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The Blue Surfer
by prithi shukla
Madelyn adored her renowned non-conformist father.  He was an accomplished surfer and deep-sea diver in Australia who had swapped the tough dry bush country for a carefree existence swimming off the West Coast. Several surfers and deep-sea divers had been trained by him at Cottesloe Beach, not far from Perth. 
His daughter Madelyn was more like her Australian father than her Italian mother. She had pale skin and dusky blonde hair, with brown freckles that ran along the bridge of her nose. The freckles bothered her, especially the large one at the tip, which turned red in the sun. 
When she was in primary school, the kids would laugh and call her Rudolph. 
 “Dad,” she would tell him, “School is a tricky mean place.” 
“Yes, I know,” he’d say laughing, “It’s the indoctrination yard!” 
Then one day she came home from school with a bruised arm.
“What happened?” asked her dad.
“It was Mrs Grant,” Madelyn said grimacing, “she was mad because I was laughing.”
After several similar repetitions, her father decided that the school was not a good environment for Madelyn and that he would educate her at home. 
Arnie, a surfer’s son, had come to live with them when Madelyn was fourteen. He was the same age as her. 
With her dad as her ‘guru’, Madelyn had become an expert on the surfboard, outdoing most of the older kids in surfing competitions.
“Dad’s the best,” she’d tell them proudly, “you should see him on the breakers, … when he surfs the big waves… it’s just magical. He knows exactly when to navigate through the swell before he stands up and just cruises.”
Arnie too had gradually become an expert surfer. They would challenge each other but Madelyn invariably outshone the lad. 
One afternoon when Madelyn was at her father’s shop ‘The Surfers’, Madelyn’s mother, while deep sea diving, ascended too quickly to the surface. She had “the bends” and did not survive. 
“Something lurking in the cold underwater had startled her,” one of the crew told her father. 
Five years after the incident, a disastrous cyclone struck Cottesloe Beach. The storm, stirred up by the Trade Winds, destroyed everything in its path. It ripped apart her father’s shop with him in it, killing him. Madelyn was with Arnie at the time in Brisbane. He had asked her to accompany him as he had to leave urgently. He had a commitment he had to meet on the East Coast. Unknown to Madelyn he had bought them a house on the beach, ready for his proposal. 
She was engulfed by grief after her choice to go with Arnie and blamed herself for the tragedy. “If I hadn’t left with you, I would’ve been able to stop dad from going to the beach.” This belief continued and slowly soured their relationship. Soon everything about Arnie annoyed her. His continued secretiveness aggravated her and caused mistrust. She also rebuked his boyish crude beach ways.

Later in Brisbane, Madelyn met Karl Korhonen, a young man from an affluent family in Helsinki. She struck up a relationship with him, leaving Arnie out in the cold. 

A week after meeting Karl, she left with him for Finland. Madelyn hoped with Karl she would find happiness. She was tired of fighting life’s injustices. Helsinki was so cold, and Madelyn hated living there. In his own home, Karl became dominant and she found herself trapped in an abusive relationship. 

 “Is this what I want?” she had asked herself, yearning for her old life back surfing on the seas with Arnie. 

“That’s it,” she told Karl one night “I’m leaving tomorrow morning.” Madelyn tried to contact Arnie, but he did not answer; he must have got on with his life, she thought. 

Two days later she disembarked at Brisbane Airport, hoping to restart her life. Madelyn realised she was alone. As she waited blankly in the queue for a taxi, her phone beeped with many replies and an unexpected tap on the small of her back startled her. She spun around to find Arnie grinning.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said, “my flight from Sunshine Coast was delayed.”

“Arnie, oh my God what are you doing here?” Madelyn threw her arms around his neck. 

“I’m here to meet you, silly. Why else? I understand what you’ve been through…I do… Let’s go, I’ve something to show you…do you remember the house we both loved on the beach…?”

 “Yeah!” Madelyn replied gazing at him, glad and relived to have Arnie back!

***
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