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​Chapter 1 - Grandpa’s Promise
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My name is Aiko Tanaka.
I live with my family in Tokyo.
My papa works at the Tsukiji Fish Market.
Every morning, he leaves before sunrise.
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But this story begins with Jii-chan - my grandpa.
He used to be a fisherman near Hokkaido.
Now he visits the market every morning.
He says the sea still calls his name.
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When he walks, his steps are slow but strong.
He carries a small bamboo flask for green tea.
I like how the lid squeaks when he opens it.
It smells like the wind over the water.
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One evening, he called me to the balcony.
The city below was full of soft yellow lights.
He sipped his tea and said, “Tomorrow, come with me.”
My heart jumped. “To Tsukiji?” I asked.
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He nodded and smiled.
“You’re old enough to see how the sea lives here.”
Mama looked up from her cooking and laughed.
“She’ll never sleep now,” she said.
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And she was right.
That night, I lay awake, listening to the trains.
I thought of Jii-chan’s fishing boat on dark waves.
I dreamed of silver fish shining under the moon.
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​Chapter 2 - Waking with the Sea


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Something touched my shoulder.
“Aiko,” Jii-chan whispered. “The tide is turning.”
I opened my eyes. The room was still black.
The clock showed a time I had never seen.
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Mama waited by the kitchen stove.
She handed me a cup of warm miso broth.
I held it with both hands and breathed the steam.
It smelled like salt and home.
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Jii-chan tied a scarf around his neck.
He wore his old fisherman’s cap and gray coat.
“Come, Tairyo-chan,” he said - Tairyo means Big Catch.
“The sea is waiting, even here in the city.”
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I pulled on my rubber boots.
They felt heavy but brave.
The floorboards creaked under my feet.
I tiptoed so I wouldn’t wake Obaa-san - my grandma.
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Outside, the air bit my cheeks.
Our breath came out in little clouds.
The street was empty and shining with dew.
Even the cats were still asleep.
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Jii-chan’s hand was warm and rough.
We walked past shuttered shops and dark windows.
A vending machine hummed like a lonely cricket.
The city felt like it was holding its breath.
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We turned toward the station.
Far away, a train bell rang softly.
Jii-chan smiled. “That’s the sound of morning,” he said.
“The same sound I heard at sea.”
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The train arrived with a hiss.
We climbed inside and sat by the window.
I pressed my hand to the cold glass.
Tokyo slid past, quiet and silver in the dark.
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Jii-chan leaned close and whispered,
“The sea doesn’t sleep, Aiko.
It just waits for the right eyes to find it.”
I decided I would try to be those eyes.
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​Chapter 3 - Through the Sleeping City
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The train rattled softly through the dark.
I sat beside Jii-chan, my notebook on my lap.
The windows showed our faces in the black glass.
Outside, the city lights floated like stars on water.
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Jii-chan sipped his green tea and smiled.
“When I was young,” he said, “I rode waves like these.”
He tapped his stick on the floor-tap, tap, tap.
The sound matched the rhythm of the train.
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“What did the sea sound like?” I asked.
He closed his eyes. “Like breathing.
Like the world taking slow, deep breaths.”
He opened one eye and winked. “Listen closely.”
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I leaned my head against the window.
I could hear the hum of the train tracks.
It really did sound like slow breathing.
My eyes grew heavy, but I didn’t sleep.
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The train passed small noodle shops and lanterns.
Steam rose from pots as cooks started their day.
A man swept water from his doorway with a broom.
He looked up and smiled when our train rolled by.
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The city was waking, little by little.
Smoke curled from chimneys, and lights blinked on.
The streets glistened like fish scales after rain.
I pressed my nose to the window and whispered, “Beautiful.”
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Jii-chan chuckled softly. “Tokyo is another kind of sea,” he said.
“It moves and changes, just like the tide.”
He pointed ahead, where mist covered the rooftops.
“Tsukiji waits beyond that mist, Tairyo-chan.”
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​Chapter 4 - The Market Gate
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When we stepped off the train, the air changed.
It smelled of salt, smoke, and something sharp and alive.
My heart beat faster. I could feel the sea nearby.
Jii-chan took my hand. “Now we follow our noses,” he said.
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We walked down a narrow lane lit by paper lanterns.
Vendors were opening their stalls, tying on aprons.
A woman grilled eel on a small fire.
The smoke curled like ribbons around her face.
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“This is the outer market,” Jii-chan said.
“People come here for breakfast after buying fish.”
He stopped to greet a man stacking wooden boxes.
“Ohayō, Haru-san!” (Good morning, Mr. Haru!) the man called.
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Jii-chan laughed. “Still working faster than me, I see.”
The man grinned. “You taught me that long ago.”
They bowed, and I bowed too, copying Jii-chan’s hands.
He smiled at me. “Good bow, Aiko. Respect keeps the market warm.”
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We passed stalls full of dried seaweed (nori) and pickles.
A woman arranged shiny jars of plum and ginger.
Her stall smelled sweet and sour at once.
I wrote in my notebook: Tsukiji smells sweet and sour.
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As we turned a corner, the noise grew louder.
Engines hummed, water splashed, and men shouted greetings.
The air was colder here, wet and full of echoes.
Jii-chan said softly, “We’re at the gate of the inner market.”
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He squeezed my hand. “This is where the sea meets the city.”
I looked ahead. Bright lamps glowed under a high roof.
Mist drifted through the air like breath.
It felt like stepping into another world.
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​Chapter 5 - The Frozen Giants
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Cold air rushed at me as we stepped inside.
It stung my cheeks and made my breath white.
Rows of frozen tuna lay across the floor.
They looked like silver boats sleeping in snow.
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Jii-chan’s friend, Uncle Daichi, waved to us.
He wore thick gloves and a long white coat.
His saw buzzed softly, cutting through frozen fish.
Ice chips flew like tiny stars around his boots.
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“Good morning, Haru-san!” he called.
Then he saw me. “And who is this brave visitor?”
“This is Aiko,” Jii-chan said proudly.
“She’s learning how the sea becomes work.”
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Uncle Daichi laughed, his voice echoing in the cold.
“Well, she’s come to the right place.”
He pointed to a tuna even longer than I was tall.
“This one came from the north-strong water, strong fish.”
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I knelt to look closer.
The skin sparkled with frost.
I touched it gently-it felt rough and cold.
My fingers tingled like they had touched snow.

––––––––
[image: ]


Jii-chan lifted a small piece of the fish’s tail.
Inside, the color was deep red, almost glowing.
“Good tuna shows its courage here,” he said.
“The sea leaves its strength behind in color.”
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Jii-chan shone a small flashlight across the skin.
Lines of muscle glimmered like waves in the dark.
Uncle Daichi nodded. “You have sharp eyes, little one.”
Jii-chan smiled. “The sea likes those who pay attention.”
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A bell rang in the next hall-low and steady.
Uncle Daichi wiped his gloves and stood tall.
“The auction is starting
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