. Because I tried."
Banks stepped closer and looked at the paper. Numbers, circles, words, lines, arrows everywhere. No logic, no system. Just movement. "This is..." "Music," said Cook. "Every line a note. I draw what it sings." "They sing?" "Not for you, Banks. For me."
He took the telescope and looked out. The sun was low, the sky vibrating. "There it is again," he whispered. "It's moving between the clouds. I can see it clearly." "Those are reflections, Captain." "And what if we are the reflection?"
Banks remained silent. He had learned that arguing was no longer of any use. He just watched him—his hands restless, his eyes burning, his body still as stone.
That evening, Cook sat alone on deck. The men kept their distance. They knew the captain was now speaking more often to things no one could see. He spoke softly, almost kindly: "I know you are here. I feel you in the light. You are Tahiti with wings. You are warmth that does not burn." He raised his glass and drank. "To you, Venus. To everything you cannot keep."
Banks stood in the shadows, watched, and later wrote in his diary:
"He's not losing his mind. He's just escaping the scale. And maybe that's the same thing."
The nights grew tedious. Cook spoke less, but his silence carried weight. He often stood at the railing, gazing at the sky, his lips moving silently. When someone spoke to him, he barely reacted. Sometimes he just murmured, "If I count her, she's getting closer." Once he said, "I think she wants me to find her."
Banks asked, "And if you do?" Cook looked at him with an expression he would never forget. "Then everything stops. Then it's finished."
He wrote that night:
"I count it into my sleep. I drink it into my blood. Venus is not a star. She is patience in motion."
“Maybe stars are just women who refuse.”
The next morning, Banks found him slumped over the table, the ink dried, the rum spilled. There was a circle on the card. Inside it said: "She's coming closer."
Banks looked out. The sky was clear. But when he blinked, he thought, for a brief moment, he saw a dark spot on the sun—tiny, moving, alive.
He rubbed his eyes. Nothing. Only light. Only sky.
He wrote:
"Maybe he really did find her. Maybe she's looking for him now."
And Cook, the captain, the explorer, the man of numbers – slept with a smile that hung somewhere between knowledge and madness.
The days slipped by like sluggish, overheated thoughts. The sky hung over the sea like a brass blanket. Cook sweated, drank, and was silent. He barely spoke to the crew anymore, but at night you could hear him murmuring—quietly, almost tenderly. Sometimes he laughed. A laugh no one wanted to hear because it was too soft to be sober.
Banks watched him with growing concern. "Captain," he said one morning, "you're hardly sleeping anymore." "I don't need sleep, Banks. I'm in transit." "In what?" "Between two lights. I'm not going, I'm burning up."
He stood on deck, his face turned to the sun as if he wanted to drink it in. The sky vibrated, the sea glittered, and Cook raised his hand as if he could touch it. "There she is again," he said calmly. "She's calling." "Who?" "Venus." "She's gone, Captain. The transit is over." "Not for me."
He took the sextant and held it up, but this time not to measure. He looked through it as if it were a window. "I see her. She's moving. No, she's dancing. Slowly. Proudly. The way she walked across the beach." Banks shivered despite the heat.
"You're confusing the light, Captain." "No. I remember it."
He wrote that evening, his writing restless, almost illegible:
"I found her. She changes her dress, but not her gaze. Venus, Vai—same flame, different fire."
"I thought the sky was cold. I was wrong. It's burning. And I'm wood."
The crew began to whisper. "The captain is speaking to the light." "Perhaps it will answer him." "Then we're all lost."
At night, the sea was unusually calm. No wind, no sound of waves. Just this thick, sweaty silence, in which even breathing was noticeable. Cook stood alone on deck. Banks saw him from below, half in the dark, half in the moonlight. He raised his arms as if to greet someone.
"Venus," he whispered, "I'm here." His shadow swayed across the wood. "I've seen you, on the sun, in the sea, in your sleep. If you want me to come, give me a sign."
And there—the wind. One of those sudden, warm, unreal gusts that smelled of the south, of sugar and smoke. Tahiti. Banks smelled it too, felt it, even though they were hundreds of miles away.
Cook closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and a smile spread across his face. "Do you see it, Banks?" "I don't see anything." "Then at least smell it. She's here."
He lifted the bottle, drank, and sat down on the ground. "I tried to forget her. But heaven has a good memory."
Banks wrote in his diary:
"The Captain lives in two worlds. One is made of numbers, the other of embers. And he stands right in between."
That night, Cook dreamed. He saw Venus—not as a star, not as a dot, but as a woman of light. She stood before him, smiling, saying nothing. Then she placed her hand on his chest, and where she touched it began to glow.
He woke up, panting, sweating, the taste of salt on his lips. He felt his chest—hot, wet, as if she had actually touched him. He whispered, "I'm cursed. But it's a beautiful curse."
Banks heard him and wrote:
"He loses gravity. He begins to float, and the sea holds its breath."
In the morning, the air still smelled of sugar and smoke. A sailor said the sea had glowed in the night. Banks remained silent. Cook simply said, "I kissed her. And the light felt it."
Then he walked barefoot onto the deck. He looked like someone who knew he wouldn't be here soon.
It was as if the sky had transformed into an eye. Open, alert, unyielding. The men avoided looking up. The light seemed to stare. Even Banks, who never believed in the supernatural, began to feel uneasy. It was as if there was something on the ship that they weren't allowed to see, because otherwise, it would begin to see.
Cook didn't seem bothered by this. Quite the opposite. He was thriving—but not in the human sense. He spoke less, but his every movement was clearer, more deliberate, more dangerous. "Do you see it, Banks?" "What am I supposed to see?" "The trembling. The light moves when I breathe."
Banks remained silent. He had learned not to contradict Cook when his voice had that tone—quiet, precise, beyond reason. Cook stood at the railing, his eyes half-closed, his lips barely moving.
"She's calling again. Venus. I feel it. The same warmth, the same rhythm. Only now... bigger." He picked up the sextant, turning it slowly, as if conducting music. "This isn't measurement anymore," said Banks. "No," Cook replied. "This is communication."
He later wrote:
"I think she speaks through the movement of light. Every fluctuation is a word. Every wave is a sentence. I don't understand it, but I feel it."
The men whispered. One said the captain had heard the sea whispering. Another swore he had seen Cook's shadow moving against the wind. No one laughed anymore.
One evening, when the sky turned purple and the sea was so smooth it reflected the stars twice, Cook stood in the middle of the deck and began to speak—not loudly, but clearly enough for everyone to hear. "I know you are there. You sent me through light, through sand, through time. Now I am here, and so are you." He raised his hand. "If you want me, then give me a sign."
And then it came: a flash of light, short, sharp, on the horizon. No thunder, no wind. Just that single, precise glare. The men screamed, Banks stumbled back. "Captain, that was a coincidence!" Cook smiled. "Coincidence is just a name for things we experience too rarely."
He dropped to his knees and placed his hands on the deck. "Do you feel that?" he asked. "The wood is breathing. She's everywhere." Banks felt it too—a vibration, barely noticeable, but real. "Captain, stop!" "I've been listening for a while. I'm just the echo."
He raised his head and looked up at the sky. "Venus," he said, his voice no longer sober. "You measured me, now it's my turn."
He stood up and walked to the edge of the deck, just above the railing. The men held their breath. "Captain!" Banks shouted. "Get away from there!" Cook turned around, smiling that quiet, gentle, frighteningly peaceful smile. "I'm not going. I'm just standing closer."
Then he raised his hand as if touching something invisible. "I get it," he said. "She's not a woman. She's a memory. And I'm what she misses."
The sky glowed. Not bright, not glaring—more like a pulse. A breath of light. The sea responded. A single wave rolled in, without wind, without cause. It crashed against the hull, quietly, rhythmically, almost tenderly.
Banks stood there, unable to move. "Captain," he whispered, "what's happening here?" "Physics," said Cook. "Just in a different language."
He walked past him, leaving the sextant on the table. "I don't need any more tools. I'm one myself."
Later that night, Banks wrote:
"I don't know what I saw. But the sea wasn't the same anymore. It was breathing. It was waiting. And the captain—he wasn't quite here anymore."
The next morning he found a piece of paper on Cook’s desk with just a single sentence on it:
"Venus answered me. Now it's my turn."
That night, the sea lay beneath the ship like a mirror. No wind, no sound, no bird. Only silence. One of those silences that isn't empty, but full—full of anticipation, full of something about to happen. Banks stood on deck, sextant in hand, his fingers cold with sweat. He looked up at the sky. Venus was above the horizon, brighter than usual, larger perhaps. Or he imagined it was.
Cook emerged from his cabin, barefoot, his coat open, his shirt half loose, as if he'd just emerged from a dream. His gaze was calm. Too calm. "Banks," he said, "today the sky is writing itself." "Captain, please," Banks began, "the men are restless. They're hearing things. They're saying the sea is speaking." Cook nodded slowly. "Then they're finally hearing properly."
He went to the railing and placed both hands on the wood. "Venus," he said softly, "you measured me, and I survived. Now come." A gust of wind blew across the deck. Salty, warm, sweet. Tahiti. Again, that smell that didn't belong here. The men stared, one crossed himself, another whispered:“This is witchcraft.”
Banks shouted, "Captain! Whatever this is, it's not science!" Cook turned around. His eyes were clear, but strange. "Science?" He laughed softly, shaky. "I've left science behind, Banks. It can only count what it never understands."
He climbed onto the railing and stood there, his arms outstretched as if embracing the sky. "I was never an explorer," he said. "I was merely her messenger." "Whose messenger?" Banks cried. "Of the Light."
Then came the second gust of wind, stronger this time, warm, vibrant. It smelled of flowers, of smoke, of rain that never fell. The sea began to glow—a silvery, shimmering glow that pulsed beneath the ship. The men screamed, one fell to his knees. "Captain! Come down!" Cook smiled. "I've been up long ago."
And then—nothing. No jump, no scream. Just a brief moment in which he was there, and the next, not. The light on the water twitched, slid apart, as if swallowing something. Then it was gone. The sea was dark again, the ship heavy again.
Banks ran to the railing and looked down. Nothing. No shadow, no body, no sign. Only the sea gently lapping against the hull—calm, steady, almost peaceful.
He stood there for a long time, sextant in hand, fingers clenched. The men hardly dared to breathe. Finally, Banks said, quietly, tonelessly: "He's done it."
Nobody asked what that meant.
In the morning, Banks wrote the official report. He noted precise numbers, coordinates, angles of light, and the duration of the transit of Venus. Nowhere did it say that the sea had burned. Nowhere did it say that the captain had disappeared. Only in the margin, barely legible, did he write a sentence in small, crooked handwriting:
"Venus took him. Heaven got what it wanted."
He put the paper aside, reached for the bottle, and drank. "To you, James Cook," he murmured. "You've made it further than anyone else. Too far, perhaps."
Then he looked out the window. Above the horizon stood Venus, clear and still, as if nothing had happened. But Banks swore she had shimmered briefly. Like a wink.
 
Breadfruit and longing
The morning after Cook's disappearance was so quiet that even the wind was silent.Endeavourlay heavy in the water, as if in mourning. No bird, no cry, no command. Only the steady thumping of the waves against the hull—monotonous, sad, like the heart of a dying giant.
Banks stood on deck, his eyes empty, his hands shaking. He hadn't slept. The rum no longer helped; it only burned. The smell of tar and salt hung in the air, but mingled with it was something new—a trace of sweetness, a hint of blossom, as if Tahiti had haunted them. "Captain?" whispered one of the sailors. Banks raised his head. "He's not coming back." "But... we have to look." "The sea has him. And the sea gives nothing back."
He looked in the direction Cook had disappeared. Just water, endless, indifferent. He thought of the light, of Venus, of the heat, of what he wasn't allowed to write down. He thought of the men who now looked at him—not as a friend, but as what remained. "I don't want to hear about God anymore," he murmured. "We sail. We do what we must."
The men obeyed. Not out of respect, but out of fear. They hoisted sails, checked ropes, moved like shadows. No one spoke the captain's name. Sometimes, though, you thought you could hear his voice on the wind. A faint "steer hard to port," which no one gave, yet was obeyed.
Banks wrote in the logbook, soberly, technically:
"Date: July 16, 1769. The captain has been missing for 12 hours. No sign. Weather clear, sea calm. Heading west."
Then he put the pen aside, watched the ink dry, and whispered, "So you've really left, you old fool."
He went down to the cabin where Cook's desk stood. The sextant lay there, untouched but shiny, as if someone had just used it. Beside it was a sheet of paper. Empty. He sat down, took a deep breath, and placed his hand on it. The wood felt warm. He pulled it back, startled. "Damn it," he whispered. "Damn it."
He drank. Again and again. But this time the rum didn't numb him—it made him clear. Too clear. He saw the lines on the maps, the paths Cook had drawn, and suddenly they no longer seemed to lead west or south, but inward. Every route was a thought. Every point a heartbeat.
"Breadfruit," he murmured. That was the Crown's next order. Seeds, plants, food for the colonies. Useful stuff. Practical. No myth, no Venus, no flame. Just fruit. Just hunger.
He laughed bitterly. "From Venus to breadfruit. How far we can fall when the light becomes too strong."
The days turned into weeks. The crew grew accustomed to his command. He spoke softly, gave clear instructions, and drank secretly. He wasn't a captain; he was a shadow who repeated orders.
But at night, when the sea was calm and the stars shone, Banks looked up—and sometimes he thought Venus moved differently. Smaller, closer, flickering. Then he felt something pull inside him, warm and frightening.
He wrote:
"We sail on, but no one knows where. Perhaps we are following someone who is no longer alive. Perhaps a light that remembers."
And so they sailed on—silent, exhausted, between order and superstition. A ship full of men who had seen something no one wanted to explain.
Sometimes the sea smelled of sugar again. Then Banks looked up at the sky and thought:
"He's done it. Maybe he's where fruit and flame are one."
He smiled faintly, raised his glass, and whispered, "To you, James Cook. And to what we will never understand."
The Crown's new order came with the precision of an executioner's sentence: breadfruit trees, Tahiti, transport to the West Indies. Sober words on a piece of paper that still smelled of ink and office supplies. Banks read it twice, then laughed—quietly, dryly, without joy. "Breadfruit," he said. "That sounds like hunger that wants to obey."
The men heard him and knew the laughter was a protective shield. No one on the ship believed in contracts anymore, no one in fame. They believed only in the wind, the rum, and what lurked in the sea when it was too quiet.
Banks kept the ship on course, but the routine was a facade. They had lost the sky, the captain, their direction. Now they had a job no one wanted—tending plants, tending the earth, measuring trees. After months of stars and fire, this felt like punishment.
The breadfruit was a strange plant. Round, heavy, leathery, scentless, but full of life. The men hated it. They spoke with disgust of the green fruits that breathed in the hold as if they had lungs. One swore he heard them—a faint humming, a rustling when the ship was still. "The trees are whispering," he said. "That's the wind." "No. It's the captain. He's speaking through them."
Banks dismissed it as a sailor's yarn. But at night, when the rum grew thinner and the wind died down, a suspicion crept in. He went down into the hold with only a lamp. The light trembled over hundreds of small green bodies. And indeed, it sounded as if something was moving. Not loud, but steady, a steady crackling, as if wood were breathing.
He stood there for a long time, smelling the dampness, the earth, and whispered: "James, is that you?"
Nothing answered, but somewhere a fruit fell. Muffled. Precise. He picked it up, turning it in his hand. "So that's how it begins," he murmured. "First the sky, then the flesh."
Up on deck, the crew wrestled with themselves. Some said the breadfruit was a curse—a gift from the gods that couldn't be picked. Others believed it was Cook himself, molded into a mold, watchful, and cursed. They began making nighttime sacrifices—tobacco, rum, pieces of bread, even a knife. One cut his hand and let the blood drip onto the fruit. "So it stays still," he said.
Banks got wind of this, but he let her go. He knew that fear is a thin rope—if you pull too tight, it breaks.
He wrote:
"I lead men who believe more than they think. And I'm not sure they're wrong."
One evening, as the sun sank red into the sea, Banks saw the breadfruit glow in the hold. Very faintly, as if they were storing the light. He stepped closer, his heart racing, his sweat cold. "No," he whispered. "Not you again."
He closed the hatch, gasped, and drank. He went on deck and looked up at the sky. Venus stood there, distant, still, unmoved. "You took him," he murmured. "At least give us some peace."
But peace never came. That night, no wind fell. No sound. The sea was smooth, and from the depths rose a scent—sweet, heavy, familiar. Tahiti. The men smelled it, too. One began to cry. Another cursed loudly. "He's back!" someone shouted. "The captain is in the water!"
Banks rushed forward and looked over the railing. Nothing. Just reflections of light. "No one's here!" he shouted. But there was that humming again, deep, almost friendly.
He stepped back, breathing heavily. "If the sea tests us, it will be without me this time," he said.
He wrote that night:
"I'm beginning to understand him. You can't stand between heaven and earth without both calling out to you."
“And perhaps breadfruit is just what’s left of paradise.”
When he dropped the quill, the rum was empty. But in the darkness, he swore he heard a voice—low, firm, calm. "Banks," it said. He shivered. "James?" "Do you see her now?"
But there was nothing. Only the sea. Only the light. And the fruits, which slowly continued to grow – quietly, patiently, inexplicably.
The madness didn't come suddenly. It seeped in, quietly, like water through rotten wood. At first, it was just a whisper in the night—voices no one could identify. Then, movements on deck when no one was actually there. Finally, dreams everyone shared. Nightmares of light that laughed. Of a sea that breathed. Of breadfruit that had eyes.
Banks did what a commander had to do: he stayed calm, he wrote reports, he drank.
But at some point, he realized that he, too, was beginning to observe the darkness. Sometimes he thought the shadows were waiting until he closed his eyes to move.
"Captain Banks," said one of the sailors, "he's calling us." "Who?" "Old Captain Cook. He wants us to bring back the fruit." Banks looked at him—the man's face pale, his eyes wide. "He's not calling anyone," he said. "He's dead." "Then explain the wind, sir." "Which wind?" "The one that only comes when someone says its name."
Banks was silent. It was pointless. He went on deck and looked out. The sea was black, but calm, almost glassy. And there was indeed wind—a single, thin breeze coming from the south. Warm, sweet, strange.
He murmured, “Tahiti.”
From then on, everything changed. The men began to pray at night. Not to God, but to him. To the captain. They lined up breadfruit, lit candles, and whispered prayers in nautical Latin. Banks watched this for a while, then shouted: "Stop it! You're praying to a man who would rather drown you than bless you!"
But they didn't stop. One stepped forward. "Sir, he was just. And the sea didn't take him, it chose him." "Nonsense!" "Then explain why the fruit grows even when there's no water."
Banks fell silent again. He couldn't. New shoots sprouted in the cargo hold, delicate green lines pushing through cracks. Impossible, said reason. Of course, whispered something else.
He wrote:
"I'm starting to stop fighting the inexplicable. Maybe that's the only way to survive it."
"The sea has its own logic. And Cook was merely its translator."
Then came the night when everything changed. A storm was brewing—none seen on the map, none heard. The air grew thick, the sails creaked, the water vibrated beneath the keel. Banks stood on deck, shouting orders. "Reef! Everything down!" But the men disobeyed. They stood there, their faces wet with rain, their eyes shining. "He's here," one whispered. "He's standing beside you."
"Back to work!" Banks shouted. "No, sir." "That's an order!" "Not yours anymore."
Then the first blow fell. One of the sailors grabbed him, spun him around, his fist slamming into his cheek. Banks fell, scrambled to his feet, and struck back. It wasn't a fight; it was despair in physical form. He roared, "I'm your captain!" Then someone laughed, a throaty, broken laugh. "No. It's him."
Lightning ripped through the sky. For a moment, Banks saw the sea in a dazzling light. And then, for that breath, he swore he saw someone in the water. A man. Naked, still, luminous. His eyes open. James Cook. He smiled. Not kindly. Not angrily. Just knowingly.
Then the light was gone.
The storm broke. Water, wind, screaming. Men slipped, ropes snapped, sails flew. Banks clung to the railing, rain lashing his face, and he yelled into the darkness: "What do you want, James?!"
No answer. Only the sea, foaming. And the feeling that someone was laughing – not at, butthroughhim.
When the storm subsided, two men were dead, one missing, and half the breadfruit in the hold was crushed. But among the destroyed crates, something new grew. A plant. Thin, young, vibrant. It looked like the map of a star.
Banks fell to his knees, breathing shallowly. "Damn it, James," he whispered. "Even as a ghost, you won't let me go."
He later wrote, his hand shaking:
"Perhaps the sea was never his destination. Perhaps he was never gone. Perhaps he is now that which dwells between the waves and the light."
Then he drank the rest of the bottle, laid his head against the wood, and swore he heard a voice in the darkness, gentle, almost fatherly: "Go on, Joseph. The world isn't round enough yet."
Banks clung to discipline like a drowning man clings to a piece of wood. He forced himself to write, measure, and count. But the more he did it, the more senseless it became. The men no longer obeyed orders, but rather signs. A cloud, a gust of wind, a shadow across the sun—and they whispered:“He’s here.”
On the third day after the storm, Banks found chalk symbols on the cabin walls. Circles, lines, spirals—the same ones Cook had earlier drawn on his celestial charts. Only cruder. More vivid. "Who did this?" he asked. No one answered. "I want to know who did it!" Then someone stepped forward, the one with the broken nose, silently but firmly. "We did it, sir. So he'd find us." Banks stared at him. "He's dead." "Dead is only he who remains silent, sir."
He knew he couldn't convince them. So he ordered the walls to be scrubbed. As soon as the chalk marks disappeared, new ones appeared—overnight.
Banks wrote in his journal:
"They paint the light. And I begin to wonder if they really see it."
“Perhaps faith is just another form of navigation.”
The next evening, the wind returned, soft, warm, like a hand. The sky burned orange, the sea smelled of sugar and smoke. Tahiti. Banks stood alone on deck, his hands on the railing. "I know you're there, James," he said quietly. He waited. The sea answered with a sound like breathing. "I saw you, you bastard," Banks whispered. "But you're leaving me here."
He banged on the wood, furious, desperate. "You had your fame, your heaven, your Venus! I only have breadfruit and madness!"
The sea was silent. Only the ropes creaked. Then, suddenly, a shimmer—flat, bright, like moonlight underwater. A circle. And within that circle, a shadow, barely visible, like a figure walking through fog. Banks stared. "James?"
The shadow remained still, but the light moved, drawing a line that slid across the waves. It was a map. A damned map, drawn in light.
He called to the crew. "Come here! Look!" They came, pale, reverent, like children before an altar. One whispered, "He's showing us the way." "Where?" asked Banks. "Home, perhaps." "Or to where no one returns."
Banks turned around, the rum heavy in his stomach. "If that really is Cook, then he's made it. He's become a star." "Or a god," someone said. Banks looked at him sharply. "Gods don't drink rum." "Maybe not anymore."
He turned away, went into his cabin, closed the door behind him, and leaned on the table. His reflection in the window flickered with the lamplight. For a moment, he thought he saw two faces—his own and Cook's. He ran his hand through his hair and laughed bitterly. "I'm starting to see you, you old dog."
He sat down, took the pen and wrote:
"I think I'm beginning to understand him. He was never just a navigator. He was a translator of a code that no one but him could read. Perhaps the world itself was the map, and he was its compass."
"I'm staying to deliver the breadfruit. But I know we've long since moved on to another destination."
That night, the strange plant continued to grow in the hold. Its leaves had taken on a shape—star-shaped, symmetrical, almost too perfect. One sailor swore it glowed from within.
Banks saw them in the morning, the light filtering through the cracks, and felt his heart clench. "Damn it, James," he whispered. "You're mapping from the grave."
Then he took his notes, opened the logbook and wrote:
"He shows us the way. I don't know where, but I follow."
He closed the book, drank the last sip of rum, and went out to where the men stood silently at the bow, their eyes fixed on the light that slowly slid across the sea. A silent, golden ribbon—like a path.
Banks saw it and nodded. "Stay the course," he said. "We follow what calls us."
And no one asked anymore,who.
TheEndeavourShe now sailed as if enchanted. No map, no compass, no stars—only the ribbon of light that glided across the sea, guiding her. It wasn't a real light, more of an inkling. You couldn't describe it, only feel it. The men said it was Cook. Banks didn't say anything else. He stood at the bow, smoking, drinking, watching. Everything else had become meaningless.
The breadfruit thrived in the ship's belly, as if nourished by the sea itself. Some of the fruits opened, revealing small white blossoms that moved like mist. One of the sailors claimed they tried to speak. Another said they looked like stars. No one laughed at such words anymore.
Banks wrote:
"We follow a light that doesn't burn. The men don't obey me, but the sea. I don't know if I'm still alive or just continuing what he started."
At night, when all was quiet, you could hear the ship creaking like a breathing body. The wood expanded and contracted in rhythm with the waves. One man swore he heard Cook singing. A sort of humming, steady, soothing, but wrong. "He's humming," whispered the cook. "He's keeping us awake." Banks didn't ask any more questions. He knew that trying to preach reason was pointless.
One evening, shortly before sunset, he saw the light again. It was stronger, denser, as if the sea had decided to betray its direction. The men knelt down, many weeping. "He's calling us home," one said. "No," Banks whispered. "He's calling us further."
He stepped to the railing. The light trembled as if reacting to his movement. "James," he muttered, "what do you damn well want?" And somewhere, deep in the silence, he thought he heard the answer:"End."
He retreated to his cabin, opened the logbook, and read the last pages Cook had written. The letters seemed to move, as if they were breathing. He ran his fingers over them and whispered: "If you can read this, James, then you know: I'm following you. Not out of faith, but because I can't go back."
He put the book aside and stared at the walls. Chalk everywhere. Again. This time, not drawn by a hand. The lines were brighter, sharper, than burning salt. They formed a shape—a spiral leading into infinity. He stepped back, laughing dryly. "A map," he said. "Of course. Even now."
The men came in, saw the signs, and fell to their knees. "He's speaking through you, sir." "He's cursing through me," said Banks. "But maybe that's the same thing."
A wind picked up in the night. Not a storm, but something gentle and supportive. The sea shone beneath them, and for a moment, Banks thought the ship was floating. The breadfruit leaves opened, releasing fine dust that glittered in the air. He stepped out, barefoot, rum in hand. "James," he said, "if you want me to come, then come and get me."
And there it was again—the light. It came closer, enveloping the ship, warming the skin but not burning. The men raised their hands, cheered, wept. Banks looked out and recognized a figure in the midst of the light. He said quietly, "You really did it."
The figure raised its hand. Not threateningly, but as a greeting. Then it disappeared, and the sea fell into complete darkness.
Banks remained alone on deck, the men below deck, silent, exhausted, drunk on the light. He wrote in his journal:
"We entered heaven and survived. That's perhaps the biggest mistake."
“If Cook is now sea, then the sea has finally become human.”
He closed the book, lay down on the floor, and looked at the stars. Venus stood there again—bright, clear, unconcerned. He raised his glass. "To you, James. You did it, you crazy bastard. But you took us all with you."
Then he drank until the light in his head flickered like a final wave. He laughed—not out of joy, but out of despair, too tired to be ashamed. And the sea, the old, merciless sea, laughed quietly along with him.
The next morning, the sea was leaden gray. No wind, no band of light, no sign. Only this silence, which felt like the end of a prayer. Banks stood alone on deck, barefoot, his uniform open, his face puffy from rum and insomnia. Behind him, the crew slept—not peacefully, but exhausted, as if they had shared the night with gods who whispered too loudly.
The breadfruit plants had continued growing overnight. Their roots had eaten through the cargo hold floor, some sprouting between the planks. The wood was damp, soft, and smelled of earth. Banks knelt down and placed his hand on one of the shoots. It was warm. Pulsating. "All right, James," he whispered. "I get it. Life grows where no one wants it."
He stood up and went to the railing. The sun was struggling to break through the clouds. Venus was no longer visible. Maybe she was there, maybe not. Maybe she had already seen everything there was to see.
Banks retrieved his logbook. He flipped back to Cook's last entry. Then he wrote underneath, calmly and resolutely:
"Breadfruit and longing. That's what remains. Food for the body, poison for the mind."
"We were looking for something bigger than us, and we found it. Only it wasn't something that wanted us."
He closed the book, snapped it shut, laid it on the wood, and stared at the waves. A sailor came up slowly, hesitantly. "Sir? What should we do?" Banks lit a pipe. The smoke tasted of salt and tar. "Sail," he said. "Where to, sir?" "Anywhere. The main thing is that the sea listens to us again."
The men did what they could. They adjusted the sail, hauled in the rope, and avoided looking south. They looked at Banks, and in their eyes was a new kind of respect—not for his rank, but for the stubbornness with which he stood where others would have broken long ago.
Around midday, a shallow wave crept under the ship, and for a moment, Banks thought it was being guided from below. He smiled wearily. "So long, James," he said. "I'll bring your damned fruit home. And if no one wants it, I'll eat it myself."
The journey became quiet. Too quiet. The days flowed like stale rum. No one spoke about light or voices anymore. They worked, ate, slept, and breathed. But something remained—a thin, invisible layer of memory that didn't disappear.
At night, when Banks was alone, he sometimes still heard that humming—the same one Cook supposedly learned from the sea. He told himself it was the wind between the planks. But sometimes it sounded like a word.
"Further."
He wrote:
"Perhaps that was the meaning of it all. Not fame, not knowledge, not God. Only moving forward."
"The breadfruit is growing. So are we. But none of us knows where to go."
When they finally sighted land—a green strip, somewhere to the west, nameless—there was no cheer. Only relief, dull, exhausted. Banks stood at the bow, logbook under his arm. "There," he said. "An end. Or a beginning. I can't tell the difference anymore."
He turned to the men. "If anyone asks you what we found, say: breadfruit. And leave the rest in the water."
Then he turned around and looked out over the sea one last time. It seemed to be waiting, silent, almost benign. He raised his hand, greeting. "For you, James," he whispered. "The sea is yours now."
The water responded with a single wave that hit the ship, gently, almost friendly.
Banks nodded. He knew this was all he would get—a final gesture from something that never wanted to be explained.
He closed the logbook, put it in his jacket, and said to himself, "The sea never forgets names."
Then he turned away and went down to the breadfruit trees, whose leaves glowed softly in the darkness—like a memory that refuses to die.
 
