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On a quiet island called Realth, a young boy named Zhalm lives a simple life beside the ocean, carrying a shared ache within his family, the absence of his missing grandfather. When a stranger arrives with stories from the past, curiosity awakens, and together they begin a journey that reaches far beyond the shore. What starts as questions soon unfolds into hidden histories, broken memories, and one haunting mystery: what really happened to Randall?

Guided by knowledge, friendship, and the call of the sea, Zhalm and his companions venture into dangerous dark waters where unseen creatures roam, trenches seem to breathe, and the ocean itself feels alive. As they descend toward the unknown, they learn that the nature is not something to conquer, but something to understand and experience.

This book is a story of growth, discovery, and the deep bond between humans and nature, where memory, destiny, and the sea are forever intertwined.
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Nava (Navathej Sadasivuni) is a young storyteller with a deep love for adventure, music, and the natural world. He is currently 12 years old and studies in Grade 6 at the International School of London, Doha. This novel marks his third book, a reflection of his growing imagination and dedication to writing. Alongside storytelling, Nava is a passionate musician who plays the drums, guitar, and keyboard, and he holds certifications from Trinity. He is also an enthusiastic reader, often drawing inspiration from books, music, and the mysteries of  nature.

Through his writing, Nava enjoys exploring themes of courage, discovery, and the quiet bond between humans and nature, inviting readers to journey into worlds shaped by curiosity and wonder.
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Chapter 1

The Beginning
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On the stormy coast of Realth, the sun struggled to pierce through the thick clouds, casting an eerie glow on the tiny island. The sand remained shrouded in darkness, waiting for the first touch of sunlight to awaken it. The waves, as usual, grumbled to the land about the tickling fishes beneath them. The island was immersed in the lazy stillness of the night, just waiting for the new morning, for the sounds of people to return. Inside his house, Zhalm, a 13-year-old with dreams as vast as the ocean, was sleeping soundly, unaware of the world stirring around him. Because Zhalm didn’t have to go to school -it was a holiday- he had no worries today. He could sleep in, with no morning rush to get ready and run to school.

Slowly, a sandstorm had begun to rage outside, offering the newborn sun’s rays an unwelcome reception, as if the wind wanted to assert its dominance. Tiny islands scattered in the sea were obscured from view, hidden behind the swirling grains of sand. The wind whirled over the waves, and the restless waters crashed against the rugged rocks. Zhalm's small house stood resiliently, weathering the constant assault of salty winds. Sudden shifts in weather were nothing new to the people of Realth, as common as the tides. Like the rocks that remained unyielding against the dashing waves, the people of Realth were strong. They were poor, but brave, always prepared for nature’s trials. The lean season was their greatest enemy, taking away prosperity, and leaving many families, including Zhalm’s, struggling to make ends meet.

The storm raged at its peak, lifting the sand in swirling cascades; was this a flower shower for the hidden sun, a tribute to the morning? The wind howled, its voice echoing across the endless expanse, traveling and traveling, restless in its journey. Zhalm, on his worn-out bed, felt a wandering gust of air, weave its way through distant grasslands and rugged mountains, carrying whispers of faraway places. Yet, the scent it bore was not of earth or bloom- it was thick with salt, a breath of the sea itself. It slipped through the torn edges of his wooden windowpane, curling into his ears like a hushed secret. In fact, the storm was salty, alive, calling to him. The whispering wind stirred him from sleep, and as his eyes fluttered open, the storm faded into the quiet of dawn. It was just a morning dream. 

Zhalm groggily opened his window. He was greeted by the invading sand. 

As a voice echoed from the backyard, warning someone against entering the turbulent sea, Zhalm felt an overwhelming fatigue. Swiftly closing his window to prevent the invading sand, Zhalm's tired body collapsed onto his bed, covering himself with a torn blanket. His mind, a blank canvas, yearned to be filled with the colors of his ambitions. He often dreamed about the vast and majestic ocean, with thousands of unrevealed secrets, a world of endless mysteries. In his mind, the sea stretched beyond the horizon, embracing valleys and grasslands, whispering its secrets through the waves. He became the wind, gliding over the surface, roaming freely. Then he was a fish, slipping between currents, feeling the ocean’s pulse. Sometimes, he was neither, just something nameless, dissolving into the deep, merging with the unknown. 

