The story begins, as you might expect, with an old man. He is a fisherman who has not caught a fish in 84 days. He is also not eating very much. The two factors are related. We also meet a boy who is dear friends with the old man. The old man taught him to fish when he was young, and the boy brings the old man food. Does our language sound elementary and clipped? That’s because Hemingway’s prose is. His is just eight million times better than ours.

So that sets the stage. We’d also like to note that the old man has a name (Santiago), as does the young boy (Manolin), but the text always refers to them as "the old man" and "the boy." So this old man goes to sleep dreaming of the lions he used to see back in the day in Africa. He wakes before sunrise and does what fishermen do—get in his boat and head out to fish.

Not too long after that, the old man hooks a really, really, ridiculously big fish. A "marlin" to be more exact. An earth-shattering struggle of mythical proportions follows. Most of the novella consists of this struggle, which lasts over three days. It is a battle of strength and of wills. The old man sees the fish as his brother, not his enemy, yet he never wavers in his resolution to kill the thing. Which, ultimately, he does.

But this is no happy ending. It’s just a happy mid-point followed by an extraordinarily sad ending. The old man straps the fish to the side of the boat and heads home. On the way, he is attacked by sharks, who slowly but surely eat away at the marlin while the old man, starving and exhausted, tries to beat them off with a harpoon, a club, and finally nothing but a simple knife. By the time he makes it back to shore, there is nothing left of the fish but a skeleton. The old man goes to sleep and dreams of the same lions of his youth—we like to imagine it's something similar to The Lion King.
· First of all, the old man doesn’t have a name. So he will henceforth be known as...The Old Man. Wait, make that the old man. No capitals.

· So about this old man: he hasn’t caught a fish in 84 days. Which can be debilitating when fishing is your livelihood.

· They call him salao, which basically means "really, really, ridiculously unlucky."

· There’s a boy without a name who feels bad for the old man. These no-namers need to stick together. So the boy helps the old man out.

· We get some physical description of the old man: wrinkly, blotchy, and eyes the color of the sea.

· OK, so he does have a name after all, but only the boy uses it, not the text. Were you wondering what this name was? Read your book.

· Ugh, fine. It’s "Santiago."

· Turns out the man taught the boy to fish. You know, before he stopped being able to himself. The boy loves the man in return.

· There was another fish dry spell in the past, but it ended. Maybe this one will, too. Then again...

· They sit on "the Terrace" and the other fishermen make fun of the old man. But he’s unfazed.

· In case you were wondering what that stench was, there’s a shark factory nearby.

· The boy keeps trying to help the old man, but the old man wants the boy to just watch out for himself.

· Some reminiscences between them: When the boy was five, they caught a HUGE green fish that nearly tore the boat apart.

· P.S. The boy? He’s not related to the old man. He has his own mother and father.

· The boy buys some sardines for the old man.

· OK, in case you haven’t read Hemingway before, you should know something about his sentences. They’re about ten words long and never beat around the bush.

· For example, you are directly told that the old man is 1) humble, and 2) proud. Hmmm…

· The old man and the boy discuss the fishing for the next day, and how the old man has good eyesight despite being old and having "gone turtling," which we all know is BRUTAL on the eyes.

· A cliffhanger question is raised: is the old man too old to handle a big fish? 

· The old man seems to have some prestige around the town; it’s noted that people in the town would never steal from him. But he locks his stuff up anyway.

· Next, we get to see the old man’s shack, which isn’t exactly the Ritz-Carlton, what with the tree-made walls and the dirt floors.

· He’s got some religious items on the wall that used to be his wife’s. He can’t bear to have her picture up on the wall because he’s lonely. So we’re thinking she died.

· The old man and the boy discuss what to have for dinner. 

· There is no dinner. 

· What a charade.

· They discuss baseball – Yankees and DiMaggio.

· They note that tomorrow will be day 85 of no fish. That’s optimistic as far as tomorrow is concerned. Also, the fisherman’s personal record is 87. Not that it’s the kind of record you want to have.

· The old man says that he could not possibly get to day 87 a second time.

· It’s September, by the way. Which any astrologer knows, as the old man does, is the month of really, really, ridiculously big fish.

· The boy checks out to go get sardines. When he comes back, the old man is sleeping.

· The boy covers him up with a blanket, noting the strength of the old man’s shoulders.

· When the old man wakes up, they talk about dinner again. The difference is, this time, there actually is dinner. 

· Turns out "the owner," named Martin, gave them the food. This is not a first time occurrence. They should pay him back, they think, just as soon as they catch a really, really, ridiculously big fish.

· The boy berates himself for being thoughtless and plans to get the old man more clothes for the upcoming winter (it’s September, remember?).

· More baseball chit-chat. They were too afraid to take this guy Dick Sisler fishing, and they wish they could take DiMaggio fishing.

· The old man is all, "You think you’re cool? I was on a ship in Africa when I was your age." Except he’s a lot nicer than that. He also saw lions in Africa. Keep that in mind.

· Mmmm – back to baseball.

· But then onto age, and how old people get up really early.

· The old man sleeps on newspapers, and uses newspapers as a pillow, which is not the most comfortable thing in the world.

· The old man dreams of Africa, and the lions on the beaches.

· He used to dream of fish and his wife and other women, but now he ONLY dreams of places, and lions. But mostly lions.

· He wakes up freezing and has to pee outside. Sorry, it’s "urinate."

