ENJOY THE SEASON
By Marcy Waidie

July 2, 1994

APA V #9

Ah, Independence Day.
Everyday during the summer of
my elementary/junior high
school years saw me flaunting
my independence. Around the
fourth of the hottest month
was special, more so in 1938.

Growing up on the shores
_ake Michigan, | reailly
dn't suffer from tne nheat.
st kids don't anyway. The
July temps made swimming alil
tne more enjovabie.

The favorite daytime
nangout auring the summers
aftter my fifth anc sixth
grades was Southport Beach.
The pociio outbreak had had a
ccunie of years to subside
sirce the Salk vaccine had
been distributed. So hordes
cf us from elementary schoc’
age to nigh schoolers {lccxac
to the "in" spot. There were
~arely any problems, as
crowded as the bath house,
Seacn, water and piers were.
Mom even iet me go aione
scmeTtimes. One of those times
was trhe summer after seventn

grade. it was extremely
important. | was on a
mission.

Tnere was an unwritten,
unspoken code regarding a rite
cf passage among kids in our
soutnside neighborhoods. How
we all assimiiated this
«nowledge was a mystery. We
just knew alil about the
contest, the timing, the
rules. We aiso knew that each
wno tried had to be successful
or suffer everilasting
humiiiation.

The summer before a kid
started eighth grade, he/she
was expected to swim the
channel between the
breakwaters at Southport.
When he made it, he BELONGED.
This was paramount to every
kid who was a "people person”.
Some of my friends already
belonged.

It was rumored tTo e
dangercus. The choppiest
water in the area was in the
channel. There were stories
of undertows puiling kids
miies off snore and their
bodies being found days later
several miles south of the
state iine into !liinois. Bui
i couidn't dwe®l on that.

was a good diver and swimmer.
The day had come. i was
ready. Juiy 5, 1958 - ore day
nefore my 12th birthcay.

As | approached the beach
cn my bike, | noticed that the
water was calm and sparkling.
| set my bike in a rack (no
lcck needed) and gazecd out
over the lake. The swimming
area was almost entire’ly
enclosed by breakwater. HuUg
soulders were stacked next
and on tco of each other un
tney rose out of the water.
At the spct farthest from
snore was a large gap in tne

ot (2

breakwater. Tne channe.. A3
i stared at 1t, it seemec tc
double in size. Could | swim

the length of a football
fielg?

Several girls wno were
going into ninth grade (we had
three year junior nhigh
schoois) strolied past me
while wnispering amonrg
themselves. i watched them
prance up onto the boulders at
the shore and skip along the
rocks to the end of the
breakwater. One by one, tney
swam effortlessly across the
channel and climbed onto the
oppcsite breakwater. From
atop the highest boulder, one
of them called, "Your turn,
Marcy." That was keen.
Bobbie actually talked to me.

I siowly removed my
tennies, as we callied them,
and climbed the boulders.
Although | had walked on the
breakwater hundreds of times,
| did so more deliberately
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that day, horoing to exuce "om a2 way it's sTuzig,
conf-cerce anc determ-nztion. Panne. T3 stupic zut it's
Pnystca’ly | was stauncn; reat.”
emcticona’lly | was a mess. " «ncw.'" sre said with a
What if i couldn't make it? grin.
And the iifeguard had to Most kids thirk that a
~escue me” Utter numi iation way tTo become indepencent is
Jyou'd srevent me from T0 become ore of the'r crowd.
attercng oublic schoc'. Acceptance arnc a’ i tra: 3Lt
At tne ecdge of %tne rom Tnhnen c©n, § owasn T Ioo
cranng’ stoppec ancd oeerec gager to playvy the same
ccwn. Giant swells rose arc 5CC°2T&. S&Tes tnat my fesrs
fe'l as if to dare anycnz t:o ceemed necessary to BILONG.
cTsrunt tneir motion. Lowas <new Whai w3z important.
nez~ 'y mesmerized wra~n Sernass TNET was thne mes:s
Zozze’'s gecod Tuck catl ~2eFu. zi~Tngay anc
re@actec Ty ears. ‘T Wa3 Tren ncesencence DJay gifz ever
that mre2a’izat’con s’agcosed me n ~aczzsed
tne Tace. '
" ~ad been acceztad oy
Tne Kigs a.ready! 't wasn'z: Happy birthday, Arnie.
ahoUT wnat | was on the verge
27 co-rg. £ was about wro | “appy birthday, U.S.A.
a reacy was. Everycre i ever
saw try tre cnanre’ swim mace
i (¥ it wasn't sa‘s
Tifeguarce woulgn't n
smiling at me. The
cusiness was Jjust a
. Crew myse.f u
£.71 B'6”, inhated un
tungs hurt and dived
a’: of z“e force my
couic muster. After
sirong uncerwater suro«¢.
iooxed around. Sccores of
D ants waved at me from the Supmittad tc APA VWES on 2 July
crannel bottom. Plants didn'=z 1994 by Marcy Walidie, 698C
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surfaced haifway across

the charrel. A few easy
stroxes tcok me to the
breakwater. Bobbie gave me 2
hand to the top of the rocks.
There, we alil chatted anc even
spo<xe to some BOYS. Onre part
of me fe'lt pumped up while
another part felt let down.
Genera'ly, | was relieved.

That night, | went into
my sister's room to tell her
about my episode. She was
geing to be a high school
senior and had just recently
started to accept me as a
relative.





