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Cate Hayes

When the River Meets the Sea 

A Work of Fiction. 
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On sunsets she ran. Perfect grey clouds, edged, only one, with orange depth. Only one. As if from heaven. Embraced by a freedom of the changing of time, where in that space, her feet moved without thought. Only in breath and shades she had felt in moonlight and darkness, when she had been broken by love and raised above it did she find memory without form.
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Winter


[image: ]


The signs up at the Farmer’s Market and the Spring Fair were colourful, creative, and written with chalk. Pen thought they could offer a form of inspiration to the writer’s block in The Cabin. As the ocean swirled and the wind gusted and eeked into the gaps in the window frame, Pen doodled in her journal and thought of a letting go of the manuscript, writing a strong conclusion. The wind churned on and the rain beat down on the roof and she finally fell asleep on Dog, feeling its warmth and deep breathing of rest. 

The River and the Sea

The river is strong and calm.

It moves me slowly.

Beautiful vistas

Passageways moving in directions unknown.

The sea is moody

Complex

Challenging

Uncontrollable

Concurring. Unattainable.

When the river and sea meet

The river flows in

On currents

And flows of its own accord.

The sea devours.

They become one entity

At the place where they join.

Currents

Swirling

Tumultuous

Stirring up things hidden from underneath

They make their own life force

The river feeds the sea

The sea takes her to unknown places

Of danger and mystery

Full force, uncontained

Waves thrashing

Particles

With memories of their own.

Of muddy depths

Life forms beginning and ending with in.
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Meet Verity, the highflying trapeze artist, the dog trick sensation. Come inside, lift the edge of our tent, to find the bearded lady, lions, tigers, the Sensational Ringmaster, the flame throwers, the magicians, plenty to dazzle the senses for young and old.

Pen wrote even though she couldn’t move from the run. Her fingers still moved, and she scratched out the essence of the circus tent, where the characters of the story were floating on this day. Her characters Faith with a Tattoo ‘Verity’ and Verity with only her bare hands to catch the fall of another and no way to stop the animals from crying except in the stillness of the glistening water, where there were none.
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Spring
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Writer’s block had tangled itself around knotted muscles that Pen could not touch. Heaviness distracted by moments of pleasure; caffeine, pungent tastes, moments of distraction. The weather had turned. Spring escaped. Dreams restless. Dates booked. And then the block. The page. Bigger that training notes – performance anxiety. 

The page – yearning for k.m.s – on the road – yearning for words. 

I just miss you. 

Pen faced the page.

The question. 

Love. Taken. 

Dark forces. 

Pen wrote in her journal: 

I don’t want those shackles. Leaders can harness armies; dark energy is my nemesis. Girls diving for crabs; circus, lust, illusion, desire, where most float. 

Love. lost.
And him, from your ancestry - entwined. This day, in a world of shade, lives floating like ocean merriment. 
Pen played in long afternoon shadows along flimsy paper. 

Restlessness in the rest. Temptations unwanted. Bad coffee shop food pulling the win away. Fire, dance, dark forces, wolf dreams, all lost in a confused space of softness. Pen tried again, re-edit. The pressure of time. They wouldn’t play. How can a runner write?

Non-sensical. 

Unimaginable. 

A circus tent. Bearded men. Scantily clad women. Gasps. Knives. Illusions. Darkness, Queer space. Verity flying a tight rope. Incompetence of language. Shift it out of the perception of damage and fatigue. 

Why had she done the coffee. The time. 

Do you remember our time?

Pen wrote – “The correct question”, perhaps. 

Veri and Faith. Her characters

A TIME to grow fibres of youth. 

A time of inner strength. 

“I’m standing by you and I’m diving into you with love.”

“I’m diving into you.”

“I fall all the way into you.”

The words of memories of her love, creating characterization mess. 

There are all the things they had said, just by standing close.

“I love you (with my all)”.

Enough for a lifetime. 

Too much coffee and Nocturne. They were only just friends who had known each other for a year. 

Pen wrote in her journal even at 1 or 3 am when, she tossed and gasped from sleep. 

In that dream. Waking. Floating outside of myself, in the ethereal. 

Pen imaging Verity’s words:

Parts we had lost, times when we bounced over soft waves, at waist height. Moving up and over each other, to my waist or higher, until I floated footless and clung to you in the depth – only for moments. Bones strong, salty, diving down. 

