
Salty Dreams 

by Tiffany Theam 
 

Sam wiggled his toes into the sand, burying them deep in hopes of finding relief 
in a cooling sensation. The blazing hot sun burned his arms despite the layers of 
sunscreen he had lathered himself in. The salty breeze coming in from the ocean 
grazed Sam's nose. He clutched onto the two beach chairs, trying to ignore the 
crashing of the waves from the shore in front of him. Sam's palms grew 
sweatier the louder it got.  

"You gotta move faster than that!" Andrew shouted, dropping the umbrella and 
three bags of snacks. Sam chuckled to himself as he began to pick up speed.  

"Listen, the faster we get these up, the sooner we can head into the water," 
Andrew explained, picking up the umbrella and sticking the pole into the ground.  

Sam raised his head once he finished setting up the chair. His eyes were fixated 
on the shoreline. A shiver buzzed through his body. 

"How are the kids not terrified?" he questioned. "You have no idea what'll wash 
up into the shallow end and—” 

"Sam, those kids have more guts than you!" Andrew teased, moving next to his 
friend and throwing his right arm around Sam's shoulders. "You'll be fine, 
anyways! I'll be there with you."  

The sight of children laughing warmed Sam's heart. They lived in ignorant bliss, 
clueless of the deep abyss. The children were relaxed—the ideal state of mind 
Sam wanted.  

"Sure," Sam reluctantly agreed, "but if you try some stunt on me, I'm out."  

Andrew laughed, throwing his shirt to the side and running towards the 
glistening water. Sam stared at the vast ocean in front of him. The tops of the 
waves gleamed under the sunlight, blinding him as he stood underneath the 
umbrella. Sighing, Sam threw his shirt on top of Andrew's and jogged after him.  

The water slowly inched closer to Sam's leg. Perhaps this was a bad idea, he 
thought. Sam stood at the edge of the shore, crossing his arms around his 
body. His palms were sweaty again.  

"Hey!" Andrew called, walking out of the ocean. "Are you okay?" 



 "I don't think I can do this," Sam fretted, looking up at his friend. 

 "Here." Andrew gestured for him to come closer. "Take my hands and we'll go 
in slowly."  

Sam nodded, grabbing onto the hands that were held out to him. The pair 
moved with small steps. Sam watched his toes dip into the cold salt water, 
continuing until his feet were covered. He felt a tug—a signal to move further. 
He shifted, moving until his knees were soaked.  

"You think you got it?" Andrew asked, letting go of his friend's hands. Sam 
hummed in agreement, facing the ocean as the water rushed up the shore. 
Relief filled him as his muscles relaxed. Sam let out a breath he didn't realize he 
was holding. It would be a long time before Sam can tackle the deep end, but he 
thinks he could get used to splashing around. 


