
It had been about ten years since I left my concrete home. I never felt the need to leave my apartment in the city. It's my home. But lately things have been too loud, too congested. I need to find my way out for a while. Usually people want to sit in an island sun all day. I want to be off grid. I want to be so remote that people start wondering if I've gone missing.

My day is starting. Wake up at six o'clock with the sun. I set my feet on the cold wooden floor. I mindlessly grab a pair of running tights and an old t-shirt. I pull on my old sneakers and take off running. I see the things I usually see every morning: dew on the grass, birds in the trees, and the cliff my rental cabin overlooks. I've been here for almost two weeks. I didn't want to leave. I'm the only human for over 15 miles. I'm all alone on the coast of Washington. 

I'm back from my run down the cliff and up the coast. I sit at a bar stool behind my island in the kitchen. I pull the toaster and bread close. I put in the bread and a minute later it comes out burnt. I forget about breakfast and just throw that piece out. I lift myself out of the chair and make my way to my bedroom and fall asleep on my bed for a few hours.

It's ten o'clock. I wake up groggy but somewhat refreshed. On my run this morning I saw a pathway leading to what looked like a clearing. I decide to get dressed, make my way out there, and be outside for a few hours. I grab my backpack and put a few bottles of water in it along with some granola, a sandwich for lunch, and nuts and berries. I pull on another pair of black running tights and my black rainboots. I throw on a white and red striped shirt and throw my jacket into my backpack as well. 

Passing out was happening more often. At home, I was under too much stress. I was passing out at random times during the day. At work, at home, even in the middle of the streets. The last time it happened, I was crossing the crosswalk with a crowd of other people. People who would walk quickly or too slowly, then they'd push and shove. All of a sudden, my face was on the pavement. The next thing I remember is waking up in a hospital bed. The doctor told me I was too stressed. So I decided to get out. I left my home.

I made it to the clearing. It was a good two mile walk down the side of the cliff and up the coast a little ways. I already made it through my first bottle of water. I throw my backpack on the ground and lay my body next to it. There's a break in the trees above and the sun shines perfectly through it. I lay there for a while with my sleeves rolled up, taking in all the warmth. It felt like 30 minutes passed, but two hours did. It's now one o'clock. 

I eat my sandwich, nuts, and berries. Half of my second bottle of water is now gone. I finish eating and continue to sit. I sit for another hour or so. It's two-thirty now. I stand up and pack my things back in my bag. I wonder if I should go back to my cabin or stay out and wander. I decide it's time to see new things outside of my cabin window. Besides, I've heard hiking is kind of fun and I've never seen this part of the forestry on the coast.

I walked and I walked. I followed a small, muddy path, leading me deeper into the woods. I guess I’ve been walking for a while now. The sun is setting and it’s getting colder. The wind is picking up and leaves are falling from the trees like light snow. I take my backpack off and set it on the ground to throw my jacket on. I lean over to pick up my backpack and realize that I can’t see a path anymore. I guess I’ve been wandering aimlessly for a while now. I feel panic set in when I walk in different directions and nothing looks familiar. A lump grows quickly in my throat and I feel like I’m about to go into full panic mode. My head is reeling, going through every possible scenario that can occur now that I’m absolutely lost. I turn in a full circle looking for anything familiar, then realize my head is going in a circle, too. My legs are buckling and I land on my hands. The next thing I know, it’s dark.

My eyes flutter open, only to see more darkness.It has to be almost nine o’clock by now. The wind is sharp and cold against my skin. The sun is completely gone and now I must rely on the foggy moon for light.The roar of the coastline isn’t audible, all I hear is the wind in my ears. I can only see the outlines of trees. I have no direction. 

The ground is soft wherever I walk, making everything I do strenuous. I find a small tree stump to rest on for a few minutes. I weigh my options carefully. I could sit here and wait till the morning because it’s well after midnight by now. Or I could keep walking and have a 50/50 chance of making my way out or getting more lost. I decide to keep walking. I need to keep my body temperature up.

