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​Chapter 1
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​What the Sea Actually Held 

I WANT TO BEGIN BY telling you plainly what everyone already assumes about me, because I've heard it enough times now that I've genuinely stopped minding it, and I think we'll both get more out of this account if I simply say it myself rather than making you wait for someone else to bring it up.

You think I'm the chaotic one. The unpredictable one. The brother whose entire domain is considerably dangerous — storms, shipwrecks, currents that pull a person under before they've even understood what's happening to them — and that this same danger must, somewhere underneath it, actually reflect something volatile in me personally. I understand why you'd think that. I'm not going to spend a great deal of effort correcting it, because I find the assumption itself rather funny, examined honestly, given that I am, by my own estimation, the single calmest member of an entire family that includes a brother who once turned himself into a swan to avoid a difficult conversation.

I want to be fair to myself here, since I don't imagine anyone else is going to do it for me. My own domain is genuinely unpredictable. I am not. I think that's rather the entire distinction this account is going to spend its own length actually examining, whether I realize it or not.

***
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I REMEMBER AN ENTIRELY ordinary morning, time ago now, and I want to describe it for you, because I think it captures the actual shape of most of my days far better than any dramatic account of a shipwreck ever could.

The prayers arrived first, the way they generally do. A fisherman, somewhere off a rocky coast, asking plainly for calm water and a decent catch — the kind of request I receive considerable numbers of, every single day, and generally grant without any particular effort, since I don't see the harm in it. A merchant captain, more elaborate in his own request, offering an entire itemized list of the specific favors he intended to perform in my honor should I see fit to grant him a swift crossing, as though I were negotiating a contract rather than simply deciding whether the wind felt like cooperating that day.

I remember, specifically, a third prayer that same morning, from a considerably older sailor requesting nothing at all beyond a simple acknowledgment that he had, across an entire lifetime at sea, generally shown me the proper respect. I remember granting this one too, understanding that an old sailor's own quiet dignity deserved at least that much, regardless of whether the specific mechanics of prayer required my own personal attention to function.

I remember a fourth, considerably stranger than the others — a shipwright, praying not for calm seas or a safe voyage but for the patience to finish a hull he'd apparently been arguing with for months, convinced the wood itself was somehow working against him. I remember granting this one purely for its own sake, understanding it was likely closer to a private grievance aired aloud than any genuine appeal to my own authority, and finding I did not currently mind being the one it was aired to.

And then, memorably, a young sailor on his very first voyage, praying with a specific, genuine desperation that I found more endearing than the situation itself actually warranted, promising me an entire temple, built from his own future earnings, if I would simply see him home safely to a woman he had apparently not yet worked up the courage to speak to. I remember granting this one without hesitation, understanding that a temple was a considerable overpromise for a request this modest, and deciding I did not have the heart to point that out to him.

I want to be honest that this same morning, examined plainly, is roughly the shape of every morning I have ever actually had. Prayers, arriving in whatever order they arrive, generally granted, rarely refused, none of them requiring anything I would call effort. I understand, telling you this now, that I once considered this evidence of my own considerable competence. I understand, telling you this now, that it might also simply be evidence of how little any of it cost me.

***
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I REMEMBER A STORM arriving that same afternoon, entirely unprompted by anything I had actually decided, the way storms occasionally simply do, and I want to describe how I handled it, because I think it says something true about the specific difference between my own domain and my own temperament.

I did not panic. I want you to understand that panicking has never once, in my entire existence, struck me as a particularly useful response to anything, storms included. I simply attended to it, the way I attend to most things — with a kind of easy, competent presence rather than any considerable urgency — guiding the worst of it away from the small fishing vessels caught within it, understanding that the storm itself required managing rather than fearing.

I remember, specifically, the actual mechanics of managing a storm this size — considerable numbers of currents and swells requiring genuine, simultaneous attention, a particular swell threatening to capsize a smaller vessel near the storm's own edge, a second boat drifting too close to a rocky stretch of coastline I understood well enough to know was far more dangerous than its captain currently realized. I remember addressing both at once, without any particular sense of strain, and I remember finding the whole process satisfying rather than stressful — the way I imagine someone far more anxious than myself might find a difficult task exhausting, I simply find mine absorbing, in a manner I don't currently have any particular desire to examine further.

I remember the fisherman from that same morning, the one who'd asked simply for calm water, finding himself briefly caught in the edge of this exact storm, and I remember attending to his own boat specifically, nudging the worst of the swell away from him with the same unhurried ease I apply to nearly everything. I remember telling him, once the worst had passed, that it was alright, before he'd even had the chance to say anything about it himself. He arrived home that evening, considerably shaken but entirely unharmed, and I don't believe he ever once knew how close the actual danger had come, which I think is precisely how it should be.

I remember, too, the second boat — the one drifting toward the rocky stretch — and its own captain, a woman I did not currently know by name, calling out something toward the sky as the current shifted beneath her, a plain, unadorned thanks offered to no one in particular, since she had no actual way of knowing anyone had heard her. I want you to understand that I found this more affecting than I currently had language for at the time. I did not examine why. I simply noted it, the way I note most things, and moved on to whatever the storm required of me next.

