




Flying

A monster is coming down the channel, roaring in the ears of everyone in its path. Its groans rumble the water as it nears the dock, waiting to take its next victim. Then it stops, quicker than it had begun and two familiar faces emerge from the monster which isn’t as scary anymore. It’s not a monster, but a boat which is calling my name to take a ride. I climb into the sticky seat and buckle myself in, like preparing for lift off into outerspace. The roaring starts again as my dad turns the ignition and the count down has begun. When we finally inch our way to open water, I prepare myself for the worst. Each wave though, is hooked and I feel as like we’re flying and are never going to land. When I am in the boat, it does not seem like a scary monster coming to get me, but just my dad and I, flying. Knowing that everytime we leave, we are going to come back like the boat onto waves in the water. As if it is the ocean’s promise to never hurt us because it is not a monster, but just a boat. A boat that no matter how fast or far, the ocean keeps its promise; it just lets us keep going, to keep flying.

