The Sea Lion

Once upon a time here lived a sea lion who had lost the sea. He lived in a country known as the barren
lands. High on a plateau, far from any coast, it was a place so dry and dusty that it could only be called a
desert.

A kind of course grass grew in patches here and there, and a few trees were scattered across the horizon.
But mostly, it was dust. And sometimes the wind, which together made one very thirsty. Of course, it must
seem strange to you that such a beautiful creature should wind up in a desert at all. He was, mind you, a sea
lion. But things like this do happen.

How the sea lion came to the barren lands, no one could remember. It all seemed so very long ago, in fact,
it appeared as though he had always been there. Not that he belonged in such an arid place. How could that
be? He was, after all, a sea lion. But as you know, once you have lived so long in a certain spot, no matter
how odd, you come to think of it as home.

There was a time, many years back, when the sea lion knew he was lost. In those days, he would stop every
traveler he met to see if he might help him find his way back to the sea. But no one seemed to know the
way.

On he searched, but never finding. After years without success, the sea lion took refuge beneath a solitary
tree beside a very small water hole. The tree provided refuge from the burning rays of the sun, which was
very fierce in that place. And the water hole, though small and muddy, was wet, in its own way.

Here he settled down and got on as best he could. Had you journeyed in those days through the barren
lands, you might have seen the sea lion for your self. Quite often in the evening, he would go and sit upon
his favorite rock, a very large boulder, which lifted him off the burning sand and allowed him a view of the
entire country.

There he would remain for hours into the night, silhouetted against the sky. And on the best of nights, when
the wind shifted to the east, a faint smell of salt air would come to him on the breeze. Then he would close
his eyes and imagine himself once more at the sea. When he lay himself down to sleep, he would dream of
a vast, deep ocean. Twisting and turning, diving and twirling, he would swim and swim. When he woke, he
thought he heard the sound of breakers...The sea was calling to him.



