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I have read a book by the name ”The Old Man and The Sea”. The author is Ernest Hemingway. The story is about an old Cuban fisherman who hasn’t caught a fish in eighty-four days. On the morning of the eighty-fifth day he got up early. The boy made him some breakfast and helped him to carry his things down to the beach and the skiff which was pulled upon the sandy beach. The boy was the old man’s only friend. He used to help him fish, but now they hadn’t caught a fish in forty days, so the boy’s parents had moved him to another boat. The man was, what they called, salao. This is the worst form of how unlucky you can get. This had made the boy sad, because he and the old man were good friends. The boy felt a kind of responsibility for the old man who was all alone now. 





This day he sailed his skiff further out than he used to do. Far out in the Cuban gulf. After a while something happened. One of the green sticks had dipped. A fish had taken the bait. The fish that had swallowed the bait was a swordfish. A great swordfish. The old man couldn’t do much to stop it from pulling the whole boat. When the sun went down the fish was still pulling the skiff further out in the gulf. For three days the fish pulled the small skiff. He made some changes in direction but they were very far away from the coast, and the boat wasn’t big enough to be that far out.





After three days the swordfish began to swim in circles around the boat. When a fish behaves like that you might be able to pull it in and throw the harpoon into it. The old man and the great swordfish had a long struggle. A struggle to find out who was the strongest one of them. The old man seemed to look at the great fish as a friend - an equal. He got the opportunity to get a look at the fish when it jumped once at sunset. The old man had never seen a greater fish. No, he had never even heard of a greater, more beautiful fish. Santiago, the fisherman, almost felt bad about killing the fish. But he had to. He knew that. He had to do it to prove that he was still capable of taking care of himself. To prove that he was no weak old man. No, you couldn’t call him weak. After about three days in a skiff holding the line so it wouldn’t snap if the fish made a sudden move with just a bottle of water to drink and two raw sardines for dinner he was still capable of pulling the fish in, when it began to circulate. 





When the great fish was there, right beside him in the water, alive, Santiago held up just a second to observe the beauty of the fish. Then he pressed the harpoon into the fish. He knew exactly where to hit. It struck the heart. The great fish was dead. The old man was the winner. But what he hadn’t realised until now, was that the fish was way too big to fit in the boat. And even if it would have fit there he hadn’t the strength to get it into the boat. He took all line he had left and tied the fish up along the boat. It was about 4 ft longer than the skiff. The old man couldn’t imagine the weight of the fish. He knew he’d get a lot of money for it in the market, but he didn’t really think about that. Now he was thinking about the boy. He wished that the boy had been there. His left hand was cramped and he was exhausted and wanted to sleep.





The old man had some conversations with his hand about the cramps. He tried to get the hand to understand that he needed it. He needed his hand. But now, he was at least on his way home again with the big swordfish tied up on the right side of the boat. Of course he couldn’t hold the same speed as usual. Having a big fish tied up to the boat decreased the speed a bit, but sooner or later he would come home. The old man now started to realise that the fight was over. That he really had won. But what he didn’t think of was the sharks. Sharks can feel the smell of blood in the water miles away. 


The first one hit him late in the afternoon. He killed it with his harpoon, and the shark sunk with the harpoon. Now he no longer had any weapons. He was defenceless against the other sharks which he knew would come. He tied his knife onto one of the oars. He managed to kill one shark with it, but the blade broke. Now he was really defenceless. The only thing he could do was to hit them with the oar. But a simple hit in the head wouldn’t stop a hungry shark. The sharks hit him a couple of times and he couldn’t really do anything. He didn’t want to look at the former great fish. It was all torn up. The sharks had almost eaten all of it. But they hadn’t touched the head. 





He felt sorry for the fish. The great fish. He felt failed. He might as well have left the beautiful fish alive in the sea. It was worth a greater destiny than this. This fish was not meant to be eaten by hungry sharks. He finally got home again. He dizzily pulled the boat and the fish up on the beach. Then he walked home and fell asleep immediately. 





The story ”The Old Man and The Sea” is a good story by Hemingway. The language which he uses is exact and sharp. Hemingway describes the environment very good. You really imagine the picture in front of you when you read it ! He describes everything with a great amount of details. Every movement, all the equipment and the tools the fisherman uses have their own special name which Hemingway successfully uses. Although Hemingway uses a big vocabulary the story isn’t hard to understand. What he describes is basic and even if you don’t know the meaning of every word he uses you are still capable of understanding the old man. His feelings and doubts. It was very easy to understand his language. 





There are only three characters in this story. Santiago, the boy Manolin and the great fish. The fisherman is old. His body is old. Everything about him is old except his eyes. His eyes are sparkling and living. You could interpret the struggle between the old man and the fish as a struggle between the old man and his ageing. An old man who want to show that he is not too old to be a fisherman. I think the plot is very nice. 





I liked this book, as you certainly noticed, very much. I liked the language and I felt sorry for the old man. Hemingway writes quite a lot about how the old man fishes and about nature. I recommend it to everyone who would like a beautiful story told in a natural and clear language. If you are interested in fishing at the same time you absolutely have to read it. 


				


