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         “Finding Peace with Oneself to Secure Peace with Others”

“How dare you!” I yelled as I frantically tried to wipe the tears of my cheeks.

“How dare I?” He screamed back. “You are the one…” 

But I could not take it any longer. I could not hear him rant like this anymore. I had to get out… I had to go, somewhere, anywhere. I just could not stay here any longer. 

“Goodbye” I said sternly, in just enough time to grab my hiking gear, but unfortunately unable to reach anything else. But I did not care for I was out of there. I was on my own. I was being my own person again. I was tired of living under his control. I am my own woman; I deserve to be able to control my life, no matter how much civil disobedience this was portraying! I deserved better.

It was a long hike out of town, but I did not care. For a rush of freedom came over me and I was instantly reminded of my younger years. How I loved to hike, and explore. How I took for granite the ability to come and go as I pleased. It has been so long, ever since Fred and I married, that I had been on one of my nature hikes. I always promised myself I would not change for anyone. But changed for someone I did, and that someone was Fred. 


We have been married for over two years now, but the last six months have been hell. We fight as if we both had a burning hatred for one another, and I do not even know how this came about. For I know I care for him deeply, and I make myself believe he still cares for me; yet we never seem to be able to get over our new found differences. 


Finally to the forest I thought. O how I missed my forest. Every Saturday I use to visit with my hiking gear, very similar to the tools I was currently holding. 

“It has been to long” I whispered aloud. And almost immediately I felt as if the wind was speaking to me through the trees saying “Welcome home, Linda”. 

“Thank you” I replied.


But wait, what is this I saw? A no trespassing sign? How could this be? Who would do such a thing? “This is not right” I thought to myself. “Everyone should be able to enjoy such a beautiful experience as the ones that I once got to frolic through.”
“I will not let such a little symbol of power, such as this sign keep me from such a beautiful experience”. And with that said I climbed up that big metal fence. 


On the way down a suffered a few minor cuts but it was worth the pain. For once I jumped and my feet hit the soft earth on the other side of that fence, I felt once again that I had entered a whole new world. The birds were suddenly chirping, while the squirrels were gathering there nuts as if they did not have a care in the world.

“O how I wish I was a squirrel” I thought. Look at them wonder around, helping each other gather nuts as if they were all equals. And then it came to me as if God himself had come down from heaven and whispered into my ear “Selflessness”. One simple word, a word I heard a thousand times, yet now that I am of clear mind again, away from that dreadful city, all the cluttering noise, and my controlling Fred. 


And then it came to me. Like a dark cloud was removed before my eyes. It was not my Fred that had been the problem, it had been me. For all this time I was trying to please others, always trying to please others; never doing what I wanted to do. But now that I was here, where I wanted to be I could see finally that I need this. I need this nature here. I need to be able to be on my own and be able to think for myself, but yet at the same time show respect to my Fred, and in return my beloved Fred will show respect to me; just like the squirrels squandering for food in my vision, clear in front of me, are doing. 


Maybe it was the chirping of the birds or the kindness of the squirrels; but something that day allowed me to see far inside of myself. So far inside of myself that my life had changed. For at that moment I returned home, home to the city. But before I left I promised myself that I would return. I would return because it was what I wanted to do, because I should not feel guilty about doing what makes me happy. 
Thump… back onto the hard side of the earth, over the fence I had returned. The walk back into the city had seemed shorter than the same walk earlier that morning. Perhaps it was because I was anxious to see my Fred or perhaps it was because I was nervous to return to such an atmosphere. Well now was not the time to continue wondering why, for now I was “home”. 

“I am sorry” I said. 


I did not have to say anymore. And I could tell by Fred’s smile and embracing hug that all was forgiven. I think deep down he knew that all I needed was some fresh air and my moment of enlightment, my self-examination to occur to bring back the individualistic Lisa that he once fell so in love with. 