For Zhalm, this feeling was never unfamiliar. Every morning, he woke with a silent call from destiny, whispering of adventures yet to unfold. Beneath his tattered blanket, he clung to his dreams, letting them weave into the fabric of his sleep. In those moments, reality melted away, and he became one with the ocean’s depths.

He always longed to explore the depths, to become an unseen current flowing through every hidden crevice of the sea. He wished to dissolve into infinity, to be part of the vast unknown. Like a dandelion seed drifting weightlessly on the wind, he wished to be carried by the currents though the seabed. His desire burned so fiercely that he did whatever he could to prepare. He practiced swimming tirelessly, learning to control his breath, to stay beneath the surface longer, to move as if he belonged to the water itself.

However, he could never truly vanish into the depths. His mother never allowed him even to cross the limit set for children in the sea. She was always afraid. Whenever he spoke of his dreams of diving into the unknown, her eyes filled with fear; fear that ran deeper than the ocean itself. 

She saw her father in Zhalm, the fearless explorer who had taught him everything he knew, the man with whom he once rode the waves freely, trusting the sea like an old friend. Together, they had gone wherever the water carried them. But that same man had dared to venture beyond the known waters and was lost to the sea forever. That memory haunted her, and she could not bear the thought of losing her son to the same fate. And from then on, the sea that had once offered freedom to her, became a boundary she guarded with fear.

With a baby sister, too young not only to understand his dreams, but even the sea, and his once-bold father, who had even lost an arm in one of his fishing ventures was now bound to lighter chores, Zhalm’s life was never playful. He often found solace from reality in his memories of his adventurous grandfather, the man who dared to set up expeditions to the deepest trench in the sea, never fearing what lay beneath. It filled Zhalm's mind with tales of the unexplainable ocean. He always wanted to be like his grandfather, extremely ambitious, and chasing his dreams. He was the first man from their community to set up a solo expedition into the sea. He often talked about the sea as unexplainable and to be felt with your emotions. Zhalm’s dreams were interwoven with blurred memories of his grandfather's face, as the old man never returned from one of his daring expeditions, five years ago. The eight years Zhalm spent with him were the most cherished, filled with love, courage, and a wealth of knowledge. Soon after the news of his grandfather’s disappearance spread, his grandmother also departed from the world. She did not simply grieve; she vanished, as if her soul had been carried away by the very waves that took her beloved husband. With both parents lost in a single cruel stroke, Zhalm’s mother was thrown into the depths of orphan-hood. Her parents had always stood by her side, in every moment, and even after her husband’s arm-taking incident, she remained adamant about keeping her family under the strict umbrella of their safety. However, that day remained etched in her memory, an unshakable shadow that made the sea more than just water, it became something to fear. She had once been a strong swimmer, gliding through the waves with ease. But after that tragedy, she never set foot near the shore again. The sea was no longer a friend; it was a thief, a silent predator lurking beyond the horizon. She warned her children constantly, forbidding them from venturing beyond the shallow waters. Eventually, she took on the responsibility of supporting the entire family, earning a living by selling fish and crafts made from seashells. She also took care of most of the household works that Zhalm and his father could not do.

As Zhalm lay lost in his thoughts beneath the warmth of his bedcover, time slipped away unnoticed. When he finally woke up, the morning had already stretched far ahead, it was late in the morning. The fierce sandstorm had calmed, leaving behind a sunlit world waiting to be explored. Outside, life had resumed its rhythm. His father was still in the market waiting for some late customers from nearby villages to buy the fresh and dry fishes. His mother returned from her morning sales, and she was deep in her chores, surrounded by clattering vessels, while his little sister played in the sand, her laughter blending with the soothing waves. 

The children outside called to him, but his thoughts of playing with them were soon interrupted by the weight of responsibility. With a sigh, he dusted off the remnants of sleep and strode toward his father’s workplace, there were a few fish baskets to clean and dry leaves to gather for the business. As he wandered through the chores, his mind played tricks on him. For a moment, he saw his grandfather in his neighbor’s stance, the way he leaned against the wall, lost in thought. But it was only his imagination. A few minutes later, as his father spoke, the familiar tone, the glint in his eyes, it was his grandfather again. The lines between past and present blurred, and throughout the morning, Zhalm kept seeing traces of his grandfather in almost everyone he met. In
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