***
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I REMEMBER A WARMER exchange later that same day, with a nereid I have known for what I understand to be an extraordinary number of years, and I want to describe it, because I think it demonstrates something genuine about my own capacity for affection that the chaos itself doesn't always make obvious.

"You let that storm run considerably longer than it needed to," she told me, settling beside me with the easy familiarity of someone who has long since stopped requiring any particular ceremony between us.

"I don't think it hurt anyone."

"I didn't say it hurt anyone. I said you let it run longer than it needed to. I think you rather enjoy watching them work, examined honestly."

"I don't think that's untrue," I admitted, and I remember her own easy laugh at this, understanding that she had known me long enough to simply say the true thing without expecting me to argue against it.

"You've never once actually gotten defensive with me, across all these years. I don't think I've ever met anyone else quite so easy to be honest with."

"I don't see the value in being anything else. I think most people spend a great deal of effort defending things that didn't need defending in the first place."

"That's probably true. I do wonder, sometimes, whether it's actually always true, though."

"What would it look like, if it weren't?"

"I don't currently know. I think that's rather my point. Neither do you."

I remember not having a ready response to this, understanding that I did not find her question troubling, only mildly curious, in the same easy way I found nearly everything.

I remember, too, a brief, entirely unrelated dispute arriving that same evening among a handful of minor sea deities, numbers of them convinced that a nearby current had been assigned unfairly, running warmer for one stretch of coast than for another. I remember listening to their own competing claims for a while, genuinely entertained rather than irritated, before simply deciding, on the spot, to adjust the current slightly in whatever direction seemed to settle the argument fastest.

"That's not a considered ruling," one of them told me, sounding faintly scandalized. "You've simply picked whichever answer ends the conversation soonest."

"I don't think those are actually different things, most of the time," I told him, and I remember his own reluctant, eventual laugh at this, understanding that he did not have a genuine counterargument prepared.

"Is that actually how you decide everything?"

"I don't know. I've never once thought to actually check."

***
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I REMEMBER, TOO, A more absurd petition arriving that same evening, from a minor merchant convinced that a rival's own recent good fortune at sea could only be explained by some private, unfair arrangement with me personally.

"I don't currently have any arrangement with him," I told the man, amused by the accusation. "I don't believe I've ever once actually met him."

"Then why does his own fleet keep arriving intact, while mine loses at least one vessel every single season?"

"I'd imagine that has more to do with the actual condition of your own ships than with anything I've decided about either of you."

I remember his own visible offense at this, and I remember not currently minding it, understanding that people generally prefer a conspiracy to a simple, unglamorous explanation, and that correcting this preference was rarely worth the effort it would actually require.

***
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I WANT TO CLOSE THIS chapter with my own private observation, because I think it says more about me, honestly, than anything else I could tell you in this opening account.

I do not recall anything, across this entire existence, that has actually troubled me for longer than a single afternoon. I remember considering this same fact, briefly, that same evening, turning it over the way I generally turn things over — without any particular urgency, simply curious. I understood, considering it, that most gods I know would consider this a genuine mark of good fortune, a temperament worth envying rather than examining.

I want to be plain that I say this without any particular pride, and without yet understanding, at this point in the account, that it might be worth examining rather than simply enjoying.
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​Chapter 2
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​How He Actually Found Her

I WANT TO TELL YOU about Amphitrite honestly, because I think every account of this same courtship that's ever actually circulated has simplified it into something tidier than it genuinely was.

***
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I REMEMBER SEEING HER for the first time among a gathering of nereids, and I want to describe what actually happened next plainly, because I don't think the plain version reflects especially well on my own initial approach, however harmless I believed it to be at the time.

I approached her the way I generally approach everything — with a kind of easy, immediate confidence I did not think to temper. I remember her own reaction to this, genuine and unambiguous: she fled. Not coyly, not as any part of some elaborate courtship ritual I might have preferred to believe I was engaged in. She wanted nothing to do with me, plainly, and she made this considerably clear by simply leaving.

I remember, specifically, the actual distance she put between us, enough that I understood, watching her go, that this was not any small, ordinary shyness. I remember standing there afterward, understanding that whatever confidence I had approached her with had apparently registered as something considerably closer to presumption than charm.

I want to be honest that my own first instinct, watching her go, was mild amusement rather than any genuine reflection. I understood, later, that this same instinct was itself worth examining.

***
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I REMEMBER WHAT I ACTUALLY did next, and I want to describe it honestly, because I think this account owes you the genuine distinction between what happened and what a less careful version of this same story might have implied.

I did not pursue her directly again. I understood, watching her flee, that whatever I had done in that first approach had frightened her, and that continuing to press the matter myself would simply confirm whatever she'd already concluded about me. I waited instead. I asked, through considerable intermediaries, whether she might ever be willing to speak with me, and I made it plain, each time, that a continued refusal would be entirely respected.