I stand up slowly and I can feel every ache run from the bottom of my body to the top. The wind is like ice to my bones. More leaves fall from the trees and then they swirl up from the ground with the wind. My heart pulses against my chest hard and fast. I can feel the anxiety like a lump in my throat. I go into a foetal position and close my eyes for a few moments not caring about the soggy ground. Mud seeps through my running tights, making my legs even colder. I stay on my knees and hands and arch my back to stretch it out. When I was last in the hospital, I was told to stretch like this when I feel like I’m about to have an anxiety attack or pass out.I was told stretching calms you down. It very rarely works. But I know at this point, I need to stay calm and breathe. I’m too vulnerable out here to pass out. I stay down for ten minutes. My running tights are soaked through and my jacket is muddy on the sleeves. I don’t care, though. I need to keep moving. So I wander for a few hours.

It’s now been four hours since I decided to keep going till I find anything. I’ve found nothing. All I can see is darkness and all I can hear is the wind and nocturnal animals. No ocean waves, no path, and I’m no where near my warm, lonely cabin.Inside, I’m safe. Outside, I’m vulnerable. I have nothing or no one to protect me. All food and water I packed this morning is now long gone. My jacket isn’t heavy enough for me at this point. I’m cold, hungry, dehydrated, and lost. It’s under 40 degrees and my watch reads 3:30. I’m chilled to the bone and I worry that if I take another step, I’ll collapse. I know I have to keep moving but the desire to rest takes a clear hold of me.

I sit on the soft, dewey, muddy ground and tuck my knees into my chest, hoping to gather some warmth. I lay my forehead on my knees and  I hear something. First, I think it’s an animal but  realize it’s a person. I don’t see anything or anyone. I’m starting to hallucinate. I see a person running in my peripheral vision. Look to the side, then to the other, wherever I see something move. I stay where I am. I feel terror tremble through my body like an earthquake. Shivers go up and down my spine and tears roll down my face in a slow stream. 

I hear the voice of my mother. I stand up quickly. I see a small light in the distance. I run. I run as quickly as my frozen legs would let me. I feel like I’m about to collapse but I know I have to keep running. Only now I’m realizing that I can’t get any closer to the light. It’s not real. I’m only seeing and hearing these voices in my head.My legs are used to the movement now. So used to the movement, I can’t stop myself. I keep running, then realize I’m flat on the ground. I trip face first into the dirt over a branch. 

I’m in a cold sweat and my body rejects movement now. I can hardly move my legs at all anymore and my hands are almost locked into a fist. I still see the light I was running towards, but I also see spots everywhere in my vision with those running figures. I know I can’t give up even though my body is ready to. I pick up my arms and my elbows dig into the soggy earth. I pick my head up for a brief second, feeling the icy cold wind against my face. I put it back down, then reach one arm out dig my hand into the dirt to pull me forward. I reach the other out, dig my hand in, then pull again. I keep going for a minute then my arms give out. They are stuck out in front of me. I move my head to the side and see even more spots, lights, and running figures. My body feels like it’s collapsing within itself. I can hardly feel a pulse now. I look down at the rest of my body, one leg bent to the side the other stuck straight. I’m soaked in mud.I feel a gut wrenching pain shock my body and I try to scream. Hardly anything comes out, just raspy sputters. I feel another shock, then another. I keep trying to scream, then finally something comes out of my mouth after the last shock. I scream loudly and my body goes up on my arms in an arch. Then I slam against the ground.

My breathing gets cut short and quick. I’m gasping for air through my pain. Half my face is covered in mud and the other half is pointed to the side. My body is trembling with fear and all I can feel inside of me is sorrow and regret. Why did I decide to do any of this today? Why I did I decide to leave my house and walk on this trail? I’m perfectly content sitting inside my house, looking out the window. I know I can’t do that for the rest of my life, but it’s what makes me happy and keeps me safe. Now I’m out here, on the verge of a physical collapse, lost. No one will be able to find me out here. My family will start to wonder where I went and they’ll send out a search party when they find that I’m not in my cabin but all my belongings are. They’ll search for days and then find my rotting body out here in the middle of nowhere. 

My breath is staggered now. I can only feel every fourth heart beat and I fear this is the end for me.My body is numb except for the slight trembling still shaking my body. My vision goes completely white like a set of new headlights. I can’t see anything but a blaring white light ahead of me and I try to reach for it. My arm collapses to the ground along with my head. The white has taken over my vision, then the black takes over.

I’m gone.