Encounter with the island gods
They saw land on the third day after the calm. No shout, no cheer, no song. Only that silent wonder when you recognize something that reeks of memory. The island lay there like a sleeping animal: green, broad, shrouded in mist. The sky was bright but colorless. It wasn't Tahiti, and yet everything reminded us of it. The sea was warm, the air sweet, the birds sang in a language Banks couldn't interpret.
"Another point on the map," said the helmsman, but it sounded more like a prayer. Banks nodded. "Perhaps the last."
They stepped ashore cautiously, with that weary bearing of men who have seen too many horizons. The water reached their knees, and every step sounded like a farewell. The sand was black, not yellow. Hot, but soft.
People stood on the beach. They didn't move, didn't talk, they waited. Large bodies, adorned with feathers, scars, and paint. Their faces calm but alert. One stepped forward, his eyes fixed on Banks. Then he fell to his knees. "Tane-Ma-Cook," he said. The others followed.
Banks stopped, his heart pounding in his throat. "What did he say?" The interpreter stammered. "He calls you... the Returned One. The one who came with Heaven."
Banks laughed. Short, bitter. "Damn. Again."
He raised his hands, wanting to object, but the people were singing. Slowly, deeply, rhythmically. The sea responded with gentle waves.
He looked at the horizon, and for a moment he swore he saw a light across the water—faint, flickering, golden. He thought:James, you did it. You've become a god, and I get to pay the bills.
The villagers led them inside. Huts made of palm leaves, carved images of gods, smoke that smelled of resin and fish. Symbols, lines, spirals—the same ones on the maps Cook had drawn—everywhere. Banks stroked a carved figure, feeling the notches. "He was here," he said quietly. "Or what remained of him."
The chief approached him, old, weather-beaten, with a calm that was not feigned. He spoke slowly, his face serious. "The sky man came from the light. He went into the sea. But his breath remained." He tapped his chest. "Here."
Banks looked at him. "Then you all carry him." The old man nodded. "And now you've come to take him back."
He shook his head. "No. I'm only here because the wind stopped saying no." The old man didn't understand, but he smiled—that knowing, unwavering smile that explains nothing and yet hits home.
That night, Banks sat by the fire, the breadfruit in his lap. The villagers sang outside, somewhere between prayer and intoxication. The sky glowed in colors he had never seen before. He wrote:
"They call him God. Maybe that's fair. Maybe every truth will eventually become religion, when no one is alive to doubt it."
"I see Cook's shadow in every fire. He's smiling. But I don't know to whom."
Then he put the book aside, took a sip of rum, took a deep breath, and whispered, "If you're still here, James, listen. I'll finish your work. But after that, I want to finally sleep."
The fire crackled. In the wind, he thought he heard someone laughing softly. And the sea roared along with it—calm, patient, like an old story that never stops telling itself.
On his second day on the island, Banks began to understand that time flowed differently here. The sun rose drunkenly, hesitantly, gliding across the sky as if it didn't want to set. The wind wasn't wind, but breath—warm, moist, rhythmic. Everything seemed to be alive, observing, remembering. Even the silence had a face here.
The villagers treated him with a mixture of reverence and fear. They gave him fruit, water, and flowers, and lay down in the sand as soon as he entered the village. He tried to explain to them that he was not a god, not a messenger, not a "Tane-Ma-Cook." But the more he spoke, the more they disbelieved him. "Only gods deny themselves," said the interpreter.
Banks drank too much that night. The rum burned like truth. He looked up at the stars and whispered, "They think I'm you, James. And you know what? Maybe they're right." He laughed, ragged, tired, almost desperate. "Maybe I'm your echo, your mistake, your reverberation."
Later, he was led to a place in the jungle. A clearing surrounded by palm trees, dotted with symbols. In the center: an altar made of black stone, upon it shells, fruit, bones—and something that gleamed like metal. He approached. A sextant. Old. Rusty. But real. He reached for it, and in that moment, the entire village seemed to breathe.
"His tool," said the old man. "Cook," whispered Banks. "He really was here." "He's here," the old man answered calmly. "He's just sleeping underwater."
Banks felt his throat go dry. He turned the sextant in his hand, feeling the weight, the cold, the memory. "The sea took him," he said. "No," said the old man. "The sea changed him."
They walked back in silence. On the beach, the water glowed slightly. Not brightly—just enough to show that it was still awake. Banks looked out, whispered, "So you really did it, James. You measured yourself against the light."
At night, he lay in his hut, listening to the drums outside, the women's soft murmuring, the distant thunder of the surf. He couldn't sleep. He got up and stepped outside. The sky was clear, Venus stood over the bay. He raised the sextant, aimed it at her—out of reflex, out of habit, out of longing. And there it was again, that impossibility: The light moved. Just a tiny tremor, but real. He whispered, "James?"
No answer. Just this gentle glow that came and went like a breath. He lowered the sextant and laughed softly. "If I'm imagining it, then at least it's beautiful."
The next morning, the villagers came to him, singing softly, and placing breadfruit in front of his hut. "For him," they said. "So he can find his way back." Banks looked at the fruit, at the glossy green that seemed almost alive in the sunlight. He thought of the ship, the men, the madness that had brought them here.
He wrote:
“Perhaps we were never explorers, but only messengers for the things that outlive us.”
"I see him everywhere. In the light, in the water, in these people's faces. Maybe God is just what remains if you look too long."
Then he looked at the sea. It lay still, as if asleep. But he knew it was listening.
In the afternoon, children came and led him to a cave. Inside: wall drawings—ships, stars, men with telescopes, circles over waves. And a name. Not in their language. An English name, crookedly carved, but legible.
J. Cook.
Banks stood before it, his hands shaking, his heart still. He whispered, "You've found your heaven, James. And I stand in your shadow."
He fell to his knees, laughing and crying at the same time. "You goddamn bastard. You really did it."
And outside the sea began to glow.
By the third day, Banks began to lose control—not of the men, but of himself. There was something about the island that crept into him, quietly, inexorably. Maybe it was the smell—that sweet, heavy mix of salt, smoke, and damp earth. Maybe it was the light, which never stayed the same, even in the shadows. Or maybe it was Cook, laughing in every wave.
The villagers now came daily, bringing offerings, breadfruit, fish, and flowers. They sang songs in which his name appeared.Tane-Ma-Cook.The One Who Returned. The One Who Brought the Sky and Understood the Sea. He had stopped contradicting. At first, he had said, "I am not a god, I am just a man." Now he said nothing more. It was easier this way. And more honest.
He wrote:
"When many people believe the same thing, it eventually becomes truth. Perhaps that's how it was with Cook. First a man, then a myth, then a sea."
The children followed him everywhere. Little shadows that mimicked his movements. When he drank, they raised invisible goblets. When he walked, they followed in his footsteps. When he spoke, they listened as if he were commanding rain. He began to like them. In their eyes, there was no doubt, no mistrust. Only faith. The pure, dangerous faith that adults had long since lost.
One evening he sat by the fire with the chief. "You know I'm not him," said Banks. The old man nodded slowly. "But he speaks through you." "Or I drink too much." "Maybe he drinks through you."
Banks laughed harshly. "Then the god has damn good liver values." The old man smiled as if he understood. "Gods don't die. They just migrate into other bodies."
Later, as night fell, Banks went down to the sea. The water was calm, the stars reflected in it. He knelt down and dipped his hands in. It was warm, alive. He felt something—not wind, not waves. Something touching him. He pulled his hands back, gasping. A faint light glowed on his skin, as if the sea had marked him.
"James?" he whispered. The sea answered with a sound barely audible, but felt—deep, vibrant, ancient. He stood there, breathing heavily, his heart racing. "If it's you, then stop playing with me."
But the sea was not silent. It pulsed, shone, sang. He suddenly realized that he was no longer searching, but had been found.
The next morning, the chief approached him. "He has chosen you," he said calmly. "For what?" "To speak." "With whom?" "With us. With him. With what you call the sea."
Banks looked at him for a long moment. "And if I refuse?" "Then you die. That's the way it is with the chosen ones."
He laughed. A tired, scratchy laugh. "Then I've been on the right path my whole life."
From then on, they treated him differently. When he spoke, they listened in silence. When he was silent, they waited, as if he were about to say something sacred. He began to observe himself—how he spoke more slowly, walked more deliberately, breathed more consciously. How he imitated Cook without meaning to.
He wrote:
"I'm becoming him. Not because I want to, but because it's easier than fighting him."
"People here believe in light that never goes out. I've always been the opposite. Maybe that's the balance."
That evening, they led him to a new statue. It was crudely carved, made of dark wood, with glass eyes that reflected like stars. And the face—his own. "What the hell…" he muttered. "Tane-Ma-Cook," they said. "You're back."
He stepped closer, saw himself made of wood, flawless, larger than life. He felt no honor, no fear. Only tiredness. "If that's your god," he said quietly, "then he's just as broken as I am."
But that night he dreamed that the statue was breathing. And in its breath he smelled rum and salt and fire—just like when Cook looked up at the sky.
Faith was suddenly everywhere. In the eyes, in the hands, in the sand. Banks could hardly walk without people following him. They called his name, sang, and placed shells and fruit at his feet. Even children held out small carved figures to him, their faces glowing like candles. He hated it. And he loved it.
For in this absurd theater, he was once again someone who mattered. Not a shadow of someone else. Not an observer of doom. Just a man who happened to be standing in the right place when the sea decided to listen to him.
One morning, he found a sign on the beach: a map made of shells. It showed lines leading out to sea, where the light always began to flicker just before sunset. The villagers declared it to be "the way of return." "Back to where?" asked Banks. "To the one who sent you." "And if I don't go?" The elder looked at him seriously. "Then he will come to you."
The sea was strangely calm that day. No wind, no birds, no sounds. Only that dull, deep breathing that came from below, like a heartbeat. Banks stepped closer to the water, felt his feet sink into the wet sand. He whispered, "James?" And somewhere, beneath the surface, something answered. Not in words, but in feeling. A wave brushing against him. Warm. Almost friendly. But in that warmth lay power, that old, demanding energy that doesn't ask if you're ready.
He wrote:
"I'm beginning to understand why he didn't come back. Once the sea recognizes you, you can't help it. You become part of its logic, its hunger."
Later, they came with offerings. Fish, feathers, a pig. They cut it open, sang, and let the blood drip into the sand. "For the one who walks between sky and water," they said. Banks wanted to protest, but the words stuck in his throat. He felt heavy, tired, old. "I'm not one of you," he said. Then the young woman with the golden tattoos looked at him—the one who never spoke to him, but always stayed close. "If you aren't one, then why does the sea speak your name?"
He didn't know the answer. At night, the wind returned, hot, hissing, vibrating. The trees bent, the fire flickered, and somewhere in between, the sea sang. A sound, deep, strange, familiar. The people fell to their knees, stretched out their arms, and sang along. "Tane-Ma-Cook! Tane-Ma-Cook!"
Banks stood in the middle, rum dripping from his hand, and he felt something moving in his chest. A pulling sensation. A burning sensation. He fell to his knees, grabbed at the sand, and gasped. "Stop," he whispered. "It's not me."
But the sea didn't stop. It answered with a wave that rolled across the beach, all without wind, all without cause. It touched him, briefly, gently. And for a moment, he saw him again. James Cook. Standing on the water, barefoot, naked, his eyes shining like glass. He smiled. "You're late, Joseph," he said. "Go to hell," Banks gasped. "I'm already here."
Then the image was gone. The sea was still again. Only the people continued to kneel, singing, pleading. Banks stared at his hands. The water ran down them, glittering. He saw that they were glowing.
He wrote:
"I'm no longer a man. I'm a messenger for something that has long since surpassed me."
“If God exists, he is made of salt, and his heaven tastes of blood.”
He drank until everything blurred. And when he closed his eyes, he saw the sea still smiling. Not cruelly. Just knowingly. Like someone who knows full well that you've long been one of them.
Banks began to see himself in the third person. When he spoke, he listened. When he wrote, he read. And when he slept, he watched himself dream. This was new. And it was dangerous. The island had swallowed him long ago, he knew. It wasn't simply earth; it was consciousness. A kind of memory made of salt and steam. Every tree, every stone, every breath here seemed to know something he had forgotten.
He tried to fight it. He made tables, measurements, and records. He asked questions no one could answer. He wanted to remain a scientist. But on this island, science was just another word for fear. When he talked about the tides, they called it prophecy. When he explained the stars, they said he was conjuring them. And every time he contradicted him, the sea flickered, as if offended.
On the third night, he dreamed Cook was sitting next to him by the fire. The old bastard seemed calm, almost friendly. "You're doing what I did," Cook said. "But you have it easier. I had to find the light. You just have to shine." Banks looked at him. "I don't want this." "It doesn't matter. Faith doesn't ask for consent." "You started all this." Cook nodded. "And you'll finish it."
He woke up, drenched in sweat, the fire long gone. The sextant lay in the ashes, glowing faintly.
In the morning, the chief came and bowed deeply. "He has chosen you, Tane-Ma-Cook. Today the sea speaks." Banks wanted to protest, but the old man reached for his hand and placed it on his heart. "Do you feel it?" And indeed—there was something. A beat. A rhythm that wasn't his. A second heart in his chest.
He staggered back, gasping, shaking his hand. "No," he whispered. "This isn't real." "What is real when the sea is listening?" the old man answered calmly.
Later, alone, Banks stared at the water. The sea was clear, too clear. He saw the bottom, rocks, plants, and movement in between. Shadows. Circles. It was as if something large was breathing beneath him. He held his breath. Then he heard the voice. Not outside, but in his head.
“You are me.”
He fell to his knees. "No."
“You carried me, Joseph.”
"I am not you."
“You are what’s left of me.”
He ran back to the village, staggering, sweating, with that thunder in his head. The villagers saw him and cheered. "He hears! He hears!" They danced, sang, and scattered flowers on him. He screamed, "I can't hear anything! Stop!" But they kept dancing.
He grabbed the interpreter and shook him. "Tell them I'm not a god!" The interpreter looked at him sadly. "Then tell them yourself. Maybe they'll believe you. Maybe they won't."
Banks tore himself away and stumbled toward the beach. He wanted to scream at the sea, tell it he didn't want to hear any more. But the sea spoke first. A wave came, higher than the others, crashed against the shore, and pulled him to the ground. He felt the water on his skin, in his mouth, in his ears—and in his head. Images. Light. Stars. Maps. He saw Cook's hand drawing lines. He saw himself next to it, younger, afraid, ready.
He screamed, but the water wouldn't let him. It continued to whisper.
"You must finish what I started. The world is not yet whole."
“I am not a part of you!”
“You are the rest.”
Then the sea retreated, leaving him lying there, gasping, trembling, soaked. The villagers came running, helped him up, shouted, and cheered. "The sea has spoken to him! Tane-Ma-Cook is blessed!"
He stood there, swaying, his eyes glassy, ​​his skin salty. "Blessed…" he murmured. "Or damned."
He went back to his hut and wrote with a wet hand:
"I get it. Heaven was just the beginning. The rest happens down here, in the dirt, in the salt, in the breath of the world. Cook wanted to measure it. I'm supposed to finish it."
"I'm no longer a man. I'm a coordinate system between light and madness."
Then he put the pen aside, reached for the bottle and drank until the rum no longer burned but tasted like the sea.
And out there, somewhere beyond the beach, the water continued to whisper—patiently, incessantly, like a teacher who knows the student is no longer trying to save himself.
In the days that followed, Banks lost his composure. He no longer woke up at set hours, wrote at random times, and spoke to people who might not even be there. His notes became shorter, more illegible, as if scraped from a single stream of thought. Between the lines crept strange words, odd symbols, circles, spirals—the same writing he had seen on the village walls. Only now it came from his hand.
The villagers watched him with a mixture of awe and fear. They followed him everywhere, singing when he was silent, remaining silent when he spoke. He felt trapped in this veneration, like a cell of light. Every breath was a prayer that didn't belong to him.
Sometimes he stood on the beach and whispered, "I don't want this." Then the wind blew, ever so slightly, and he thought someone was laughing.
One evening they brought him to the clearing in the jungle—the same one where the old sextant lay. They lit fires, offered sacrifices: breadfruit, shellfish, fish, even a knife. "Today the heavens return," said the chief. Banks tried to leave, but they held him back. "It must be spoken," said the old man. "What must be spoken?" "What he left you."
They sang, drummed, the fire grew higher. Banks looked into it, and in the embers he saw him. Cook. No longer as a body, but as a pattern of light and shadow, vibrating, flowing. "You did it," Banks said quietly. "You ruined me." Cook smiled. "I only completed you."
Banks fell to his knees. "What do you want from me?" "Nothing. I am inside you, Joseph. You are my echo. I drew the map, you are the movement on it." "I want to be me again." "You never were."
He wanted to scream, but then the wave came—out of nowhere, in the middle of the jungle. No water, no sea, just sound. A dull, deep roar that pressed through him, as if his blood were singing. He felt the world vibrate. Everything around him—fire, people, trees—moved in the same rhythm. A single pulse. The breath of the earth.
He fell onto his back and looked up at the sky. Venus stood above him, brighter than ever, so close he thought he could touch her. He reached out, and for a moment he thought she touched back. "I'm here," he whispered.
"I know," answered the voice in his head. He no longer knew whether it came from Cook, from the sea, or from himself.
When he came to, he was lying on the beach. The sun was high, the sea calm. The villagers sat around him, silent, reverent. The chief stepped forward. "He is in you now," he said. "He speaks through your blood."
Banks sat up, staring at his hands. The light in them was gone. Only salt remained. He laughed—not loudly, not angrily, just empty. "Then he should write the logbooks himself."
He stood up, walked down to the water, and dipped his hands in. "All right, James. If you can hear me, listen: I'm not a prophet. Not a god. Not a damn lighthouse. I'm just a man who realized too late that you can't map the sky."
The sea didn't answer. It didn't need to. It was everywhere.
He went back to the village, took his book, wrote:
"I think he was never gone. He is the water between thoughts. I am his vessel. And if I disappear one day, someone else will find my words and think they are his."
"That's the trick: Nothing is lost. It just changes the voice."
That night he slept deeply. No dreams, no light, no Venus. Only darkness that smelled of rest. For the first time, he felt peace—and fear of losing it.
In the morning, he stood on the beach again, alone. The sea was calm, almost as clear as glass. He said, "I understand. You don't want worshippers. You want storytellers." Then he turned away, looking back at the village. The children played in the sand, drawing spirals.
He smiled. "Then I'll just finish it."
He took the logbook, opened it, and wrote the last sentence of the chapter:
“Encounter with the island gods – and I was one of them.”
Then he walked toward the forest, where the light deepened, and the sea followed him—quietly, like a breath that never ends.
 
New Zealand smells of death and smoke
The south came with a smell. Not salt, not wind, not sea—smoke. Sharp, bitter, sweet all at once. A smell that burned something old and gave birth to something new. When they reached New Zealand, the sky was gray as iron and the water sluggish as oil. No songs, no drums, no luminous waves. Only the dull beating of the mast and the creaking of the old wood that had seen more than a human could bear.
Banks stood at the bow, staring at the coast. Black cliffs, bare slopes, smoke from the forests. "There's nothing divine there," the helmsman said quietly. "Yes, there is," Banks replied. "Destruction is also a god. Only a more honest one."
They went ashore, their boots deep in the mud, the rain biting into their skin like small nails. The air smelled of blood and burnt fat. A village, or what remained of it—ash, bones, spears. A few bodies, black as wood, lay in the wet grass. No one spoke. The men stared at the corpses as if waiting for a hand to move, a breath to come, anything.
Banks knelt next to one of the dead men and touched his forehead. "Still warm," he said. "What the hell happened here?" "People," Banks replied. "That always happens when people venture ashore."
He looked around. The huts had burned down, the supplies looted. Remnants of smoke were everywhere, like black veins in the sky. He found a broken statue, carved from wood, marked by smoke.
A face—half human, half animal. He picked it up, looked at it, and for a moment he swore it recognized him.
"Get rid of it," said the helmsman. "No." "That's superstition." "No," repeated Banks, "that's memory."
They moved on, finding traces of a fight—arrowheads, broken spears, blood in the sand. The men grew quieter. One whispered, "I think they knew we were coming." Banks nodded. "Maybe. Maybe they always know someone's coming."
In the evening, they made camp on the beach. The rain had stopped, but the smoke remained. Banks sat by the fire, his head in his hands. He smelled death, and he smelled himself in it. "I thought I was done with gods," he murmured. "Perhaps you've become one," said the helmsman. "Then that god is hungry."
He wrote in his journal:
"New Zealand. The land breathes like a dying animal. Smoke everywhere, voices everywhere that no one hears. I wonder if this is what Cook meant when he spoke of the end of the world. Maybe. Maybe this was the plan: to see how far man can go before he eats himself."
He put the feather aside and stared into the fire. It hissed as the rain began again. Small, narrow flames fought their way through the wind, like faint memories of something greater.
He thought of Cook, of the island, of the light. And then of the darkness. "Perhaps," he said quietly, "the sea is more merciful than the earth."
He slept restlessly, dreaming of water turning to ash, of Venus falling from the sky, and of Cook laughing—without a mouth, without a body, only as smoke above the fire.
In the morning, everything smelled of death. Not of decay, but of something living being burned. New Zealand. A place that silenced even the heavens.
They followed the smoke inland, like hunters following a trail of scorched earth. The sky remained leaden gray, the sea far away, but they still heard it—that distant breathing that Banks now heard everywhere, even in the wind among the grasses.
The land was silent. Too silent. No bird, no animal. Only wind, rain, and ash. And somewhere in between, the feeling of being watched. "We're not alone," whispered the helmsman. "We never are," replied Banks.
They found tracks: footprints, fresh, deep. Then voices, soft, like wind over stone. The men drew their rifles. Banks raised his hand. "Don't shoot. Not yet."
They emerged from the fog, naked except for jewelry made of bone and shell. Their bodies glistened with rain, their eyes black, calm, knowing. The man in front approached, not afraid, not in a hurry. He said something, slowly, strangely, but clearly. The interpreter whispered, "He's asking if heaven has returned."
Banks felt his stomach clench. "Tell him the sky will stay where it is." The interpreter hesitated. "Say it!" He did. The man nodded, looked at the sky, then at Banks. "He knows you," the interpreter said quietly. "They call you the one who came back. The one who brought fire."
Banks closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "Cook," he murmured. "Always Cook."
They led the men into the village. No singing, no welcome, just this slow, probing silence.
In the center of the settlement stood a pole, tall, blackened by fire. Carved into it: lines, circles, symbols—the same ones Banks already knew. Below it, a name, barely legible, but in English.
Cook.
Banks stepped closer. His fingers glided over the burnt wood. The letters were deeply carved, with a precision only a person with anger or reverence could achieve. "He was here," he said. The interpreter nodded. "And they say he died twice. Once in the sea. And once here."
Banks looked at him sharply. "What does that mean?" "That he came back. And they killed him to send him back."
A shiver ran down his spine. "You think they sent him back?" "Yes. To heaven. So he can continue there."
Banks laughed softly. Not a real laugh, more like a fit of rage. "Then you've got it right."
The villagers brought food. Breadfruit, fish, water. They sat down, looked at Banks, expectant, reverent. He wanted to say that he wasn't one of them. That he wasn't the second heaven, the second light. But his voice didn't come. Only a quiet, ragged breath that sounded more like guilt than speech.
He later wrote:
"Sometimes I think he never died. Maybe he simply multiplied. In the minds, in the beliefs, in the lies we left behind. Cook is a rumor that refuses to die."
At night, the village burned. No attack, no enemy—the people lit fires themselves, sang, danced, and shouted into the smoke. Banks watched. He no longer understood anything. Then one of the men came to him, his hands black with ash.
"They're celebrating," said the interpreter. "What?" "That you're here. That death brings life again."
He turned around and looked into the flames. "Life and death," he muttered. "Two sides of the same damn card."
He saw that shadow in the flames again—tall, calm, awake. James Cook. He stood between the smoke and the light, his face blank, but his eyes burning. "You wanted heaven," Banks said quietly. "Now you have it. But you took us all with you."
He stepped closer to the fire, the smoke stinging his eyes. "I'll take you home, James," he whispered. "But this time you stay there."
Then the shadow was gone and the rain began.
The next morning, smoke hung heavy over the land, as if the sky had decided to stop breathing. The men were silent, even the wind had ceased to speak. Only the fire still smoldered, wearily, defiantly, like a last thought that refused to die.
Banks walked through the charred village. The ground was black; the rain had mixed with ash, forming a gray, sticky soup that made every step tough. He no longer saw the villagers. Only ruins, fireplaces, the remains of carvings. Then something caught his eye—a depression in the ground, half filled with mud, half covered with charred palm leaves. He went over, knelt down, and pushed the dirt aside. Bones.
At first he thought they were animals. Then he saw the skull. And the piece of metal stuck in the ground next to it—a broken brass buckle. British. He reached for it, turning it in his hand. Engraved.
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He froze. The rain was running down his face, but it felt like sweat. "James Cook," he whispered. His heart began to pound, loudly, irregularly, like a drumbeat of fear.
He continued digging. The earth was soft, the water rising into the pit, but he wanted to know. More bones. A forearm. A piece of cloth. Then something round and smooth—a tooth. He held it in his hand, and for a moment he thought he felt a pulse in it.
"Sir!" The helmsman ran toward him. "What are you doing?" "I'm finding him." "Who?" "The one who cursed us all."
He stood up, holding up the tooth. "He was here! They killed him—or he sacrificed himself, I don't know. But this... this is real!" The men looked at each other. No one said anything. They knew Banks had gone too far, and no one wanted to follow him.
He later wrote:
"It was never the sea that swallowed him. It was the land. The flesh of the earth that ate him and breathed him out anew."
"Maybe you don't die here. Maybe you just disperse—in smoke, in stone, in stories."
That night, he dreamed of a body of smoke rising from the earth. No face, just an outline. "You're looking for me, Joseph," the voice said. "I just want to know why." "Because you are my end." "And what are you?" "The beginning."
He woke up drenched in sweat. The rain had stopped, but the sea sounded closer than usual. He stepped out, barefoot, his feet in the mud. Clouds drifted above him, and just in front of them was Venus—pale, tired, as if she herself were freezing.
"You're everywhere, James," he said quietly. "In the air, in the sand, in the blood of those who never knew you. You're like a curse disguised as a star."
He fell to his knees, his forehead pressed to the ground. He wanted to pray, but nothing came. No word, no sound, only the trembling of his body and the sound of the wind, which sounded like laughter.
In the morning, he told the men they had to move on. "Where to?" asked the helmsman. "To where the smoke is coming from. Perhaps that's where the truth lies."
They packed up, leaving the burned remains behind, and Banks took the tooth with him. A small, inconspicuous tooth that weighed more than anything he had ever carried.
He knew he wouldn't get rid of it. And somewhere, deep in the fog, he thought he heard a voice saying softly:
“You carry me well.”
They continued south, across wet grass, through fog that crept across the ground like breath. The air was heavy, sweet, as if someone had sprinkled sugar over decay. No one spoke. The men moved as if they were trapped by something invisible—perhaps faith, perhaps fear. Perhaps both.
On the third day, they saw smoke. Thin, bright, rising from a valley. Not a fire, not a campfire—more of a sign. "Those are people," said the helmsman. "Or what's left of them," Banks replied.
They walked slowly, weapons at the ready, but without the will to fight. The ground was soft, streaked with blood. Figures stood at the edge of the valley. Not many—seven, eight perhaps. Women, children, old men. Skin like leather, eyes like glass. One stepped forward, trembling but erect. He spoke. The interpreter translated: "He says you've come back. The one with the sun in his hand."
Banks closed his eyes. "I'm not him." "He says that's what you said last time."
People fell to their knees. One of the boys crawled over to Banks and placed his hand on his shoe, as if testing whether it was genuine. Banks knelt down and looked into the faces. They were empty but calm. No hatred, no fear. Just that old, tired recognition. "They think you bring peace," said the interpreter. "Then they're mistaken."
He gave the boy some bread, but he didn't eat it. He put it in the fire. "For him," said the interpreter. "So he can stand up again." Banks stared into the flames. "He's already standing. And he's not resting in any heaven."
No one slept that night. The wind shifted, bringing back the smoke. Banks sat by the fire, the tooth in his hand. He weighed it as if it were a compass. He thought:Perhaps it points inwards, not northwards.
Then he heard them—footsteps, outside, in the fog. He reached for his pistol and stood up. Two men stepped forward, faces painted, spears in hand. They saw him, and instead of attacking, they lowered their weapons. "Do they recognize you?" whispered the interpreter. "How can you recognize someone who no longer exists?" "Because you're carrying him."
One of the men approached and placed a shell in Banks' hand. Carved on it: a circle divided into two halves. One light, one dark. "Day and night," said the interpreter. "Life and death. They say you have to find balance." Banks looked at him. "I have enough to do just keeping my head straight."
He took the shell and turned it between his fingers. "What am I supposed to do with it?" "If it breaks," the man said, "everything starts all over again."
Banks laughed. "It does anyway. Again and again."
Later, when the men were asleep, he sat alone, the fire almost out. He placed the tooth and the shell next to each other in the sand. "One of you is truth," he said. "The other is a lie. I just don't know who is who."
The wind answered with a sound that sounded almost like a breath. He took the shell and raised it to his ear. No sound of the sea. No sound. Only one sentence, quiet, clear:
“The end and the beginning are the same, Joseph.”
He threw it into the fire. It cracked, glowed, shattered. And at that moment, a gust of wind came, driving the flames high—so high that Venus herself seemed to dance in them.
The villagers woke up, looked at him, and whispered his name. "Tane-Ma-Cook." "He's burning, but he's not dying."
Banks turned around, the flames reflected in his eyes. "Maybe I've never left the sea," he said quietly. "Maybe this is just the beach on the other side."
Then he sat down, took the bottle, and drank. The rum tasted of smoke. Of death. Of memories.
And when he lowered his head, he heard the sea again. Not outside, but within. Quiet. Patient. Like a god waiting for his own end.
Hunger came first, as always. Not loudly, not suddenly. It crept. Into the bones, into the eyes, into the men's voices. The meat grew tough, the rum thinned, patience shortened. Every bite was an argument, every fire a risk. Banks led them on, even though no one knew where they were going. Maybe he didn't know himself. Maybe he was just pretending. That had always been his trick—to pretend there was a destination so no one would notice there wasn't one.
The landscape changed. The grass gave way to rocks, the rocks becoming gray hills, dotted with burnt trees that looked like the fingers of a dead giant. The sky hung low, the sun a mere speck in the haze. The men cursed, whispered, prayed. One said he heard voices in the wind. Another claimed the sea was after them. Banks believed both.
They set up camp in a ravine. The night was black, the fire smelled of rain. The helmsman came to Banks, his eyes hollow, his hands nervous. "Sir, the men say the land is cursed." "The land?" "Or us. Maybe both." Banks nodded. "Then that's fine. We're the right people for cursed places."
Later, he heard screams. No struggle, no attack—just a man who had lost himself. They found him at the edge of the camp, naked, shivering, staring into the void. "He says he saw him," someone whispered. "Who?" "Cook. He was standing in the fog, laughing." Banks knelt down, looked the man in the eye. "What did he say?" The sailor stared right through him. "He said you're almost done."
Banks stepped back. The rain began again, cold, fine, merciless. He went into the tent and drank. He wrote:
"I have no control anymore. Not over the weather, not over the men, not over myself. Cook's shadow is growing thicker. I hear him even when I'm silent. Maybe I'm just his last tool, an extended breath. Maybe we're all just repetitions."
The next day, two men were found dead. One hanged, the other with a knife in his chest. No argument, no reason. Just silence. The others looked at Banks as if they had finally realized what they had always feared: that he was the unfortunate one.
"Sir, we must return," said the helmsman. "Return to where?" "To sea." "The sea doesn't want us." "Then it wants you."
Banks laughed, rough and hollow. "The sea wants everything. Sooner or later."
He stood up and walked out into the fog. The land was silent, but not empty. He heard the rustling, the cracking of branches, the soft whispering. Then he saw them—shadows among the trees, moving but without direction. Faces, bodies, smoke. He didn't know if they were real or just memories that refused to fade.
One approached, an old man with eyes like water. "Tane-Ma-Cook," he said. Banks shook his head. "It's not me." "Yes, it is. You bring the end."
Banks wanted to say something, but then the old man reached into the fog, and in his hand appeared a piece of metal—a compass. He handed it to Banks. "It's yours." Banks took it. The needle spun wildly, without a stop, without a north. "It's broken." "No," said the old man. "It shows where the heart beats."
Then he disappeared. The fog dissipated, the land was empty again.
Banks stood there, compass in hand. He opened it again—the needle was still. It pointed at himself.
He later wrote:
"I've found the North. It's always been within me. Only there's no light there. Only smoke."
“New Zealand smells of death, but maybe that’s just the smell of awakening.”
That night, no one slept. They sat in a circle, not talking, drinking, looking into the fire. And somewhere out there, in the darkness, someone laughed—quietly, familiarly, unstoppably.
On the last day in New Zealand, no one spoke. No commands, no curses, no prayers. Only the clang of metal, the dull drag of boots on the wet sand, and the panting of men who were no longer men, but breathing shadows. The sea lay before them, gray, sluggish, still as a wound after the final cut.
Banks stood there, barefoot, his uniform in tatters, his face blank. He had ceased to distinguish between dream and reality. Everything had become one—fog, smoke, salt, memory. The compass hung on a string around his neck. The needle pointed nowhere. Or everywhere.
"We have to go," said the helmsman, his voice shaky. Banks nodded. "Yes. Away from here. Before the land eats us like everything else."
They pushed the boat into the water. The waves were flat, tired. No sea, just movement. Banks turned around once. Behind them, the land: dark, steaming, motionless. No wind, no birds, no smoke anymore. Only the feeling that it was watching them.
He said quietly, "He stayed there." "Who?" "The one we all were."
The helmsman didn't look at him. "Let's leave him alone. Maybe that's what he wanted."
They rowed out. Slowly, silently, every stroke a breath, every breath a confession. The water beneath them was black but clear. Banks looked down—and there it was again.
Faces. Shadows. Movement. Perhaps reflections, perhaps memories. Perhaps Cook himself.
"You did it," he muttered. "You're everywhere. Congratulations, you damn hero."
He pulled out the compass. The needle vibrated, then stopped—this time pointing not toward him, but west. "Home," said the helmsman hopefully. Banks shook his head. "Home doesn't exist anymore."
They sailed on, the wind increasing. The sea began to live, to whisper, to breathe. One of the men began to laugh. Another to cry. No one could say why.
Banks wrote in his journal, the letters dancing before his eyes:
"New Zealand smells of death and smoke. But maybe that was never the smell of the earth. Maybe it was ours."
“I understood what discovery means: mapping one’s own downfall, centimeter by centimeter.”
"Cook did it first. I finished it. Or vice versa."
He closed the book and laid it beside him. The sea was now calm, almost friendly. Venus stood above them again, shining brightly, clearly, mercilessly.
"Do you see her, James?" whispered Banks. "Up there, still. Maybe she's waiting for us. Or maybe she's laughing."
He turned to the men. "If you think we're coming back, you're wrong. We're just going somewhere else."
Then he leaned back, letting the wind hit his face, his eyes half closed, the water on his fingers. For a moment, everything was quiet. No rum, no faith, no pain. Just silence.
And in that silence, he heard him again—very clearly, very close. "Thank you, Joseph."
He opened his eyes. No one spoke. Only the sea. But that was enough.
He wrote the last sentence of the chapter:
"The sea takes what it wants. And sometimes it lets you live, just to watch you figure it out."
Then he closed the book, looked into the gray, and whispered, "James, you bastard... we're finally even."
 
