            PACIFIC   OCEAN :  FROM  SEATTLE  TO  POULSBO

Upon observing the map of this land one has quite e bizarre sensation. 

At first glance it seems as if has been somehow turned upside down, such that the landmarks and  seamarks appear unusual, disordered, capricious, without sense, and only later does one understand that it is just like it is and that map is  being looked at in the right way. Upon this realization one remains astonished since, as far as the eye can reach, there has to be some kind of peculiarity!

Italy takes the shape of a boot, which is a well-defined form, South America ad Africa look alike in their triangular shape, the Scandinavian peninsula appears to be in the shape of a dog (almost) and certainly a defined shape it is, but what form may one discern here? None. It is all a big mess.

Yes, here the Pacific Ocean has done something not at all inherent to its name, it has enjoyed itself with the lands it washes upon, it stretches them, shortens them, corrodes them, carves them, chases them, but it gas built such a deceitful an perverse labyrinth that one has a great desire to enter inside and extract its mysteries, the charm, the promises.

And I decided to give it a try. With what kind of result I don’t know, but certainly with restlessness and enthusiasm.

In fact fate had set my first rendez-vous with this land to be with the sea itself; having arrived at Seattle airport  (where our Americans friends were waiting for us), following a short journey by car we boarded the ferry boat which carried us from Elliot Bay to Eagle Harbour, on Bainbridge island, crossing a strip of water called Puget Sound in the process. Our destination is Poulsbo, almost right in the heart o the “labyrinth”.

Finally, after a voyage lasting many hours I start feeling more relaxed. I had departed yesterday from Rome and here it is still indeed yesterday due to the time lag.

I sit on the ferry- boat which slides away calmly, I see some seagulls fly around us, while others pause motionless and silently on the posts in the bay. Careless of the world around them. Musky-green is the colour of the posts, grey- azure is the colour of the sea-gulls. Both still. Only the water around them moves, slowly.

A bit further dolphins play, jumping over the waves. I had never seen dolphins in the middle of the sea and these have certainly no been trained! Synchronized and perfect they draw an arch suspended in mid-air, then dive and start again in an explosion of splashes and joy.

In the meanwhile the hour is tinted by sunset and becomes sweet: so I see the first of those wonderful and never-ending sunsets on the Pacific.

Behind us the Seattle skyscrapers fade away in a pink mist, and in front of us the sea and the sky are painted red, pink, yellow, ochre, dark clouds streaked in orange extend all the way on the horizon skimming the snowy Olympic Mountains .

Everywhere I look I see are colours, transformations of colours which take my breath away, and I am inside them.

After about half an hour we land and take the car to travel the road which will take us home, passing again over the sea on a suspended bridge, than back again to land on a long tortuous way, then there’s a wood, then a path downhill; we have arrived.

Finally!

Our friends shows us the way, we go inside the house: entrance hall, stairs going down, living room, kitchen, veranda, and… the sea, once again the sea. The house end on the sea, on a long strait, placid and blue. The Olimpic Mountains are now close . Almost. On the waves, under the veranda, two boats are anchored, one a transparent sailboat. Even the American flag hoisted on its  throne, a tree, looks towards the sea and is calm, just as the air it breaths. The air becomes dark and still, waiting for the evening.

The first lights turn on, few and sparse: moons reflected on the waters and rippled by the breeze. The pier is slowly stretching out to sleep, while the repetitive silence of the undertow accompanies the night and ourselves.

A plane passes discretely through a sky without horizon and crowded with stars, its lights no longer fading.

I look, listen and loose myself. 
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Translation : Karim El Malki. 

