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Found at Sea

By Riley

My whole life I have battled with myself. Sometimes to the brink of insanity, and yet as I sit in the car, the road winding on before me, I find I have no desire to rid myself of the struggle. To rid myself of the battles that send me to school in a sweat shirt for the third time that week. The battles that leave me speechless for fear of saying the wrong words. The battles that push me to the back of the classroom where there is no chance for error. The battles that hold back who I don’t want people to see.  I know my facade comes off a lot worse than the person that lies unsteadily beneath, but I’m afraid. Afraid to let her out. The girl I used to be. Afraid to become the beast I once was.


My life began when I moved to the country. I know it seems cliché and well, normal . . . Too normal for my liking. I’ll be the first to admit it. I hate it, but of course I can’t deny it. The results, the change, the proof, it’s all too drastic. Some things just can’t be hidden away. The person I was before I came here is beyond words. All I can say is I was a mess. I ate, and ate, and ate, until I was over 100 pounds by the age of seven. Even today I don’t know why I ate so much. Some would say to fill a void. Others would say I did it out of boredom, but whether that’s the truth or not, I can’t say. Why we can’t just look back and say, “I hope I don’t end up their again,” and move on with our lives is beyond me. For some reason we have to keep reaching, reaching for something, some reason to justify what we did. Later, we get bored of trying, pretending, hoping, and we shut it out. Pretend it’s not there. That’s what I did. I pushed that girl I used to be deep inside. I wanted to eliminate her from my life forever. Unfortunately, I didn’t realize then that it was just a mask. I didn’t expect it to turn around and bite me every chance it got? I just wanted her to go away. 





   

. . . 


My thoughts fade away as the road slows before me. The car takes a sharp turn into an old worn down gas station, and pulls up next to the gas pump. My mom gets out and starts fiddling with the machine, credit card in one hand, gas pump in the other.  Right when she is about to swipe her card an old lady comes running out the door arms waving wildly in the air.  “You can’t pump your own gas in Oregon,”  she shouts, and gives me a smile. I can’t help but notice that she is missing quite a few teeth, and I wonder if or why she can’t afford dental care. I feel a hand on my shoulder that wakes me from my mental inquiry, and turn around to see my uncle Todd standing behind me. 


“We’re almost there!! Are you excited yet?”


“Yeah! I can’t wait!” he smiles at me and there is an awkward silence. I hate it when this happens, so I sidle over to my mom in the most savvy manner I can manage in search of safety. 


When the lady is done filling our tank, and Aunt Patty and Uncle Todd’s diesel is full, we move out again. I can’t help noticing how different the landscape is. There’s no more sage brush and crab grass! Here it is thick forest like something out of ‘Jurassic Park’ and I know were getting close to our camp for the night. 







. . . 


When we turn into the camp our horses holler their greeting from the trailer. Pompey my horse is the loudest, and I laugh. I laugh even harder when I see how prominent he is next to my aunt and uncle’s quarter horses who stand next to him. They are all tall, brown and wear rope halters that blend into their coats. My mom and I call Pompey an old man with small man syndrome. He stands about 15 hands half the size of the other horses and is solid white. He also just so happened to be wearing his  thick florescent pink halter my mom and I got him as a joke a few weeks ago, and  I couldn’t help but find him incredibly beautiful, gelding or no. 


As soon as we find our camping spot we unload the horses and sit down at the table and light a fire. It feels so good in the chilly night air. I close my eyes and feel the heat tighten the skin on my face. When it gets too hot I turn around to get my other side and chills run along my skin where the cool air had been moments ago. Now that my eyes are clear from the smoke I open them and stare up at the stars peaking out between tree branches. A car pulls into the parking lot and I turn to see Lara, my sister, and Perry, her husband, stepping out of their old gray Mercedes. We all grin and run to greet them. I throw my arms around her and take in the smell of incense and …... Ponds Cream maybe? I’ve never been able to place that sent. Every time I see her I think it is something different. “You hungry?” I ask and she looks back at me eyes sparkling.


“Starving.”


Before I know it our bellies are full and a sense of adventure fills the camp. Mine is sparked by youth, my family’s, by alcohol. We decided to go for a swim in Crescent Lake,  just across the road from our camp. That is if we can find the road. We stumble through the trees in the darkness until we fear we are lost forever. Just then it reveals itself to us, illuminated by a ray of moon light that slips through the think braches above us, and we follow the road down to the lake. On the shore there is a huge sign saying “day time use only” but we don’t care. We strip down to our underwear or in my case my swimming suit and wade into the water. The sand is soft and warm beneath my feet. I go in until only my head is peaking above the surface. I close my eyes, the water surrounds my body, smooth and cool against my skin like a silken cast. The brisk night air bites at my cheeks until I can feel them glowing red, and every fiber of my body is in heaven, weightless, free. 


