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On Wind-Surfing, Pleasure and Pain

By JOHANNA HYDE

the aching muscles, pulled and stretched bevond balief,
the feet shieed by barnacles, cuts full of pond mutk, and
the handy so swollen, red, und chafed they sre difficult to dose.
The pursuit of pleasure is painful indeed, especially for such
a0 anateur; : ‘ ‘
Perhaps there is no explanation for why we reach for al-
most impossible goals and dreams, Why set our sights on the
stars when the ground is so much more salid beneath us? I
it the vertainty of success that diaws us on? The knowledge
that i you try your very hardest, do your very best, vou'li

It’s hard to explain at fiest why yc)uk do it, why it's worth

alwaysbe s winner? Hal As Tpullon the vp-haul of my fallen .
sail yetagain, srms straining, back breaking, Dellmyself over

and over that I'll never make it beyond the lower fevel, and
Lknow jt's true. Then Tpull harder. :
Allover the world and through time wie've punished cor-
selves with hard work in the pursuit of pleasure, abetter life,
a state of happiness. “Follow your dreams” seermt s cliche,
but in truth it is what we've been doing and will be doing all
our fives; follawing our dreanis down the rocky ‘paths,

through brambles, over mountaing, and oo, for mg, on the
back of & wind-surfer, trying {0 achieve those moments of

uliimate freedom when the wind changes and the board be-

ooimes alive beneath me, leaping forward, straining against

theleashes of my arms. For a few momments at Tasst Tam trans-
gww:i toa world of sereaming exhilaration, of fulfillnsent,

Kating over the water Twish mz:gxmd would never end, the »
&

ocean goon forever, Then Dund
plained 10 a friend about the sches, the frustrations; and the
fallures, she turned (o e, a light of excitement in her eyes,

and said: “You know how to wind-surf? Teach mel” As i ]

were on & trip that could be taught! I only it was that sim-

};b;, biit one thing with dreams is that they belong to you only,
tis never anact of followiog in someone’s footsteps, for as
variable s our thoughis, our dreams cannot be exactly the

rstand why when I com.

same, and we are on owr own path regardiess of how hard
we iy Tdon't Know, Lean't be sure what her thouphis are,
orwhere thatexcitement comes fom, the willingnes for bard
work is there, Mavbe ghe vould be dowind chaser too.

And then the fatal misteke, gripilost or sail tilted too far

- backand Lam left suspended overwater, the wind lost, Frus-

tration is feeling the water close I ver my head, feeling the
shock of the sail itting the surface dnd knowing it is sink-
ing, stnking down 10 stick inthe mud.

Was it all for that then? Those moments of sxgitement,
of freedom seem briel now. An himage of sutfing for hours
in. . Bermuda, maybe, never getting tired, never having 1o
tack fashes ito my mind. Tpull myself back up onde the board
and sprawl ihere, eyelids drooping in exhiaustion, spitting ot
brackish pond water that tastes like goose poop. Always there
isthatshump, the point where it all seems pointless, and fail-
ure seems certain, Working and fighting their way through

- life, did the ancient Romans ever resch # belter way of lfe?

Did the Buddhisteever reéach Nirvana? Did the English in
their many crusades reach a stige of happiness? Have we?
Even in our literature the struggle is documented, the Joads
for instance, locked ina strugple for life, working and stare-
ing for that life, will It ever be reached?

