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Rachael Carson on the ocean 

Who has known the ocean? Neither you nor I, with our earth-bound senses, know the foam 

and surge of the tide that beats over the crab hiding under the seaweed of his tide pool 

home; or the lilt of the long, slow swells of mid-ocean, where shoals of wandering fish prey 

and are preyed upon, and the dolphin breaks the waves to breathe the upper atmosphere. 

Nor can we know the vicissitudes of life on the ocean floor [...] where swarms of diminutive 

fish twinkle through the dusk like a silver rain of meteors, and eels lie in wait among the 

rocks. Even less is it given to man to descend those six incomprehensible miles into the 

recesses of the abyss, where reign utter silence and unvarying cold and eternal night. 

--essay “Undersea,” Atlantic Monthly, 1937 
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