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 She is moving out - six months from now. Her bags aren’t packed and her apartment isn’t picked 

out, and she doesn’t even know to what town she’ll go- but she’s moving out, and half her heart has already 

left. She’s leaving behind the ocean and the mountains and the beautiful Douglas Firs for the bland rolling 

hills of the Midwest.  

 

 - 

 

 I curl my toes in the sand, close my eyes, and let the wet Pacific wind toss my hair around. I’m 

leaving the sand and the gentle flip, roll and coughing roar of a calm ocean, and I’ll miss it like I would a 

limb. The driftwood on which I sit and dig my fingernails into smells of flaky salt, which rubs off onto my 

jeans, and the clinging bits of shredded kelp, dry and faded to a papery white. Above my head, the 

wheeling seagulls fill the air with their cries, scavenging french fries from their lonely demise near garbage 

cans.  

 The Midwest is so different. Hot air, heavy with humidity, is stirred only by an occasional soft 

breeze. Cloudy days are oppressive; the heat intensified by the clouds almost close enough to touch. 

Diluted sun leaves your skin feeling yellow, and blurs the normally crisp edges of the shade; it makes me 

long for the horizon, the sun setting briskly over the mountains instead of creeping behind the trees. It’s full 

of overlarge hills dubbed mountains and miles of flat, open land. It’s civilization surrounded by farmland 

and farmland surrounded by towns. 

 On the ferry, I’m shaking with fear. We’re leaving for good, we’re not coming back, I’ll never live 

like I’ve lived my whole life again. Never to wake up in the morning to the horrendous scent of something 

rotting on the beach carried in the fog. I’ve always been able to walk for ten minutes and get to the beach, 

to see the pale sand under deep teal water, with ribbons of seaweed painted just beneath the surface and 

calm waves lapping the shore. Been able to have my hair lashed by the Pacific wind bending the firs behind 

me, and listen to the white crash of a stormy sea. Been able to think it normal to be sitting in a dinghy, 

surrounded by Orcas surfacing to breathe. I’ve always been able to feed fat harbour seals, their overlarge 

eyes begging for anything. I’ve watched otters, floating on their backs to break open sea urchins and 

gallivanting by the shore. I’ve cleaned seaweed from a swimsuit. I’ve portaged a boat across a road and 

straight back into the sea. I’ve paddled in the shallows covered in sand dollars, and played with baby crabs. 

Tried -and failed- to pry gumboot chitins from the walls of tide pools. Fallen in said tide pools. I can’t 

comprehend that I’m leaving these memories without basis, to run about in my head and disconnect 

themselves from what it is to be home. 

 We’re driving straight for the Rockies, travelling through the beautiful rainforest that’s home to 

me. I can see the firs and cedars and pines, stately and tall, looming beside the road. I think of the spaces 

under the trees, secret hollows only seen in the depths of winter when the brambles are free of leaves, 

which grow to become little homes you don’t have to build. The water running down the rocks and between 

the moss on the other side of the road makes me think of the drive up island, north on our path to anywhere 

distant from Victoria. I’m truly leaving; never going to leave the house with an umbrella, shorts and a 

sweater again, never going to walk the thin line of rocks that’s all that separates ocean and sky, never going 

to walk beneath trees and smell the sweet, earthy dirt, never going to live surrounded by water, water 

everywhere. 

 I’m leaving for an empty house, an empty town, and an empty home. There’s space to fill with 

family and memories; space to replace the sweet smell of damp earth, to replace the harsh, salty winds, to 

replace the distantly warm sun, to replace the crashing of the ocean against the rocks, to replace the 

creaking sway of firs, to replace the comfort of home.  