Auother image comes, oneof my parents now, working
endlessly, a teacher and a Jandscaper, triing 1o earn a bet-

- Aer Bfe earn happiness, and ail the other parents trying to

do the same thing. We'll never make it, But even now, even
as Fthink it o yoguish breeze roffies my halr, tickles my face,
teases e Int6 opening my eyes, We are still standing, reach-
ing vp to the stars, the sky issall there, brifliant blue sbove
me; :

Joharna Hyde of Chilmark is @ member of the Class of

A998 at the Muartha'’s Vineyard Regional High Sehool, The

Vineyard Gazette thunks Dan Sharkovitz of the high
school English department for forwarding this exsay.
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Halloween: A Chance to Try a New Identity

ORESSED UP FOR HALLOWEEN last year. I wanted
Ixo be daring, different. And Halloween afforded
me the perfect excuse 1o do something qutrageous.
Halloween hos never been my forte. I dresy-
ing as soon as | realized I could gst as much candy
cating what we had lelt over at our house as I could
tramping around in the cold, Ask my mother, and
she'li tell you § always wanted 10 be something glam-
orous, something lasger than life, A rock star one year,
& princess the next. But my passion for being some-
thing T wasn't faded as § grew comfortable with my
reality. I wasn't ever goinixco be a fairy princess or &
rock star. Why dress up like one?

But some primal urge made me want lo dress u
again last year. 1 couldn't do anything tnditiomﬁ
couldn't be a sedate Claderella or vampire. I wanted
10 be the aatithesis of myself.

Then my friend Lenore gave me the
tume, even though she was only joking

rfect cos-

T busht ended { emporary black
¢ outhit ended up consisting of ta
hair dye, a0 earring wpith the b:ﬁ: broken oﬂ‘xxed o
my nose with toothpaste, & shirt trom my dad's army
dn;{% 3 l?nir of borrowed fatigues, and red

e lipstick finally made ms sure I Hked the cos-
tume. All my life I've wanied 1o be able 1o wear fire-
engine red fipstick, But a pale face snd brown bair
conspired agsinst me. Every time 1 pur a layer of it

on, my lips & to become independent of my face,
Bu}x‘ Jixhpih hair, for Halloween, it would be all
right,

The first person 1 saw in school that day grinned

enshesaid |
it. *Go as a grunge goddess. Dye your hair black and

By LYETTE MERCIER

st me and said, "Now you'll blend right in.” .

_ She was referring to the facr that ] was dressed for
Halloween the way many high schoolers dress daily.
But it made me think that no matier how you dress,
eventually you'll join in the crowd, 1t sounds ridicu-
fous to say, but sometimes it weems like the goal of

‘within the limits of what ev

JURIEE ‘95

life is to unite with your friends. Humans are socia-
ble creatures. We traved in packs. It has been this way
since we swung down from the tress a few millennia
ago. Back then it was for protection, and it sl is to-
day. I’y harder for someonce to ridicule you if you're

surrounded by 4 bunch of peaple wha hike you and
will defend you. But sometimes you begin lo feel stuck
ane expects from your
group. Once inawhile, even if only for a day, you have
to break out of the confines of your life.

Standing in front of my wairror that moraing, my
hair hardening into & sticky, black shell, lips hidden

under a layer of crimson beeswax, ! thought | was
beautiful. Why? Because I was dilferent, Anythinf
different from my normal appearance was beautiful,

1 was bored with myself, bored with my world. |
wanted 1o be something I wasn'L. i
Everyone is insecure about his or her image and
occasionally wants & drastic change. Maybe this ac-
counts for the new tresds in clothing design. The
hottest thing on the market for women right now is
the Wonderbra, It's an old {ashioned push-up bra. But
it represents the longing for & temporary, .not per-
manent, change. Befors, it was plastic surgery. Now
it's tha $18 equivalent of a box of Kleenex. And af-
ter the party you went o {o thavslinky dress, you can
ﬁ}x:ck to sposts bras and not worry about silicone

" When I got bome from schoo) that day, I went up-
stairs and took & bath. Sylvia Plath said in The Bell
Jar: *There niust be quite a few things a hot bath won™t
cure, but 1 don't know many of them.” As my hair
mehed off and my tired muscles relaxed, 1 decided
being myself would be fine for another year.

Lyette Mercier is a senior af Martha's Vineyard Re-
gional High School who plans 10 major In English at
college next year.
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