
His Story

He creaked as he softly guided his legs out of his truck, he stood... surveying 
the lake in front of him. Then he shut the door... it creaked as well, slowly 
folding in to the truck until it latched.

He moved slowly to the small trailer attached to his truck and began un-
fastening the ropes and lowering it to the ground. A small two person canoe 
was its cargo -- blue, not old like I suspected but with a distinct newness to it. 
A new hobby I thought.

He stood back to look at the canoe and scanned the lake once again. He 
opened a backpack and started removing some carefully placed items -- first 
out were two rubber ducks, one with a straw hat, one with a bonnet. He affixed 
them to the front of the canoe and gave them a long stare. Next out were a pair 
of water proof trousers, he leaned against his truck to put them on -- one leg, 
so carefully creaking, at a time. He rested.

He reached deeper into his pack and pulled out a life-vest -- he put it on, 
meticulously, checking all the straps, tugging at it to ensure a proper fit. He 
rested again. He stood silently beside the canoe still on the trailer and gazed at 
the lake as if to see if it was ready for him.

Once again he reached in to the pack and pulled out the last item -- a book. He 
tucked the book inside the vest, bent down to grab the rope hanging from the 
trailer, and began the walk down the ramp towards the awaiting lake. At the 
edge of the water, he pushed the canoe off the trailer and settled it halfway in 
the lake -- he was almost ready.

He walked from one side of the canoe to the other -- deciding his best point of 
entry. He chose the right side and lifted, first his left leg then his right leg, 
hanging on to the sides of the canoe as he did -- I heard a creak. He settled 
into position and let out a breath. He rested.

He grabbed the oar from the bottom of the canoe and paused only momentarily 
to look out over the tip of the canoe -- he used the oar to push himself and the 



canoe away from shore -- once... twice... three times and he was free from the 
sandy slope that led to the open water. He rested the oar across his lap as he 
gently floated away from shore. I heard his breath exhale again.

He floated farther and farther from shore without using the oar -- the calm lake 
waves were carrying him out to the peaceful center of the open water. He 
reached deep in to his vest and pulled out the book -- he gazed at the ducks still 
affixed to the front of the two person canoe that only held him and he began to 
read, and he was gone. Floating away from me with his story.