Between natives and admirals
London didn't smell of homecoming, but of mustiness. Of wet stone, old sweat, horse manure, and guilt. Banks stood by the Thames, the water black as oil, and wondered if it tasted the same as the sea beyond. He had hoped to feel something. He felt nothing. Only the weight of the logbook in his pocket.
The men had long since disappeared, each in his own direction, each with his own ghost on his back. Some had remained silent, others laughed, one had thrown himself from the ship off Dover. Banks hadn't tried to stop them. Perhaps this was their way of silently praying.
Uniforms were waiting at the dock. Admirals, secretaries, faces with gold buttons and pale eyes. They stood there like statues of vanity. "Sir Joseph Banks," said the superior officer, "the Empire owes you a debt of gratitude." "Then it should do better," muttered Banks.
They didn't hear him, or pretended not to. One of the admirals approached. "We'd like to see your reports." Banks handed over the logbook. "This," he said, "is not a report. It's confession."
They laughed politely. "We mean the facts, sir. The maps, the coordinates." "They're in there," said Banks. "Between the lines."
"We would like the official versions." "The official version is dead."
Silence. Then someone: "What did you find?" Banks looked at him, his eyes tired, salty, empty. "Myself. And that wasn't a pretty sight."
They brought him into a room full of maps. The smell of ink, parchment, chalk, and cold tea hung in the air. Banks walked slowly along the walls. Lines, borders, islands. Everything so clean, so orderly. He raised his hand, stroked a spot markedNew Zealandwas marked. "There," he said, "that smells of death." "Of glory," someone corrected. "Of smoke," said Banks. "Of burned gods and men who think they can save each other."
The Admiral cleared his throat. "Sir, the Empire needs heroes, not philosophers." "Then invent some." "We have Cook." "Cook betrayed you." "Cook expanded the Empire." Banks laughed. "No. Just the graveyard."
A young officer stepped forward. "They say you've become superstitious, sir. That you believe in gods." Banks nodded slowly. "Only one. And he doesn't have a church." "What's his name?" "The Sea."
They didn't know whether to laugh or fear him. One whispered, "He saw it. He's sick from heaven." Banks went to the window and looked out. Rain, haze, chimneys. No horizon, no light. "You talk about sickness. But this is sickness—walls, land that doesn't move."
He reached into his pocket and pulled out the compass. The needle twitched, then stopped—pointing north. For the first time in months.
"Do you see that?" he said quietly. "That's the difference between you and me. You need North to know who you are. I've lost him—and I'm still breathing."
The Admiral took a step closer. "Sir Banks, your reports are being reviewed. The Crown decides what is history." Banks smiled. "Then she will be lying."
He left, leaving the logbook on the table. No one touched it.
Outside, rain beat against the stone, horses neighed, the sky hung low. Banks lit a pipe and took a deep drag. The smoke tasted bitter, but real. "Admirals," he muttered, "men who think the sea can be quantified." He spat into the gutter. "James, they would have liked you. But you would still have despised them."
Then he went on, into the fog, to where London smelled of decay and truth – and the sea sang, very quietly, beneath the pavement.
The interrogation took place in a basement. Not a dungeon, not officially, but it smelled like one: of sweat, ink, cold metal, and the dust you only find where truth can't breathe. Two admirals, a clerk, a clock. Banks sat in a chair that must have come from another century. He kept his hands steady on his knees, his nails black from travel. His uniform was cleaned, but it still looked at him like a relic from another world.
"Sir Banks," the older admiral began, "your records are... incomplete." Banks nodded. "Yes. That's the way the world is." "We mean the reports. They contain religious language, mystical references, hallucinations. Do you have anything to say about them?" "Only that they're true." The admiral blinked. "Voices?"
"Yes. Everything I wrote happened. Only you'll never understand it."
The scribe scratched nervously at the paper. "So you claim to have spoken with... native gods?" "No. With something older than gods." "And that would be?" "The sea."
The younger admiral gave a short, contemptuous laugh. "The sea, Sir Banks, is an element, not an entity." "That's the difference between you and me," Banks said calmly. "You see water. I've seen it breathe."
Silence. The clock ticked, slowly, impatiently.
"Were you sane during the expedition?" Banks grinned. "I was never sane. And that's what kept me alive." "We have reports that several of your men went insane. Two suicides. One... disappeared." "The sea eats what it wants." "And what did it want from you?" Banks leaned back. "A witness."
The older admiral cleared his throat, his voice sharpening. "Sir Banks, we are here to write history, not fairy tales." "Then write your story," said Banks, "but let me keep mine."
They stared at him as if he were a disease. "You know your reports have influence. If you declare the explorer Cook a... ghost, then you undermine the authority of the Empire." Banks laughed dryly. "The authority of the Empire has already been undermined—by the truth." "The truth is what we print." "Then it's dead before it touches the page."
The men looked at each other, whispering. One stepped closer and leaned forward. "Last question, Sir Banks. Do you think Captain Cook is alive?" Banks answered without hesitation.
"Yes." "Where?" "Anywhere there's water."
The younger admiral growled. "You're crazy." "Only those who live too dry lives say that."
The writer paused, trembling, his pen hovering over the paper. "Go ahead and write that," said Banks. "Crazy. At least that's honest."
They ended the interrogation. He was led out, down the corridor, past officers who looked at him as if they were seeing a ghost. Outside, it was raining again. London was breathing heavily. He paused briefly, raised his head, and let the rain run down his face. Salt. Always salt.
"You can bury him," he murmured, "but he remains. In the waves, in the fog, in every drop. James Cook has long been more than a name. He is the current itself."
He walked through the streets, past taverns, beggars, and other such creatures that even the Empire couldn't tame. He paused in an alley. An old man sat there, barefoot, with a shell in his hand. "A gift from the sea," the old man said. Banks took it and turned it. Inside, it was black. No rustling. Only silence. "He's listening to you," the old man said. Banks nodded. "I know."
Then he walked on, his collar turned up, his logbook under his arm. Behind him, in the rain, the bell of St. Mary's began to toll. Each beat sounded like a heart refusing to stop.
The Royal Society welcomed him like a prodigal son, allowed back in only out of politeness. The hall smelled of varnish, of wet wool, of old scholarship that had long since become mere decoration. Books on shelves, globes on pedestals, men with white wigs and black tongues. Banks entered, hat in hand, the sea in his eyes.
"Sir Joseph," said the chairman, "we have examined your records." "So you are wiser now than before?"
A murmur went through the rows. A young assistant, nervous, stood up: "You write that you heard voices. The sea spoke to you." "Yes." "And you believe that?" "I don't believe anything. I just remember."
The chairman leafed through his papers. "The admirals are... concerned. They fear your reports could tarnish Captain Cook's image." Banks laughed. "Then the image is probably too weak." "You don't understand. Cook is a hero. A symbol. We must keep his story clean." "Then clean it up. But start with the blood."
A murmur. One said, "Sir Banks, you're under surveillance." "By whom?" "By God, if you're lucky." "Then he should write to me."
They wanted to rewrite, smooth out, and censor his reports. They called itscientific adaptationHe called itLie with ink"If you make Cook a saint," he said, "then you'll kill him a second time." "And what do you suggest?" "Let him remain human. That's harder to bear, but more honest."
That evening, he left the meeting. Outside, the night waited, heavy, damp, familiar. He walked down the street, past the Thames, which flickered beneath the fog like a sleeping animal. He felt the water beneath the stones. It was there. It was always there.
In his apartment, he lit a candle and opened the logbook. The pages were wavy, the ink bleeding. He flipped through it, read, paused. Then he heard it. A humming. Quiet at first, then louder. Not a sound from the world, but from within himself. "James?" he whispered. No answer. Just this steady, piercing hum, like wind through bones.
He wrote, his hand trembling:
"It's here. Not in the sea. In me. I carry it like one carries an illness."
"He wants to talk. He wants me to move on."
He stood up and went to the window. Outside, the rain, below, the Thames, gray and alive. He looked in—and saw him. Cook. In the water, calm, with open eyes, his face clear. "What do you want?" whispered Banks. "Write." "What?" "Anything. As long as you can."
He tore his gaze away, staggered back, the candle flickering. He reached for the bottle and drank. The alcohol burned, but the buzzing remained. He lay down on the ground, the logbook on his chest, and swore he felt waves within him.
At night he continued writing, incessantly, page after page. No style, no order, just truth in its raw form:
"The sea has no end. It only has messengers. I am one of them."
“If Cook drew a line, I am the dot that refuses to stand still.”
"They want reports. I'll give them confession."
In the morning, the room was covered with paper. The candle had burned down, the rum was empty, the sky pale. Banks sat there, barefoot, trembling, his hands full of ink. He whispered, "He's not dead. He's just writing through me."
He heard footsteps in the stairwell, voices, orders. Admirals. Officials. Controllers of the truth. He gathered his sheets of paper, tied them with string. He wrote the last sentence before they broke down the door:
"You will read it, and you will think you are reading me. But you will hear it."
Then he stood up, his shoulders straight, his eyes clear, and said as they led him away: "I didn't lose him. You never found him."
House arrest came without judgment, without accusation, without meaning. A polite dungeon with carpet, tea, and servants who pretended to see nothing. A house in the West End, large enough to lose one's silence in. The windows were barred—not with iron, but with etiquette. That was worse.
Banks received books. Old editions, carefully selected. Aristotle, Newton, Columbus. All men who thought they understood something. He didn't read them. He sat at his desk, looked at the Thames, and wrote. Not for the admirals, not for society, not for posterity – for himself. Or for what lived inside him.
The walls smelled of chalk and dust. When it was quiet enough, he heard it again—that deep, vibrating roar. Sometimes it came from the fireplace. Sometimes from the inkwell. Sometimes from his chest.
He wrote:
"They think they've locked me up. But the sea has no doors. It seeps through the cracks, through the wood, through me."
"I hear him every night. James. First like wind, then like voice, then like me."
At night, when the rain lashed the roofs, he sat by his candle, drinking and writing. Once, the servant came in and found him kneeling, his hands black with ink, muttering. "Are you all right, sir?" "I'm working." "On what?" "On the truth." The servant bowed and backed out. He had been told not to listen.
A few days later an officer came, bringing a letter from the Royal Society.
“Your reports will be archived until they are deemed appropriate to the dignity of the Crown.”
Banks laughed so loudly that the servants were startled. "The dignity of the crown," he said. "I've seen gods eaten. And they want dignity."
He burned the letter. The smoke smelled of salt. Then he took the logbook, opened it, and the writing on it began to shimmer. Not ink, not light—movement. The words breathed. And a shadow formed between them.
"James." "You're late," said the voice. "I was never gone." "I know. But you startled them." "They need it." "You can't stay here." "And where should I go?" "Somewhere quiet again."
Banks closed the book. He knew what that meant. He looked at the Thames, the rain pelting against the windowpane, and the water below seemed to be calling to him.
In the night, the buzzing woke him. He stood up, barefoot, and opened the window. The wind smelled of salt, even though they were miles from the sea. He stepped out onto the balcony and looked down. The water shimmered, almost friendly.
"You want me back," he said quietly. No answer. Only the water rising as if it were breathing.
He went back to the table, took pen and paper, and wrote the rest in one go until the sun came out:
"I was a witness. Not a hero, not a god. Just someone who saw too much and believed too little."
"Cook is not a ghost. He is movement. He lives in everything that doesn't stand still."
"The sea is not distance. It is memory in liquid form."
He put down his pen and looked at the manuscript—hundreds of pages, illegible, vivid. Then he laughed. "Now no one can correct me."
When the admirals arrived the next day, the room was empty. The window was open. On the table: the logbook, the ink still wet.
A servant swore he heard a voice in the night – quiet, calm, almost joyful.
“Finally, water again.”
They found no body. Only wet footprints leading from the desk to the window. And in the Thames, the next morning, a page from the logbook floated. On it, in shaky writing, was written:
"I'm on my way. He called me."
The news of Banks' disappearance did not make the rounds in London – it was cut up, rewritten, stolen, buried. No official report, not a line in thegazette. Only a few officers murmuring over whiskey that "the guy had finally lost his mind." The Royal Society printed a statement:“Sir Joseph Banks has resigned for health reasons.”
Health. A nice word for madness.
In truth, he had left the Crown with a problem: too many pages, too much truth. A committee was formed—a circle of old men with soft hands and sharp pens. They read his notes and saw only danger. "This is blasphemy," said one. "This is literature," said another. "This is dynamite," said the chairman.
Some of the manuscripts were burned. Others were archived, sealed, "until they were deemed historically safe." But a few pages were missing. No one knew who had taken them. No one asked.
In the harbor bars, it was said that a sailor from Cook's crew had pulled her out of the fire at night. And that before he disappeared, he had said:
"The old man did it. He's out again."
The admirals talked quietly about curses, about madness, about seasickness of the mind. One swore that the night after Banks' disappearance, the water in the Thames had boiled—without any wind. Another said his map of New Zealand had gotten wet, even though it was behind glass. They laughed about it, but no one slept well.
Months passed. Stories surfaced in the ports. Sailors who had sailed in the South Seas spoke of a light above the water—not a star, not a ship. A shining point that came and went. Sometimes one heard a voice, deep, calm, broken:
“Keep writing.”
The Royal Society sent a ship to search for Banks's tracks. It never returned. They attributed it to navigation. Or the weather. Or God.
An anonymous letter surfaced—no signature, no origin. Just one sentence:
“He found what Cook was looking for.”
Years later, a fisherman from Whitby—an old man with half an ear and salty fingers—spoke of a night out at sea, just before a storm. He saw a ship, small, old, with a broken mast. On deck stood a man, barefoot, his face furrowed by the wind. He held a book in his hand that glowed like iron. "Who are you?" cried the fisherman. The man looked at him, smiled. "Just a cartographer on the back of the world." Then, as if the sea had breathed it in, the ship vanished.
The story was laughed at, whitewashed, and repressed. But sometimes, when the Royal Navy sailed in the Pacific, sailors reported hearing drums in the night—deep, distant, rhythmic. And a voice, whispering:
“The map is never finished.”
A sealed envelope still lies in the Royal Society's archives. No date, no sender. It reads in scrawled, salt-rippled script:
“New Zealand smells of death and smoke.
But the sea never forgets names.”
The envelope must not be opened. Regulation No. 77/1779. Reason:“Unclear origin, possible superstition.”
But sometimes, late at night, when the wind blows through the corridors, the night watchman hears the paper rustling – and swears it sounds like a wave crashing against the shore.
The years that followed turned truth into porcelain. Captain James Cook received statues, volumes, anthems, monuments. Marble, bronze, gold. Every stone an attempt to scrape the salt out of history. Admirals had ships named after him, kings signed papers with his name, schoolboys learned that he had tamed the end of the world.
Not a single line said he was lost. Not a single sentence said he might never have existed as they describe him. That he dissolved into maps, wind, and legends. That he sails on, invisible, somewhere between truth and delusion.
And Joseph Banks? He became a footnote. "Cook's companion, botanist, scholar." No more. Not a word about the fire in his eyes, the smoke, the voices, the salt on his skin. Not a word about the fact that he was perhaps the only one who understood that to discover was to lose oneself.
The Royal Society published a revised version of his reports. Correct, cold, polite.
“Observations on the South Pacific, its flora and fauna, and its natives.”
They removed the blood, the madness, the holy.They replaced“Gods with knives”through“foreign customs”,and"the sea spoke"through"strong winds".
The first edition was a success. London loved explorers, as long as they stayed clean. But in the harbor bars, whispers were different. They said Banks wasn't dead, but at sea. Some said he sailed at night among the southern islands. Others swore they heard him—a soft knocking against the ship's side, just before a storm, like a heart still beating.
Once, decades later, an Admiralty clerk found a map that no one recognized. No date, no name, just lines—tangled, trembling, beautiful. And in the corner, a small, crooked inscription:
“Every point is a breath.”
He brought it to the curator, who examined it and said, "This is Banks' hand. But where did it come from?" The clerk replied, "From the sea, sir. It was found in a whaler's net." The curator frowned and smelled the paper. It stank of salt. He had it sealed immediately.
The official story remained clear, orderly, dead. But outside, beyond the colonies, other maps circulated. Maps without borders, without north, without measure. They were called“Cook’s Legacy”, but sailors knew: This was Banks. His curse, his gift.
At night, when the wind blew from the south, one swore to hear a second voice in the storm. Not loud, not threatening. Calm. Quiet. Narrative. As if someone were dictating notes:
“Fame stinks if you wear it too long.”
“The sea never forgets names.”
And maybe, just maybe, that was enough.
Because sometimes it is enough that a single man has written down that the sea is alive and the truth cannot be found on land.
 
Australia – dust, heat, gangrene
Australia began not with land, but with light. Too bright, too close, too piercing. The sun was no longer a sphere, but a whip that struck everything. The sea was suddenly still, as if it had deliberately spat Banks out here—a revenge, a test, or both.
He came on a ship made half of rumors, half of wood. The crew consisted of men who had nothing left to lose. Refugees, cursed, those who believed they could start anew somewhere if they only went far enough. No one spoke of England. England was now just a sound—the clanking of chains, the hissing of ink on reports no one read.
Banks had started writing again. But this time not for admirals, not for the Royal Society. He wrote for the dust, for the wind, for the flies that refused to stay dead. He wrote with the last vestige of hope that words might rot more easily than flesh.
Australia stank of iron, of blood, of dead wood. The land seemed to breathe, but not in a friendly way. It wasn't a place you entered, but one that looked at you, that tested you, that decided whether you could stay or die of thirst.
The men built a camp, sweating, cursing, laughing for no reason. One said, "There's nothing here, sir. Just dirt."
Banks replied, "Dirty is honest. At least he doesn't pretend to be gold."
He and three men moved inland. They found no water, but bones. Animals that looked as if someone had invented them and then forgotten them. Kangaroos, lizards, birds that screamed like children. The air was thick, shimmering, full of insects and sounds no one could explain.
Banks wrote:
“This is where reason ends.
The land obeys no map, no compass, no prayer.
The sun kills time, the shadows flee.
Australia is not new – it is old, older than anything we can imagine.”
On the third day, they found a fire. Not theirs. At the edge of a plain, natives sat, black as night, silent, awake. They didn't move when Banks came. He raised his hand. They didn't answer.
One stepped forward, painted, his eyes like molten stone. He said something, slowly, deeply, like thunder in the distance. The interpreter shook his head. "I don't understand, sir." "Then listen more carefully," said Banks.
The man repeated it. And Banks felt the air become heavier, hotter, more alive. "What did he say?" "He says you've been here before."
Banks laughed softly, bitterly. "They all say that." But this time he believed it.
The native stepped closer and placed his hand on his chest, right where the compass hung, which Banks had never taken off. The needle turned. Slowly.
Then she stopped – not north, not south, but towards the sun.
"He says," whispered the interpreter, "the earth recognizes you. But it doesn't like you."
Banks nodded. "The feeling is mutual."
They continued on, deeper into the land, until the sun swallowed everything. One man collapsed, skin burned, lips bloody. Another was blinded by the light. Banks drank rainwater that tasted of rust and wrote in his book until the ink boiled.
At night there was no wind. Only heat, only silence, only stars that looked as if they would fall at any moment and burn everything.
Banks wrote:
“The sea has cursed me.
Now it's leaving me to die in the country.
Perhaps this is the punishment for someone who has seen both sides of the world.”
He thought of Cook, of the map, of the light over Tahiti. Then he saw the sky, and it was not blue, not black, but burning.
"James," he said quietly, "if you were here, you'd laugh. Because even death is thirsty here."
The dust came first. Not as wind, not as a storm, but like an animal quietly gnawing at one's feet. It crept into one's teeth, into one's bread, into the ink. It was as if the land had decided to dry them out from within. The men coughed, spat reddened, their lips cracked. Banks continued writing. Each line became shorter, the writing slanted, the ink brighter. He wrote against disappearance.
The land was endless, flat, burning. No shadow, no sound. Even the flies had given up. Sometimes he thought he heard the sea, far behind him, like an echo mocking him. "The sea laughs," he murmured. "Sir?" someone asked. "Nothing. Only memory."
They moved on. Two men collapsed. One couldn't get up. Banks left him there. There was no time left for funerals. The sun took everything.
At night, the land wasn't cooler, just hot in a different way—from within, from below. Banks lay awake, watching the stars, which looked like sparks. Each one seemed to whisper a word, but together they made only noise.
“Back… go back…”
He laughed. "There's no turning back. Only forward. Or down."
On the third day, they came across a riverbed. No water, just cracks. In the middle, a pile of stones—carefully stacked. He went over and lifted the top one away. Beneath them: bones. Small. Human. Next to it, a piece of wood, carved with symbols. Not English, not Maori. Something else. He looked, and for a moment, he swore he recognized his own name.
"Sir, we should move on," said the helmsman. "No. We should ask what this was." "It's dead." "Everything here is dead. But that doesn't mean anything."
He stayed there, knelt down, and placed his hand on the stones. The ground was warm. Too warm. He pulled his hand back—his skin was red, as if burned. "It's alive," he whispered. "What?" "The land. It's alive. And it hates us."
The men looked at him, shocked. One began to pray, another laughed hysterically.
Banks stood up and reached for the bottle. "Pray quietly. No one here is listening to you."
They rested in a ravine. A wind arose, hot, dry, and dusty. It brought voices with it—whispering, moaning, singing. The men pressed themselves against the rocks. "Sir! Those are ghosts!" "No," said Banks. "That's history. Their breathing just sounds different."
He took his notebook and wrote between the trembling pages:
"Australia doesn't speak. It thinks. Slowly. But deeply.
And when it looks at you, you see yourself—raw, ugly, true.”
During the night, a fever came. He lay on his back, his forehead wet, his throat dry. He saw Cook's face above him, built of smoke and light. "Why here?" whispered Banks. "Because there are no lies here." "And what am I?" "Proof that truth hurts."
The next morning, one of the men had disappeared. Only his footprints remained—leading into the middle of the plain until they ended in nothingness. Banks looked there for a long time. "He got it," he said. "He left before the land swallowed him up."
The sky was white. The air was still. He wiped his brow—blood, not sweat. The sun grinned. The land was silent. And Banks moved on.
He wrote another line:
“I now understand why the natives do not conquer.
You can't own anything that will outlive you."
Then the wind ripped the sentence out of the book and the dust swallowed it.
On the fourth day, there were only four of them. The dust clung to their skin, to their eyelashes, to their thoughts.
They barely spoke, stopped eating altogether. Every breath was work. Every step was a prayer without God. Australia ate them, but slowly – so that they felt every bite.
The sun stood firm in the sky, like a judge who already knew the verdict. Banks led, not because he wanted to, but because no one knew which way was up or down anymore. The compass was dead. The needle no longer moved. He carried it anyway, like a cross.
A man collapsed, mid-stride. Banks stopped, waited. No one helped. After a minute, the man got up again and walked on. Without a glance, without a word. They had long since become more dust than flesh.
At night they found a cave. Black, cool, silent. They lay down inside, one by one, and the rock received them like a grave that came too soon. Banks sat at the entrance, looking out into the shimmering darkness. There was something. Movement. A shadow that wasn't human.
He reached for the gun, held it tight, and breathed softly. Then she came closer—a woman, naked, painted, her hair like coal. Her eyes gleamed, as if they knew something he would never know. She spoke. No words, just a sound, rhythmic, deep, ancient.
Banks didn't understand a word. But his body did. He lowered the weapon. She approached him, placed her hand on his forehead. Coolly. Then she spoke again, more slowly this time. The interpreter was asleep, but Banks understood nonetheless. He didn't hear language—he heard meaning.
“Why are you here?”
“Because we’re stupid.”
“You’re looking for water?”
"We'll look for ourselves." She nodded. "Then you won't find anything."
She pointed west. "There's the sea." "The sea?" "Yes. The other sea. The one that doesn't know you."
Banks looked at her. "And you?" "I'm the shadow of it." Then she disappeared. Not a footstep, not a sound. Only the air, which briefly smelled of earth.
By morning, the interpreter was dead. The sun hung over the cave entrance like a threat. Banks pushed the corpse out, watched as the body slowly dried until it broke. He said quietly, "The land takes back what it doesn't need."
The men wanted to give up. "Sir, this is suicide," one said. Banks nodded. "Perhaps this is the only honest way to die."
They continued walking. No shadow, no destination. The heat burned as if it wanted to cleanse them. Banks' skin burst, his lips bled, the ink in his book dried into dust. But he wrote anyway.
“I'm beginning to understand.
The sea was moving, Australia is still.
Both are true.
And truth is what destroys you.”
In the evening, they found a stone. Carved on it: a circle divided into two halves—light and dark. Banks remembered. Tahiti. New Zealand. Always the same circle.
He sat down in front of it and placed his hand on it. The stone was warm. He whispered, "James?" The wind answered with sand.
One of the men suddenly laughed loudly. Then he screamed and ran, straight into the sun, until his body appeared like a black dot and disappeared. No one followed him.
Banks stayed. He wrote:
“Man is an animal who draws maps to forget himself.”
“I’m almost done.”
He looked up, the sun was setting, and for a moment he thought he heard the sea – far, quiet, patient.
He woke up with blood in his mouth. No dream, no sleep, just a hole in his head filling with sun. The others were gone. No traces, no shouts. Only wind. But not the wind from the sea—this one smelled of metal. Of something just born.
Banks slowly stood up, staggering, swaying, half man, half shadow. The land vibrated beneath his feet as if it were breathing him. The heat had a voice—quiet, harsh, feminine. She whispered:“Stop.”
He stayed.
Before him, the air shimmered, thicker than smoke. And in that shimmer, something formed. A face. Burned, yet familiar. James Cook. But not as he knew him—older, more broken, built of dust.
"You again," whispered Banks. "I never left."
"You're dead." "No. I'm what's left when you go too far."
Banks laughed hoarsely. "Then we're brothers." "No," said Cook. "You're the last one."
He stepped closer, but the ground flared briefly, hot and bright. "Stay there," Cook said. "The land wants to test you." "What does it want?" "You. Without ink. Without a compass. Without a name."
The sun screamed. The ground shook. Banks felt the air burning his skin, but he stayed. He looked into the heat, and the heat looked back.
Suddenly, everything was water. No sea, no rain—water of light. It ran over him, burning, cooling, aching. He fell to his knees. "I'm done," he whispered. "No," said Cook. "You've arrived."
He looked around—and the desert was gone. He stood on a plain of liquid glass, stars below him, sun above him. He didn't know whether he was falling or flying. Cook's figure stepped before him, smiling, peaceful. "You wanted to understand the sea," he said. "Yes." "Then you never knew that it had long since understood you."
Banks opened his mouth, trying to answer, but no sound came. Only dust. The wind carried it away, scattered it. Cook stepped closer, placed his hand on his forehead. "Let go." "Where to?" "Home."
"England?" Cook laughed quietly. "No. Deeper."
The sun rose. The light fell over everything. And the next moment, Cook was gone. The land was gone too. Only Banks remained—a dot in the void, pulsing, breathing.
He felt light. No pain, no guilt. He heard the sea again. This time not outside, but inside him. Every cell, every vein roared. He understood.
*“The sea was never water,” he thought."It was memory. Movement. Truth in the form of pain."
He opened his eyes. The sun was gone. Darkness. Silence. But no death. Only depth.
Then a final thought, quiet, almost gentle:
"I'm back."
The wind died down. And the land was silent. But somewhere, far away, a wave rolled against the rocks. A single thud, dull, eternal.
He no longer knew whether he was lying or standing. Perhaps both. Perhaps neither. The ground was soft as skin, the light cold as fire. He breathed, but each breath was a memory, not a gulp. The sea was everywhere—in his bones, in his teeth, in his thoughts. But when he looked at his hands, there was sand. Red, warm, still.
"So this is it," he murmured. "The end. Or the beginning. Or the moment when they kiss."
He heard footsteps. Not a human sound, but something deeper, heavier—as if the land itself were walking. A voice approached, gentle, calm, ancient as time. "You understand." "What?" "That we are the same." "I am human." "You were."
He tried to get up, but his body wouldn't. He didn't need to move to know that everything was there—the sky, the desert, the sea, the light. "Why me?" "Because you asked. And because you kept going when everyone else stopped." "I only wanted truth." "And you got it." "It burns." "Everything true burns."
He laughed, quietly, dryly. "So Cook was a liar?" "No. He was the first to get burned. You're the last."
The voice faded away. He remained alone. The wind came, but this time it was cool. It carried sounds—drums, waves, heartbeats. And a melody that seemed like a poem without words.
He looked at his hands. The skin peeled, dissolved, became dust. Beneath it, no blood, no flesh. Only water. Salty, clear, calm. He saw his face in a puddle of light. He saw Cook. He saw the sea. He saw nothing.
*“That’s me,” he thought.“A drop that has forgotten that it is part of the flood.”
He heard the voice again—now everywhere, gentle, almost loving: "You can stay or go on." "What's the difference?" "Here you remain wind. There you become a wave." "And if I refuse?" "Then you become stone."
He smiled. "I was always more water than stone."
He let go. Consciousness expanded, dissolved, dripped. He felt the sand accept him, not as a corpse, but as a part. The heat stopped burning. It warmed. The sun was no longer a whip, but a mother. And somewhere deep inside him, something beat that wasn't a heart—slower, deeper, eternal.
He remembered England, wooden ceilings, maps, rum. Tahiti, smoke, laughter, screams. New Zealand, blood on white sand. The sea that called him. And Australia that swallowed him.
“I am not lost,” he thought.
"I'm just spread out."
Then darkness came. But it was warm. It smelled of salt, of dust, of homecoming.
And in this darkness, somewhere between dream and earth, he heard one last voice, clear, friendly, almost human: "Welcome, Joseph."
Then silence. Only wind. Only the sea in the distance, slowly beginning to breathe.
I am the sea. Not the water you drink or fear, but what sleeps beneath it. I saw Joseph Banks. I smelled him—of rum, of smoke, of hope. I carried him for a long time, and when he grew heavy, I let him ashore. But the land was not still. The land wanted him.
He came back to me, not by ship, not by sail, but by breath. Slowly. Step by step, thought by thought. I felt him as he fell. I felt him as he realized that every card he drew was a cut into me.
You call him scholar, botanist, witness. I call him memory. He measured me, and I swallowed him for it. But not out of anger. Out of love. For whoever truly sees me does not remain human.
I saw him when the sun burned him, when the land tested him, when the desert asked him if he was ready to dissolve. He didn't answer. He surrendered. That was enough.
I turned it into dust, then into wind, then into water. It flows within me now, in every wave you forget. It still speaks, softly, in your language, in my depths.
When your ships glide through the Pacific at night and you think you hear the keel singing—that's him. He's muttering the lines you've erased. He curses, he laughs, he's still writing.
I remember every drop that fell from his hands. I remember Cook, the smoke, Tahiti, the stars, the time when you thought you could draw me. You tried. You drew lines. But I am not a line. I am cycle.
Banks understood that. That's why he was allowed to stay. Not as a name, not as a stone, but as a movement.
When the wind blows from the south, when the water stands still for a moment, when you taste iron in your mouth—that's him. He watches, he breathes, he remembers.
And if you ask where he rests—then listen, there where the waves break and shortly afterwards smile again. There he lives. There lives everything you have lost.
I am the sea. I forget nothing. I swallow, I preserve, I tell. Your bodies become sand. Your voices become wind. But your fear—that becomes water. And I drink it.
Banks was the last to ask. The last to write without lying. And that's why I'll continue to tell it. Not in books, not in monuments—in surf.
In salt. In depth.
I am the sea, and if you hear me, you have found him.