· The old man wakes the boy by...holding his foot.

· Ooh, the nameless boy has a name after all. It’s "Manolin." At least, that’s what the old man calls him. The text still calls him "the boy."

· The boy helps the old man carry stuff, and by "stuff" we mean boat gear.

· The old man drinks coffee, knowing it is all he will eat all day.

· By the way, they are up really, really early. The moon’s still out.

· As he rows out in his skiff, the old man muses on the sights, smells, sounds – i.e., all his senses are working and acute.

· He likes the flying fish. But not as much as he likes the birds, who are "looking and almost never finding." They’re the only creatures he can think of who have it worse than he does.

· The ocean is cruel. And the birds are delicate. Is that a haiku?

· About the ocean: everyone thinks of the ocean as a woman. That is, all the old, wise people. The arrogant youngsters call the ocean a man.

· The old man rows really well. That’s what a life on the ocean will do to you.

· He uses the sardines to set bait lines at different depths in the water. This guy really knows what he’s doing.

· Ooh, great line about luck and skill. The old man would rather have skill, but he still believes in luck.

· Again, we hear about his eyes – the sun hurts them, but they’re still good eyes.

· He sees a man-of-war bird circling above, and he thinks the bird must "have something."

· The something turns out to be a flying fish.

· The old man perceives a dolphin in the water.

· The bird can’t catch the fish, he decides, because the fish are too big and fast. 

· Screw these little flying fish. The old man wants a big honkin’ one.

· The old man sees a man-of-war jellyfish and calls it a whore. 

· Beautiful, that jellyfish, but dangerous. The old man likes to see the sea turtles eating them. He also likes to step on them on the beach. The jellyfish, that is.

· He likes things with "elegance" and "speed," but hates slow lumbering things.

· Some important stuff: the old man compares himself to the sea turtles, because their hearts beat after they are cut up into little pieces. Feeling sorry for them does not, however, preclude eating their eggs.

· Tuna! Not a tuna sandwich on rye, but a school of tuna that the old man pursues.

· He catches a tuna. So much for reaching day 88. He can kiss that record good-bye.

· OK, just kidding. This fish doesn’t count. He uses it for bait for a bigger fish, which is kind of like a guy with a gambling problem putting the chips he just won back on the table.

· By the way, the old man has been talking to himself since, oh, let’s see...the moment he left the boy on the shore. We didn’t really notice until he pointed it out to us by wondering how many years he’s been talking to himself.

· This goes against a fisherman credo thingy that says don’t talk unless you have to on the sea.

· He’s allowed to seem like he’s crazy since no one is around to tell him he’s crazy. 

· As if the tuna were not enough, suddenly there’s a marlin pulling on one of the lines way the hell down deep. Know what a marlin is? It’s a really, really, ridiculously big fish.

· There’s about three pages of hoping the marlin eats the sardines and hasn’t gone away, might have gone away, but didn’t, then might have gone away again, and so on. Lots of tension, anyway. Tension, like the fishing line...

· The old man shows off his prowess. His fishing prowess. And he’s superstitious.

· The old man taunts the fish verbally, with phrases like "eat it well."

· Then he pulls on the line, hard. How hard? There’s about two paragraphs telling you if you feel so inclined. Old Man vs. Fish begins at high noon. Or possibly medium-low noon.

· The old man momentarily wishes the boy were there.

· Cut to four hours into the match. Old Man is holding Fish steady.

· The old man talks about "the glow from Havana." In case you didn’t know where this was all taking place.

· He repeatedly wants to know what the fish looks like, what he is up against.

· Keep in mind – the whole time this is going on, the man has the line stretched taut across his back. This is excruciating work, and it continues into the cold night.

· He realizes the boat is moving in the current; he can’t see land anymore, but he’s not about to let this ginormous fish go for a trivial little problem like drifting out to sea.

· He stops to pee. 

· He wonders about baseball and wishes he had a radio to give him the news.

· He tells himself that he has to eat the tuna in the morning, no matter what, to stay strong.

· The old man muses on the strength of the fish. Is the fish thinking about him, he wants to know. 

· He remembers this one time at band camp when he hooked a male and female marlin together.

· What happened is he clubbed the female to death, and then the male jumped up to see how she was doing. The old man, who was with the boy at the time, felt sad.

· He wishes again that the boy were there.

· There’s some rocking thoughts on choices – what was the fish’s choice, what was the man’s choice?

· Sometime before sunrise the next day, one of the other lines gets taken. The old man has no time to mess around with whatever ten-pound tuna might have snagged it, so he cuts it loose with one hand, and does lots of other impressive one-handed things, like handstands and cartwheels and juggling, all while holding the line with the massive marlin.

· But then he thinks, aw...I wonder what that other fish was that I just let go.

· He wishes AGAIN for the boy. That makes three. 

· He has to do some advanced fisherman stuff, namely "cutting away" and "hooking up the two reserve coils."

· We’re now at hour 15 or so of Old Man vs. Fish, and we have no idea if it’s round one or two or if these guys even play by those rules. And in this hour fifteen, Fish scores a massive set of points by surging forward and cutting the old man below the eye (with the line). Blood follows.

· The man talks to the fish now. He’ll stay with him until he’s dead. Himself, not the fish. Well, whichever one comes first.

· He keeps comparing himself to the fish – he presumes the fish is thinking the same "to the death" thoughts that he is.

