
 

The high seas. The sun sinks down, is swallowed by the
mists long before it reaches the horizon. For one brief
moment, the sea is pink on one side and blue on the other.
Then the waters grow darker. The schooner slides, minute,
over the surface of a perfect circle of thick, tarnished metal.
And at the most peaceful hour, as evening comes, hundreds
of porpoises emerge from the water, play around us for a
moment, then flee to the horizon where there are no men.
They leave behind them the silence and anguish of primi-
tive waters.

—  from The Sea Close By by Albert Camus

                         