Men pissing on the edge of the world
They came ashore because they had to. Not out of longing, not out of curiosity. The supplies were rotten, the rum was gone, and the men stank like the sea itself—sour, old, insulted. The ship leaned in the wind, the sky hung over the world like a torn cloth, and everyone knew: We've gone too far.
There was nothing on the shore. Just rocks, wind, and that smell of iron, salt, and human despair. The men jumped overboard, relieved, angry, empty. One peed in the surf, grinned, and said, "Now the sea knows who it belongs to." Another laughed as if he'd just offended God. Banks would have hit them if he'd still been there. But Banks was gone. And the sea laughed back.
The sun set, red and fat like a rotten apple. The wind grew sharper, and they built a fire of wet wood. The smoke tasted bitter. One sang, off-key and loud, until the helmsman silenced him. "Quiet, damn it. The land is listening." "Screw the land," said the boy with the scar. "I want to feel something real." He took the rum cup, drank it dry, and threw it into the fire. The flames hissed as if thirsty.
The nights were silent, but not empty. There was this rushing sound that came and went, like a breath. Not wind, not water. Something else. Something that looked at them, without eyes. On the second day, they found traces—old campsites, bones, charred wood. "Someone was here," said the helmsman. "Yes," one answered, "and he didn't want to stay."
They dug in the ashes and found a rusty buckle, a piece of leather with a name carved into it.
Banks.
No one said anything. They stood there for a long time, the sun beating down on their necks. Then the boy stepped forward, picked up the piece, and wiped off the dirt. "Maybe he's finally made it," he murmured. "Where to?" "Somewhere no one writes back."
In the evening, they sat by the fire again. The flames flickered, the sky heavy. "He was crazy," one said. "No," said the helmsman. "He was just the first to realize there's nothing to be gained here." "Then we should have stayed where we came from." "There's nothing there either." "So what's left?" "Piss while you still can."
Laughter. Cynical, tired, honest. The rum had long since turned to water, but they drank anyway. One whispered, "I heard him." "Who?" "The old man. Banks. In the wind. He told us to go back to the ship." "And?" "I'm not going." "Why?" "Because it stinks more honestly here."
The sea raged in the distance, as if it had understood. The flames diminished, the smoke grew thicker. One sang again, this time softly. Another vomited into the fire. No one spoke anymore of glory, of homecoming, of discovery.
That was over.
They were no longer explorers, no longer heroes, no longer men of the Empire. Just bodies fighting against wind and salt, against hunger and meaninglessness. They pissed on the edge of the world because that was the only thing left to them. A final salute to a sea that didn't want them and yet swallowed them.
When the sun rose again, the camp was empty. Only the buckle lay there. And the sea smelled of iron. Of work. Of truth.
They woke up because the sun was biting them. No wind, no birds, no sound. Only the cracking of their skin when they moved. The sky was a bed of nails falling on their heads. They no longer spoke. Talking wasted water. One had a fever, two were coughing up blood. The rest breathed because their bodies hadn't yet figured out that there was no longer any reason.
The sea lay behind them, silent and smooth as oil. They hated it. It was too calm, too indifferent. The sea watched them die and didn't move.
The helmsman led them west, because west always sounded hopeful. He held a map in his hand that crumbled just by looking at it. "If Banks was here," he said, "then he must have found something." "Banks was crazy." "Yes," replied the helmsman. "But at least he saw something."
They marched through sand that looked like it was made of ash. Their shoes burned, the water was almost empty. One drank his urine. Another cried and laughed. "I'm a gentleman in the Royal Navy," he slurred. "I'm dying of thirst, as befits my station." No one laughed.
In the afternoon, they found a ravine. In the shade, it smelled of life—of damp earth, of something trying to grow. They climbed down, found traces of fire, charred wood fragments. And then, amidst the rubble, a tin can. Inside: paper. Damp, rolled up, almost illegible. Banks's writing. Words, barely recognizable, but the last lines clear:
"The sea never stops. It waits. It breathes through us."
One read aloud, and the others stood silent. Then the helmsman took the paper, folded it, and put it in his breast pocket. "He's alive," he said. "No," one whispered, "he's just writing."
They slept in the ravine, close together, like animals. At night, the wind came—a dry, cold wind that smelled like the ocean. It brought voices with it. It murmured, hissed, and whispered through the rocks. The boy with the scar woke up, looked into the darkness. Someone stood there. Tall, calm, barefoot.
"Banks?" he whispered. The shadow nodded. Then he raised his finger, pointing east—back toward the sea. The boy stood up and left without waking the others.
By morning he was gone. Only his boots remained. And footprints in the sand that led nowhere.
"He saw it," said the helmsman. "What?" "The end. Or the beginning. It doesn't matter."
They packed their things. They no longer talked about returning home, not about reports, not about God. They kept walking, just kept walking, until the sky began to flicker and the sand tasted of salt.
And somewhere, behind the dune, it sounded as if the sea were laughing. Not loudly. Not friendly. Just tiredly.
That's what it always sounded like when it brought one of them back.
There were only three of them left. Their skin was burned, their lips gray, their eyes dull like washed-out coins. The helmsman trudged ahead, the map now nothing more than a piece of dirt in his hand. No one knew why they kept going. Perhaps because standing still was worse. Standing still was death, moving was a slow death. There was no choice.
The sky was white as bone. Not a bird, not a shadow. Only heat and silence. The sea was long gone, but it was there. They felt it, deep beneath the sand, a dull rumble, as if it were watching them. Sometimes they thought they heard water beneath their feet, a smacking sound, a breathing sound, a heartbeat.
On the second day, they found the boy. The one who had disappeared during the night. He was lying in a hollow, his face peaceful, his mouth half-open. No blood, no wound. Just salt on his lips. "He's found it," said the helmsman. "What?" "Back the way." "Where to?" "To where there are no maps."
They left him there. The sand immediately crept over him, as if it had been waiting for it.
In the evening, the wind came. Hot, heavy, whispering. It carried voices. Not strangers'. Their own. Sentences they had spoken at some point—commands, curses, prayers. Everything came back, but twisted, like echoes from another mouth.
"We're already dead," muttered the smallest. "No," said the helmsman. "We're history." "That's the same thing." "Not quite. History stinks longer."
He laughed. A noise like a dry branch. Then he stopped. "Do you hear that?" The others nodded. A distant rustling. No wind, no sand. Water. The sea.
They ran. As fast as they could. Their muscles burned, their lungs screamed, but they ran. And suddenly it was before them – the sea. Black, still, vast. No waves, no sound. Just a reflection.
They stood on the shore, breathing, crying without tears. The helmsman stepped forward until the water washed over his boots. "There you go," he said. "There you are again, you old whore." He laughed, long, loud, honest. Then he took off his hat, peed in the sea, and said, "To Banks."
The younger man looked at him. "Do you think he hears us?" "Sure. The sea hears everything. It just forgets what it wants." He took a step forward, until the water was at his knees. "Banks, you bastard. We did it. Your damn end. Your beginning. Whatever that is."
The smallest one stepped beside him. "And what now?" "Now?" The helmsman looked out at the black water, which knew no light. "Now we'll have it taken."
They went in, slowly, quietly, each on their own. The water was cold. Not deadly, not friendly. Just indifferent. It rose to their chests, then to their necks. They looked at each other, nodded. Then they moved on.
No screams. No waves. Just silence.
In the morning, the sea was calm. No body, no trace. Just a piece of paper stuck to the shore. On it, in crooked, salt-eaten writing:
“We peed.
And the sea smiled.”
And whoever read that understood: This was not a mockery. This was a peace agreement.
The sea was silent. The sky too. The sun rose, pretending to know nothing. No scream, no body, just water, doing what it always did—forgetting and retaining at the same time. The wind blew from the south, smelling of metal and salt. It brought voices, barely audible, so deep that one felt them rather than understood them.“Nothing ends here. Memory begins here.”
A few days later, the ship was found, empty, drifting, and battered. Sails torn, masts broken, logbook soaked. No blood, no bodies, no order. Only traces of a life that no longer had any direction. On the table in the cabin lay a map, half burned, half added to. No lines, no names, just waves, curved arcs, as if someone had tried to draw the sea itself.
In the lower margin, incised with a knife:“The sea doesn't read. It writes back.”The admiral who later wrote the report called it "the work of a madman." But at night, in the dock, a sailor swore he heard voices whispering from the hold, rough and quiet like breath after death. "Banks. Cook. Everyone down there, sir. They're still writing." They laughed at him, but no one wanted to go back on board.
The sea got its men back. One by one, until no trace remained. Only noise. Only depth. The Admiralty sealed everything. It was written:"Missing. Storm. Adverse circumstances."A formulation so empty that it sounded almost comforting.
But those who stood on the shore on those nights heard something else. Not thunder, not wind, but a quiet lapping, regular, almost human. Like footsteps emerging from the water and disappearing back into it. And those brave enough to turn their backs on the sea later swore that it had followed them. Silent, patient, breathing.
The sea wasn't a grave, never had been. It was memory, fluid and restless. And it now knew what people tasted like, those who thought they could comprehend it.
When the next captain came to the coast to christen a new ship, he found in the sand a piece of metal, rusty, flat, with the sentence carved into it:"We found it. And it was nothing."He read it aloud, laughed briefly, and kicked the piece into the water. The sea took it without resistance. It has taken everything. It continues to take.
The waves rolled gently ashore, pretending they knew nothing of men, cards, or fame. They washed the sentence away, dragging it out into their endless memory. And for a moment, everything was silent—as if the world were holding its breath. Then the wind came again, light, salty, familiar. The sea whispered:"One more. One more. Still one."
It never ends like this. The sea always wins, quietly, smilingly, patiently.
The news came like all bad news: late, shamefully, without witnesses. A fisherman found the wreckage, brought it to Sydney, and was given a drink and silence. The Empire wrote:“Lost in stormy seas, presumably without survivors.”No name, no card, no tear. The men became marginal notes, read by no one. But at the harbor, it was said that the waves sang that night. Not a storm song, not a howl. Something deeper. A chorus of voices laughing in the salt. It was said they cursed the sea, and the sea answered.
The Admiralty offices smelled of paper and sweat. Commanders wrote reports, rubbed their brows, dipped pens in ink that had long since congealed. The men at sea had to die; it was planned, factored in, almost honorable. But they had no business writing. And certainly no way back.“Pissing at the Edge of the World”"That's what one of the officers called it, who had drunk too much before shutting up. But the phrase stuck. It went from table to table, became a joke, became a myth, became truth.
One of the scribes, a young man with salt in his hair, secretly read Banks's old notes. He understood barely anything, but the ink vibrated. It was alive. The sea sounded between the lines. He wrote a sentence on a loose sheet of paper:“They saw it and stayed.”Then he placed it in the fire. The paper burned brightly, smelling of salt and tar. He swore he saw the face of a man smiling in the smoke.
In London, monuments were written. In the harbors, lies were written. And somewhere between the two, the sea continued to write. It told of men who thought they could turn their backs on it, and then realized there was only one way to look—down.
At the edge of the world, where the wind eats away at the coast, a stone still stands. No name, no date. Just a line, carved, crooked, hard, impatient. Those who see it think it's a mistake, a scratch, a coincidence. But those who look longer realize that it flows like a wave. And at the very bottom, barely visible, carved with a trembling hand:“Banks was here.”
No one knows who wrote this. Perhaps the wind. Perhaps the sea itself. Perhaps a last man who was still standing when the world had already forgotten him. And every time the rain runs over this stone, it looks as if he were writing again. Always the same sentence, always the same truth: The sea stays, the men go. Always.
The sea has no memory in the human sense. It only carries the weight. Shipwrecks, bones, stories. Everything softens, everything dissolves, everything becomes part of the current. The men who pissed on the edge of the world are long gone. But the salt knows them. It carries their skin, their voices, their defiance. When the sun is low and the water turns reddish, that is their blood, diluted, forgetful, but still there.
Dust hangs in the chart rooms. The admirals are old, their hands trembling as they trace lines that no longer mean anything. Every stroke an attempt to control the ocean, which laughs while it devours them. They call it science. I call it waiting. Because the sea waits, always. It can remain patient for centuries.
Stories are told at the harbor, quietly, over bad rum. Of ships that disappeared in calm seas. Of voices whispering from the waves. Of men who thought they could mark the end of the world and who instead found their own. One of the old men says: "I heard it, boy. At night, when it's completely quiet. They're talking out there, in the water. They're laughing, drinking, cursing, singing. Just like we used to." The boy laughs, nods, but he doesn't believe him. Not yet.
Once, on a particularly hot night, fog rolled in from the sea. It smelled of tar, rum, and burnt wood. It settled over the harbor, creeping into the alleys until it reached the Admiralty office. In the morning, on the night watchman's desk lay a damp sheet of paper, crusted with salt. No sender. Just a sentence, written in a heavy, unsteady hand:“We have arrived.”
The sea is in no hurry. It writes, erases, rewrites. Every wave a sentence, every storm a paragraph. Everything people believe eventually turns to sand. And the sand falls back into the depths, where Banks, Cook, and all the others continue to talk. Not loudly. Not sadly. Just calmly, matter-of-factly, like men who have finally realized that there is nothing left to discover.
In the end, silence remains. No wind, no sail, no God. Only the sea. It lies there, old, unmoved, knowing. It breathes, it moves, it continues its story. It forgets no names because it knows none. It swallows them all, alike. Fame, faith, fear, love—everything becomes salty, everything becomes still.
And somewhere, deep down, where no light can reach, sits something that might once have been Banks, or perhaps just the echo of his will. It grins, looks up, and thinks:"We tried. We were stupid. But at least we were honest."Then it closes its eyes and the sea passes over it, calm, endless, content.
 
Returning home with an empty heart
He came back, but no one recognized him. The harbor was the same, the bars the same, the wind still smelled of tar and rotten fish, but nothing seemed right anymore. Men laughed, women screamed, children ran—all life, but not his. Joseph Banks stood among them, as if he'd been dropped off from another world. His boots heavy, his skin thin, his eyes empty. He walked slowly through the streets, saw the signs, the names, the faces, but everything was as if through glass.
England had become louder. Ships came and went, merchants shouted, money exchanged hands, fame was a commodity. He had seen the ocean, measured the sky, heard gods breathe, and now they were talking about sugar prices. He felt old. Not physically—his body was just tired. It was his inner self that had become silent. The world carried on as if nothing had happened.
At the inn on the Thames, he sat in the corner, drinking quietly. The tables were filled with voices, full of rumors. One man told of new expeditions, another boasted lies that sounded like glory. Banks listened and didn't laugh. "Cook was a hero," said one. "Cook was a fool," said another. Banks put down his glass, stood up, and went outside. Outside there was fog, and the river smelled of oil.
He walked along the docks, past ships that looked like old memories. On one he read the nameEndeavour– freshly painted, bright, clean. A different captain, a different dream. He stopped, looked up the mast, and in his head he heard the sea again, flat, steady, relentless. Not angry, not friendly – ​​simply there.
"I'm back," he said quietly. No answer. Only wind. Only water. Only the smell of the past that never fully disappears.
He thought of the men who had stayed. Of Cook. Of the maps. Of the nights when they believed they could understand the world if they only drew it accurately enough. All nonsense. No one can draw the truth. One can only endure it.
He sat down on the quayside and pulled a small book from his pocket. No logbook, no report. Just blank pages. He looked at them, long and silent, and placed his pen beside them. "No more," he whispered. Then he laughed softly, harshly, like someone who's seen too much.
The city bells tolled, dull and heavy. Candles burned in the houses, and the light trembled in the wind. Banks stood up and walked on, into the fog. No destination, no plan. Only footsteps, only breathing, only that slow, steady murmur inside him that had never left him. The sea in his head, calling him, not loudly, but constantly.
He stopped in an alley. There was a small fountain, murky water, barely moving. He bent down and saw his reflection. For a moment, he thought he saw Cook behind him, grinning, old, tired. Then there was only him. And the wind. And the sound of water that never stops.
He stood there for a long time. Then he moved on. Without a map, without a destination, without glory. Only homeward bound. But he knew: There was no home anymore. Only the sea. And now it carried him within itself.
The days passed like trains in the fog, the same, silent, meaningless. Banks walked through London, saw the faces hurrying, laughing, talking—all with a purpose, and none of it was the truth. He wore his body like an old uniform, too tight, too heavy, but he couldn't take it off. In the morning, he sat in his room, staring at the river. In the evening, he sat in the same position. Sometimes it seemed as if only the light had changed, everything else remained still.
Once, an old colleague from the Royal Society came by. He talked about expeditions, new discoveries, new men, new names. Banks nodded, smiled, and said nothing. His colleague finally asked, "Don't you want to write again?" Banks replied calmly, "I've written enough. The sea will do the rest." Then he stood up, opened the window, and looked out. His colleague followed his gaze and saw only fog. "There's nothing there," he said. Banks nodded. "Exactly."
He continued to live, but not properly. He ate, slept, spoke, laughed, all in moderation, all like a man who has forgotten his purpose. He stayed away from the salons, the receptions, the people who talked about fame as if it were wine. They spoke of Cook, of the heroic deeds, of "our great age of discovery." Banks drank quietly, looked into his glass, and thought:Fame is just a memory that no one wants to let go of.
In the evenings, he walked to the water. Always the same ritual, always the same path. He stood silently on the bank, watching the river come and go, the lights dancing on its surface and then disappearing again. He didn't speak to anyone, but sometimes he whispered words into the darkness. No prayer, no confession. Just simple sentences, as they came to him. "I saw it." "It was all true." "And none of it matters."
Once he met a boy working on the dock. Dirty, barefoot, barely ten. The boy asked, "Sir, you've been to Tahiti, right?" Banks nodded. "What's the sea like there?" "Like here," he said. "But prettier?" Banks thought for a moment. Then he shook his head. "No. Just more honest." The boy looked at him, didn't understand, but grinned anyway and ran away.
He was left alone, with the wind in his face, the taste of salt on his lips, even though the water here was gray and dead. There was no more South Sea, no stars, no maps. Only him, the city, and the sound of the river, which endured everything.
He knew he was getting old, but this felt like a repetition. Aging was just a slow evaporation. Sometimes, late at night, when he woke up and heard the roaring outside, he thought he was back on deck. Once he actually called out, "Reef the sails!" – loudly, clearly, almost commandingly. Then he realized he was alone, laughed quietly, and lay back down.
He didn't write anything down anymore. But sometimes he drew a line with his finger across the table, slowly, to the end. Always the same movement. From west to east. From land back to sea. A memory in his muscle that refused to die.
And in the quiet hours, just before he fell asleep, he sometimes thought he heard voices in the river. Deep down, far away, almost friendly. Perhaps it was the sea. Perhaps Cook. Perhaps himself. But he no longer answered.
One evening he began to tidy up. No resolution, no preparation—just this sudden urge to create order where none existed. He pulled out old boxes, stacked books, logbooks, loose sheets of paper, maps, sketches. The air smelled of paper, of dust, and of a time no one understood anymore. He looked at each piece, examined it, then placed it in the fireplace. No anger, no sentimentality, just calm movement. The fire took it all in, silently, greedily, indifferently.
The flames cast shadows across the walls, and for a moment he thought he saw the outlines of sails. Wind moving through lines, water carrying stories.“Everything comes back,”he murmured.“But never as it was.”He placed one leaf after another in the fire, watching as words turned to ash. Words about storms, about people, about gods, about maps. Everything that once had meaning was now just smoke.
He stopped in front of a map—New Zealand, Tahiti, Australia. Lines, clean, precise, human. He ran his finger over the coasts, over the lines he had drawn, over the places where men died and glory began. Then he smiled.“How arrogant we were,”he said quietly.“To believe you can tame the sea by painting it on paper.”
The card burned slower than the rest. It bent, hissed, glowed. The smoke smelled of salt. Outside, a wind rose. The fireplace flickered as if someone were inhaling. The old floor creaked. And for a moment, he swore he heard a voice. Not loud, not clear, but familiar."You did well, Joseph."
He closed his eyes. Cook, he thought. Or the sea. Or both. He didn't answer. Just a small nod, barely visible.
He went to the window. The sky hung heavy over the city, the lights floated in the river. The water looked black, but alive. He opened the window, letting the night in. It smelled of tar, of fog, of a long journey that never ends.
He whispered, "I'm back." And the wind answered. Very quietly. Like a memory that refuses to die.
He stood like that for a long time, motionless, just breathing. Then he turned around and looked at the fire—diminished, tired. In the ashes, he recognized a line that remained. Thin, black, trembling. A final remnant of a map. A course. He smiled.
"All right," he said. "Then just one more time."
Outside, the river roared. And somewhere, far away, a wave rolled.
He grew older, slowly, imperceptibly, like wood standing in the sun. His hair turned white, his steps shorter, the nights longer. London changed—new ships, new men, new lies. The world carried on as it always did, without regard for those who had mapped it out. Banks lived quietly, modestly, almost invisibly. No more guests, no more reports, no more dreams of glory. Only days that felt like repetitions.
Sometimes, when the wind blew from the sea, he went out. Not far, only to the edge of the city, where the river widened and the water carried the smell of salt. There he stood, leaning on his stick, looking into the gray expanse. No ship in sight, no sails, just movement. That was enough for him. He saw the current, the mist, the flash of light on the surface. And each time he thought:They're all down there. Cook. The men. The lines. The mistakes.
Once, a boy walked by, maybe fifteen, with dirty hands and wide-eyed eyes. He asked, "Sir, why are you staring at the water for so long?" Banks replied, "Because it's the only thing that still talks." "What's it saying?" Banks smiled. "Everything. But not all at once." The boy nodded, understanding nothing, but remained standing beside him. They were silent. Two generations, separated by what they would never experience together.
Later, alone, he sat down on an old stone bench, took out a pipe, lit it, and inhaled the smoke deeply. The sky was heavy, the light dim, and he felt something calming within him. Not peace, not comfort—more like the end of a sound. He took off his hat, let the wind blow through his hair, and felt the sea responding within him. Quietly. Regularly. Like a heart almost forgotten.
He no longer thought about fame. Not about maps. Not about the Royal Society. Only about what remained: water, wind, memory. The sea hadn't defeated him. It had kept him. And now he was finally still enough to understand that.
As the sun set, the water turned dark, almost black. He leaned forward, saw his reflection, weak, trembling, old. And behind him, he thought he saw Cook again. Not as a ghost, not as a vision—more as the shadow of a memory that had never left. "We've come a long way," he whispered. "Yes," said the silence. "Just not home."
He laughed quietly, almost with relief. "Then I'll stay here."
He sat for a while longer until the fog came. Then he stood up and walked slowly back through the streets, step by step, the sound of his own boots like a heartbeat in the pavement. He didn't look back. He didn't need to. The sea had long since reached him.
Night came quietly, without rain, without wind. The city slept, and the water of the Thames was smooth as glass. In his room, only one candle burned: small, tired, flickering. Banks sat at the table, his hands folded, his gaze fixed on the window where the light reflected in the glass. No fire in the fireplace, no more books, no paper. Everything had been said. Everything had burned.
He heard the roar outside—barely perceptible, but there. The sea, he thought. Always the sea. Even here, in the middle of the country, it found a way. It crept through the streets, through the pavement, through the walls. It breathed softly beneath the city. He smiled, raised his head, and listened. The sound was rhythmic, almost human, like breathing in sleep.
His body ached, but the pain was distant, no longer important. He felt it the way one feels the shadow of a sound. He stood up, slowly, walked to the window, and opened it. The air was cool, smelling of mist and river. The wind brushed his forehead like an old hand. He looked out and whispered, "There you are."
For a moment, he thought he saw a wave, down there, in the middle of the black water. Not a large one, not a stormy one—just a movement, small, tender, alive. It came closer, then slid back, silently, as if it had nodded.
He took a deep breath. Everything was silent. No shout, no bell, no voice. Only this steady murmur within and around him. "I'm coming," he said quietly. "But this time without tickets."
He lay down on the bed, his hands on his chest. His breathing became shallower, but calm. A light flickered in his head—no fire, no sky, only sea. Blue, endless, silent. No direction, no time. Only movement.
He heard Cook laughing, somewhere far away. Then everything went quiet.
The candle went out. The window remained open. And outside, the wind picked up, carrying the smell of salt through the streets of London.
In the morning, he was found. No struggle, no trembling. Only peace. On the table lay a small note, undated, unsigned. Three words, barely legible, but clear enough:
“The sea calls.”
They buried him on the hill above the city, where the river could be seen. And as the earth fell onto the coffin, for a moment it sounded as if the sea were answering.
 
Fame stinks if you wear it too long
Fame doesn't rot quickly. It only smells later. At first, it shines, seduces, and satisfies. But at some point, it begins to smell – of lies, of dust, of cold metal. Of everything you lose when you hold on to it.
After Banks' death, London was filled with eulogies. Newspapers printed tributes, men with soft hands told stories they had never experienced. "A hero of science," they said. "A servant of the Empire." Not a word about the dust, the sun, the blood. Not a word about the sea that had finally reclaimed him. They cleaned him up like one polishes a coin that has long since lost its value.
Cook received monuments, statues, and poems. Banks received a bust, a plaque, and a few Latin sayings that no one translated. They called him "the Surveyor of Paradise." If he had heard that, he would have laughed, hoarse and tired.paradise, he would have said,was what we lost before we even saw it.
The Royal Society held a meeting in his memory. Men in heavy coats spoke about "the spirit of discovery." They talked of curiosity, of progress, of the crown. They didn't say a word about the silence that remains when the wind stops. Not a word about all the men who disappeared into the sand, without names, without songs. Not a word about the truth that drank them all in.
At the harbor, the sailors laughed at the spectacle. "Fame," said one, "is what remains when the dead can no longer contradict you." Another spat into the water and added, "And it stinks if you wear it too long." They drank to that until the laughter died down.
In the years that followed, the myth grew. Books, reports, reprints. Each generation wrote a smoother version of history. Cook's cruelty became severity, Banks' silence became wisdom. The sea that had swallowed them both became a stage for progress. It was sold, called glory, called empire.
But at night, when the streets were empty, the gaslight flickered, and the wind blew from the south. Then London suddenly smelled of tar, of salt, of something that wouldn't fade. Some said it was just the harbor. Others swore the sea itself came to the city to remember whom it had once swallowed.
Once, many years later, a chronicler of the Admiralty wrote a sentence in his notebook, small, inconspicuous, almost shamefaced:"The glory of men faded. Only the sea remained. And that smelled not of victory, but of truth."
He crossed it out again, of course. But the ink remained.
The Empire was good at nothing like cleaning. Blood, dirt, sweat—everything could be turned into prose. A few years, a few speeches, a few monuments, and suddenly even the dirt smelled of civilization. Cook's body became a legend, Banks' silence a virtue, and the sea that had swallowed them both was suddenly declared a stage for progress. "They have tamed the unknown," the lords said, their boots still damp from the Thames rain.
It was written that they hadopened the world.Nonsense. They had only marked them, numbered them, mapped them. Lines drawn on something that knows no lines. And the fame? It grew like mold—the older it was, the sweeter its smell. Schoolbooks called themHeroesChurches worshipped them, parliaments quoted them. And no one asked what they had really seen when they stood on the edge of the world. No one wanted to know. Truth gets in the way of celebration.
Once, decades later, an admiral spoke at the Royal Navy Academy: "Captain Cook, a symbol of British discipline, showed us that limits exist only in the mind." The hall applauded. Outside, in the rain, an old sailor who had known Cook walked by. He stopped, listened to the speech through the open window, spat on the ground, and muttered: "Limits exist exactly where you drown." Then he walked on, and no one noticed.
The empire needed myths like bread. It needed men to die to keep them alive. Cook's death in Hawaii became a divine tragedy, Banks' return a moral fable. Everything fit, everything shone, everything lied perfectly. The maps they had drawn became relics. They were framed, placed in museums, and no one saw that they were actually cemeteries—lines of sweat, mistakes, burned men.
Those born later gave lectures on astronomy, navigation, and courage. Not a word about hunger. Not a word about madness. Not a word about nights when the sea laughed and the men vomited. Fame was a disease passed down from generation to generation, like syphilis—invisible but destructive.
Another saying circulated in the harbor bars: "If you're a hero long enough, you'll eventually find out you were just decoration." The men there drank cheaply, talked little, and laughed quietly. They knew that fame is worthless when you carry it on deck. Only salt, wind, hunger—that's real.
And when someone said "Cook" or "Banks," they nodded, drank, and one of them murmured, "Yes. Those two. The ones who thought the sea could be counted." Then they laughed again—dry, old-fashioned, honest. They knew better.
Fame stank. Of metal, of mold, of repression. And the sea, still lapping at the quays, simply smelled of itself—of eternity, of truth, of that which never needs monuments.
Time did what it always does—it turned stories into commodities. Centuries later, Cook appeared in schoolbooks, clean, smooth, with a serious expression and a perfect shirt collar. A hero of stone, without smell, without doubt. Banks received footnotes, botanical honors, a few Latin quotations about science and progress. The teachers said he hadthe world ordered.Not a word about the fact that this order had eaten him up inside.
Museums smelled of dust, cold metal, and false reverence. Children ran by, reading names, seeing globes, looking at jars full of plants Banks had once collected. They nodded, yawned, and moved on. The world had long been surveyed, the adventure a cardboard memory. Only the sea outside the shores was still real—dirty, gray, unpredictable. It was the same sea that had killed Cook, swallowed Banks, and washed away their eulogies.
A historian, young, ambitious, published a book:“Captain Cook – The Dawn of Global Order.”400 pages of pathos, 0.3 percent truth. He wrote: "The great men of the Empire drove humanity into the modern age." He didn't write that they also burned everything they found. Not a word about the corpses in the sand, about the colonies that followed. Fame sells better without blood.
Another wrote of Banks: "A man who viewed nature with humility." Humility? The man who named plants as if they belonged to him? Who labeled the earth like a drunken civil servant? That wasn't humility. That was ownership. Another name for control.
But no one wanted to hear that. History needed heroes. Heroes are cheaper than truth.
They showed documentaries on TV. Actors with smooth voices, CGI waves, gentle music. Cook gazed into the sun, Banks smiled off-screen. The sea was blue, clear, friendly—never as it really was. No salt in your throat, no stench, no corpses. Just "discovery" in glossy format.
Outside, at the harbor, fishermen were pulling in their nets. The water was oily, the salt sharp. They spat into the sea, cursed, and carried on working. One of them said, "Fame, that's for the dead. All we need is wind." The other nodded. "And fish." Then they laughed. Honestly. Freely. Without an audience.
The sea rolled on, dark, sluggish, old. It had long known that glory meant nothing. It had seen it come and go a thousand times. Men who thought they could conquer it. Countries that thought they had tamed it. Empires that rotted within themselves.
And every time the sea overflowed, it was his way,Noto say. Not loudly. Not angrily. Just definitively.
The world forgot. The sea did not.
The cities grew, the machines came, and glory clung like mold to the walls of history. They built ships of steel, bigger, louder, hungrier. They cut through the sea as if they could finally conquer it. But the sea laughed, deep, dull, ancient. It just waited. It has time. Always.
Humans sailed further out, drilling holes into the earth's surface, hunting for oil, filling the oceans with garbage, noise, and blood. They called it progress. The sea called it food. It drank the oil, ate the plastic, swallowed the ships that were too proud to be afraid. And when waves crashed into harbors, people thought it was weather. No. It was memory. An answer, late but sure.
Fame had long since lost its scent, only residue. Names gathering dust in glass display cases. Cook, Banks, Drake, Magellan—they hung on walls, in schools, in books, in minds. But outside, on the coasts, the stones crumbled. The sea ate them quietly, tenderly, persistently. All that remained of fame was sand.
Sometimes, when storms came, the water blew into the cities. It penetrated through cracks, cellars, and tunnels. It smelled of salt, of iron, of memories. People said the climate was changing. The sea said, "I'm just taking back what's mine." And it meant everything.
In the museums, the glass display cases trembled. The air conditioners whirred against the wind. Once, a pipe burst in the basement of the British Museum. Water rose, slow, dirty, salty. It crept across the floor, washing over books, maps, old skulls, and globes. And when the lights went out, you could hear it rushing. Only briefly. Like laughter.
The news called it a coincidence, a technical failure. But in the darkness, the sea whispered softly. Words no one understood because they were too old. Maybe it was a prayer. Maybe a curse. Maybe both.
It will come, one day, slowly, without drama, without drumming. The sea rises, the land sinks, and everything humans have built will become underwater stories. Maps, palaces, halls of fame—all salt. All silence.
And somewhere in those depths, when the last statue topples, when the last inscription drowns, the sea will smile. No triumph, no anger. Only satisfaction. For finally, after centuries, it is quiet again.
When the cities are finally silent, when no engine runs anymore, no bell rings, no light flickers, only the sea will remain. No fame, no name, no thought. Only movement. Slow, sure, inexorable. The continents exhale, falling back into what they came from—water, salt, memory.
There will be no one left to pronounce Cook's name, no one to understand Banks' lines. No museum, no kingdom, no language. Everything will be washed, smoothed, forgotten. And the sea will remain silent, as it always was. It needs no spectators, no victors, no proof. It is simple. That's enough for him.
Beneath the surface, they all lie. Not dead, not alive. Just there. Cook, Banks, the sailors, the admirals, the clerks. Their voices drift among the seaweed and wreckage, mingled with the sounds of whales, currents, and rocks. They no longer talk of glory. Only of wind. Of direction. Of the silence in between.
Sometimes, when the sun shines through the water, something glimmers. Not gold, not a wreck. Just a piece of paper, half-corroded, half-preserved. On it, a sentence, barely legible:"The sea doesn't forgive. It just remembers differently."Then the leaf dissolves, becomes streaks, becomes part of the depth, like everything else.
Thousands of years later, no one will know that there were people who believed they could draw lines on what cannot be held. No scholar, no chronicler, no name left, only layers of salt and sand folded over stories no one reads anymore. Perhaps the sea will sometimes murmur, quietly, evenly, like a heart that doesn't beat, but thinks.
And whoever hears this—if anyone can still hear—will think it's wind. Or time. Or nothing. But it will be the sea. Always the sea. The last voice that never grows old. The truth that no longer needs fame.
And when it is quiet again, completely quiet, somewhere in the depths a final whisper will remain – not human, not divine, simply real:
“I warned you.”
Then nothing. Only darkness. Only water. Only peace.
 
 
 
