
By Stephen Rusiniak 
 
 
 There exists within each of us a mysterious longing to be near the water, specifically, 
the beach; the ocean. Some would say that it’s our natural desire to return from which we 
evolved, but I would suggest that the reasons aren’t quite so Darwinian.  

 If only it were summer. 

 For me, the oceanic attraction is personal. Its waters, unlike other aspects of my life, 
remains constant; unchanging; timeless. No matter the issues that tend to drive my day to day 
existence, and unlike the fast paced world in which I live, the ocean remains as it was when we 
first met that summer soon after my fourth birthday. And as always, the ocean never fails to 
meet my expectations; never once has its waters ever let me down.   

 Being near the beach for me is the catalyst that allows for my cathartic                
transformation from that of a weary traveler navigating through life’s daily drudge and into a 
much more relaxed and peaceful soul. My proximity to the waves inevitably provides me with a 
proportional response as my body and my soul prepare for a sandy reunion.      

 The beach holds the power to ignite my senses in a way that no other place on earth 
can match. Whether it’s nothing more than gazing out across the horizon and daydreaming 
about the pirates and privateers that long ago plied the waters, or simply sitting in my sand 
chair—basking in the warmth of the sun while listening to the rhythmic cadence created by 
the sounds of countless waves crashing seconds before succumbing upon the shoreline, the 
result is always the same: magical; rejuvenating. It’s the sun, the surf, the waves in motion, 
the tangy-sweet scent of the air, the feel of the warm sand beneath my feet—all coming    
together to create a most perfect experience. 

 The beach has long been a soothing salve for my soul; a saline solution that never fails 
to provide me with a temporary reprieve from all of the more worldly  problems for which 
I've no control. Is it any wonder that we savor the simple pleasures experienced once we    
remove our shoes and stroll ankle deep near the water's edge? I would suggest that the ocean 
is our secret elixir; it’s our very own beach therapy, sans of course, the counselor or their 
couch.    

           



 

 

 The beach will always engage my senses—while at the same time recharging my internal 
batteries, and thus, my soul. A mysterious longing to be near the water? There’s nothing   
mysterious about it. And to this end I impatiently await winter's ultimate demise, all the while 
dreaming, if only it were summer.  
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the backstory: 
 
 It had been a brutally harsh winter for us in northern NJ. Subzero temperatures, wind 
and far too much snow had long since buried in white my tolerance for the season. 

 ‘If only it were summer,' had become my overriding thought; it had become my         
wintertime blues mantra. 

 And then I remembered a summery-seasonal piece that I’d written entitled My most  
perfect experience and it just so happened to be about my longing to be near the water, the 
beach and the therapeutic benefits I derived from each. Oddly enough, I wrote this piece the 
previous summer, early one morning, around 6:30am and while poolside at a house in Key West, 
Florida. 

 After locating the piece in my files and then giving it a read it occurred to me that 
there was a world of similar souls out there beyond my snowy community who most probably 
felt as disgusted by the weather as I. By changing exactly two lines and the title, my summer 
piece was rechristened: If only it were summer. 

 As a sometimes features writer for the Daily Times—a regional newspaper near our 
West Ocean City, MD home, I decided to share my new piece with them and their readers. 

 And as luck would have it, the paper published my piece two days after yet another 
monster storm had blasted through the northeast—including Maryland. The piece proved to be 
not only timely, but popular too—all things considered!  

 And while summer that year couldn't have come soon enough, it still arrived as it did 
every year—right on time! 

 

by the way: 
 Credit my brother Paul with the idea of man’s desire to return from which we came—
specifically, the sea. It came up in  a conversation as I was telling him about this new piece I 
was writing. His idea turned into the first paragraph, especially: “Some would say that it’s our 
natural desire to return from which we evolved.”  Thanks Paul! 