Diving again. Holding breath, telling me to swim against the current. 

Then, suddenly, alone. 

––––––––
[image: ]


The dreams of Verity and her own become fragmented and mixed, like a scene yet captured by Monet. 

Floating in the dream. Once again. Tangling me in its web. Where patches of darkness held some light. You of light. You I could fall into. A wave of peculiar emptiness. 

Pen woke started, and wrote in her journal, flicking on the bedside lamp, feeling loneliness and rest revive her uncomfortably. 

You never asked me the question:

“What was your Dad like?” Perhaps on a summer’s evening at a picnic dinner. 

“He looked kind”, you had said about his photo. 

“He was, but I was only a kid when I lost him,” was the mumbled answer on the hush of your breath. 

If he was kind, I would gladly relinquish all I had of it for you to hold me once more. 

In dark spaces of dawn and dusk, times chase me in the unknowing of your form. 

––––––––
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Pen avoided her own thoughts, there were no more tears to feel it seemed, there was clarity in the page.

Just like Verity and Faith Pen thought, feet pounding on an encapsulation of breath. Faith living in dreams and times of the past. Cuts in surgeries, C-sections, one after the other, performed precisely without effort, holding nothing except the lust of the swim and memories of Mr. Jelly. 

Paws out - paddling water. 

Verity, dancing at the edges of knife throwing and illusion. Lost in dream scapes, until a letter made her run. 

“Here is your painting. I never want to see you again.” Words born out of truth of love. Not wanting to sit as witness to delusion and self-destruction. 

The mirror of her own fears and terrors of failure. Her own knife’s edge at the other end of the spectrum; it all hung on the spin of a coin; Faith too familiar to Pen. Failure. A darkness to harness and harness again and again through words. Alphabet forms creeping along the page.  

Pen wrote in the stillness of frogs croaking and sucking their feet onto her window. You visit me in creatures and bring me back to life again. The run of lust and fire dance, exhilaration already counting down to dawn from just after dusk. Where others played. There were never enough hours of that other deep place of repair. 

“Verity ran along the beach, a flat hardened sand, cursing and calling her name. Faith. Faith. Faith. Panting into the cold burning darkness of dawn. Beneath her body, Gran and Grandpa and Mr. Jelly, born from a river dance of stories unending, and floating within other realities.”

Your eyes held my oceans. Pen wrote of the memory. 

A story of youth and love and being lost in watery depth.

Light changing, sand churning and the emptiness of a choice. 

Pen blamed herself and her run felt flat. 

Save the world Pen. Deliver the memories of laughter and sunlight and roses. 

High protein, caffeine smoothie soothed her tired legs after a blissful run. Pen had found the stillness in softness. Feet floating, running in his top from 30 years ago. Faded from salty winds and storms that beckoned her. Even then. 

Pen ran along the water’s edge. Softness in shades, the sun bleached, misty rain subduing everything. 

In softness she had found the miracle she had prayed for the day before. In softness of colour there was no pain. 

As Pen worked the tiredness out of the muscles, she drifted in words and sounds, affirmations, white noise, pace slowing into love. 

A miracle – what would hers be? A run without pain. A gift. 

Of nothing but the softness of rain drops on her skin. 

Breath. Free. Alive. 

Gentleness of reeds and birds landing on glistening water. 

Love given as if by a gift from god. People so kind. Love flowing like the gentleness of rivers into an ocean on a calm day, allowing it to have the freedom of its storm and utter knowingness that it would come back to calm on the surface, when the depth had not even moved. Not even in the slightest. For how can love ever become a storm, even when rivers touch the ocean with minute inklings of a universal dream size of.... Pen remembered the breath in the run. It was just air and it was unfair her love would never read the words of her manuscript.

Run like a man Pen, Aggressive. Ruthless. She’d been passed by male elites in training.

“Morning” he had said. Sweaty. Breathless at threshold. 

Slow down. Pen. Slow down. 

Race strategy. Slow to start. Conserve and go. 

Pen re read her training notes. Reflection. Useful. Powerful. Doubts. Too often. 

Why a miracle for wealth? You already have so much. 

—
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Faith and Verity listened to Mr. Jelly eat the bone. 