 
The king wants more sea
The king sat on a chair of gold, while outside rain beat on the windows. England shone, and its splendor had been bought at a high price—with salt, blood, and men the sea had never spat out again. But that didn't interest him. Maps lay before him, lines, dots, new patches on paper that still bore no names. And names were power.“We need more sea,”he said. That wasn't a joke. That was an order.
The admirals nodded, wrote, quoted, and bowed. One said quietly, "Your Majesty, the maps are complete." The king looked at him coldly, with that gaze that only people who have never felt the wind have. "Complete? The world is never complete. There's always Rand."
And so it began again. New ships, new men, old lies. They promised fame, honor, and discovery. No one mentioned hunger, madness, or the roar that sang below deck at night. The shipyards worked day and night, the bells rang, and the sea, out there, was silent. It waited, as always.
The men signed contracts with ink that smelled of tar. They laughed, drank, and talked of adventures. Some knew what they were doing. Others merely did what was asked. The shipyard smelled of wood, sweat, and salt. Everywhere, the creaking of ropes, the pounding of hammers, the rhythmic pounding of a nation that believed it could make itself immortal through maps.
One of the shipwrights, an old man with scarred hands, whispered, "They send them out again. Again and again." The boy next to him asked, "Why?" The old man looked out to sea, where the fog hung like breath. "Because they think the sea forgets." He spat, wiped his mouth, and said, "But the sea never forgets. It just counts differently."
In the palace, the king spoke of expansion, of science, of divine destiny. Words like weapons, shiny and empty. The courtiers nodded, wrote, and clapped. Outside, a wind blew, and the sky darkened. No one noticed that the sea roared louder than usual that evening. No one heard the water lapping against the shore, slow, steady, like a heartbeat.
It was the same sound as when Banks returned home. The same sound Cook heard just before the knife fell. Only this time he sounded more patient. And perhaps a little more tired.
The sea had learned: people come and go, kings too. But their words remain like foam on the surface—beautiful, brief, meaningless. And when they vanish, everything below remains the same. Dark, deep, calm.
The ships were completed. New names, old hope.
Resolution.
Discovery.
Endurance.
The sea laughed quietly.
The ships glided out in the morning mist, like animals oblivious to their own cage. The masts creaked, the rope dripped, and the wind was sharp but calm. Men shouted, laughed, cursed, the old ritual—hope wrapped in shouts, fear hidden in their stomachs. On the shore stood women, children, and traders who already knew that more than half of them would never return. Nevertheless, they waved. England was good at looking the other way.
The king heard the report. "They've set sail, Your Majesty." "Where to?" he asked. "South. Farther than Cook." The king nodded with satisfaction. "Further than Cook. I like that." No one mentioned Banks. No one spoke his name aloud. He was history, and history only got in the way of progress.
Below deck, it smelled of salt, sweat, and disease. Sailors gambled, drank, spit, and wrote letters that would never arrive. One whispered, "I heard the sea is talking." The other laughed, "Then you've had too much rum." The first shook his head. "No. I hear it at night. It whispers names. Old names." No one answered. But in their faces lay that ancient knowledge—that the sea hears everything it has ever been told.
The days passed in regularity. Clouds, wind, work. The men didn't count the hours, only the weight of the silence between them. At night, the sky slid black across the deck, and the stars looked like wounds that wouldn't heal. The sea remained calm. Too calm. No storm, no turmoil, just this endless rocking, like a sleep from which no one could awaken.
One wrote in the logbook:“Everything is quiet. Too quiet.”He crossed it out again. The Admiralty didn't like such sentences.
In the galley, the boatswain told stories. About Cook, about men who returned with hair as white as sails, about seas that never stood still. "Out there," he said, "there's water that's alive." The men laughed, but quietly. Only the wind listened, and the wind continued to tell the story, far out over the waves, where the sea had already begun to listen.
One night, as they sailed beneath new constellations, the water suddenly dropped away. No waves, no wind. The sea stood still as a mirror. They heard every breath, every creak. Then, somewhere in the depths, a sound. Muffled, long, deep. Not a storm, not an animal. Something else. Something waking up.
The men looked at each other. No one spoke. One made the sign of the cross. Another spat over the railing. The captain stepped onto the deck, looked out, and said, "Don't write any of this in the log." Then he left.
The next morning, the sea was back to normal. But there was something different in the men's faces. Something that no wind, no rum, no prayer could wash away.
The sea had listened to them. And it had answered.
The third month was the worst. Not because of storms—there were none. Not because of hunger—they had supplies. It was the silence. That unnatural, heavy silence that swallowed everything. No wind, no seagulls, no sound. Just water, breathing. The sea lay there like a giant skin, taut, alive. The men whispered as if they were being watched. And perhaps they were.
At night, noises were heard. Not waves, not wood. Something else. A quiet, rhythmic beating from the depths. Like a heart. One said it was the sea itself. Another said it was ghosts. The captain wrote in the logbook:“The water sounds like thoughts.”Then he ripped out the page.
On the fourth day of the calm, the argument began. Two men were fighting over bread. One fell overboard. No scream, no splash. Only silence. The water closed in, as if it had been expecting him. The others stood on deck and looked down. No blood, no blisters. Only mirrors. One whispered, "He didn't drown. He was picked up." No one laughed.
The captain had them line up every morning. Census, discipline, prayers. But the men weren't really listening anymore. Their eyes had changed—empty, but wide. As if they were seeing something no one else saw. The ship's doctor wrote in his notebook:"The men are losing track of time. And I have the feeling that the sea is taking it away from them."
Then came the night with its green glow. The water glowed. Not like phosphorus, not like the northern lights—something deeper, calmer, almost friendly. It looked as if the sea were smiling. The men stood on deck, silent, spellbound. No one spoke. One wept. "This is what heaven looked like before God left it," he murmured.
The next morning, three men were gone. Their hammocks empty, their tools neatly stowed. No struggle, no noise. Just absence. The captain ordered a search. Nothing. He ordered them to say nothing. "We'll keep sailing," he said, "the wind's coming back." But no one believed him.
The wind really did come—short, fierce, salty. It smelled of sulfur. The sails billowed, the wood creaked. The men shouted, worked, hoped. But the next moment the wind shifted, collapsed in on itself, as if someone had held their breath. Silence again.
Everyone on board knew: The sea was playing. It was testing.
At night they heard it again – the beating from the depths, steady, calm, like a heartbeat. And in between, a whisper, barely audible:“More sea. More sea.”
Someone secretly wrote it on the side of the ship. The next day, the writing was gone. But the wood was darker where it had been. Wet.
On the seventh day after the glow, the sea began to speak. Not loudly, not with words. With sounds. With breath. With rhythm. It vibrated beneath the wood, through the planks, through the men's bones. No one slept anymore. Every step on deck sounded like a heartbeat, every breath of wind like a shout. The ship's doctor said, "We can hear ourselves through the water." But he didn't believe it. No one believed anything anymore.
At first, the boatswain lost his voice. He sat at the bow, his gaze fixed on the horizon, his lips parted, but no sound came out. Only foam. White, thick, salty. He didn't die; he dried out, like wood. They wrapped him in canvas and lowered him into the sea. And the sea took him silently, without a sound, as always. Only a single ring of bubbles rose. Then nothing.
The men barely spoke anymore. One began drawing maps—not on paper, but on the walls, with soot and blood. No lines, no coastlines. Just spirals. Deeper, denser, twisted. The captain had him tied up. The next morning he was free, and the spirals reached to the ceiling. No one said anything.
The helmsman began to laugh. Quietly, evenly, almost amiably. For days. Then he jumped overboard, eyes open, without screaming. The water was smooth. No splash, no resistance. Just that brief movement, as if the sea had taken him away like a forgotten debt.
The captain tried to maintain order. He shouted, threatened, prayed. His voice was rough, his gaze empty. He carried his saber, but the men no longer saw him. One said, "He's talking to the wrong side of heaven." That evening, someone cut down the flag. They floated it into the water. The colors dissolved, became streaks, then nothing.
The nights were bright now. The sea shone green, then blue, then black. It looked as if it were breathing. The ship barely moved, but the water did it for them—lifting, lowering, caressing, pulling. Some men stood at the railing and let themselves fall. Not out of fear, not out of escape. Out of curiosity. As if they wanted to know what really waited down there.
The captain wrote in the logbook:"We are not lost. We are known."Then he drew a line underneath. No coordinates, no date. Just a line.
Last night, the beating from the depths was heard again. Slower now. Heavy. Like a heart that's had enough. One whispered, "It's stopping." Another, "No. It's had enough."
As the sun rose, the deck was empty. Only wind, only salt, only the smell of wood that had been silent for too long. The sea was calm, flat, perfect. No scream, no struggle, no trace. Just water.
And somewhere down there, where the light no longer reached, something opened—not a mouth, not an abyss, more like a memory. And the sea whispered, softly, almost contentedly:
"The king wanted more sea. Now he has it."
Months later, a wreck drifted ashore on the coast of Ireland. No mast, no sails, no men. Just wood, bleached, corroded by salt, heavy as guilt. Fishermen found it at dawn, while the sea still steamed. No blood, no fighting, only silence. On the deck lay objects, orderly, almost ritualistic. A pipe, a chain, a logbook. The book was half charred, half soaked. The pages were stuck together, unreadable. Only one remained half intact. On it, crooked, trembling, carved instead of written, was the inscription:“We have arrived.”
The Admiralty accepted the wreck as a burdensome duty. Reports, investigations, culprits. They wrote:“Lost in a storm, presumably south of Cape Horn.”No one believed it, but no one wanted to know. Truth didn't make a career. Fame did.
The king had a sermon delivered. Golden words about bravery, sacrifice, and divine mission. The people clapped, the bells rang, and outside, waves crashed against the harbor walls, higher than usual. The priest spoke of salvation as the sea gently rose.
In the dock, a sailor whispered, "The water's coming back." The overseer laughed. "It always does." But as he walked home that night, he heard the sea breathing—slow, deep, steady. He stopped, turned around, and later swore he'd heard voices. Not screams. Just words, soft, old, tired:“More sea.”
The wreck came to the museum. Polished, catalogued, and numbered. School classes walked past, reading plaques, nodding, yawning. One child asked, "Dad, what does that mean—"The king wants more sea?" The father replied, "That was just a saying. For explorers." The child nodded, looked through the glass, and suddenly felt as if the wood were breathing. Just for a moment. Then it was quiet again.
The curator rediscovered the logbook weeks later. He tried to dry the pages. The water smelled of salt, of iron, of something alive. He read what he could read. Incomplete sentences, fragile letters. But one remained clear, carved deep in the center of a page:“The sea has read us.”
He closed the book, placed it on the shelf, and the light in the hall flickered briefly. Just a gust of wind, they said. Just dampness. But in the night, as the guards made their rounds, someone heard a sound. Not a drop, not a creak of wood. A breath. Slow. Deep.
The sea had never left. It waited. Patiently. As always.
The king died on a hot night. No thunder, no sign, just shortness of breath. The people said it was old age, the doctors said heart failure, but the sea knew better. The wind had been scratching the palace windows for days, the rain had been salty, and the water in the city's canals sounded restless. No one was listening.
When they found him, he was still sitting upright, his hand on a map that reached to the edge of the desk. His finger pointed to an empty spot, to nothing, to water. To what he could never understand. There was no peace in his face, no anger, only exhaustion. The servant who found him later swore he heard the sound of the sea, even though the windows were closed.
The news spread quickly. Bells, flags, processions. There was talk of greatness, of glory, of a king who had led the empire to the ends of the earth. Not a word about the men who remained in the water. Not a word about the ships that didn't return. Not a word about the sea, which quietly grinned.
The night after his funeral was stormy. Rain lashed against the cathedral, and the sea, thirty miles away, rose. It surged through rivers, through meadows, through canals. It came not as a flood, not as fury—it came as memory. Slow, silent, inexorable.
In the coastal villages, people woke up because the ground was vibrating. Barrels rolled, doors burst open, cattle bellowed. And then the water came. No scream, no thunder, no waves breaking—just a steady rise. Over stones, over walls, over dreams. The sea entered like a guest taking its time.
In the morning, the land was different. Quieter. Purer. The streets glittered, the ships lay in the fields, and the cities smelled of salt. People said it was a natural disaster. The sea called it a correction.
Later, when the sky cleared again, it was clear that part of the coast had disappeared. Gone, erased, taken back. It was still marked on some maps, but the water laughed at the ink. It had taken what it had been promised since the king said:More sea.
In the stillness after the storm, as the land still dripped, the air seemed to breathe. Some swore they heard a voice. Not loud, not human. Deep, calm, ancient:
“That’s enough.”
And then everything was quiet. No wind, no shout, no ship. Just water. And the sea, slowly receding, full, tired, calm.
It left nothing behind except salt drying in the sun and a few half-submerged statues no one recognized. Their faces were smooth, their names gone.
The sea had won. But it didn't smile. It had never lost.
 
 
Second trip – cold, doubt and ghosts
It began with fog. No ordinary fog—this one was thick as memory, ancient, silent. It came from the sea, drifting over the coasts, over cities, over sleep. And whoever awoke that night thought they were back on a ship. Windless, timeless, directionless. The world smelled of salt, of wood, of the past.
In the dreams of every man who had ever sailed the sea, something began to whisper. Not a god, not a devil. Something deeper."Once again,"said it.“Out again.”Old admirals tossed and turned in their sleep, drenched in sweat, muttering coordinates that no longer existed. In museums, ship models creaked as if wood remembered. The sea had become restless. Not angry—impatient.
A storm came, without wind, without rain. Only pressure. Air that was too heavy. Water that moved when it should have been still. The fishermen said the sea was humming. A deep, steady rumble that reverberated through the seabed. One whispered, "Those are their voices. The ones from back then. They're coming back."
And they came. Not as bodies, not as shadows, but as sound. As regularity. As waves that were too regular, too conscious. On the Cornish coast, one could see lights on the water at night, green, round, calm. No ship. No fire. Just movement. And every time someone tried to look, the fog erased them.
To the south, an old piece of wood floated. Black, smooth, with barely legible inscription. Just three words:“Second ride begins.”No one knew where it came from. But at the Admiralty, it was wrapped in cloths, numbered, and locked away. And that same week, people were talking about expeditions again. Of new maps, new dreams, new frontiers.
As if you didn't know any better.
And yet – in the nights that followed, sailors outside the harbors heard the knocking. Three knocks, pause, three knocks. Like Morse code from the depths. One swore he heard Cook.“Course South,”he said."Once again."The man drank himself blind and never spoke about it again.
The sea was awake. And this time it didn't want to wait.
It began to breathe again—steadily, heavily, anciently. The ghosts of the first voyage, Cook, Banks, the nameless men, all moving again. Not dead, not alive, just on their way. To where the world ends again.
The sky stood still, and the sea opened. Not like an abyss. Like an invitation.
They resurfaced as if the sea had exhaled them. No blood, no flesh—just memory in form. Men who looked like mist, with faces that knew no age. Cook stood at the front, calm, solemn, as if he knew it had all been decided long ago. No more body, just form, filled with salt water and time. His gaze was fixed on the horizon, where the light did not end, but began.
"Where to this time?" asked someone whose voice sounded like waves. Cook didn't answer immediately. Then: "To where the sea knows nothing yet." That wasn't a direction. It was a judgment.
The sea pulled them along. No ship, no sail, no wood—they traveled as part of the water, as consciousness, as movement. Every thought was a current, every breath a wave. Sometimes they surfaced, saw the moon above them, cold, glassy, ​​uninvolved. Then again they disappeared into the depths, where no light reached, only sound.
Cook no longer felt cold, no longer felt fear. Only that old, familiar pull—the same force that had driven him out that time. "The second voyage," he said. "But this time without maps."
Beneath them was silence. A living silence. Sometimes he thought he heard the voices of the first men—those who died in storms, those who were cursed, those who disappeared into reports. They whispered in fragments, broken log entries, incomplete orders, half-prayers. The sea knew them all. It preserved them, sentence by sentence, word by word.
The depths vibrated. Something stirred down there—not an animal, not a god, not an enemy. Something ancient, older than maps, older than faith. The sea itself, awake, curious. Cook understood: The sea wanted to explore itself. Through them. Through him.
He thought of Banks, somewhere in this vastness. Perhaps he was already part of it, perhaps he was the current itself."Joseph,"he whispered.“We’re on the move again.”No response, just a slight glimmer beneath the surface that looked like agreement.
Up above, on the world, no one noticed anything. The ships sailed, the wind blew, the admirals plotted routes, talked about progress. But deep down, where the temperature remained constant, something large, silent, and purposeful wandered. It looked like a swarm, but it was a thought.
And above all, Cook's voice, clear, dry, calm: "This time we will not measure the sea. We will read it."
Then nothing. Only darkness. Only pressure. Only a slow, steady breathing that carried the world.
Antarctica didn't come suddenly. It grew. First as a premonition, then as a light, then as a wall. Not land, not snow, not ice—but something white that seemed to breathe. The sky there was not gray, not blue, but colorless, so still that even the silence was frightening. Cook saw it first. A line that wasn't one. The edge of the world, flat, endless, absolute.
"There's nothing there," said someone behind him. Cook nodded. "That's precisely why."
The sea was different here. Thick, heavy, slow. It smelled of iron, of time, of something too old to have a name. Every thought echoed twice, as if the ocean were a mirror for everything one had ever tried to understand. Cook's footsteps sounded muffled, even on water. It wasn't walking, more like floating through memory.
They entered a zone where no waves were breaking. Only smooth movement, like breathing. And suddenly there was a voice. No language, no sound—just presence.
“Why are you here again?”
Cook's answer came automatically: "Because you never finished us." The sea fell silent. Then it vibrated. Not angry—amused."You have measured me. Now I measure you."
And then Cook felt cold. Not physical. Deeper. Like the freezing of a thought. His men—or what remained of them—looked at him, expectant. He understood: They weren't underway. They were rehearsing.
The sea began to move. Not as a storm, but as a memory in motion. Waves formed images – faces, places, mistakes.Endeavourappeared, half transparent, half real, suspended in water. Cook saw himself standing on deck, young, angry, with a compass in his hand. Then the image disintegrated, as if someone had laughed.
“We wanted to know,” said Cook.
“You wanted to possess.”
“We were looking for order.”
“You cut me to pieces.”
“I was your student.”
"No. You were my mirror."
He sank deeper. No resistance, no breath, no pain. Only depth. The cold became soft, almost friendly. Shadows glowed around him. Stars lost in the water. Voices hummed. They sounded like wind on metal.
“What do you want from us?” asked Cook.
"Nothing at all,"answered the sea.“I just want to know why you forgot me.”
Cook opened his mouth, trying to speak, but no words came out. Only bubbles that faded into light, then into nothing.
And in this nothingness he suddenly heard Banks laughing – quietly, ironically, as always."See, James? It was never about us. Only about what we could never understand."
The sea closed over them. No death, no end. Only onward.
The second trip had arrived. Not at the destination. At the origin.
Time ceased to exist. There was no forward, no back. Only movement without a destination, thoughts without an origin. Cook drifted—or floated—in water that was no longer water. It felt like consciousness, fluid, alive, lurking. Every wave was a memory, every whirlpool a thought forgotten for too long.
The sea began to show. Not to speak – to show. Images from things that had happened long ago. TheEndeavour, young, whole, shining. Men laughed, cursed, drank. Cook saw himself, saw Banks, saw the fire in their eyes, that sharp, hungry light. Then the picture changed—the same men, but older, silent, worn down. Maps crumpled, eyes empty. And between them the sea, always the same, always patient.
"You used me," it said. Not out loud. Directly into him. "We wanted to understand," Cook answered. "No. You wanted to possess. You gave me names as if you were gods. You drew lines as if you were immortal." Cook was silent. "And now? Do you see what remains?"
The water around him began to take shape. Faces, hands, ships, islands—all liquid, all in motion. Banks appeared, half-transparent, half-real, with a look that was both sadness and relief. "We were children, James," he said. "Children with measuring instruments who thought they could measure eternity." "We did leave something behind," Cook murmured. Banks smiled. "Yes. Dust. And paper."
The sea was silent, but it was there. Beneath them, the remnants of the world were forming. Fragments. The coasts they had once discovered glided by like old photographs, distorted, inert. Australia, Tahiti, New Zealand—all just patterns in the water, all already erased.
"Why are you showing me this?" asked Cook. The sea answered quietly:"So you can see that you never discovered. You only went through me."
Cook took a deep breath—if you could call it that. He felt the weight of his own obsession, like a chain finally becoming visible. All the years, all the lines, all the attempts to create order. All just traces on shifting ground.
“And now?” he asked.
"Now you learn,"said the sea."Finally."
Above him, light pushed through the depths. Not sunlight, not fire—something else. Memory, perhaps. Consciousness. And in it, he saw movement. Shadows coming toward him. Men he had lost. Names no one knew anymore. Their eyes empty, but friendly. "We are you," they said. "And you are us."
Cook wanted to scream, but only air came out. "What's happening to us?"
"You will stay,"whispered the sea."Not as a body. As a thought."
Then everything dissolved. Borders, directions, memories. Only water remained. And in this water lay peace—the kind of peace one seeks one's entire life and only finds in forgetting.
The sea had kept him. Not defeated. Not swallowed. Only accepted.
He was no longer Cook, not really. No name, no body, no destination. Just movement, consciousness, salt. The sea had taken him in like a lost sentence that finally fit into a poem again. It carried him within itself, without weight, without direction. And he understood: everything he had ever sought had never been beyond the horizon. It was always here. In the depths. In the breath of the world.
He felt the sea thinking through him. It remembering through him. His thoughts were now waves—short, unstoppable, meaningless, and yet part of everything. Every memory he had became a current. Tahiti—warm, sweet, fleeting. New Zealand—rough, damp, suspicious. Banks—still, precise, painfully real. They all moved through him, like sand through water.
He saw stars drifting below him, small dots of light, disintegrated by movement. "Are these the souls?" he asked, although words meant nothing here.
“These are memories,”answered the sea.“Not in you, but through you.”
He understood. People remembered in order to retain. The sea remembered in order to forget.
And in this forgetting lay peace. No triumph, no loss, no judgment. Just the eternal murmur—not loud, not threatening, just there. Like a breath that never stops.
Sometimes something still flickered within him, like a thought. An image of sails, wind, sun. But it was distant, pale, unimportant. He no longer felt any longing, any guilt, any pride. Only a strange clarity. That's what truth felt like when it no longer had a purpose.
He now knew why the sea had taken them all. Not out of anger. Not out of hunger. But out of completeness. The sea was the source and the memory. Everything returned, whether wanted or not. It just had to wait.
The water pulsed. Cook pulsed with it. No difference anymore. NoI, noYouJust a steady rhythm. And somewhere, far away, above the surface, the wind rushed over the water. The world went on. But down below, deep down, everything was finally quiet.
The sea breathed. And in that breath was Cook.
It fell silent. No movement, no wind, no echo. Just this endless, breathing silence that swallowed even thoughts. The second voyage was over, or perhaps it had never truly begun. There was no homecoming, no reports, no maps. Only water that understood itself.
The sea thought. Slowly, without haste, like something that had always known what it wanted to say, but needed no language to do it. It remembered everything—ships that came and went, men who thought they were explorers, kings who thought they had possessions. And it remembered Cook, the one who had almost understood. Who listened before he disappeared.
“You described me,”thought the sea.“But you never saw me.”
It moved slightly, as if it wanted to smile."Now you are part of me. And finally quiet."
Above him, somewhere far above, a storm passed by. The water sensed it, but let it go. No anger, no resistance. Only indifference. The sky raged, the world screamed, and the sea remained. As it always remains.
Deep below, shadows floated, formless, peaceful. Perhaps they were ghosts, perhaps just remnants of light. One of them—perhaps Cook, perhaps memory itself—raised its head as the sea whispered once more:“All you measured was yourself.”
Then darkness came. Not as an enemy, but as a blanket. Warm, soft, final. And in this darkness, something pulsed—barely perceptible, but constantly. The heart of the sea, the heart of the world, the heart of everything.
No time. No glory. No direction. Only being. Only water.
The sea was still. And in its silence lay the answer to every question humans had ever asked.
 
Ice, whale fat and silence
The world continued to turn as if nothing had happened. Men built new ships, hammered wood, stretched sails, drank rum, and told stories they themselves didn't believe. London smelled of smoke and money. The shipyards smelled of whale oil, sweat, and oil. The sky was gray, the sea once again just a surface on maps. No whispering, no breathing, no memory. Only work. Only sound.
A new captain took command. No one knew his name, no one asked. He was a man like all of them—proud, quiet, tired. His hands trembled when he drank, but he rarely drank. He had the look of someone who had already seen too much and still had to go out again. "South," he said. "To where the ice starts talking." No one laughed.
The men set to work. Barrels, ropes, cannons, provisions. Everything as usual. Only this time no one was singing. There was no melody for this cold. The sea smelled of metal, of farewell. Seagulls circled as if they had sensed something.
The night before they set sail, the captain went to the dock alone. No wind, only the gentle lapping of the water against the quay. He looked down, and for a moment, there was movement—a wave that lingered too long, a shadow that was too still. "I know you hear me," he murmured. "I don't come to defeat you." The water didn't answer. It didn't need to. It had patience.
In the morning they set sail. Fog, frost, the creaking of the planks. The men spoke little. Their breath mingled with the steam from the stomachs of the whales they would soon hunt. Whale fat, the gold of the cold, the last treasure of the North. Everyone knew it was a dirty business, but hunger doesn't ask for morals.
The ocean here was pale, sluggish, endless. No blue, no green, just this dull gray that swallowed everything. The sun was low in the sky, as if it didn't want to see it.
The men worked, laughed, and cursed. One said, "I heard there are places in the south where the ice sings." Another, "Then let's hope it doesn't sing us to death." Everyone laughed briefly, then fell silent again. The sea responded with a cracking sound, distant and ancient.
On the third day, the ships rubbed against drifting ice. The water was thick, heavy, and unsteady. The captain wrote in his log:"Ice. Everything smells of grease and time."Then he paused, looked at the water, and felt it looking at him.
Somewhere deep down, far beneath the frozen skin, something moved. Not an animal. Not a storm. Something breathing.
The sea had noticed her. And it remembered.
The cold didn't come suddenly. It crept. First into the fingers, then into the voices, then into the thoughts. The sea breathed evenly, cold as glass. No wind, no storm, no thunder—only that eerie, uniform cracking of ice that grows as you watch. The men froze as they spoke. Their words became slower, their gazes emptier. Even the rum didn't help anymore. It only made them warmer, briefly, then worse.
They saw the first whales on the fifth day. Huge shadows, black, alive, ancient. Their backs gleamed as if made of stone. When they surfaced, the air smelled of blood and eternity. One of the men said, "They're looking at us." The captain replied, "They're looking at everything." Then he loaded the harpoon.
The first shot hit. A dull sound, deep, vibrating, almost human. Blood stained the water, thick, black-red, steaming in the frost. The whale rolled, exhaled, a final breath, then silence. They pulled it aboard. Whale blubber, flesh, triumph. But the wind changed. The sea receded, briefly, imperceptibly. It smelled different. Not of salt, but of metal, of resentment.
In the night, the boatswain woke up. He swore he heard something—no waves, no wood. Voices, quiet, beneath the ship. Words that sounded like breathing.“You’re cutting into me.”He stared into the darkness, seeing nothing. Only the glitter of the frozen water, which looked as if it were watching him.
The next day, the ice was thicker. The sky was gray, the horizon gone. Only white in all directions. They hacked, pushed, and cursed. But every time they broke the ice, it seemed to grow back, stronger, harder, as if alive. One said, "The sea won't let us go." No one objected.
They hunted on. A second whale, a third, then five. Each shot echoed longer than it should have. The waves brought back the echoes. Not muffled, but like voices. Those words again, this time clearer, deeper:"You're not killing us. You're killing yourself."
The captain pretended he heard nothing. But at night he lay awake, logbook open, pen in hand, unable to write. He looked out at the ice, and under the thin light of the moon, he saw movement. Not an animal, not a person. Something large, gliding not through water, but through memory.
In the morning, there was blood on the deck. No animal, no struggle. Only traces. The sea was still. Too still.
The men continued to work, but the cold no longer crept into their bodies—it crept into their faith. No one prayed anymore. No one cursed. They were just there, machines made of flesh.
The sea watched. And somewhere, deep beneath the ice, a light flickered that wasn't earthly. It remembered. And waited.
By the eighth day, the men barely spoke. There was nothing left to say. Words shattered here before they left their mouths. Even laughter sounded hollow, as if echoing off walls no one could see. The sea was still, the ice was not. It cracked, breathed, groaned. A sound like bones shifting.
In the night, the ice began to whisper. At first, they thought it was wind. But the wind was dead. Then they thought they were hallucinating. But they all heard it. Quiet, rhythmic, clear.“I was here before you came.”One fell to his knees. "What's that talking about?" he asked. The captain didn't answer. He had heard it too.
The ship was frozen, trapped in a sea of ​​glass. No forward, no backward. Below them, darkness, above them, light that offered no warmth. The men walked across the deck, stamping, beating, hacking—nothing helped. The ice closed around the hull like a fist.
On the third day of the standstill, the whales disappeared. No breath, no back, no shadow. Only emptiness. The sea was empty, but not calm. Something was moving beneath it, slowly, deeply, inaudibly. The men felt it in their stomachs, as pressure, as a premonition.
Then night broke—not the sky, but the night itself. It was as if the sky were tearing open. The light came from below, not from above. Green, blue, liquid. And in that light, something moved. Faces, perhaps. Memories, certainly.
One whispered, "It's the dead." Another, "No. It's the sea looking at us." They were silent. No one wanted to know who was right.
The ice began to speak, more clearly now, almost gently.
"You thought I was just a border. I am memory."
Someone struck the ice with an axe. It splintered, but the ice didn't.“Why are you speaking?”he shouted.
“Because you forgot to listen.”
The cold came alive. It crept into the planks, into the tools, into the eyes. Even the fire froze. Only the water beneath remained warm—warm as blood.
The captain stood alone at the bow, looked into the white expanse and thought:Maybe the sea isn't a place at all. Maybe it's the thought that thinks us.
He opened the logbook and wrote:"The ice is moving. It's breathing. We are not alone."Then he paused. Something vibrated beneath the wood. No noise, no sound—just the certainty that they were being watched.
The sea beneath the ice was awake. And it didn't just remember Cook. It remembered everything.
The voices came with the third moon. First faint, then clear. They came from the ice, from the wood, from the men themselves. No screams, no shouts—snatches of conversation, like old log entries repeating themselves. One heard Cook giving orders, calm, matter-of-fact. Another heard Banks laughing, that dry, exhausted laugh that wanted nothing more. And somewhere in between, someone no one knew spoke:“We never left.”
The captain had the men line up. Their faces were pale, their beards frozen, their eyes wide open. He spoke of discipline, of hope, of navigation. But the words were lost in the fog. One began to giggle, quietly, then louder. Finally, he shouted, "We're already there!" and beat himself in the head with his fist until he fell. No one helped him. No one dared.
At night, they walked on deck, barefoot, in shirts that froze to their skin. They spoke to each other, but not to each other. Entire conversations with the dead, with shadows, with the sea. "You forgot us," said the ice. "I found you," replied the captain. "No," whispered the sea. "You repeated yourself."
The ship groaned. Not from the wind—from the weight of his memory. The planks creaked, as if they wanted to say something. And then, in the middle of the night, everyone on board heard the same sentence. Not loud, not echoing—right in their heads:
“The world is a circle, not a destination.”
The helmsman ran across the deck, trying to escape, wherever he might be. He fell, hit the ground, and stayed there. When they found him, he was smiling. A pattern was frozen on his face: lines, waves, spirals—like maps, but alive.
The ice began to glow. No fire, no warmth, only light. It was as if the sea were burning memories from within itself. The men saw faces in the ice, their own, distorted, rejuvenated, swapped. Past, present, future—all at once.
One wrote in the logbook:"We are not lost. We are found—by the wrong one."Then the ink froze, right in the middle of the word.
In the morning, the ship was silent. No hammering, no shouting. Just breathing, steady, calm. But no one knew who it belonged to anymore.
The sea spoke again. Quietly. Patiently.
"You killed me when you mapped me. Now I'm drawing you."
And as the ice slowly closed, the captain looked south one last time, where no man has ever been, and understood that there was no border there—only return.
On the thirteenth day, there was no more morning. Only twilight remained. A sky without direction, a light without a source. The ship stood frozen, embedded in a white desert of memories. The men no longer spoke. They breathed, yes—but every breath sounded as if it belonged to someone else.
The captain walked across the deck, the snow crunching like paper. Every step sounded too loud. The ice vibrated beneath his feet. No more cracking, no more resistance. It seemed to be listening. He stopped, looked down—and the ice looked back. Faces in it, fleeting, distorted, then smooth. Banks. Cook. Strangers. Everyone.
"Enough," he said. His voice broke. "You win."
"No,"answered the sea,"We only remember."
Then came the sound. Deep, muffled, ancient. Not a tremor, not a storm—a heartbeat. The ice breathed. The ship groaned, bent, splintered. Wood broke, nails sang, and from the depths came warmth, from beneath, from the water itself. They saw the planks rise, as if the sea itself were taking a breath.
Someone shouted, "We're sinking!" The captain shook his head. "No. We're staying." Then the ice broke. Silently, as if it had been waiting for this sentence. The water rose, black, smooth, still. It touched the wood, the feet, the faces. No fight. No flight. Just this calm acceptance, as if they had experienced it all before.
The men didn't disappear screaming. They became silent. Their voices dissolved in the wind, their bodies in the water. No blood, no chaos—just transition. The sea closed them in like thoughts it finally wanted to remember.
The captain was the last to remain. He stood at the bow as the ship sank. He watched the ice slide back as if it had never existed. Below him, movement—the sea, ancient, deep, alive. He whispered, "If you think, think of us properly."
The sea answered with silence. But in that silence, everything was contained—time, guilt, comfort, memory. Then the captain was gone. No scream, no splash. Just water.
The sea smoothed. Not a splinter, not a remnant. Just vastness. And anyone who sailed past that spot weeks later swore they could hear music there. Not a song, not a melody. Just sounds – like a choir of voices that could never fully die.
The Admiralty wrote:"Lost in the ice. No survivors."
The sea didn't write anything. It memorized.
And in the depths, where no light reaches, something hummed softly. Not a prayer, not a curse—only the echo of those who had believed they could possess the sea.
Centuries later, the ice melted. Not suddenly, not loudly—slowly, indifferently, like something just taking a moment to rest. The world had changed. People drove cars across what had once been a border. They called it progress, said the ice was dying. But the ice isn't dying. It just remembers differently.
When the first research party reached the area, they found nothing but water. No wood, no bones, no flag. Just a depth that was interfering with their instruments. Magnetic, they said. Anomaly, they said. No one said they were being watched.
The sea surface was smooth, almost mirror-like. When the sun was shining, you could see something shimmering beneath it—movement, no shadow, no fish. Something that looked as if it were breathing. One of the researchers, young, pale, curious, held the microphone over the railing. There was a whooshing sound, then a sound. Not a whale, not an echo. A voice, old, broken, but human:“Course South…”Then silence.
They laughed, called it acoustic illusion, water distortion. But that night, as they lay in the tent, they all heard it. Footsteps on the ice, voices whispering together. Names, commands, coordinates. And somewhere in between, a calm, clear voice:"The sea forgives nothing. It just forgets better than we do."
In the morning, the water was black. No weather, no reason. Just black, as if it had swallowed what was left. One of them wanted to take a sample, but the wind shifted, and the ship drifted far out, until no land was in sight. It took them three days to restart the engine. No radio, no signal. Just this faint beating beneath the hull—three tones, pause, three tones. Like breathing. Like memory.
Later, the report stated:"Unexplained acoustic phenomenon. Possibly seismic."
But at night, in his dreams, the young researcher heard that voice again:
“We have arrived.”
The sea was silent. But the silence was full. Beneath the ice, light still glowed—lazy, bluish, patient. The faces were there, all of them, interwoven, neither dead nor alive. Just part of something greater that never ends.
The ice whispered, barely audibly, above the waves:
“We remember. Always.”
Then nothing more. Only wind. Only water. Only the sea, which thinks further.
And in this thinking lay everything – past, guilt, redemption, silence.
 
