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Gratitude for Friends
and Sunsets

The weather was finally turning chilly, the
presence of the looming winter frigidity could
be felt in the wind that whipped my hair
around my face. I shivered in my light jean
jacket and regretted not bringing a blanket or
at least a sweatshirt. I stepped onto the calm,
deserted Cape Cod beach, and I picked my
head up at the expanse ahead, a scene that
calmed and exhilarated me simultaneously. I
tore my wide eyes away from the horizon and
casted a peek at my friends standing next to
me. They had the same expressions of
enchantment on their faces. 
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 Surrounded by seagul ls in Mayf lower Beach, Cape Cod. 

The pastel  sky in th is picture evokes a sense of  calm.
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In the time that we had spent in Cape Cod, I became
a beach enthusiast. Anytime I had nothing pressing
to do, I forced one of my friends to hop in the car so
I could drag them to the nearest beach. Most of the
time, we walked right along the shore, just out of the
reach of the waves, that seemed to be stretching to
greet us. I paused periodically to snap a few
pictures, wanting to capture the moment where the
sun hit just right, or when the clouds aligned
themselves in such a way that was even prettier
than before. My friends probably thought I was
overdoing it by taking so many photos. I just wanted
to capture the beauty and what I was feeling in
those moments, so I would never forget it.

Having grown up on a lake, I was not accustomed to
the smell of the ocean beach or sight of the the
waves crashing against the shore. I was more
familiar with the smell of evergreens and a lazy roll of
water that did not have enough energy to crest. Sure,
I had some experience with the ocean from vacations
and such, but the view of an empty ocean beach
managed to take my breath away. My friends and I
walked along the beach, silent except for a few ooo’s
and ahh’s, content to just take in the views and
reflect on it to ourselves. The feeling of being so
minuscule in the face of the ocean and sun took over
my thoughts. I couldn’t help but think about all that
the ocean had endured, what lives and had lived
since the beginning of Earth. It was so powerful to
me that I paused walking, wondering about how I
have never really thought about that before. Perhaps
all I needed was a moment of calm silence,
surrounded by the comforting company of my friends
to come to this intense realization.

The different tones of blues merging together between the sky and ocean drew my attention. 

My friends and I jumped from rock to rock while feeling the
spray of the waves.

This was taken at the Cape Cod National Seashore,
minutes before we saw a few whales and seals!
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Sometimes, I would bring a blanket so we
could read our books. We would find a
remote area on the nearest beach, plop
down, and be absorbed in our fictional
worlds as the real one gave us a perfect
setting to read. The bright sun made the
words jump off the page, the crisp wind
flipped the pages for us, and the waves
hitting the shore created a rhythm that
allowed any worries to dance away from
consciousness. For some rare moments, I
was just content to sit and not think. 

What I am most thankful for from the beaches in Cape
Cod is my deeper appreciation for sunsets. We had
received a local tip to check out this beach about ten
minutes away, called Mayflower Beach. Looking for
something to do one evening, we decided to check it
out. Pulling up to the parking lot, we were not expecting
much. We grabbed our stuff and walked to the beach
anyways. As we trudged over the sand bar, we were
thankfully mistaken. The sun was setting, putting
brilliant colors on display over a beach that stretched for
miles. It was low tide, so we dropped our stuff and
started walking towards the sun, minimal words spoken.
We stayed there until almost everyone else had left,
eyes wide open as the sun dipped below the horizon. I
loved sunsets before, but the view influenced me to
make a promise to myself: anytime I had the
opportunity to take a break and watch the sunset, I
would take it. I have kept this promise, even as the
responsibilities of an active college student grow. I
remember leaving Cape Cod, deeply grateful for
beaches to roam on and friends to roam with. MS

Another view from Mayflower Beach. The horizon made it
seem like I could keep walking and reach the sun. 

One view from Mayflower Beach, where the water was so
calm that I could see my reflection clearly.
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