He chewed for a long time. 

Intent. Rhythmical. Getting ever lost in the marrow. He did not chew without them. 

They sat for a long time. 

—
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Pen couldn’t write. Coldness of the run had set in. 

Mr. Jelly’s cheekiness. His wagging tail. Lost. 

—
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The ocean was expansive. They had played for some time. 

—
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Gone again. Pen played with the font. Energy coming back into her. 

People were more interested in the how’s. 

It’s not about the how’s. 

How can you win with an injury? How do you stay focused? How did you find time to write all your books?

Pen took lots of notes as the discussions with the audience went along. Her on stage. Not moving from but not answering fully the personal questions that were posed. Mostly about her personal life and why she wasn’t married; she’d heard it all before. 

She read sections of her books. Some of her motivational work. Showed some photos. Posed some questions. Some young models waltzed out with her clothing range on. Pretty and young always sold. It went down well with the crowd. 

She never talked about her rituals. Her thoughts during the run, not her real thoughts. Yes, about the challenges. About the nature of the mind. But not about the softness of the colours. 

Her characters played in those spaces. 

Her characters stayed in the darkness of circus tent and the loss of love. They frolicked in scenes of autumn leaves and discussions about the scent of a rose. 

“When night fell you were gone from me,” the diary scratched away when sleep would not prevail.

People assumed there was no fragility in her. Yes, but you won, they all said. 

==

Verity – 

When will you be here?

Faith 

Never. 

Verity—

When will you be with me again?

—
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Training is not any more real than words on a page. But in the tiredness of the after space – where energy has been burnt, words scratching on paper bring it back into somewhere of the inter-ness of nowhere. 

Pen stretched her legs. Your legs were my legs. Muscly. Strong. Solid. The injury. It was there, but in her run, there was softness of falling rain falling on her skin. 

In my love for you I drown in that ocean. Forever lost. As I could not hold a river. 

Pen’s story had wrapped around her for days. 

Rain pouring down. 

Dripping. 

A broken horse as love had found her only once and shattered her completely and shook everything, she knew about winning. 

It caused storms of triumphs and breathlessness of loss. 

Loss so human and real – nothing held the control of running and yet they met somewhere – this river and ocean - a river of ego self – trapped, defined into the infinity of the all; an ocean of universal dimensions, dark, vast, deep, omnipresent. Words Pen used in her meditation. Intangible. Little diversions against fatigue doubts creating reality. In the constancy of rain, timelessness of love and loss broke her for hours again, the stallion that stood against storms, unfaltering, floating, guided, on target and in the loss of love she found and surrendered to it not to surrender at all. 

Rest and recovery where she did not listen to her heart hard enough brought her the ultimate of pains. 

The note of goodbye. 

On sunsets she ran. Perfect grey clouds, edged, only one, with orange depth. Only one. As if from heaven. Embraced by a freedom of the changing of time, where in that space – her feet moved without thought – only in breath and shades she had felt in moonlight and darkness when she had been broken by love and raised above it, did she find memory without form. 
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The River
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She sits and lets everything wash over her.

Body empty.

Longing.

Yearning for speed. For the rush of adrenalin that hides long forgotten needs for gentleness.

The cold ocean breeze erodes her fears and simultaneously scoffs down her dreams. She stands at the edge of cliff face and removes her shoes, her feet bleeding from blisters.

Dreams of gentleness hide in the dark crevasses of scraggly rocks. Spiders, crabs and seashell creatures’ clings and hide. They stay unmoving until her head goes down in tears. The pain shoots through her body. Kilometre after kilometre along the sand, back in those days of colour and childhood, freedom and trust. 

The tears stopped with a certainty they would be the very last. Had she embraced what she did not want to? Now finally finding the beauty in the water rippling at a distance.

As she bent forward to wipe her bleeding feet with her sock, her key fell into the cracks.

Spiders worked their way along the shiny edge of the object, and she pushed her hand into the gap without hesitation, removing it, scratched and her finger dripping with red life flow. 

She wrapped her other sock around the gash and pushed her shoes on, put the key in her pocket and made sure this time it was zipped up. 

Typing would impossible today. 

Everything was everywhere. The manuscript. 

Nothing really made sense. 

Scribbles since back then. In the time of running on the sand. 

“Come on Dog, let’s go
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