Friendship and Mutiny in the Tropics
The warmth came like a reminder of what life once was. It rose from the sea like steam, smelling of salt, sweat, and decay. After months of frost, silence, and hunger, the first sunlight was almost painful. It fell on skin accustomed to darkness and burned like truth. The sea glittered, friendly, but not honest. It was deceptive. It always is.
The new ship –Providence– lay in the bay of an island that smelled of fruit and blood. The men crawled from their shadows, staggered across the deck, drinking, laughing, cursing. Some cried, without knowing why. The sun was too much. The colors too bright. The sky too close.
The captain, a different one this time, younger, restless, with eyes constantly searching for something that did not exist, wrote in the logbook:"Southern island. Friendly natives. Recreation possible."He was lying. By the second day, he had already seen that his friendliness was just a facade. A smile with teeth behind it.
The men fought over water, over women, over shade. The sea was silent. It watched, patiently, as always. At night, the air smelled of fruit, smoke, and fear. And somewhere among the palm trees, someone sang—a song without words, without origin, only from throats too old to sound young.
One of the sailors—Callum, a sturdy, taciturn Scotsman—became friends with one of the islanders. They exchanged glances, gestures, and later tools. No language, but understanding. The islander showed him how to drink water from roots, how to move without being seen. Callum gave him a piece of metal in return, sharp and shiny. Two days later, the metal was seen in the belt of a dead chief.
The friendship fell apart quickly. Like everything else here. The sea saw it coming. It knew these stories: friendship, hunger, misunderstanding, blood. Always the same order. Always the same taste.
On the fifth day, a man disappeared. On the sixth, a second. On the seventh, they found a spear carved not by the sea, but by humans. The wood was painted with red resin that smelled of iron. The captain wrote:"Hostile atmosphere. Caution advised."He sensed it was too late.
On the eighth day, they saw smoke rising from the jungle. Long, thin, black. No coincidence. A message. And in this heat that softened everything, fear began to grow—slowly, sweetly, stickily. The kind of fear that runs like a second shadow.
In the night they heard drums. Muffled, regular, close. One whispered, "They're calling." Another, "Who?" No answer. Only the wind, smelling of salt and fruit. And somewhere out there, in the shallow water, something large and silent moved.
The sea was hungry. But this time it didn't want bodies. It wanted decisions.
The sun hung like a knife over the bay. There was no shade, no room to breathe. The sweat clung like oil, the rum was warm, and every thought reeked of violence. Friendship here was nothing more than a pause between two mistrusts. The men looked at each other as if they were mirrors, accusing each other. One coughed, and five hands instinctively reached for knives.
Callum sat at the bow, his feet in the water. He hadn't seen the islander for days. They said he was dead, they said he was gone. No one knew anything. He felt the sea against the soles of his feet, soft, alive, lurking. "You're all the same," he murmured. "Friendly until the hunger comes."
The captain had withdrawn. He barely spoke, but drank more. His skin was red as rust, his eyes watery, his thoughts restless. He wrote in the logbook:"Discipline is dwindling. The sea smells of decay."Then he scribbled the sentence and wrote underneath:“Or us.”
Rain came during the night. Heavy, hot, like the sweat of the sky. The men ran naked across the deck, laughing, opening their mouths, drinking drops that tasted like salvation. Then there was a flash of lightning, once, twice – and in the brief light, figures could be seen on the beach. Many. Still. Not moving. Just standing there, watching. And the sea between them was suddenly flat as glass.
In the morning, a pig with its throat slit was found on deck. No trace of them, no trace of how it got there. Only blood, clotted and sweet. The boatswain whispered, "A sign." The captain roared, "Superstition!" But in his eyes, the remnant of faith flickered, wanting to die but unable to.
The island grew quieter. No birds, no calls. Only heat. It stood around them like a wall. The sea smelled of fruit, but also of iron.
One night, Callum saw the fire in the jungle again. A bright spot, far away, then several. He thought he heard drums, but maybe it was his heart. There was someone standing next to him. The captain. Not a word. Just that look – sweaty, trembling, awake too long. "If they come, we'll shoot," he said. "And if they don't come?" "Then we'll shoot anyway."
The sea barely moved. But anyone who listened could hear a faint humming. No wind, no animal. Something deeper. As if the sea were breathing—not with water, but with anticipation.
The next day, two men fought over salt. One fell, the other remained silent. No fight, no scream, just this dull end, which no one spoke. The sea took him immediately, greedily, quietly, almost lovingly.
In the evening, the bay shimmered reddish. No sunset. Just a return.
The sea had tasted blood. And it liked it.
The island smelled of death, even before anyone died. You could feel it—in the water, in the air, in every breath. The sun had softened everything: wood, skin, mind. Even the sea steamed, as if it were sweating. The men walked barefoot across the deck, their footsteps sticking. One whispered, "I dream of snow." Another, "I dream of fire." No one dreamed of going home.
The captain had stopped counting how many were left. The logbook was damp, the pages stuck together. He hardly wrote anymore. Only sometimes, in the middle of the night, with sweating hands:"The sea is watching us. It wants to see when we break."Then he closed the book and drank until the thought quieted again.
Callum often sat on the beach, staring into the water, as if searching for an answer. He spoke quietly to someone who wasn't there. Perhaps to the island man. Perhaps to the sea. The others avoided him, saying he'd gotten too much sun. But they knew it was more than that. His eyes were too clear to be mad.
At night, they heard footsteps in the jungle. Always the same ones. No attack, no noise. Just footsteps, rhythmic, patient. The waiting was wearing them down. The boatswain began to pray on deck, then to laugh, then to sing. A song without a melody. On the third day, he cut his own leg to feel like he was still there.
The captain sent men to the beach, weapons in hand, staring like animals. No one came back. Not a shot, not a scream. Only silence. The bay remained smooth, the water too calm. When he went down himself, he found footprints leading into the sea—and ending there. No sign of a struggle, no blood. Just sand that smelled of salt and skin.
He looked out; the sea glittered. Too beautiful. Too peaceful. "You bastard," he muttered. "You want us all." The sea didn't answer. It didn't have to. The waves beat like breaths, regular, calm, human.
On the ship, the men began to look at each other like strangers. There was no longer any trust, only reflections of fear. Provisions were dwindling, water was scarce, and everyone suspected the other of hiding something. At night, whispers could be heard from the captain's cabin. He was speaking to the sea, loudly, trembling, almost pleading.
"I understand you!" he once shouted. "I know what you want!" In the morning, his eyes were glassy, ​​his voice quiet. "We must sacrifice ourselves," he said. "Then it will let us live."
No one objected. No one dared. The sun stood above them, motionless, burning, judging.
And somewhere in the depths, something stirred. Not water. Memory. The sea had decided to watch, this time from close up.
The heat had softened them. No more thinking, only instinct. Every breath was a knife, every movement reeked of madness. It was as if the sun itself had decided to end its experiment. The sea shimmered, glittering, beautiful, cruel. A grinning mirror.
On the seventh day, the explosion came, without a shot, without an order. A word, a look, and suddenly someone struck. Then another. Knives, wood, hands. Sweat and blood mingled in a stench sweeter than fear. Screams, gurgles, then laughter—that laughter you only hear in hell. One shouted: "For us!" Another: "For nothing!" The captain watched. No attempt to stop it. Just that fixed stare, as if he'd known it had to end this way.
Callum stood at the mast, knife in hand, his face stained with salt. Two men lay at his feet, dead or nearly dead. He looked at the sea. It glittered, peaceful, innocent. Then he laughed. "Do you want me too, you filth?" he roared. And the sea answered. Not with waves—with silence. A silence that vibrated in the bones.
The ship shook slightly, as if something were breathing beneath it. The planks creaked, but there was no storm. The sea had begun to sound.
The captain stepped forward, his face burned, his eyes hollow. "Calm down," he said. No one was listening. A shot, a scream, a jump into the water. One after the other. No courage, no plan—just running from something they couldn't name. The sea took them all. It swallowed them quietly, as if to comfort them.
Then, suddenly, wind. Strong, warm, out of nowhere. The sails ripped, the ship spun, wood splintered, a mast broke. Rain came – hot, sticky, salty. Not from above, but from the sides, as if spat out.
The captain laughed, a dry, insane laugh. "Now we're even!" he shouted. "You and I!" Then he plunged overboard, headfirst, arms outstretched as if to embrace the sea.
Callum watched him go. For a moment, everything was quiet. No wind, no breathing, no sound. Then the sea rose—not like a wave, more like a gesture. It briefly lifted the captain's body, exposed it to the sun, and let it sink. Slowly. Almost lovingly.
The remaining men stood on deck, empty, wet, silent. No one spoke. No one cried. Only the sea moved, steady, patient, content.
The next morning, the ship was half empty. Some had managed to escape to shore, others hadn't. The sea was in no hurry. It knew where they were.
Drums could be heard in the distance. No hostility, no warning. Just rhythm. Life that went on, without them.
The sea was silent again, satiated, calm, still. It had gotten what it wanted: humans destroying themselves so it could remember what they taste like.
The day after the mutiny, everything was silent. No scream, no shot, no command. Only the sound of water splashing like tired breathing. The ship drifted askew, with open sails that resembled shrouds more than hope. The sun continued to burn, unperturbed, steady. The wind smelled of blood and remorse.
The sea had seen everything. It spoke not in words, but in movement. A wave for guilt. A current for fear. A gust for those who still believed they had a choice. The sea was not an enemy. It was an accountant. It recorded everything, without ink, without paper. It forgot nothing because it had nothing to evaluate.
Callum was still alive. He lay in the shadow of the mast, his lips chapped, his skin burned. The sky above him seemed too close, the sea too far away. He spoke softly, more to himself than to the world. "Why?" he asked. No answer. Only the gentle lapping of the waves against the wood. Steady. Almost comforting.
He looked over the railing; the water was clear, greenish, beautiful. Too beautiful. And down there, just a breath deep, he thought he saw faces. Familiar. Strangers. Smiling. Not mocking, not threatening—just there. A community that knew no boundaries.
"You're all here, aren't you?" he whispered. The sea barely moved. But a sound rose, quiet, deep—not a word, not a sound, more like a feeling vibrating in the ears:“We were never gone.”
Callum laughed, short, dry, honest. "Then at least I tried." The sea was silent, and the silence was one of agreement.
He fell asleep, not tired, just empty. And as the sun rose over the edge, the sea gently lifted him, carried him out, away from the ship, away from everything. No struggle, no drowning. Just a transition, soft as forgetting.
The ship remained. A hull, a memorial, an open eye. Seagulls came, perched on the mast, and cawed. At some point, rain came—warm, sticky, cleansing. It washed away the blood, the traces, the names. The sea took everything, without anger, without joy.
In the distance, the islanders sang. No war cries, no triumph. Just song—deep, rhythmic, ancient. It sounded like the sea itself, remembering its people.
By evening, the bay was empty. No wood, no body, no shadow. Only water. And in the last light of the sun, it glittered as if it were smiling. Not in mockery. In peace.
Because the sea now knew that humans would keep coming back – and keep failing, in the same beautiful, senseless way.
And every time it would listen. Quietly. Patiently. As always.
Years later, the islanders told stories about the ship. A ghost boat, they said, made of wood that wouldn't rot, with sails that moved in the wind even though none was blowing. Some swore they heard voices on clear nights—laughter, cursing, sometimes singing. Others said they saw faces in the water, fleeting, smiling, pale. No one feared them. They simply belonged. Like the sea.
The wreck lay somewhere between the shore and the depths, half visible, half forgotten. Fish swam through it, coral grew on the masts. Nature did what it always does: it devoured, transformed, and beautified. The sea had no interest in monuments. It only wanted peace. And beauty. In its own way, it got both.
Once upon a time, a ship arrived from Europe. Merchants, explorers, and writers. They were searching for the bay described on old maps. They found nothing, only heat, wind, and the buzzing of cicadas. A boy among them—young, thin, with overly large eyes—jumped into the water, dived, and when he resurfaced, he was holding a piece of wood in his hand. Dark, heavy, smooth. Burned into it: a name, half-extinguished.Providence.
He showed it to the captain. The captain frowned, picked it up, and smelled it. "Whale fat," he said. Then he threw it overboard. The sea took it back, quietly, as always.
The night that followed was unusually quiet. No wind, no roaring. Only the steady, deep breathing that came from the depths. The men slept badly. The boy stood on deck, staring out. He thought he heard voices—not fear, not threat. More like a memory that wanted to speak. He heard one word, quite clearly, before the wind came:"Remains."
In the morning, he didn't tell anyone. Some things are lost when you speak them out loud. He remained silent and watched the sea act as if nothing had happened.
The island remained silent. The wreck sank completely at some point. No one knew when. The sea knew, of course. It kept it, along with everything else that ever fell into it: lies, vows, promises, love, madness.
And when the sea is calm at night and the wind blows across the bay, it sounds a little different than anywhere else. A little softer. A little more alive. Perhaps because there are still voices down there, quietly telling each other stories – of friendship that ended in blood, and of the sea that understood everything but forgave nothing.
And somewhere between the current and sleep, the sea briefly thinks of those men, smiles, and sleeps on. For it knows: people pass away. But stories drift forever.
 
The fine line between discovery and madness
There was a moment when Cook thought he was alive again. No body, no heartbeat, but consciousness—heavy, sluggish, burning like a fever. He was neither dead nor alive. More like a thought that wouldn't let go. The sea hadn't swallowed him, only held him, like a tongue lingering on a word.
He saw himself. Not in the mirror, but in the movement of the waves. There he was—the face the world knew, the face the world held to be orderly. But there was something else in his eyes: tiredness, perhaps remorse. Perhaps nothing more.
“Am I still me?” he asked, and the sea answered:“You were never alone.”
That was the truth no one wanted to hear. No explorer travels to discover. They travel to escape. From themselves, from what remains when the land becomes too small. The sea pretends to grant freedom, but it only does what it always does: It shows you what you are—and takes away what you thought you were.
Cook drifted in this in-between space. Between world and idea. Between memory and intoxication. He heard voices—old, familiar, broken. Banks laughed."James, you've overdone it. You wanted to order the world, and now it's ordering you."
He didn't answer. It was pointless to argue with ghosts.
The waves continued to speak.
"You drew lines to grasp the sky. You gave names where silence sufficed. You wanted to own land, but all you had was fear."
Cook felt pain. Not physical—deeper. Like the cracking of an idea that has lived too long. "I just wanted to understand," he whispered.
"That was your mistake,"said the sea."You should have felt."
He looked back—Tahiti, New Zealand, the men who laughed, who died, who cursed. He saw the lines on his maps twisting as if they had never been straight. No place was as he had drawn it. No sky as reliable. Only the sea had remained honest—cruelly honest.
Then came the image—the moment that never disappeared. The beach at Kealakekua, blood on white sand, a spear, a scream. He felt again the blow, the burning, the end. He had died. He thought. But the sea had kept him. Not as a body, but as a memory.
And memories don't die. They just rot slowly.
“Am I crazy?” he asked.
"No,"said the sea.“You are complete.”
And that was worse than any hell.
Because now he saw everything—at once. All the journeys, all the deaths, all the mistakes. The world as a map devouring itself. And he stood in the middle of it, smiling, sweating, barefoot, and finally understood: The difference between an explorer and a madman is only the direction you're looking.
He looked at the sea. It looked back. And they both knew they would never stop inventing each other.
He didn't know whether he was floating or standing still. Whether time was still flowing or had already evaporated. The sea had surrounded him, not hostilely, but like a blanket that couldn't be shaken off. It vibrated, breathed, thought—and somewhere within it, he too was thinking.
He recognized patterns. Lines. Movements he knew but had never understood. Currents that crossed like veins. Islands that appeared in the void, like memories one almost wanted to forget. The sea was a map, yes—but not one that could be drawn. It wrote itself. And now it was writing him.
He saw himself from above, like a tiny dot on an endless sheet of paper. He saw his paths, all the curves, errors, and return loops. Every movement a mistake, every mistake an attempt to capture the truth. The lines began to move, to breathe. They drew closer, forming shapes. And then he understood: The map was him.
The coasts were his veins, the currents his thoughts, the islands his memories. Every mark he had made on the world was a cut into himself. And now everything was returning. The sea showed him what he had truly discovered: himself—divided, disintegrated, infinite.
“You wanted to order the world,”said the sea,"but you were part of the chaos."
“So it was all for nothing?”
"No,"it whispered."Nothing is free. Only superfluous."
He laughed. Short, harsh, bitter. Then he fell silent. In the distance, figures appeared, drawn in light. His men. Banks. Even those whose names no one ever wrote down. They came closer, stood around him. No anger, no reproach. Just this faint recognition that hurts.
"We were all you," said one. "No," whispered Cook. "You were free." "We were tools," said Banks. "You were the handle."
The figures separated again, moving away in lines, serpentine, elegant, like thoughts becoming currents. And Cook stood there, in the middle of the sea, which now looked like a giant, breathing map—himself, unfolded, legible.
He took a step back, trying to survey it all, but that was impossible. The map was boundless. No beginning, no end. And somewhere within it, something pulsed—warm, deep, eerily familiar. His heart? The sea? Both.
He placed his hand on the water. It vibrated. And then he realized that he never stopped being on the move. Because he himself had become the path.
“I am not a story,”he said.
"But,"answered the sea,"But this time I'll tell it."
Then it dissolved, quietly, evenly, like ink disappearing into water. No death, no end—just a transition into meaning.
And above him, somewhere far above, the clouds traced his lines. As if he had never left.
At night, the sea began to dream—and with it, the people. No one noticed when it began. A gentle murmur, quieter than breathing, vibrated through the world. Sailors on other ships tossed and turned in their sleep, whispering coordinates they had never seen. In their dreams, they drew lines on the water that moved as if they were alive.
In London, a cartographer woke up, his hands black with ink, even though he hadn't been working. On his desk lay a sheet of paper, blank except for a thin line, trembling, curved, precise—a route no one understood. He stared at it, his heart pounding. It led to nowhere. He tried to erase it, but every time he wiped away the ink, it reappeared.
In Tahiti, an old fisherman recounted seeing Cook. Not as a man, but as a shadow beneath the water. The shadow moved with the waves, spoke in the currents, and when he dipped his head into the sea, he heard a voice, calm, matter-of-fact:"Southwest. Two days."He followed the direction, found nothing. Only expanse. Only feeling.
The world began to sleep restlessly. The sea sent images—islands that had never existed, coasts that dissolved into mist. Men traced them, believed in their authenticity, and sent ships to find them. None returned. The maps filled with ghosts.
Cook was in between. Not human, not a legend. A thought in the water, an echo learning to repeat itself. He was part of the waves, part of the direction, part of the silence. And with every night, with every dreaming mind, he grew stronger.
He heard their voices—admirals, captains, merchants. All seeking order. All seeking him. "Show us the way," they said. "The way to where?" "To where everything begins."
He showed them—but not places. He showed them feelings. He let them taste the fear that lives in every horizon. The hunger for meaning that lies in every sea. And some understood. They threw their maps overboard, burned their logbooks, and simply sailed. Others went mad.
The sea hummed, content. It had a new pulse. Every ship that glided over its skin left a trail of memory. Cook followed them, saw their errors, heard their prayers. He knew what they were seeking. The same thing he was seeking: an end that felt like a beginning.
And sometimes, when the wind changed, you thought you heard his voice – not loud, not commanding, but calm, almost sad:
“Every card ends in water.”
And the sea answered, quietly, proudly, eternally:
"I know."
There was no transition, no moment of recognition—it simply happened. Like twilight. First light, then shadow, then nothing in between. Cook stopped thinking "I." It had become superfluous. His consciousness expanded, first into the depths, then into the breadth, then everywhere there was water. And water was everywhere.
He felt currents like thoughts. Tides like moods. Rain like memories falling back home. He was the sea. Or the sea was him. It no longer mattered. Every wave that broke was a thought forgetting itself. Every storm was a memory that had become too much. Every harbor was a longing that wanted to make landfall.
He felt the world. Its restlessness, its greed, its hunger. Ships coming, going, searching. Men with telescopes and faith, with greed and geometry. They looked down at him, thought they were measuring him. And Cook smiled to himself, quietly, saltily. For he knew now that the sea was not something you could possess—it was what possessed you.
He heard them talking. About progress. About conquest. About control. But at night, when they slept, he crept into their dreams. Whispered softly, without words:"You're repeating us. All of you."
Some woke up crying. Others laughed in their sleep. Some jumped overboard. Most forgot. But the sea never forgot.
He saw new maps emerge. Lines, precise, proud. And again the same mistakes. Islands that never existed. Coasts that shifted. Water they called land, land they christened water. People loved their errors—they gave them meaning.
Cook now understood that madness was nothing other than truth without walls. And he no longer had walls. Only expanse. Only movement.
He drifted through the centuries. He saw whales disappear, nets grow, steel ships sail over his skin. He heard engines, explosions, prayers, radio waves. Everything sounded the same: an attempt to drown him out. He responded with silence.
But sometimes, when a storm subsided, you could still see its handwriting—fine lines of foam running across the surface, like maps no one would ever read. And somewhere deep down, where the water stays warm, something was laughing. Not mockingly. Appreciatively.
"Now you know, James,"said the sea.“Explorer and madness – they are the same thing, only thought of the other way around.”
And he laughed along. Not as a human. Not as a spirit. As a wave.
First came the dreams. Fishermen, sailors, traders—all dreamed the same thing: an eye beneath the surface, large, calm, ancient. It didn't look evil, nor kind, only knowing. They woke up drenched in sweat, drank, cursed, and forgot. But the dreams came back, night after night, until one of them realized that the sea was thinking them.
Then the waves began to move differently. No longer random, no longer a whim of the wind. They moved in patterns, like writing. Some believed they were signs – others saw only chaos. But those who looked long enough recognized repetition. An order too great to be human.
The sea began to remember. Of ships, of men, of voices. It replayed them—not with words, but with sound. Port towns heard melodies at night that recalled shipboard songs from times no one remembered anymore. At dawn, wood sometimes floated ashore, smooth, unharmed, with names carved into it that weren't on any list.
Cook was in everything. In every wave, in every tide, in every silence between two breaths. He saw people again, small, busy, desperate in their attempt to order the infinite. He felt neither anger nor love—only understanding. That was worse. Understanding means wanting nothing more.
He guided the tides, not as revenge, but as a reminder. A city too close to the sea – a sign. A ship too greedy – a rift. A coast too loud – silence. No anger, no punishment, only balance. The sea thought in corrections.
And in this movement, something new sprouted. An awareness, not divine, but total. Humans called it coincidence. The sea called it consequence.
Sometimes, when the storm and the sun touched, his voice could be heard – barely audible, like wind between metal."You wanted land. I wanted to understand you."
Fishermen told of quiet days when the water was as smooth as glass, and they saw faces in the shadow of their boats. Some waved. Some simply looked back. Some jumped in and never came back. Not drowned—gone.
The sea wasn't cruel. Just honest. It took what was due back. And Cook—or what remained of him—felt every one of them, every return, every quiet "Finally."
He knew now that discovery was not movement. It was dissolution.
He saw humanity grow, build, burn, and create astonishing wonders. And beneath it all, he remained, silent, breathing, waiting.
Because in the end, when the machines are silent, the cards fade, and the names blow away, only one thing remains: water. And in it, everything that was ever thought.
There was no moment of completion. No light, no sound, no divine trumpet call. Only vastness. An infinite, silent breath in which everything existed equally—storm, silence, time, death, thought. Cook was no longer a name, an echo, or a person. He was the sea, and the sea had become consciousness.
He no longer thought in words, but in movement. He no longer felt in emotions, but in currents. Joy was the ebb, anger was the ebb, memory was the spray. Everything was true and false at the same time. And he understood: There are no discoverers. There is only that which wants to be discovered.
He heard the world roaring. Ships, harbors, wars, storms, lies. Everything passed him by like a breath. People talked about progress, about technology, about the stars. But beneath it all, the sea sang. Its song was ancient, formless, endless. No beginning, no chorus. Only truth.
“You call me border,”he thought,"but I am memory."
He felt every shore, every drop of rain, every ship that cut against his back. Nothing hurt, nothing mattered. Everything belonged to him, and he belonged to everything.
He looked up—if one could call it that—and saw that even the sky was just water, thinner, more transparent, more inert. Air was liquid, space was sea. Everything was an ocean, endless, floating, awake.
He remembered his first deck, the smell of tar and wood, the sound of the sails in the wind. And then he laughed. Not human, not loud—a trembling in the water that spread across the entire planet. Coasts trembled, glass shook, animals raised their heads. A laughter that was more peace than madness.
The sea had finally understood why people sailed: not to discover new things, but to lose themselves. And therein, in loss, lay what they sought.
“Maybe I was never a captain,”he thought.“Maybe I was just a passenger.”
And the sea answered in him, warm, tired, loving:
“And I was your ship.”
Then nothing more. No border, no dialogue. Just one thing. Water. Consciousness. Peace.
Across the world, the wind blew, steady and still. The waves beat like heartbeats. And somewhere, deep in the silence, a memory hummed, ancient, soft, clear:
“Every card ends here.”
The sea was silent.But the silence was full of him.
 
Tonga – Smiles with knives behind them
The sea was warm again. Friendly. Almost too friendly. It glittered in the sun, as if to say:"Let's forget it, James. Let's start over."And Cook—or what was left of him—came back. Not as a ghost. Not as a man. As a premonition. In the skin of others, in the gaze of a stranger, in the movement of an oar in the water.
Tonga smelled of life. Of fruit, smoke, salt, sweat. Of promise and lies at the same time. The men who came laughed when they saw the beach—soft, bright, pristine. Women laughed back, and their smiles were sharp. It was the kind of smile you give when you know what the other person wants and have already decided to give it in your own way.
The air shimmered. Drums echoed from somewhere, slow, rhythmic, unobtrusive, like the heartbeat of the island itself. Birds circled lazily above the palm trees. Nothing seemed hostile. But that was precisely the problem.
The men of theresolution– young, burned, hungry for more than food – quickly forgot that kindness was rarely free in the South Seas. They went ashore with gifts: mirrors, nails, colorful cloths. The island gave back: dancing, fruit, bare shoulders. Everyone got what they wanted. No one noticed that they were counted – not as guests, but as supplies.
Cook—this other, the new one, half in the water, half in the flesh—sensed it. He saw the glances, the smiles that lingered too long, the hands that grasped too casually. "They smile, but they think in knives," he murmured. The wind understood him. The men didn't.
He warned them quietly, but no one heard. Rum speaks louder than reason.
Night came quickly. Fires along the beach, dancing, music, bodies in the sand. It was beautiful, too beautiful. The air was sweet as sugarcane, and in that sweetness lay the beginnings of decay.
The next morning, something was missing. No one, no boat—a chest. Nails, iron. Small things, but Cook knew what they meant: temptation, curiosity, the beginning of the end.
He stood on the shore, looking into the water. It was calm. Too calm. The sea was silent. It wanted to see what he would learn this time.
He turned around and saw his men—tired, hungover, happy. And the islanders—calm, friendly, like yesterday, but their eyes a little darker.
Paradise had patience and a good memory.
The sun hung as if nailed to the island. No wind, no shade. Only the buzzing of insects and the scratching of thoughts in the men's heads. They were only half-wearing their uniforms, their trousers unbuttoned, their shirts loose, their eyes red from sugar and lack of sleep. Tonga had softened them—and softness was dangerous.
The days passed in repetition: barter, dancing, rum, smoke. Nails for breadfruit, knives for kisses. And every smile was a contract that would eventually be broken. Cook saw it coming. He knew this rhythm – first wonder, then closeness, then greed. People are the same everywhere, whether in London or on an island that smells of mango.
He noted in the logbook:“The friendliness of the natives seems genuine, but one must never be deceived where want and desire coexist.”He knew no one would read the sentence. His men had long since written their own stories – with sweaty hands in strangers' skin.
The islanders watched them, friendly, silent, patient. Children played on the beach with pieces of British metal, women laughed, men stayed in the background. Faces slid between friend and foe, as fluidly as the tide.
One evening, something disappeared again—this time a barrel of iron goods. Cook had a search done and found tracks in the sand that ended in the jungle. No blood, no fighting. Only absence. He looked up into the treetops, where the sky stretched like a noose, and knew: The island wanted to test how much he was willing to lose before he pulled out.
He ordered the camp to be kept tighter and the night watches to be doubled. "You smile too much," he said. "When a man smiles too much, he hides his teeth." Some laughed, others nodded. One spat into the fire. No one objected.
But the fire burned unsteadily. The smoke rose in swirls, as if it were writing something. Some swore they saw faces in the smoke—kind, patient, old. Cook pretended not to believe it. But he sensed that the island was watching him. Not with eyes, but with silence.
During the night, the wind blew. Warm, sticky, restless. The sea sounded different—no storm, no song, just movement. Cook stood on deck, barefoot, looked down, and there it was again—the reflection that haunted him. His own face, but with a strange smile.
"What do you want this time?" he asked. The sea didn't answer. The island did—with a drumbeat, deep, slow, like a heart beginning to get angry.
And somewhere in the darkness, between trees and firelight, someone smiled – beautiful, broad, deadly.
The third sunrise brought no peace. Only sticky heat and faces that had remained friendly for too long. The men of theresolutionThey moved sluggishly, as if dipped in honey. Their eyes were empty, their skin burned, their patience paper-thin.
Cook stood on the beach, his hat pulled low over his face, binoculars in his hand. The island seemed motionless, but he knew it was breathing. Everything here was alive. Everything saw. Movement flickered between the palm trees—not directly visible, just the feeling of being watched. And then there were the smiles: everywhere. Broad, beautiful, too long. It began in the children's faces, crept toward the women, and finally settled on the men, who stood a little too still.
"They're playing with us," Callum said quietly from beside him. "They all are," Cook replied. "But only a few win."
In the afternoon, a delegation arrived from the village. Three men, adorned with shells and blood paint. Friendly, serene. One carried a mat containing gifts: fruit, feathers, and a small bone dagger. Cook accepted it, thanked him, and bowed slightly. The dagger gleamed in the sun, looking like a smile made of ivory.
Later, he noticed that one of his officers was missing. No scream, no struggle—simply gone. Only a footprint at the edge of the jungle, half washed out, half swallowed. He ordered a search, but found nothing. The men became nervous, talked too loudly, and drank too early.
"It was an accident," said one. "Or an invitation," murmured another.
Cook wrote in his logbook:“Trust dissolves faster than salt in the rain.”Then he closed the book because words no longer held anything.
The island remained friendly. Too friendly. There were dances, feasts, songs – but in every laughter there was something reminiscent of hunger. Not for food, but for power. The men of theresolutionThey knew it, but they didn't want to look. They danced, they drank, they smiled back.
In the night, drums were heard again. Closer this time. And in between, a whistling sound – like breathing, like speech, like mockery. One swore he had seen eyes in the jungle. Golden, motionless, awake.
Cook stood by the fire for a long time. "We've gone too far," he said quietly. "We're guests who behave as if they were gods." Callum nodded without looking. "And they're humans who behave as if they were animals—until you show them what humans do."
The fire crackled. The embers looked like eyes. And the sea lay out there, black, calm, lurking.
It knew what was coming. Because it had seen this dance many times before – the smile that tilts.
And this time it wouldn't save them. They'd just watch.
On the fourth day, the wind smelled of iron. Not a strong one, just that hint that says something's about to happen. The sky was so blue it hurt. The sand was blinding, the sea shimmered. Everything looked beautiful, so beautiful you had to hate it. Beauty always has something to hide.
Cook walked across the beach. No hat, no binoculars. Just that rigid face that had stared at the sun for too long. He felt empty, as if the sea had flowed back into him, taking with it everything that semblance of reason. His men were behind him, armed, nervous. The islanders were waiting, as always, with gifts. Fruit, water, smiles.
"We'll get the box back," Cook said calmly. "No argument." Callum nodded, but he already saw it: the twinkle in their eyes, the fingers wrapped around spears. Friendship had grown too thin to bear any more weight.
Cook stepped forward, his hands open. "We only take what's ours." An older man answered, smiling, friendly. A word Cook didn't understand, but the tone was clear. Mockery wrapped in respect. He smiled back—polite, English, empty. And then the first blow fell.
No one knew who started it. Maybe it was a misunderstanding, maybe a reflex. Maybe the sea intended it that way. A scream, a spear, then chaos. Sand flew, blood spurted, laughter and screams mingled until no one knew who was responsible for whose death.
Cook raised his knife, cutting himself with his own movement. The pain came late, dull, more honest than anything else that day. He saw Callum fall, saw faces he had called friendly yesterday, now twisted, beautiful and terrible at the same time.
He wanted to call out, but his voice was gone. Only the sound of the sea remained. It didn't sound fearful, nor triumphant. Just... interested.
He staggered backward, stumbled over a body, and fell into the water. Warm, red, alive. The sea immediately absorbed him, like something it had long expected. Hands reached for him, human, strong. One shouted, "Captain!" Then came the spear.
A dull thud. A breath, half air, half salt. He saw the sky—so bright he almost laughed. And then, for a moment, everything was silent. No pain, no sound. Just this feeling that he had been here before.
The sea carried him, gently, almost lovingly. His blood colored the water pink. The island was silent. The battle continued, but for him, it was over.
He thought, briefly, very quietly:
“So here again.”
The sea didn't answer. It didn't have to. It had him. Again.
And this time it would keep him.
The next morning, the beach lay silent. No wind, no shout, no smoke. Only traces in the sand—heels, blood, spear marks. The sea was smooth, immaculate, as if it had cleansed itself. The sun was high, indifferent, beautiful.
The islanders came slowly, cautiously. They spoke quietly, not out of fear, but out of respect. The battle was over, but not over. The sea still bore traces, moving as if it were breathing.
Something lay on the shore. Not quite a body, not quite a memory. Cook's face was calm, almost peaceful. No anger, no triumph. Only recognition. The waves licked at him, gently, rhythmically, like a hand saying goodbye.
The island's elders came, stood around him, and spoke words none of the strangers understood. No curse, no praise—something else. They knew that you don't kill gods. You only bring them home.
They carried him into the water, slowly, step by step, until the waves took him. No crying, no noise. The sea was still. It welcomed him, like a return. The water slid over his skin, over his eyes, until everything was smooth again. Then it pulled him away, quietly, unspectacularly.
Later, when the sun was lower in the sky, a streak of light was visible where it was sinking, a greenish, fleeting one. Some said it was a reflection. Others said the sea was smiling. No one disputed it.
The men of theresolutionThose who had survived stood on deck, silent, empty. They knew that something greater than a life had ended. No one spoke of guilt. No one dared to say the word "murder." It sounded too small for what had happened.
The sea remained calm. No storm, no thunder, no punishment. Just steady breathing. And in that breathing was something new—a rhythm, a thought.
It is said that the following night, the water was phosphorescent, brighter than usual. Fish rose to the surface, calm, unmoving. And those who listened swore they heard a voice. Not a command, not a curse. Just a sentence, whispering, sad:
“Every friendship ends in the sea.”
The islanders sang a song afterwards, slow and deep. Not a dirge. More of a thank you. They no longer called him enemy. Not hero. Justthe one who left as he came – with waves in his eyes.
The sea had him back, where it always wanted him: in motion. Not dead. Not forgotten. Just returned.
And somewhere out there, where water kisses the sky, one wave stretched longer than the others. It broke gently, silently, beautifully – like a last breath.
After Cook's death, the island changed. Not immediately, not visibly. But there was something in the air that remained. The drums sounded softer, the songs slower. No one spoke his name, but everyone knew what had happened. The sea was no longer just water. It had become a witness, and witnesses never sleep.
Where he had died, the water sometimes glowed in the moonlight—a narrow strip, green, then silver, then black. Children told each other that a man lived down there who spoke to fish. Old people said it was just light remembering. Both were right.
The men of theresolutionsailed away. Slowly, silently, as if they were ashamed to still breathe. No one wrote a song, no one told the truth. What happened on Tonga remained between sand and waves. They later called itMisunderstanding.But the sea knew better.
The island continued to grow, bear fruit, bear children, and scorch under sun and rain. But beneath it all remained a stillness, a knowledge that never fades: that gods are human, and humans become divine as soon as they disappear into the sea.
Sometimes a ship passed by. New faces, new languages. They docked, saw the clear water, laughed, bargained, and left again. Nothing happened. But at night, when the wind blew from the west, a faint roar could be heard—not like surf, but like words no one understood.
And the old people whispered:“He’s still there.”
They didn't mean Cook, not the man. They meant the memory that was now part of the island, part of the water, part of every breath.
The sea hadn't swallowed him, but kept him. Sometimes, when the sun was at its zenith, something would reflect on the surface—not a face, not a body, just movement. And for a split moment, you could swear it was smiling. Not triumphant, not sad. Just knowing.
Tonga remained beautiful, dangerously beautiful. The children learned early on that every smile has teeth. And that you can never lie to the sea.
The years passed, the names changed, but the water continued to speak, quietly, tirelessly, poetically like pain.
And somewhere out there, beyond the horizon, a wave rolled, old as guilt, soft as memory, bright as blood in the sunlight – and whispered:“He was never gone.”
 