There is only one thing missing, and I reach down an touch the mother goddess pendant that rests on my chest above my heart, a coming of age present from my mother. I trace it with my fingers and the image unfolds itself behind my eye lids. The crescent moon lying on a body of water with the mother goddess lying naked in its grasp.  She is one with nature, completely free, wild. I open my eyes and stare at the moon a crescent on the lake and am tempted for a moment to let go. To strip down and lie in the crescent reflected on the lake and revel in the connection of life itself. I look over and see my family has no problems with such things, for their underclothing  now lies abandoned on the beach. Why not!! I think to myself, but something stops me. Modesty, fear, rejection, which I’m not sure. I sigh and give up.  I have no desire to let my mind ensue another battle, not today, not now. I just stay as I am and float along the surface, letting the moment soak into every fiber of my body.  Lara is singing and it echoes with an eerie beauty in the still night air. I am in a dream, a dream I have dreamt many times. I want to stay here forever. 


When every one gets up to leave I stay in the water in hopes they will forget about me for a while, but the fear takes over. I’m to scared to stay here alone and I wade out of the water and follow them back to camp.  





 

…

We have been on the road for hours, and we are almost to the beach. I am riding with my Aunt Patty. My mom was afraid to drive the windy roads by herself, so my Uncle Todd is with her. Tom Petty’s voice is blasting in the speakers around us and we sing along word for word. Neither of us missing a beat. I can see her shaking with excitement and I can see that she can’t wait to get to the ocean. Me I’m not so sure. I have no desire to fit the mold, to be like everyone else. I wonder what will happen the ocean is in my blood. The whole side of my mom’s family was born under a water sign. My mom is a Pisces and the rest of us are Cancers. It is said that we come from Gypsies who used to sail the seas to and fro. Of course that is just a family legend but our attraction to the ocean, or water in general is undeniable. Will I fall in love with it as my family has? As so many before me? I don’t know what to hope for or what to think. Again my mind is at war. 


We pull into our campsite and there is a flurry of bodies, and commands, and camping equipment as every one is in a hurry to walk down to the beach. I do my part and we have a week’s campsite setup in a record of about 15 minutes. My Uncle and Perry decide to stay at the campsite so just the girls go. Me, my mom, my sister, and my Aunt Patty. We bring a bottle of Two-Buck-Chuck and all take turns taking sips out of the bottle. I only take one sip for fear of being overly reckless. We walk about a half a mile and a sand dune rises up in front of us. “There it is,” my mom says “right on the other side.” We hike up my mom and aunt in the lead, my sister and I at the rear. I am the last to get up the dune because I am fighting with myself again. 


I walk over the edge and am greeted by a beast I have never before encountered. Waves higher than my head crash in the distance and water stretches as far as my eye can see. I have no desire to love this beast that has stolen the hearts of so many and yet there it is mocking me, taunting me with its fierce beauty. No!! I can’t I don’t want to blend into the background. I want to be me. But then it hits me. This is me. So what if I blend into the background, so what if I’m like some one else, this is me!! This is who I am! Then and there I felt that primal urge to love what is mine that flows through my veins, my heart my soul, take over and I know I will never be the same. No more will I hide that girl, for she is me too. No matter how rude she can be and no matter how wrong she is all too often. She is human as am I, for we are one. 


That night as we sat on a slab of driftwood sharing the bottle of wine sisters holding on to sisters, mothers to daughters, and aunts to nieces, we saw something incredible. something beyond the norm, something those who have spent their whole lives out there have seen but twice. We saw whales. They drifted on the horizon twisting, and turning, and leaping amongst the waves. Some say they were feeding but I like to think different. I like to think they were there for us, a family whose love runs so deep there is no breaking. A family who finds out who they really are when they are together.  A family born and made from the sea. Wild, free, and full of passion. I have never felt so alive as I did that night, and not because I’m supposed to but because I took off that mask and let myself show. No more pretending, no more fear, I was who I was born to be. I could finally see. There were no lies or false hope blocking my vision. That night my mask was destroyed never to be seen again, and a new life started.  My life. 
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