I remember, specifically, the particular difficulty of this same waiting, understanding that it required a kind of patience I did not practice with much else in my own existence. I generally moved through things quickly, decided quickly, moved past whatever result arrived quickly. I understood, forcing myself to actually wait this time, that I was practicing something I would later come to understand as harder than it should have been, given how simple it sounds described plainly.

I remember, too, a specific evening during this same stretch where I nearly abandoned the entire effort, understanding, standing alone at the edge of my own hall, that waiting without any guarantee of a particular outcome felt considerably more unfamiliar to me than any storm I had ever once managed. I did not have a comfortable name for the feeling. I understand now that it was likely something close to genuine humility, arriving in a form I had not previously had much occasion to actually practice.

I remember this same waiting extending longer than I found naturally comfortable, understanding that comfort was not currently the actual point.

***
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I REMEMBER A DOLPHIN'S own involvement in this same courtship, and I want to describe it honestly, because I think it's the single most charming part of the entire account.

He had, apparently, taken it upon himself to actually locate her, having overheard enough of my own moping to decide the matter required some direct intervention. I remember him returning, some while later, reporting that he had found her, and that he had spent a considerable while simply talking with her — about nothing in particular, by his own account, mostly reassuring her that I was not, in fact, the entitled, presumptuous figure her first impression had understandably suggested.

"What did you tell her?"

"That you're considerably better than your own first attempt suggested. I don't think that's a difficult case to make, if I'm honest."

"How did she respond to that?"

"Cautiously. I don't think a single conversation actually undid whatever your own first approach convinced her of. I think it simply opened the possibility that a second, more careful approach might actually be worth her own time."

"Did she say anything else? About me, specifically."

"She asked whether you'd actually sent me, or whether I'd come on my own. I told her the truth — that you hadn't asked, that I'd simply noticed you moping about and decided to do something useful with the observation." I remember his own small, satisfied smile at this, understanding that he considered this same distinction the actual point of the entire visit. "I think that mattered to her considerably more than anything I'd said about your own character."

I remember laughing at this, understanding that he was not currently wrong.

I remember, too, keeping that same dolphin closer at hand across the years that followed, understanding, even then, that I owed him something I did not currently have adequate language to name — not simply gratitude for a single favor, but the specific debt owed to someone who had noticed a genuine need in me before I had thought to notice it myself, and had simply acted on the noticing without waiting to be asked.

***
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I REMEMBER HER OWN eventual decision, and I want to describe it honestly, because I think it matters enormously that it was actually hers.

She agreed, eventually, to meet with me directly, on her own terms, in her own time, considerable months after that first frightened flight. I remember our own first genuine conversation, more careful on my own part than anything I had previously offered her, and I remember her own plain assessment of it, once it had concluded.

"You're actually rather different, in person, than the version I fled from."

"I'd like to think so. It's alright, though — I don't believe that first version was actually dishonest, simply careless."

"I hadn't finished saying that yet, if I'm honest."

"I'm sorry. Go on."

"I appreciate you not pretending it was someone else entirely."

I remember asking her, that same evening, why she had actually agreed to meet me at all, given everything the dolphin had presumably already told her.

"I don't think I decided based on anything he actually said. I decided based on how long you were willing to wait without pressing me. I don't think most gods would have managed that."

"I don't currently think I've ever managed it before, if I'm honest."

"I know. That's rather why it mattered."

I remember several further meetings following this same first one, each conducted at whatever pace she herself set, and I remember understanding, across each one, that I was learning something about actual patience that I do not believe I had ever once practiced before meeting her. She said this with a genuine, dry humor I found immediately, endearing, and I remember understanding that whatever came next was going to be built on something considerably more solid than my own first, careless approach.

***
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I WANT TO CLOSE THIS chapter with the marriage's own early years, because I think this account owes you the genuine happiness of them, plainly, before anything else this account eventually shows you.

We were, across those first years, genuinely happy — not performed, not managed, simply easy, in the specific way I have always found most things easy. I remember mornings spent doing nothing of any particular consequence, stretches of ordinary time neither of us felt any need to fill with anything beyond each other's own company. I remember her own genuine delight in the actual administration of our shared court, a competence I found myself relying on more and more, understanding that she managed things with a considered care I generally found myself lacking the patience for.

I remember, specifically, one particular evening early in our own marriage where she asked me, genuinely curious, why I never seemed to worry about anything, and I remember answering her honestly, telling her that worry had simply never once struck me as useful. I remember her own quiet consideration of this, and her own eventual answer, offered without any particular judgment attached to it.

"I don't think I could actually live that way myself. I think I'd like to try understanding it, though, rather than simply accepting it as a fact about you I'm not permitted to examine."

I did not currently understand, at the time, how a request this actually was. I understood only that I found it easy to agree to, the way I found most requests from her easy to agree to in those early years.

I remember, too, the specific ease with which she seemed to accept my own particular temperament — not requiring me to become someone more serious, more careful, more like the considered figures our own family generally produced, simply loving the version of me that existed, unhurried and easily amused. I understood, receiving this same acceptance, that I had
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