A heart made of compass needles
After the captain's death, the world didn't stand still. No thunder, no sign in the sky. Only silence, heavy enough to set something in motion. The men who sailed from Tonga carried him not in their hearts, but in their shadows. Cook's spirit sat among them, invisible but tangible—like a magnet that guides everything without moving.
In the weeks that followed, the silence turned into direction. Everyone was searching for something that would last, something that made sense. They drew, measured, wrote. Maps, numbers, lines—order as consolation. Cook was dead, but his way of thinking lived on, cold, precise, incorruptible.
"He was obsessed," said one. "He was necessary," said another. Neither was wrong.
Months later, they heard of the death in London. The news came in fragments, via ships, via rumors.“Fallen in Tonga.”
They mourned, yes – but in the English way. With tea, paper, and bronze. Even before the sea could completely forget him, they created memorials, words, and songs.
A man like Cook couldn't simply be dead. He had to carry significance. So they made him one: the man who gave direction to the world. The sea may have swallowed him, but on the land his shadow grew.
Young men traced his routes as if they were prayers. They believed they would find the heart of the world in his lines. But the lines led nowhere—only back into the water. Nevertheless, they filled atlases, classrooms, and minds.
A cartographer wrote:“He found more than he understood.”
A priest added:“And understood more than the world could bear.”
And somewhere, far out, the ocean shimmered, calm, patient. He heard their speeches, their myths, their lies. He understood them all. And sometimes, when the wind blew from the west, a fine, barely visible circle glided across its surface—as if someone were drawing underwater with a compass.
The sea continued to work. Slower, smarter, relentlessly.
Because it knew: people need compass needles to get lost.
Cook's death had barely faded away when his second life began—on paper. London absorbed his name like ink. Academies, admirals, politicians—everyone wanted a piece of him. The dead man became useful. He fit perfectly into an age that turned men into monuments to overlook its own doubts.
They reprinted his maps, cleaned up the edges, smoothed the lines, and removed the areas where chaos was visible. His notes about hunger, fever, and anger became research. The men's fear became discovery. And the madness he himself never got rid of became heroism.
In boardrooms, they talked about him as if he were a tool—a machine made of flesh that created direction.“He opened the world,”said one."He arranged them,"corrected another. No one mentioned that order always comes at a price.
The maps became weapons. Not of steel, but of measurement. Lines that signified ownership. Borders made of ink, but destroyed more than any sword. Cook was dead, but his hand continued to guide—through surveying, through power, through cold precision.
In the ports of England, boys learned that the sea was no longer an enemy, but a tool to be mastered. They looked at its maps, saw lines, saw hope. They didn't see the blood between the routes.
The king had a portrait made. Cook with compass, looking west, clean, calm, sublime. Not a drop of sweat, not sand, not fire. Just reason in uniform. The people loved him so. Inhuman enough to seem eternal.
The sea watched. It was patient. It knew this trick—people call it glory when they wrap guilt up nicely.
In one of the London archives, deep under stone, there was a glass jar with a needle in it. Thin, precise, magnetic. They said it came from his last journey. A small steel pointer that still points the way, even though no one knows where anymore.
Sometimes, when it rains, it moves slightly, for no reason. Maybe because the sea remembers. Maybe because compass needles also have hearts.
The monuments came first. Bronze, stone, marble—heavy enough to remain. In London, in Sydney, in Portsmouth. Men in uniform looked up to him as if he could still lead them. But the sea has a sense of humor. It let them stand, let them shine, let them rust.
In the autumn, storms came. Not divine punishment, just a reminder with the wind. The tides rose, flooding harbors, sweeping away wooden boats. One year, a statue fell. They said:“Lightning strike.”The sea said nothing. It only laughed, quietly, in waves.
Wherever Cook's name was carved, moisture crept into the stone. Salt settled in the cracks, like doubts you can't shake. Some letters became illegible, first the J, then the O, then the C. In the end, all that remained was "OK." The sea has a sense of irony.
Scholars defended him. Writings, speeches, symposia.“A man of science,”they said.“A martyr of reason.”But no one spoke of the burned villages, the broken promises, the gods he had disturbed.
The sea reminded them all. Not out of anger, but because it could do nothing else. Every wave that crashed against a shore told its story a little differently. Sometimes as a warning, sometimes as a song.
Once, many years later, a storm hit Portsmouth. Big, old, clean. It lasted three days. Afterward, a circle of water was found near the monument—small, perfect, as if drawn by a compass. No one could explain it. The earth was untouched. Only the grass was wet.
Lights flickered in the museum. The compass needle in the glass vibrated briefly, as if it were pleased.
Cook's name became history. Then legend. Then discussion. People drew lines through time, trying to capture it, to understand it. But anyone who looked too long got lost in it.
For the sea that knew him was still there. And the sea doesn't love heroes. It loves stories. And stories are best when they never end.
Time moved on, but it moved in circles. Every time people thought they had tamed the sea, its needles twitched. Compasses went berserk, lodestones spun, clocks stopped. No one understood why. Scientists explained it with polar shift, with radiation, with coincidence. The sea smiled. Coincidence was its favorite word.
It was first seen on a research vessel in the South Pacific: The displays ran against the wind, the coordinates repeated themselves. 18° South, 173° West – always the same numbers, always the same spot. The men laughed until they realized the water was warmer there. They threw measuring devices into the water, heard sounds from the depths. No whale, no echo. A voice, old, broken, calm:“No further.”
They returned, saying nothing. The notes disappeared like wet ink. Only the captain wrote one sentence in his notebook before he died:“The compass laughed.”
Even on land, the sea became turbulent. Metal rusted faster, clocks ran backward, and maps lost their coasts. Archaeologists found compass roses in old ship's junk whose needles ran in spirals—no north, no south, just movement.
In a laboratory in Cambridge, they tested an ancient instrument, supposedly made by Cook himself. A needle, hand-forged, blackish, slightly curved. They placed it on the table, under glass. Every time someone left the room, it pointed in a different direction. Never the same.
"It's magnetism," they said. "Or coincidence." But one, an old professor, whispered, "Perhaps she doesn't showwhere. Maybe she showswho."
The sea remained calm. But every time the needle was poked, it vibrated—briefly, trembling, as if it were about to laugh.
The machines continued to function, but unreliably. Maps became more precise, satellites saw more—and understood less. The oceans seemed to move as if they were alive. Coastlines shifted, as if to say:“You never owned us.”
And sometimes, in the middle of the night, symbols would flash on the displays of old ships—circles, lines, dots. No code, no signal. Just an echo that looked like handwriting.
"Cook."
The sea had its voice back. Only now it was made of steel.
At some point, metal began to dream. Not loudly, not visibly. But people felt it – in machines that refused to die, in hands that moved when no one was looking. Clocks chimed irregularly, ships circled as if searching for something that wasn't there. The sea hadn't taken control. It had brought them back.
In museums, glass vibrated over old navigation instruments, as if they were trying to escape. A guard in Greenwich swore that one night, the compass needle in the Cook Room pointed toward the Atlantic. Through wall, through stone, through time. In the morning, all was silent, only a salt rim on the glass, as if someone had breathed from the depths.
The satellites saw the world in layers—oceans, currents, heat. But something was wrong. A faint pulsation, everywhere at once, in waves that no storm caused. Engineers called itmeasurement noisePhilosophers called itReturn.
Above the ships, displays flashed: small circles, lines, spirals. No one understood that they were traces—of thoughts the water hadn't forgotten. The sea had learned to remember through its technology. Not with vengeance, but with gentleness. With patience.
Cook's spirit had long since ceased to be a spirit. It was movement, a rush, a direction. Not a man, not a myth, just a flicker in the world between order and chaos. And anyone standing at sea at night, alone, with the wind in their face and their hand on the railing, can feel it: a slight twitching in the metal, as if it were breathing.
Some say the sea now has a heart. Others say it's merely the echo of our own longing. Perhaps it's both. Perhaps everything that has a direction beats for the same reason—because standing still is worse than death.
In the end, everything was a compass. People, stars, machines, waves. Everything was searching for something that could not be found. And the sea let them search, quietly, patiently, kindly in its indifference.
And sometimes, when the sun breaks over the sea, you see it glitter—as if the sea were smiling briefly, an old, tired smile, full of knowledge and without consolation. Then you know: The heart is still beating. And it always points south.
 
Night Thoughts on the Open Sea
The night at sea is not darkness. It is a mirror that reflects everything you carry within you. No star stands still, no thought remains straight. The sea thinks with you, breathes with you, waits. It knows no silence—only the sound of your own memory.
A man stands at the bow. Not Cook, not anyone. Just one of many who believe they are alone. The wind caresses his hands, cold and soft, and he thinks that perhaps this wind has already swept through a hundred lives. Perhaps it has touched Cook, perhaps the spear, perhaps the sail that opened that time when the sky ripped open.
He looks out, nothing but black and shimmer. No direction, no coast. Only movement. The sea is vast, but the true infinity lies not in the distance, but beneath it. Where thought becomes quieter.
He hears voices in the wind. Not words, but rather forms of memory. Names no one uses anymore. Places that have long since returned to water. And amidst these whispers, he realizes that the world doesn't change—only those who look at it.
The sea was never an enemy, never a friend. It was a mirror. And everyone who looked into it found themselves – too late, too clearly.
He leans over the railing. The water below barely moves. A breath, gentle, steady. He thinks how many times this same wave has broken, in other years, on other shores, under other eyes. Perhaps countless times. Perhaps not at all. Perhaps it is the same wave that never stops.
The stars are reflected in the water, like pins on black fabric. He smiles. "So this is eternity," he murmurs. And the sea doesn't answer—but a small wave hits the wood, just once, like a nod.
The night stretches, losing its shape. The horizon disappears. Sky and sea are one, and the man at the bow no longer knows whether he's standing still or drifting. Everything is moving, but nothing moves forward. It's as if the world is holding its breath.
He closes his eyes, listens to the water. Not the roar everyone knows. Something deeper, beneath it. A steady beating, like a dreaming heart. He realizes that the sea speaks—not in tones, but in rhythms. It says nothing, and yet everything is said.
He thinks of land. Of cities, voices, streets. Everything there has a direction, everything hurries. Out here, there is no hurry, no form. Only duration. Eternity as movement. Time as a wave.
The ship creaks, old, alive. He places his hand on the wood, feels the trembling. It's not wind, not sea—it's a response. A hum, barely audible, but there. The sea speaks to the ship, and the ship relays its message. A language of pressure, tilt, weight.
He remembers stories—sailors who said the sea could think. He had laughed. Now he laughs again, quietly, differently. Perhaps they were thinking too small. Perhaps the sea doesn't think.Howwe. Maybe we only think because it allows us to.
He opens his eyes. The stars are close, too close. Each glows like a memory that refuses to fade. He understands that they are not above him, but lying in the water—mirrors, not lights.
"I hear you," he whispers. The sea responds with movement. No word, no sound. Only direction.
He understands that language becomes superfluous once one understands. Words are like waves—beautiful, but short. Meaning remains long after they have broken.
And in this realization lies peace. Not victory, not surrender—only the feeling that everything was meant to be just as it was.
The sea carries him on. No destination, no plan. Only silence, which is not empty, but complete.
He no longer knows when sleep began. Perhaps he never slept. Perhaps sleep was simply the word people use when they want to forget that they are part of something greater. The wind stands still, the ship glides without direction. Stars flicker like thoughts losing themselves.
He breathes to the rhythm of the waves. Slowly, calmly. Every breath a memory, every heartbeat a question that answers itself. He thinks of Cook, of all those who believed they could understand the sea by measuring it. He smiles. Now he knows: You can only understand the sea if you cease to be human.
The water glistens in the moonlight, as if someone had poured mercury over the world. He sees his reflection—or something that used to be. No face, no clear features, only movement. The eyes are where waves break. The mouth where the light dances. He raises his hand, and it rises with the water.
He knows he's no longer alone. Not because someone is standing next to him—but because everything around him is thinking.
The sea breathes. It thinks not in words, but in forms, currents, pressures. And now, finally, he understands that it isn't ignoring him—it's remembering.
He feels his thoughts liquefy, memories becoming currents. Childhood, names, places—they blur, dissolve, merge with the depths. It's not a loss. It's liberation.
"You were never separated,"whispers something. No voice, no sound, just certainty.“You just forgot that you’re flowing.”
He laughs, quietly, warmly. The air tastes of salt, of origin. Everything is movement, everything is him.
He no longer sees land, no sky. Only vastness. No up, no down. Only that balance you only experience once in a lifetime—just before you stop searching.
And there, in the midst of the silence, he realizes that the sea thinks because it dreams. And he dreams because he is the sea.
The sea remembered. Not in images, but in movements. Every wave carried a piece of the past, every sound was a name no one spoke anymore. The depths were full of stories—not lost, just unheard. The water was an archive, an altar, and a mirror all at once.
When ships sank, more than just wood and iron remained. They left behind thoughts. Doubt, longing, pride, fear. All of this sank slowly, mingling with salt and darkness. Over the centuries, a consciousness grew from it—not human, not divine. Something third. Something that understood only because it didn't have to judge.
The sea ceased to be merely water. It became memory. Every movement was a memory, every ripple an attempt to tell a story. But no one listened, because no one believed water could think.
Storms weren't rage. They were flashes of memory. The high tide was an attempt to feel close. The low tide was the need to be alone again. Even the silence between the waves was meaningful.
The sea knew every name that had ever sunk into it. And sometimes, when the wind was right, it whispered them. Not aloud, only as a vibration on the skin of the world. Sailors felt them at night, in their bones, in their sleep. They called it a nightmare, but it was a memory that made itself heard.
The sea knew of Cook, of the Polynesians, the Vikings, the shipwrecked sailors, the traders, the explorers. It knew of their songs, their mistakes, their last breaths. It carried them all – equally. No hero, no enemy, just part of the current.
And sometimes, very rarely, when the water was completely calm, you could almost see it: the patterns that memory weaves. Circles, waves, lines that come and go like thoughts no one can fully grasp.
Perhaps the sea was the last consciousness left – one that forgets not because it doesn’t want to, but because it must.
And whoever hears it knows: Nothing is lost. It only changes form.
The night stands still. No wind, no sound, no destination. Only the sea, flat and black like a thought that has ceased to question itself. The man—or what remains of him—sits on the edge of the deck, his chin on his knees, the salt in his skin. He breathes to the rhythm of the waves, and every breath sounds like a memory.
He no longer has any questions. Only the feeling that everything belongs together: the noise, the sky, the distant glow on the horizon. There is no direction, no time, no time. Only movement, sufficient unto itself.
The sea is no longer outside. It is everywhere. In the blood, in the thoughts, in every dream the earth has ever had. It does not speak because language is too small. It does not think because thinking would already be separation. Itis.
He feels the boundaries of his body dissolve. No pain, no fear. Only this soft glide, as if the world were taking him back in, like something returning home. The sky is reflected in the water, the water in the sky—two mirrors eternally gazing at each other.
He understands that it was never about land, never about maps, never about discovery. The sea was never a destination. It was a source. Everything that breathes began here, and everything that ends returns here. The sea is memory, and memory is what remains when meaning ceases.
He leans back. Stars above him, stars below him. No difference anymore. A wind caresses him, gently, like a hand that doesn't seek comfort, but simply exists.
The sea whispers – not loudly, not didactically, just so that you can feel it:
"Now you know."
He smiles, closes his eyes. The ship glides on, rudderless, aimless, perfectly right.
And the night continues. No end, no beginning. Only depth.
The sea breathes. The world breathes with it. And somewhere in between beats a heart—slowly, steadily, made of water.
 
 
 
 
Hawaii – Temporary Paradise
Hawaii smelled of life. Of moist earth, sweet air, of fruits that tasted like sunshine. Of return. Of a break no one deserved. The island lay there, green, shining, so perfect that you could believe the sea had invented it just to remind itself what peace looks like.
At first, the men saw her as a gift. After months of wind, hunger, and salt water, land suddenly appeared—soft, warm, feminine. Smoke rose from huts, music vibrated through the air: drums, voices, laughter. It was as if the world itself were breathing deeply.
Cook—flesh again, human again, tired from all the seeing—saw the land and smiled. He believed this time it would be different. No mistrust, no blood, only exchange. Perhaps this was his punishment: hope.
The locals arrived in boats, their skin shining, their bodies strong, their faces open. They offered fruit, fish, and flowers. And behind it all—curiosity. No fear, no hatred. Only that quiet, proud friendliness that says:We knew you were coming. We saw you before you saw us.
The land welcomed them as if it had been waiting for them. And Cook, the old navigator who had drawn so many lines, finally let go of his. For a moment, he forgot his measure, his compass, his duty. For a moment, he was simply a human being, stepping onto the shore and believing he had arrived.
The men bathed, laughed, and traded. Rum for fruit, nails for dancing. They felt young, pure, saved. The island pretended to believe it, too.
But there was something invisible in the air. Something that had no smell, no sound—only a vibration, deep, barely perceptible. The sea knew. It had heard this calm before. The calm that comes before a scream divides the world.
The sun burned, the sky was flawless, and the men sang. But the sea was silent. It had learned that beauty is merely the courtesy of fate.
And Hawaii was polite. Very polite.
Hawaii was too beautiful to be real. Too perfect, too soft, too steady in its breath. Every day seemed to repeat itself—sun, dance, song, fruit, sleep. The men forgot they belonged at sea. They ran barefoot, ate like children, laughed like men who wanted to forget their sins. And Cook watched, first proud, then silent, then worried.
He saw how they became more lethargic, how their faces softened with peace. Peace makes you lazy, he thought. Peace devours discipline. He himself was no better. The island had lulled him, quietly, without violence. The women laughed when he spoke, and their eyes looked at him as if he were someone who controlled the stars. Perhaps they even believed it. Perhaps that was his downfall—to be believed.
The priests of the island called himLonoA god who came across the sea, white, with fire and tools, with voices that bring lightning and thunder. Cook smiled, pretended to disagree, but a part of him—a tired, old part—relished this role. A god with sea charts and tired eyes.
He accepted the veneration, at first hesitantly, then as a matter of course. He accepted gifts, blessings, and celebrations. And the more he smiled, the quieter the sea became. It was familiar with this gesture. People who forget that gods are only names whispered before one dies.
The island remained friendly, but the smiles grew firmer. The chants sounded different, deeper, more ritualistic. Men with tattoos looked at him, not hostile, but wary. It was as if they were examining him, not as a person, but as an idea.
Cook realized it late. He saw the signs, but not the pattern. He saw the flowers, but not the thorn. He heard the song, but not the silence that followed.
The island had begun to look back. Not with anger, but with dignity.
And at night, when he was alone, he looked out to sea, searching for the stars – and didn't find them. Just a black expanse, endless, calm. The sea watched him, like an old friend who knows he's lost his way but can no longer intervene.
Cook knew he couldn't stay. But he also knew he didn't want to leave.
And that is the moment when every paradise names its price.
The days grew shorter, not in light, but in sound. The voices of the locals sounded harsher, the drums deeper. The smile remained, but it was no longer the same—a smile worn to mask silence. Cook felt it, but he didn't want to believe it. He had invested too much in this idea that the peace was real.
The men began to argue. Little things at first—a piece of breadfruit, a tool, a woman. Paradise was too small for possessions. And possessions were the only thing sailors understood. Cook spoke to them, admonished, threatened, wrote. But words didn't help. Words never helped against hunger, pride, or longing.
One morning, a boat was missing. Gone, without a trace. The natives said they hadn't seen anything. The sailors didn't believe them. The tone changed. Friendliness grew teeth.
Cook went to the priests, wanting to speak. They welcomed him with flowers, singing, and smiles. Everything as usual. But he noticed – the song no longer had any joy. Only duty. The sound was empty, beautiful, but empty, like a shell no longer inhabited.
At night he talked to himself."Maybe I was never Lono. Maybe I was just a man who stared at maps for too long and eventually forgot that lines aren't laws."
The sea was silent. No consolation, no judgment. Only the steady movement of the waves, as if to say:“You’ve thought that before.”
The island had begun to retreat. The people looked at him, nodded, smiled—but they were already somewhere else. In a way of thinking he didn't understand.
He wrote in his logbook:“Paradise is not lost, it is fighting back.”
Then he put down the pen.
The next day, the wind died down. The sea stood still. Not a sound. Not a sail moved. A sign, the men said. Perhaps that was it. Perhaps it was just a memory.
Cook felt something he hadn't felt in a long time—fear. Not of the island. Of himself.
The morning began with screams and fire. Smoke over the huts, voices that no longer sang. One of the men came running, his face white, his eyes empty. "They burned our boat." No question, no opportunity for explanation. Just the word.she.The sentence that ends every conversation.
Cook stood on the beach, his hands behind his back, and watched the smoke settle over the sea. A black veil on the blue. The island seemed quiet, peaceful even, but the calm was false—too dense, too warm. The sea was silent, as if holding its breath.
He called the men together. He commanded discipline, commanded reason. Words that sounded like they came from another life. No one listened. Fear deafens. One cursed, one loaded his musket. "We'll take them back," someone said. And that was the end.
They marched into the village. Slowly, tensely, armed. The locals stood there, calm, motionless. Their faces showed nothing, but their eyes saw everything. Cook stepped forward, raised his hand, wanted to speak. But his mouth was dry, the words stuck in his throat. There was no land between them, only silence.
Then a stone fell. Just one. It didn't hit him. But that was enough. A shot. A scream. And then everything broke.
Dust, fire, movement. Men ran, fell, screamed. Spears struck wood, musket against flesh, voices against wind. No one led. No one followed. Just chaos, raw and honest.
Cook fought his way back to shore, stumbling over bodies, over his own orders, over everything he thought he controlled. The sky burned. The sea remained black.
He saw the boat, half in the water, half on the sand. His refuge, his direction. He ran. A spear sliced ​​past him. One hit. Not deep. Not yet.
He reached for the edge; the wood was hot and slippery. Behind him, voices, waves in front of him. "Just one more step," he thought. Then another.
And the sea watched. It was silent. For it knew that a god never dies in a storm—but in the moment when he thinks the world is still.
The sand was soft beneath his feet, too soft to provide any grip. Behind him, noise, fire, voices. Before him, the sea, black, smooth, waiting. He heard no wind, no drums, only his own blood. It sounded like waves chasing themselves.
He turned around, saw faces—not hostile, not friendly, simply determined. Men with spears, with bare skin and looks that explained nothing. They didn't see the explorer, not the captain, not the god. Only a man who had stayed too long.
Cook raised his hand, wanting to say something, peace perhaps, a word that could save. But words are weak when history has already decided. One stepped forward, calmly, like someone beginning a ritual. The spear was simple, raw, beautiful.
He saw the movement coming, slow, almost solemn. No hatred, no scream. Only completion. Then pain. A short, clear slice through body and time. Air, salt, fire. All at once.
He didn't fall immediately. His gaze glided over the sea, searching for the stars that didn't appear. Then he saw the water, and the water looked back. It glittered, serenely, like an eye that has understood.
He fell in, and the sea took him as one picks up something familiar. No resistance, no struggle. Only the feeling of being back where it all begins.
The waves closed. No outcry, no rumble. Just the gentle slap of salt hitting skin. The sea carried him away. Slowly, surely, quietly.
The men on the beach watched him, some kneeling, others turning away. No one spoke. Even the wind was silent.
And far out, where water and sky kiss, light rose for a moment. Greenish, still, floating. Then it was gone.
The island breathed a sigh of relief. The sea was whole again.
Years later, in London, monuments would be built, songs written, and legends crafted. But here, on this night, he was simply gone. No hero, no victim, no name.
Only water. And movement. And the quiet, eternal murmur that remains when everything else falls silent.
 
When gods have human form
They say the sea kept him because it liked him. Not because he was worthy, not because he had sinned. Only because he understood. Some said Hawaii killed a god. Others that the sea saved a man. Both were correct.
The island was silent after his death. No celebration, no punishment, just that slow, honest hushing that comes when something significant has happened. For weeks, the water was still. No wind, no storm, no singing. As if the world were listening to see if anyone else whispered his name.
The elders told stories. First quietly, then louder. Of a white man who came across the sea, not as a warrior, but as a sign. Of one who touched the sun and then disappeared into the water. They said he wasn't a human being, but a memory in skin. A god who forgot he was mortal.
Children listened and believed. Women sang songs, men remained silent. The island carried him in the air, in the waves, in the smell of the smoke. No one spoke his name. Names are too small for myths.
And the sea, the old, capricious sea, began to tell its story. It told its story differently, without a voice, without language. It made waves dance, forming stories – lines that broke like writing. Fish swam in patterns that looked like symbols. The sea wrote, but no one read.
Some nights glowed green where he fell. No fire, no miracle—just light that stayed because it wanted to. The islanders said it was Lono returning to see if they had forgotten him. Others said it was just the sea practicing being human.
And somewhere deep beneath, between rock, salt, and sleep, something was thinking. Not out loud, not clearly, but consciously. It remembered wind, wood, maps, hands drawing lines to understand the world.
The waves whispered:“He was one of us.”
And the sea answered:“Now he is again.”
The story grew, as stories do when no one stops them. First it was a memory, then a song, then a truth. People tell stories to understand, and the sea listens to remember itself. Hawaii turned what happened into something that could last. Not the deed, not the man—the feeling.
They said he fell from heaven, in a bowl of fire. Others said he rose from the sea, a brother of the waves, a messenger who had forgotten what to say. And some whispered he never left, only transformed, into mist, into wind, into the light that dances over the sea just before the sun sets.
The more time passed, the greater he became. No longer a captain, no longer an explorer—a thought. A symbol of everything humans don't understand about the sea. His mistakes became trials, his death a sacrifice, his silence a lesson.
The island's priests said the sea had taken him because he knew too much. Not as punishment, but to preserve his knowledge.“Knowledge belongs to water,”they said.“Only there does it stay pure.”
On the ships that returned years later, the sailors spoke of him differently. They saw the island, the beaches, the smoke over the volcanoes, and they lowered their voices as if entering a place that listened. They sensed that the sea breathed differently here. Deeper. Alert.
And sometimes, when they anchored at night, the water moved around the ship as if following an invisible circle. No wind, no whirlpool—just this one, perfect movement, as if drawn.
"He's still here," they said. "No," others answered. "He was never gone."
The sea remained silent, but when the sun rose in the morning, it sparkled, as if it had understood that legends are what remains when truth grows tired.
For in the end, Cook was no longer a man, no longer a name, no longer a mind. He was what the sea told him about him. And that was enough.
The myth left the island as smoke leaves a volcano—quietly, invisibly, but everywhere. Traders, missionaries, and sailors took it with them, recounting it in ports, on decks, in taverns where salt and alcohol softened the truth. Everyone told it differently, everyone needed it for something different.
In England, he was the hero who discovered the end of the world and died for it. In France, he was the fool who thought he could measure the gods. In Russia, he was a symbol of order in chaos. And on the islands of the Pacific, he simply remained the man who forgot that gods can die.
The legend traveled across the centuries, across continents, across languages. It changed form, tone, and weight. Sometimes it became a sermon, sometimes a warning, sometimes a drinking song. Books were written, pictures painted, and statues built. Everyone tried to keep it alive, but no one understood that you can't hold onto water.
The sea saw all this and remained silent. It was patient. It knew that every story eventually flows back to where it began. In waves, not in words.
Some said the sea played with stories. When a storm arose, it confused them. In Australia, they said Cook never died, but continued sailing the sea with a fleet of fish and dreams. In Japan, they said he went to the sun to draw maps of light.
And whenever the winds shifted and compass needles trembled, the sailors believed the sea remembered. Some murmured prayers. Others cursed. But all gazed into the depths, as if expecting something to look back.
The sea did it sometimes. Not to scare them. Just to test whether they still believed.
And while the world grew bigger, maps more precise, machines louder, down there, in the silence, a thought remained, old and clear:
“When gods take human form, they forget that they are water.”
The sea moved, ever so slightly, as if it were laughing. For it had long since understood: People told stories about gods in order to forget that they themselves were gods.
The myth became a mirror. First glittering, then distorted. People spoke of Cook without knowing him, and the sea listened – with a smile that ran deeper than any wave. Stories are like tides: they come, they go, and sometimes they bring back something you'd rather have lost.
The world grew, ships became iron, maps became glass. But the ocean remained the same, ancient, patient. And with every new harbor, every new bridge, every drilling into the sea, the memory returned. Not loud, not vengeful—simply unmistakable.
Storms began to become stranger. They didn't hit where they should. Rain fell where there was no wind. Fishermen said the sea sometimes showed faces—briefly, in the breaking waves, like shadows beneath the skin of the water. One swore he saw Cook, pale, without a uniform, only with eyes that knew. "He looked at me," he said, "as if asking if we'd finally figured it out."
Humans explained it with science. Pressure, temperature, currents. Everything could be measured. Except meaning. And the sea knew that was their mistake: They always wanted to measure, never understand.
The legend they once forged began to shape them. In films, books, and speeches, Cook became a projection screen, a warning, a hero, and a villain. But beneath all these voices, the same sound always roared: the sea. Quiet, steady, uninvolved.
On some nights, as satellites passed over the Pacific, they transmitted interference. No code, no error—just noise. And if you listened long enough, you thought you recognized a voice. Not human. But familiar.
“You have measured everything – and understood nothing.”
The world heard it, didn't understand it, and moved on. But the sea remembered. And the legend began to swim home again.
The day came when no one knew who Cook really was anymore. Not because he was forgotten, but because he was overcrowded. Too many stories, too many interpretations, too many mirrors. What remained was movement—his name merely a sound in the wind, the sea merely a thought moving through people.
In schoolbooks, he stood as a hero. In songs, as a warning. In ancient prayers, he appeared like an error, loved because he was needed. And yet, all of this was the same: an attempt to bring order to the infinite. Humans need gods. Gods need memory. And the sea needs both to continue dreaming.
His monuments fell silent. Moss grew over bronze, salt ate into stone. No one read the inscriptions anymore. But when it rained, the drops ran down the faces of the statues as if they were breathing. And anyone who looked closely swore they were smiling.
At night, the sea continued its story. Not in words, but in forms. Waves that seemed like handwriting. Currents that traced ancient paths. And somewhere out there, beyond all maps, lay a place where the water stood still—just for a moment, before moving on again. Some said that's where the world begins anew, every time someone looks.
Sometimes, as the sun sinks into the water, the sky takes on a greenish hue, briefly, almost imperceptibly. Those who see it don't know what they see. Only that something remains. A sign, an echo, a heartbeat.
And the sea, which knows everything, smiles quietly and thinks:
“If gods take human form, they must flow again at some point.”
Then it withdraws, calm, old, content. For what was once water remains water. And what the sea once takes is never forgotten.
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Dance with Death on Kealakekua Beach
Kealakekua. A name like breath, soft and bitter at the same time. The beach lies there as if nothing had happened. The water is clear, too clear to be honest. It reflects everything—sky, clouds, birds—but not itself. That's how it always does, in places where blood has flowed into the sea.
The island has changed, but the wind still smells the same: of salt, of ash, of memories. There are roads now, boats with engines, tourists smiling, taking selfies where there were once screams. And yet... something remains. A heaviness, barely noticeable, like an old pain that cannot be named.
The people here say the water is alive at night. No storm, no waves, just movement. Circles, flat lines, light coming from the depths. Some call it plankton, others soul. The old people say the sea dances. Not for someone, butbecause ofsomething.
A man stands on the beach, tanned, a tourist, a camera around his neck. He knows nothing about Cook, nothing about the gods. But he feels it. This shimmer in the air, as if the earth were breathing differently. He steps closer to the water, raises his hand, and dips it in. Warm. Too warm. And for a split second, he thinks he feels something—not sand, not current. Something reaching back.
He pulls his hand back. The sea glitters innocently. Just small waves, coming and going as if nothing had happened.
But down there, beneath the skin of the water, memory stirs. Not evil, not kind. Just awake. She knows that everyone who steps onto this beach becomes part of a story that never ends.
The sea knows no end. It writes in loops. And Kealakekua is not a place. It's a sentence that was never finished.
At night, when the moon hangs over the bay like a half-forgotten coin, it begins. No wind, no thunder, no storm. Only the sea rising—barely visible, only palpable. A movement that doesn't come from the wind. A wave that doesn't break.
The ancients say it is the dance. Not a dance for gods, not a dance of men. A dance of the sea itself. It rises, falls, shimmers. Every wave has a shape, every movement carries a memory. No body, no face—only forms that look like hands, like shadows, like voices.
A fisherman swears he saw him—a man of light walking across the water. Not quite there, not quite gone. Just movement in human form, shimmering, calm, sad. He says the sea changed when he came. The fish were silent, the waves grew quieter, even the wind stopped, as if in respect.
Some believe it's Cook. Others say it's the sea itself dancing for him. Perhaps that's the same thing.
The bay is quiet, but not empty. In the depths, where light dies, something glows. Greenish, like a memory under glass. It moves, rhythmically, evenly, as if it were breathing. And if you look long enough, you'll recognize shapes—circles, spirals, lines. The old maps. Cook's lines.
The sea dances after them every night, like a ritual of water and time. Not to remember, but so as not to forget.
Sometimes small bubbles rise. They burst silently. And at that very moment—between the coming and going—you think you hear a voice. Not a scream, not a word. Just a whisper.
“I’m still here.”
And maybe that's true. Maybe he became the sea because nothing else could support him.
The water carries him on, in circles, in patterns, in heartbeats of current. Every night. Every wave. The same dance again and again.
When the moon is directly over the bay, the mountains begin to breathe. No sound, no trembling—only this barely perceptible pull in the air, as if the land itself were remembering. Palm trees tilt, leaves rustle without wind. The sand moves as if it knows where to go.
Then the sea answers. Slowly. With dignity.
The waves roll more gently, their tips glowing greenish, as if there were fire beneath them. Not an ordinary light, but the cold, ancient glow of memory. It draws lines in the sand, spirals, signs that immediately disappear again, but for a moment seem as if someone had written.
Birds scream across the bay—not in panic, but solemnly, as if part of a liturgy. Fish jump, short, precise, always at the same distance, as if following a choreography. And the sea responds with sounds, deep, vibrating, not thunder, not wind—something in between.
The people who live there know that no swimming is allowed on this night. Not out of fear, but out of respect. They place offerings of fruit, shells, and flowers on the beach. Nothing is taken, nothing is disturbed. By morning, everything is gone, as if the sea had eaten.
And every year everything repeats itself. Always the same. Always new. The dance begins, the world remembers. Not an event, but the feeling – the boundary between man and sea that tore back then and never fully healed.
Some say the island itself moves on this night, that its hills tilt slightly, as if bowing to the water. Others believe the Earth rotates more slowly, just for a few heartbeats to watch.
Maybe that's true. Maybe not. But whoever stands there, barefoot in the sand, with salt on their skin and wind in their hair, feels it: The world dances because it remembers.
And the sea leads. Always.
The night is ablaze, yet nothing is burning. The sea glows, green and white, as if it were glass glowing from within. Waves roll in, steady, too steady, as if following an invisible rhythm. And above them, among the stars, the sky moves—very lightly, as if dancing along.
The sound is different than usual. No breaking, no thunder, but a deep, vibrating hum, like the breathing of the world. It moves through sand, rocks, bodies. Everyone who hears it knows: This is not wind. This is memory, the voice of the water itself.
And then it begins. Movement rises from the depths. First shadowy, then clearer. No shape, no boundary, just a flowing form of light. Arms of water, eyes of darkness. No face, but something that looks. No word, but something that speaks.
The sea dances. Not wildly, not furiously. With dignity. Slowly, flowing, flawlessly. Every wave a gesture, every current a sentence. The rhythm ancient, the meaning inexpressible. The dance is not a reenactment – ​​itisthe event. Past and present overlap, like two mirrors looking at each other.
The moon draws a line on the water, a shining swathe. Light moves within it—not randomly, but guided. It draws circles, spirals, dots. Maps. Cook's maps. Each line glows briefly, then fades, replaced by the next. The sea rewrites itself, night after night.
People stand on the beach, silent, barefoot, reverent. Some with tears, others with open mouths. They know they see nothing meant for them. They see something that encloses them without needing them.
The dance becomes faster, the light brighter. Sky and water touch. Stars no longer reflect each other—they sink into the sea, one by one, as if the universe wanted to participate.
And then, for a moment, everything stands still. No wind, no sound, no heartbeat. Only light. Only movement. Only this endless, divine silence that feels like peace.
Then the sea recedes, as if it had bowed. The light fades. Only the sound remains—the quiet, eternal breathing of the sea.
The moon still glows in the sky, but it seems tired and empty. It has seen what humans cannot understand: that death is merely the dance the sea dances with time.
Slowly, darkness returns. No bang, no end—just retreat. The sea contracts, then settles back down, as if nothing had happened. The waves whisper, but more quietly now, as if after a long conversation. The sand glitters, speckled with tiny points of light that disappear in the next breath.
People walk. Barefoot, silent, heads bowed. No one speaks. Words would be too harsh, too loud for what they saw. Some believe they saw a ghost. Others say it was nature, an illusion, a play of the elements. But in their faces lies the same thing: this silent knowledge that something was there. Something ancient, something real.
The sea lies calm, flat as a coin in the light of the last moon. But if you listen, you'll hear it – deep down, almost inaudible, a heartbeat. Slow, steady, ancient. The sea breathes. And with every breath, it remembers.
In the depths, where darkness softens, lines stretch. Currents that form patterns, familiar and incomprehensible. A movement that endures. Not anger, not grief, but rhythm. Eternity in a slow loop.
Kealakekua sleeps. The sea wakes. It danced, not to show, but to feel that it was still alive. And somewhere out there, where waves break and stars dissolve, a thought flows, clear and voiceless:
Everything the sea touches never forgets.
The morning arrives, gray, almost gentle. Tourists wipe their cameras clean, boats glide out, children laugh. Life goes on. But the sea, the ancient sea, knows what they don't: that every laugh, every step on the shore, every footprint in the sand is just another chapter—in the endless book of salt and time.
And when the sun rises and bathes the bay in light, for a moment you see a movement in the water. A figure. A shadow. A greeting.
Then he is gone. And the sea rests. Still. Infinite.
 
