                                                           The Dive
                                                      by   Leon Traks

The three of us got out of the car to walk up the little mountain, Mt. Provenance. It was a warm summer day and we were all going for a swim at a quarry that was located up near the summit of this mountain. I left the keys under the seat and we didn’t need to lock the doors for in this rural area there really wasn’t anything to worry about. My daughter, Leona, and her boyfriend Jacob were with me. The car was parked almost halfway up the mountain for that’s where the road ended and we had about a fifteen minute walk the rest of the way up a path to get to the quarry.
   There were broken chards of granite, various sizes, all about the path and into the thick, green woods on both sides. Jacob and Leona were holding hands in front of me. She had a towel wrapped around her waist, wore a bikini top and her hair was in a tight ponytail. I marveled at her resemblance to her mom. The path soon became rather steep and we trudged upwards, being careful not to slip on the smaller gravels that looked like little diamonds glistening in the sunlight. We skirted around some larger cut boulders of fractured granite, all left there over one hundred and fifty years ago when this mountain’s rock was harvested for the use of mankind.
   Once up near the top things opened up. We could see the cliffs and the great cavity that had been blasted into this mountainside of granite. A nice pool of clear freshwater filled this excavated hole, the place for us to swim.

   “I wanna go up there and dive, Dad,” my girl said to me while she was looking at Jacob.

   “Way up there,” her boyfriend said tepidly.
   “Okay, let’s go.” I approved and we did an easy rock climb up to a higher ledge, to the cliff that dropped down forty or fifty feet to the very flat-surfaced water. The rocks were warmed by the sunshine, but not scorchingly hot, just about body temperature. The views up there were magnificent for we were a thousand feet or so in elevation. The summit did go up a few more hundred feet so we didn’t have a full 360 degree view.
   “Who killed Kenny,” Jacob said with a chuckle. He was reading one of the dozens of graffiti posted on the walls and rocks about the quarry.

   “Put your dong in the bong,” I said, reading another one, causing them to laugh. I took off my sneakers and my shirt, stretched out my arms, and walked over to the precipice. “Isn’t this a little high for us?”
   “Oh Daddy, c’mon. Didn’t you like jump out of airplanes and stuff?” She toyed with me, jokingly, wiggling her hips, then shaking her head side to side so that her ponytail floated in the air and slapped both sides of her face. Jacob forced a laugh and looked at me hoping I would laugh as well, but I didn’t.

   “What I used to do, girl, you really don’t want to know,” I said scornfully. She pouted and turned her back to me. The things I had been forced to do in the army decades earlier were still weighted memories that could never be erased. They were things that I thought about every day always lurking in the background and invading my dreams creating nightmares at night. I had experienced such horrors. Little things sometimes triggered theses memories and like the opening of a scab, it could start to bleed again. I sat down on a block to gather myself and dropped my head downward. I felt the hot sun warm the back of my neck and remembered first experiencing this similar sun in the tropics back when I was nineteen, when I was innocent and naïve, before I took that dive into this dimension of horror. I had seen such terrible things: mutilated bodies with crying children, trying to hug the biggest piece that was left of their moms; bodies burnt to a crisp like some piece of meat that was left on the barbeque. To see these things and to know that you have caused them is devastating to any person with a heart. We, in the Special Forces, were all trained to kill in various ways and with extreme diligence. We were like trained athletes, but were actually just human weapons. All that training yet never was there anything ever taught to us about how to cope inwardly with being a murderer. Ironically, we were taught that we fought and killed for peace. We were the devil’s menagerie.
   Granted, humans have been killing each other over and over since our species’ beginning. There are endless scenarios and reasons why killings have occurred, hence our human history is drenched in blood; and as I can attest, most abundantly with the blood of the innocent. That’s what really breaks one’s heart, the innocence. I had seen people who had lost their way from being exposed to this dimension of terror and it was like they had shattered their hearts, along with others that maybe never had a conscience, and they enjoyed killing. It’s called bloodlust along with countless other sayings we used like trigger happy, berserk, up the river, two feet in the grave, or gonzo. These nuts are dotted throughout human history as tyrannical leaders and they’re even there in your hometown, or at least that potential is there within them, or within you, hopefully never to be awakened. There’s nothing innocent in there about murderous goons, about that insanity. But in the field of battle, strangely, these sickos become the best friend you’ve ever had for they’re killing the enemy that’s trying to kill you.
   “Come on Dad. I’ve dove off here before. It’s really not that dangerous. Pretty deep down there.” She peered over to look down to the water.
   “Here I go o o oh!” Jacob ran by her and leaped out feet first, his voice fading as he descended, echoing within the arena of the quarry. We heard the muffled splash in the water below and when he surfaced he cried, “Leona, baby, do it!” She looked over at me with a beautiful smile, daintily walked to the edge and took a deep breath. I stood up to get a better view. She dove, arms out for a few seconds, then she pulled into a sharpened point and pierced the water with a “thupp”.
   “Yeah!” she yelled once she surfaced. They swam together looking like little frogs way down there in the green water. “Go ahead Dad, jump!” The end of her sentenced echoed about and it made it seem like there were others there coaxing me to jump.

   I walked to the edge and wrapped my toes over the granite. I held out my arms and looked up into the bluest sky I had ever seen. I started to cry. It was a cathartic joy, though, that which is truly god’s embrace. I stepped back. “I’m not going to do it,” I yelled down to them and I heard that mystical echo of my voice reflecting back to me, “to do it, to do it, to do it.” I gathered up our stuff up at the ledge and climbed down to join them at the quarry’s edge where I took a refreshing swim.

