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    For Emma and Tess:


    What I wish for you is happiness.


    That is all.


    And that is everything.

  


  
    “Be happy. It’s one way of being wise.”


    —Colette
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  —contributed by Kim Mailhot


  

  
    “Travel. It will expand your definition of poverty, hunger, happiness, hope, fear, work, joy, and love.”


    —contributed by Mary Davies

  


  The line at the edge of seeing is either a horizon or a boundary


  I watched my brother and sister-in-law on a beach a few years ago as they stood at the edge of the world, a point of land jutting into ocean water, the sun setting and making that sky I like so much, blue-gray and white tinged with pink, flinging their only son—my favorite nephew—into that horizon as he married, standing with his bride inside a heart carved of sand, strewn with flower petals and shells, the tide reminding me of forces much larger into which all this is set, those gravitational urges that we all feel on a smaller scale than the earth, the sun, and the moon.


  As I looked out into the sea, I realized that the line at the edge of seeing is either a horizon or a boundary, depending on your perspective. It either keeps moving, sweeping you with it to new parts of the globe inside you, or it doesn’t. In such vast travel, a compass is vital.


  At that moment, I felt my heart catch as I watched my daughter Emma, barefoot in her sundress and newly dyed pink-and-black hair and arms festooned with black bracelets, one made of tire rubber and bottle caps, the other with a silver rectangle that read “redefine normal,” watching the wedding. She was standing on the edge of the sea and on the eve of turning fifteen in a few days, readying herself for a visit to a college on our way home from the beach, a place in which she would try to imagine herself walking and laughing and creating art and living and eating Cheerios and microwave macaroni and cheese.


  What will that moment be like when I turn her over to the world, wait for a good wind, and fling her into the horizon to do her own living, her own work in the world, like a kite with a long tail? My heart exploded and then started reconfiguring itself—with changes—inside my chest.


  I turned from the wedding to see Emma’s little sister, Tess, skipping in the water, going farther out as her beloved daddy stood by at a distance to allow for both safety and freedom, picking up sand and throwing it. She wiped her sandy hands on her pretty party dress, poking at sea foam with sticks, reveling in her first visit to the ocean. She was still reeling from our earlier swim in this magnificent huge wavy pool, those white crests crashing over her, knocking us both down, me desperate to hold her head above the wave and not lose her to the current, but getting thrown down myself, scraping my free hand on the hard bottom of the sea, and feeling the waves carry my red plastic Lafont eyeglasses with their happy and significant progressive bifocal lenses away from me.


  My panic at losing those glasses is but a drop compared with my panic at losing them, my precious daughters. In my head I see the waves crashing, that kite string snapping, but also the compass always pointing—not north, but home.


  And now, the time has come. My older daughter, Emma, grew up in the pages of my blog, 37days. As she prepared to graduate from high school and fly away, a prospect that sent my fast-beating heart beating faster, I wanted to prepare her, shore up her innate sense of self with some thoughts from outside her own experience. And so I reached out to readers of 37days to gather wisdom from the far corners of the earth to guide Emma as she traded one space for another, as she ventured into the world—still connected but in a vastly different way. What would you say to her? Or to your own seventeen-year-old self?, I asked. What thoughts would you ask her to consider? What would you have be her compass?


  What came pouring in amazed me, touched me, made me think about my own life. Could I have known those things at seventeen, even if someone told me? Perhaps not. Probably not. Life’s lessons are less to be put on like a shawl or a jacket than they are to be surfaced from somewhere deep inside us where disappointment and regret and hurt live. But the depth and breadth and sheer love in those messages moved me deeply
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  About the author


  “If the Buddha had two kids, a dog named Blue, a Southern accent, and a huge crush on Johnny Depp, his name would be Patti Digh,” wrote one reviewer after Digh’s grassroots best-seller, Life Is a Verb, was published. Patti is a Southern-born master storyteller whose stories are full of humor, poignancy, surprise, pain, and knowing. Life Is a Verb: 37 Days to Wake Up, Be Mindful, and Live Intentionally, was one of five finalists for the prestigious Books for a Better Life award and a nominee for a Book of the Year award from the Southern Independent Booksellers Association. Her award-winning blog on which it was based, 37days.com, brings together readers from ages 12 through 95 across the globe. Patti is also the author of Four-Word Self-Help: Simple Wisdom for Complex Lives and Creative Is a Verb: If You’re Alive, You’re Creative. Patti and her family live in Asheville, North Carolina. She speaks all over the world about living mindfully, is rather fond of peonies, zinnias, and kindness, writes a thank-you note every morning, and requires laughter in her life on a daily basis.
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  © Michael Mauney


  
    Be in touch, okay?


    patti@pattidigh.com


    twitter: @pattidigh / facebook: tinyurl.com/pattidighpage


    www.37days.com / www.pattidigh.com


    Patti Digh, P.O. Box 18323, Asheville, NC 28814 USA
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