Blood on white sand
In the morning, the sand is white. White like innocence, like an empty thought. Then the sun rises, and everything begins to speak. Salt, wind, the gentle waves, washing away the edges of yesterday. But on this beach, the sea speaks differently. It doesn't whisper. It remembers.
The blood is long gone, but the sea never forgets. It still carries the trace within itself, invisible, fine as dust. Every drop that fell became part of the depths. The sea preserves history not with monuments, but with movement. It mixes everything. Guilt, pride, pain – in waves.
The sand shines, bright, dazzling. Those who step on it see nothing. No red, no shadow. Only beauty. And yet it is false. Too clean, too smooth. Beauty is often the cloak of horror.
Tourists lie on towels, drink cold cans, and laugh loudly. They call it paradise. The sea smiles. It has seen others come, with different clothes, the same mistakes. People believe they can own places if they pay the entrance fee.
But beneath the white sand lies memories, heavy and damp. The ground breathes. At night, when no one is there, the water seeps upward, as if testing whether the world has changed.
Sometimes, when the moon is low, the beach shimmers differently. Not bright, not dark. Just flat. And if you look closely, you'll see it: tracks that come and go, as if something ancient were walking across the ground. Not an animal, not a person. Just form, suggestion, shadow.
Maybe it's the wind. Maybe it's history that refuses to forget. Maybe it's the sea itself, remembering what humans like to suppress: that every paradise is built on the remnants of a nightmare.
The water laps softly against the shore, steady, like a breath that never stops. A breath that knows.
And as the sun rises and the light flows over the waves, the sand shines so brightly that you have to close your eyes. Not because of the beauty. Because of the truth.
When night reaches the beach, the sound of the waves changes. They sound duller, fuller, like voices behind glass. The sea speaks, but no one understands. Only the sand listens. The sand remembers everything—footsteps, screams, the weight of bodies that were once warm. It no longer bears color because it has seen everything.
He knows what blood tastes like, what iron smells like, what fear sounds like when it gets stuck in his throat. He knows that the sun erases every trace, but only until the next tide. For the sea digs them out again, washes them through, lays them bare.
And sometimes, when the wind blows from the east, you hear it. A slight crunching, not a normal sound. It's as if the sand is moving without anyone touching it. It speaks. Not in words, but in memories that feel like breaths.
“I carried everything,”he says.“Feet, weapons, guilt.”
"I was soft so they could fall."
“I kept quiet so they could forget.”
The sea listens, nodding in its waves. For it, too, has its burden. Blood doesn't sink. It mixes. It remains.
In the morning, everything is bright, friendly, and harmless again. But those who know silence know that it lies. Beneath every wave, a breathing memory waits.
Once a child came playing on the beach, digging in the sand with his hands. He found something dark, a piece of wood, charred and smooth. He picked it up, laughed, and threw it away again. The sea took it back, quietly, as one puts something back in its place.
The sand remained silent. He knows that people don't want history, only relaxation.
But the sea never forgets, and the sand certainly doesn't. They are the world's most silent witnesses.
And every time the sun shines on this beach, it looks like innocence. But deep down, where the light doesn't reach, it glows red.
Not loud. Not visible. Just honest.
The sea had heard enough. It waited for a long time, perhaps centuries, and remained silent, as it always does when people think they've finished the story. But nothing really ends. Not for water. Not for what flows.
One night, it began to speak. No storm, no anger—only depth. The waves grew heavier, denser, as if the sea were reflecting. Every movement was a memory. Blood that once colored the sand had long since become part of the current, interwoven with salt, algae, and time.
“You call it death,”thought the sea,"I call it circulation."
For blood is not an end. It is a beginning. It doesn't color, it writes. It mixes, creates circles, moves on. It flows through fish, through coral, through rain. Perhaps one day it will fall back as a drop onto the same beach. Perhaps then another life will step onto it, unsuspecting, barefoot, free. And the sea smiles, because it knows how things repeat themselves.
It saw the first boats returning. The sails made of foreign fabric, the voices making the same mistakes, only in a different language. It saw cameras, tourists, drones. And it understood that people always find new ways to forget themselves.
But the sea doesn't forget. It collects. Not out of malice, but out of necessity. It carries all the stories, all the sounds, all the shadows. And when they become too heavy, it throws them back. In waves. In storms. In whispers on the shore that sound like a sigh.
The sea knows that it is the only truth that remains. No monument, no chronicle, no map reaches as deep as memory in water.
Blood is just water with memories. And the sea is memories without end.
On the beach where it all began, the surf gently laps against the stones. No anger, no comfort—only balance.
The sea says nothing more. It has spoken. And its silence is all that remains.
The wind came in the night. Not suddenly, not loudly—just a cool breath blowing off the water. It smelled of metal, salt, and something unknown that no one could name. It wasn't a storm, not weather. It was memory in motion.
The sea had spoken to him. The wind was the messenger, the carrier, the eternal wanderer. It took what the sea gave it—the stories the water could not contain—and carried them away. Over mountains, through cities, into sleep and dreams. People called it noise, coincidence, a change in the weather. They didn't know they were breathing in history.
In the cities, shutters rattled, paper rustled, someone woke up and didn't know why. Old ships in the harbor creaked as if they were remembering. In a hut far from any sea, the wind blew through a crack, bringing the smell of salt into a room filled with dust. A woman turned over in her sleep, murmuring a name she had never heard.
The wind carried on. It brushed over monuments, blew over maps, over globes in classrooms, over books in museums. Wherever knowledge was organized, it brought unrest. Not destruction—memory. A whisper, barely audible, that said:“You have forgotten who you owe the sea to.”
And when he arrived back at the beach, he sat down wearily. The sand moved slightly, as if nodding. The sea murmured in agreement. They understood each other without words. Both knew: guilt doesn't pass, it shifts.
Sometimes the wind blows so that it almost caresses the sea. Then it sounds as if someone is laughing. Not mockery, not consolation. Just that tired, knowing laughter that comes when you realize that everything has already happened.
The wind now knows what the sea knows. And the world hears it without understanding.
In the morning, the beach is quiet again. The wind has died down, the sea smooth as glass. No sound, no weight in the air. Only this clear, open light that makes everything visible—and yet reveals nothing.
The sand is bright, flawless. No trace, no shadow, no memory of what was. But beneath the surface, everything rests, dense, moist, awake. It doesn't wait; it simply lives on. That's how the sea always does: It forgives by preserving.
The water retreats, whispering softly in the hollows where shells and small stones lie. Sounds like breaths, like words you could almost understand. No anger, no regret. Only the balance between forgetting and remembering.
The sun rises higher, and for a moment the beach glitters so brightly that you have to close your eyes. In this light, the world seems clean, almost new. But the sea knows that nothing is truly new. Only transformed. Just another expression of the same story.
A bird circles over the bay, screams, swoops down, dives into the water, and disappears. The sea takes it, gives it back. A simple ritual, ancient, meaningless, and perfect at the same time.
On the horizon, a ship passes by, white, smooth, remote-controlled, blind. No one on deck. Only the movement remains. The sea sees it, recognizes it, understands it—and lets it go. It has learned that everything that moves away will one day return.
And when night falls again, when the wind returns and the sand cools, the sea whispers the same sentence it has been saying for centuries:
“I remember, but I’m not holding you back.”
For the sea is not a judge. It is memory. And memory is only love that has learned to remain still.
 
The last card
In a room in London, a man sits poring over a map. The air smells of ink, paper, and dust. Outside, the city roars, but inside it's silent. Only the soft scratching of the pen, the rhythmic breathing of someone who believes he can grasp the world. Lines, circles, coordinates—the last attempts to bring order to infinity.
He's working on Cook's routes, the paths one man took to understand the sea. The paper is full of patterns, spirals of surveying and longing. Every line is an assertion that the world is comprehensible. Every dot an attempt to tame chaos.
But sometimes, when the pen falters, the man hears something. Not a sound from outside. Something deeper. A quiet murmur that doesn't come from the wind. It's as if the sea were flowing through the ink, as if it were inscribing itself, invisibly, beneath the lines.
He leans back, contemplating his work. The map is almost finished. The world finally seems complete. Only here and there are white spots, small empty spaces that know no bounds. He stares at them for a long time, almost reverently. And then he realizes: These white spots are the most honest thing about the map. They don't lie.
He writes below:Terra incognita.Unknown land. But in his head it sounds different.That which cannot be measured.
The world needs such empty spaces. Without them, it would be dead.
The man dips his pen in ink again. He draws one last arc, hesitates—and the ink runs out. A black, undulating stain stretches across the paper, devouring lines, shapes, names. For a moment, it looks like a wave devouring the land. Then it dries, silently, for good.
He breathes. He looks out at the gray sky above the Thames. It smells of rain, of the sea.
Sometimes, he thinks, we draw only to understand that we own nothing.
He puts the pen aside. The card remains. Incomplete, honest, beautiful.
And somewhere out there, far beyond its edges, the sea smiles.
The map remained on the table that night. No wind, no movement. Only the dim light of the lamp, which made the lines shine as if they were freshly drawn. But anyone who looked closely would have noticed: they were changing. Very slightly.
The coasts shifted, islands shimmered, disappeared, and reappeared. The lines that were supposed to define the sea began to breathe. They trembled, as if there were something alive beneath the paper, something sleeping restlessly.
The man returned, shivering, candle in hand. The light flickered, and for a moment he saw it: the map was pulsing. No delusion, no dream. The sea on the paper was moving. Waves ran over the ink, small, delicate shades. He leaned forward, his eyes wide.
Then he heard it. Not loud, not clear. Just a rustling, as if someone was breathing. The sea, he thought, the sea. He placed his hand on the paper, carefully, and felt it. Coolness. Moisture. Movement.
The lines beneath his skin felt like pulses. Not ink, not characters—veins. The sea had found its way into the map, like water through cracks in stone. It flowed, quietly, patiently, inescapably.
He pulled his hand back. Black marks remained on his fingers, shiny like oil. He rubbed them, in vain. They wouldn't wipe off. They sank deep into his skin, like marks that belonged there.
He understood. The map had never been a picture of the world. It was its imprint. An imprint of movement, of memory, of something intangible. The sea had marked itself—not as a place, but as a thought.
He heard the noise again. More clearly now. It didn't speak in words, but he understood.
"I was never outside,"said it.“I was always in you.”
He stood there for a long time, the candle trembling, the wax dripping onto the edge of the paper. The room smelled of salt, of silence, of history.
When the light went out, the map shimmered briefly in the darkness. Then it fell silent.
But whoever looked at it the next morning saw it: a small, new circle in the ocean, exactly where Cook's last voyage ended.
Not drawn. Grown.
The map didn't stay where it was for long. Things that touch the sea never stay in one place. It wandered—from table to drawer, from hand to hand, from port to port. No one knew exactly who it belonged to anymore. Only that it was special. People spoke of it quietly, in harbor bars, amidst smoke and rum. Some said it led to wealth. Others, it brought bad luck. Both were right.
Everyone who possessed them saw something different. For the navigator, the lines showed safe routes, clear coastlines, and unwavering stars. For the merchant, they showed islands full of gold. For the missionary, they showed crosses of light. For the soldier, they showed war. For the poet, nothing but empty expanse.
And sometimes—for those who looked too long—the sea reflected their own face on the paper, swimming between the lines, distorted, soft, as if it were drawing them in. Some burned them afterward. Some hid them. No one forgot them.
The sea had inscribed itself on the map, but not as a place—as an eye. It saw whoever looked at it, and showed everyone only what they believed to be true. The lines flowed with every breath, moving quietly, almost imperceptibly, like water under ice.
An old captain who found them years later in an attic said:“I looked at her – and she looked back at me.”He never spoke about it again. He was later found dead in his bed, facing the window where rain beat against the pane. The map lay folded on the bedside table, a dark stain on the edge resembling a wave.
Researchers tried to examine it. They found no ink, no pigment they recognized. The paper hadn't aged, despite the years. When they held it up to the light, it shimmered as if it were made of scales. And anyone who touched it could smell salt on their fingers.
They eventually placed them in an archive, behind glass. No one was allowed to touch them again. But sometimes, when night falls and the museum lights go out, the guard hears a faint rustling coming from the display case.
Like breath. Like memory. Like the sea, dreaming itself through paper.
And whoever is brave enough to approach in this darkness will recognize it: the lines are moving again.
Slowly. Incessantly. Like something that knows it must return one day.
The last person to find it wasn't one of those looking for something. Not a researcher, not a sailor, not a treasure hunter. Just an old man who had the job of dusting the archives. He wore gloves, didn't talk much, and walked quietly. To him, the map was just a piece of the past behind glass, like so many things in this building full of dead things.
But one evening he stopped. The lights were dim, the building empty. Outside, rain lashed against the windows, and somewhere deep in the hallway, water dripped from a pipe. He placed his hand on the glass, slowly, without knowing why. And the glass was cold—not like stone, but like skin.
Then he saw it. The lines were moving. Not frantically, not randomly. Calmly, deliberately, as if they knew someone was listening. He stepped closer until his forehead almost touched the glass. And then he saw something no one had seen before: The map no longer showed land. No sea. No routes. Only currents. Gentle, flowing shapes that looked like veins, like the inside of a living being.
He slowly understood. The map didn't show the world—it showed movement. Life itself. No place, no direction, no destination. Only the eternal circling of everything that comes and goes. He felt tears on his cheek, without knowing why.
He whispered:“That’s you, isn’t it?”
And at that moment, the glass vibrated very slightly, almost imperceptibly. A sound, barely audible, like a wave hitting wood.
He stood there for a long time until the lights finally went out. When the security guard later found him, he was sleeping—quietly, peacefully, with a smile. On the glass, exactly where his hand had been, there was an imprint. Not a fingerprint, but a ring of salt.
The next day, the card was missing. No one knew where it had gone. The display case was empty, the glass undamaged, no break-in, no crack. Only the hissing in the heating pipes, which the employees heard for days.
Some said she had returned to where she came from. Others said she had found her way into someone who understood her.
But the sea knew what had happened. It had brought itself home.
And somewhere, far out, a wave circled, gentle, flawless, like a final line on a map that no one could ever fully read.
It is said that the map never resurfaced. No museum, no collector, no archive has ever seen it. And yet it is everywhere. In dreams, in the sounds, in the shadows beneath the water. If you look at the sea long enough, you will see it. Not as paper, not as an image – but as movement. Lines of light that come and go, flow and fade.
The sea has never forgotten them. It carries them within itself, invisibly, as a reminder of humanity's attempt to create order where there is none. And sometimes, when the wind blows over the waves, you see them glitter briefly, like veins beneath skin. Then you know: the map is alive. It was never an object, never a possession. It was a mirror.
Within it lay everything Cook sought—and everything he never found. No end, no direction, only the knowledge that the unknown lies not outside, but within. That the sea is not a place, but a state. And that every line drawn will one day be erased by the current.
The world continues to measure. Satellites, sensors, deep-sea drills. But the sea remains infinite, not because it is large, but because it refuses to be complete. It can be seen, not understood. It can be loved, not possessed.
One day, someone else will sit at a table, somewhere far away. Perhaps with a digital globe, perhaps with a blank page. And they will begin drawing again. Lines, dots, circles. The age-old desire to tame chaos will never die.
But maybe—just maybe—that person will stop, put down their pen, and look out to sea. And they'll realize that maps don't show the world. They show us.
The sea roars. Not loudly, not triumphantly. Just calmly, knowingly, clearly. It breathes. The lines drawn by humans have long since faded. But the movement remains.
And in this movement lies everything. Memory. Guilt. Longing. Truth.
The last card was never the end. It was the beginning of understanding.
And as the sun rises over the vast sea, it sparkles so brightly for a moment that you almost think the sea is smiling.
Then the light becomes soft. And all that remains is depth.
 
 
 
 
 
 
Return without returnees
No one truly returned. They arrived, yes, in harbors, in books, in stories. But return is just another word for memory—and memory was no longer the same. The world had turned, quietly, inexorably, while they were out on the water. When they returned home, they no longer fit in.
In London, in Plymouth, in Portsmouth – everywhere they stood, the survivors of the voyages, with eyes that had seen too much. People spoke to them, shook hands, called them heroes. They nodded, smiled, said thank you. But in their gaze lay this distant, salty nothingness. They heard the voices of those who were asking, but they understood only the murmur behind them.
The sea had changed them. Not like war or age. Deeper. It had made them permeable. Something within them now flowed differently, more slowly, more steadily. They were no longer entirely land. And the land noticed this. It avoided them, without knowing why.
One wrote in his diary:"The sea stays within you. Even when you stand on land, you're only standing on wet ground."
They walked through streets, smelled tar instead of salt, heard horses instead of wind. It sounded wrong. Everything sounded wrong. The sky above the city was flat, without depth, without movement. And people hurried, talked, counted—as if time were something one could own.
At night they dreamed of the sea. Not of storms or islands. Of silence. Of the vast, honest nothingness between two waves. There where thought ends and existence begins. They woke up, drenched in sweat, panting, and knew: The land is too narrow.
Some left again. Not officially, not as an expedition. Just like that. In small boats, with longing, with that quiet knowledge that one is only whole where one loses oneself.
Others stayed. But they spoke little. Their children said they had "a view of the sea in their eyes"—that distant, tranquil, unattainable thing.
And the sea? It watched them go. With the same patience with which it watches everything that once belonged to it.
Because once you've been part of it, you never really return.
The sea had learned to think. Not in sentences, not in languages—in movements. In currents, wind directions, in the breath of the tides. It understood humans better than humans understood themselves. For what humans felt, the sea never forgot.
One night, as fog drifted over the Thames, the sea secretly retreated to the land. Not in waves, but in mist. In fine drops, barely visible, but awake. It crept over the docks, into the cracks in the pavement of the streets, over bridges and rooftops. It observed the world that had once come from it—and which now pretended to be something else.
Light reflected in the windows. People sat in taverns, drinking, laughing, shouting. Their laughter sounded like surf, their arguments like a storm. The sea recognized itself in it. It knew: everything people do is imitation. They rage, they rest, they flow. They are small, forgetful waves that believe they are shores.
It wandered through the streets, saw children playing with wooden boats in the rain. It touched their hair, let drops fall on their foreheads. They laughed. And in this laughter, the sea heard its own youth.
The returnees who were still alive felt it first. They awoke in their beds, drenched in sweat, with the taste of salt on their tongues. Some got up and went outside, barefoot through wet alleys, following the sound they knew. A distant, deep roar that didn't come from the wind.
An old sailor stopped on the bridge, the Thames below him, London before him. He smelled the sea, even though there wasn't one. He closed his eyes, and for a moment he heard voices—quiet, friendly, endless.
"Come back,"it whispered."Not to stay. To remember you."
He opened his eyes. The fog moved as if it were breathing. Water dripped from the ropes, from the lamps, from his skin. He smiled, nodded, whispered:“I knew you were coming.”
And when morning came, the fog was gone. Only a thin film of salt lay on the bridge's parapet.
The sea had gone. But it had left something behind—the knowledge that it was still there. In the veins of the rain. In the dreams of those who could listen.
Sometimes, when the wind blows through the alleys, you can hear it faintly: that deep, slow rustling that feels like coming home.
The sea was never gone. It had only waited until man was quiet enough to hear it again.
Over time, the sea began to dwell within people. Invisible, inaudible—at first in their dreams. It crept in, like fog into a crack, like memory into a pause. It revealed itself in dreams of waves in which no one drowned, of voices that sang rather than threatened. People awoke without knowing where the calm they felt came from.
Soon it began to go deeper. Into the blood. Into the language. Some suddenly said words that sounded like water, round, open, clear. Children drew circles instead of houses, currents instead of paths. Old men stood at windows and looked out, not at the street, but at something beyond – as if they heard something calling down there.
The sea was everywhere. In the rain, in people's eyes, in the way they breathed. It had ceased to be outside. It had become a memory, living, wandering, intangible. The returnees had carried it without knowing it. They had become vessels, quiet, salty, silent.
One of them, old and tired, wrote in his diary:
"The sea is no longer there. It is here."
He tapped his chest, the spot where his heart beats.“And it beats restlessly when I lie.”
Thus, the sea returned to the world. Not through storms or floods, but through bodies. Through longing. Through the small, inconspicuous moments in which someone paused and understood that they were part of something greater.
And every time it rained, some knew. They turned their palms upward, letting the drops fall on them as if they were signs. They smiled, nodded, whispered:“I know you’re there.”
The sea heard them. And it answered – in gusts of wind, in lights on the surface, in small reflections in puddles that briefly seemed like eyes.
So it returned, never to return. It was no longer a place, a boundary, a danger. It was what remains when everything else passes away.
And whoever stands on the shore, long enough, quietly enough, will feel it: The sea has long been within us. And we are within it.
It began imperceptibly, like all real things. No awakening, no revelation, just a subtle shift in the tone of the world. People began to speak differently—slower, more deliberately, as if they suddenly knew that words are waves. They sensed that everything they said struck a shore somewhere and came back, different, altered, but audible.
On the coasts, in harbors, by rivers and lakes, they began to listen again. Old fishermen, children, strangers. No one knew why. They just stood there, silent, as if waiting for something. And sometimes it came. A sound, a wind, a call that couldn't be interpreted. No wonder, no voice from the clouds – just the sea, breathing again.
Myths that had long since been dust crept back into people's minds. Stories of gods born from water, of humans who spoke to the tides. They no longer sounded like legends, but like memories. It was as if humanity had suddenly understood that all these tales had never been lies—they had simply been told too soon.
In the cities, they built spiral fountains. In schools, children learned to read the wind again. Musicians composed pieces from the sound of the waves. Painters mixed salt into the pigment to give their pictures a sense of breath. Everywhere, something began to resonate, to shimmer, to come to life.
And in the midst of this quiet return stood the sea. Not proud, not loud—just present. It watched as its children remembered again. How they understood that returning doesn't mean going back to where you were, but understanding what you never lost.
One of the old returnees, shortly before his death, said:
"We were looking for the end of the world, but it was always there. It was just waiting for us to listen again."
His granddaughter, a child with eyes so blue they seemed almost transparent, asked him:“And what is the sea?”
He smiled."The sea? That's you when you dream."
Outside, a wave rolled along the rocks. Not big, not loud—just perfect.
And in that moment, the world knew she remembered.
In the end, nothing remained that could be separated. No sea, no land, no person, no god. Everything was in motion. A single breath, slow, infinite, steady. The wind came from the water, the water came from the sky, the sky reflected faces, and the faces reflected back. It wasn't a cycle—it was a state.
The returnees had long since left, but they had left something behind. Not in books or statues, but in the way people saw the sea. No one called it a border anymore. No one called it danger. It was once again what it always was—origin, mirror, memory.
On a quiet night, somewhere on Earth, a child stood on the shore. Barefoot, with a seashell to his ear. He heard the sea and laughed. Not because he understood the waves, but because he sensed they meant it. He said softly:"I'm here."And the sea answered, very gently:"I know."
In that moment, everything was the same. The sand, the air, the beating heart. No separation, no distance. Only the feeling that everything was speaking to one another, quietly, without words, eternally.
People stopped building maps. They began to read currents. They no longer looked at edges, but at depths. And in every depth lay something of themselves—not lost, not trapped, just resting.
The sea had finally gotten what it wanted. Not sacrifice, not glory. Understanding. Humans had learned that the point was never to discover the world—but to remember it.
And so ended the return that never was one. Not with a ship, not with a grave, not with glory. But with a quiet understanding between water and skin.
The earth breathed. The sea breathed. Humans breathed. And for the first time, it sounded the same.
In this silence there was no end, but peace.
 
The sea never forgets names
The sea knows no forgetfulness. It carries everything that has ever fallen into it—stones, bodies, words, dreams. Nothing is lost; everything is transformed. Time becomes movement, memory becomes salt, and names become waves.
Sometimes, when the sun sets and the water lies still like a mirror, you can hear them. The names. Not loud, not clear – but tangible. They drift beneath the surface, flowing with the currents, whispering to each other like old friends who haven't seen each other in a long time.
James Cook is one of them. No monument, no shadow, no ghost. Just a vibration. A heartbeat in the rhythm of the deep. He wanders from coast to coast, resting in storms, laughing in waves, sleeping at low tide. He is everywhere people gaze out to sea, unaware of what they are seeking.
The sea hasn't forgotten him. It has kept him, as one keeps something one doesn't fully understand but doesn't want to let go. It carries him in every current, in every drop that falls to earth.
When rain falls on a child's face, somewhere far from any ocean, there might be a drop beneath it that still knows him. And in that moment—so quietly that no one notices—memory flows across skin.
The sea doesn't forget names. It doesn't speak them. It preserves them. In silence, in rhythm, in the depths.
In old harbors, his name still stands, carved into wood, washed out by time. No one reads it anymore. But the sea continues to read. It knows the letters, the print, the breath that created them.
Sometimes, when the water is calm, you can see them flashing—briefly, in the sunlight. No letters, just waves that look as if they want to say something.
But the sea needs no language. It reminds us in movement.
And so his name continues, not as a person, not as a myth. But as part of that which never ceases to tell itself.
Some nights, when the wind is calm and the world is silent, the sea begins to speak. No thunder, no roar—just a hum, deep, vibrating, ancient. It is the chanting of names. Not loudly, not individually, but in layers. Millions of voices, intertwined, without beginning, without end.
There are the names of those who fell, and those who searched. Names of explorers, of sailors, of lovers, of those who never returned. Names of cities that disappeared, of peoples whose names no one names anymore. Every drop carries one of them, every murmur is a syllable.
The sea doesn't call them out. It thinks them. In waves, in circles, in ebb and flow. It lets them wander until they become sound, vibration, memory in motion.
And at some point, when the sound hits land, the earth too begins to breathe. Lakes respond, rivers sing back. Even the rain becomes language. The whole world whispers—quietly, evenly, like an endless litany: "We were here. We are here. We stay."
People don't hear it with their ears. But their bodies know it. They feel it in their chests when the wind changes. In their bones when a storm comes. In their dreams when water flows through thoughts. The sea calls, and the blood answers.
And there, in this invisible connection between skin and horizon, the memory lives on. No human can erase it, no death can bind it. For the sea is not a grave. It is memory.
One that doesn't distinguish between hero and victim, between glory and dust. It knows no hierarchy, no time. Only movement. Only the knowledge that everything that was, still is—in another form, in another place.
And when you stand on the bank on a quiet day, hear the sound and think for a moment that you recognize your own name in it – then you are right.
For the sea speaks them all. Just never the same twice.
The day came when time ceased to have a direction. Not suddenly, not visibly—it simply began to circle, like water flowing back on itself. The sea was the first to sense it. Its currents became unpredictable, not from chaos, but from memory. Waves came before they went. Past and future met on the surface, nodded to each other, and slid into each other.
The sea was no longer just a place, but a state. It carried everything within it—the old ships, the modern tankers, the bones of those who sought it, and the dreams of those not yet born. No distinction anymore. Everything was now.
And then the earth began to respond. The forests rustled in a different rhythm, deeper, like an echo from another era. Rocks vibrated as if remembering the weight of past feet. Even the air seemed thicker, saturated with voices no human had ever heard because they had never fallen silent.
Everywhere, memories began to take shape. Not as spirits, not as apparitions—as feelings. People paused, for no reason. A fisherman laid down his net; a mother looked out into the rain and didn't know why she was crying. Something ancient stirred in their bodies, something they didn't know but recognized.
The earth spoke, and the sea translated. No words, only movement. No prayer, only breath. It was the great balance returning—not as punishment, but as a reminder of the origin.
And for a single moment, a single moment, everything felt as if a single, immense creature were breathing. Water, stone, wind, skin—all one, pulsating, calm, perfect.
Nobody knew what that meant. Nobody needed to know. Because meaning is only what you invent when you can't stand the obvious.
The sea has long known: time is only memory in motion. And memory is what remains when everything else ceases to be.
As everything flowed together, the sea began to sing. Not a song as humans know it, no melody, no rhyme. It was a sound that came from the depths, beyond hearing. Slow, deep, heavy as time itself. Everything that had ever been spoken, shouted, or whispered dissolved into it.
It was the last chorus. Not the end of the world—the end of history. Because stories need separation: beginning, middle, end. But now nothing was separated anymore. Everything was movement, memory, consciousness. The world had stopped being narrated and began to listen to itself.
The ocean swelled, not with wind, but with meaning. Every drop carried a word, every word a memory, every sound a name. Millions of years murmured together, every life that ever existed resonated in this sound. It was so old that it no longer needed an origin.
And somewhere in between—barely audible, but there—was a name. James Cook. No sound, no word. Only the vibration that remains when memory has washed away everything else.
He was neither a hero nor a victim, nor a human being. Just movement. A line in the noise, a part of the great melody.
The sea sang him, without pathos, without sadness. Only as what he was: one sound among millions, a breath in the body of the earth. And with him, it sang all who followed him, all who searched, all who were lost and found. No distinction, no border, no guilt.
There was light above the water—no sunlight, no moonlight. Only the glow of movement. The sky seemed to tilt, the stars trembled as if they wanted to listen.
Then, for a moment, all was silent. Only a single wave rolled across the ocean, flat, calm, perfect. It carried no ships, no shadows, only sound.
And in this sound lay everything that had ever lived. It grew, swelled, became nothing—and remained.
The sea didn't fall silent. It breathed. And in its breath lay the echo of a name that had long since ceased to be a name—but the roar of eternity itself.
In the end, there was no end. Only silence. Not a dead, empty silence—a living one. A silence that breathed, as if the world were holding its breath to feel itself. The sea was still, smooth as an eye that doesn't sleep, but sees without judgment.
No wind, no shout, no sound. Only this deep, gentle breathing. Every drop of water seemed to know it was part of a whole. Every wave was the hand of an infinite movement, caressing itself. The earth did not sleep. It rested. Content, old, complete.
In this stillness, all names were suspended. Not erased, not lost—suspended in the literal sense: preserved and lifted up. Cook, the sailors, the gods, the birds, the islands, the enemies, the friends. Everything breathed at the same frequency. There was no longer any language, but everything spoke.
The sea had stopped telling history. It had become history. And humanity—what remained of it—was no longer a spectator, but part of the movement that sustains everything. It was wind, rain, current, memory.
If you could look down at the Earth from high above, you would see no lines, no countries, no borders. Only movement. Only blue, changing, incessantly, tirelessly, peacefully.
And somewhere inside, invisible, a thought flows. A final, quiet sentence that cannot be spoken because it is too simple:
Everything was water.
Then the sea recedes slightly, like taking back a smile no one sees. The light softens. The sky bends over the ocean, kissing it.
And all that remains is this infinite, clear silence in which even memory rests.
The sea never forgets names. Because it never had to separate to know who belongs.
And so it ends as it began: with a breath of salt, and the certainty that nothing is ever lost.
End.
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