
Among the Waters

My heart is pounding as I'm listening to the swishing of the canoe paddles,
binoculars up to my eyes.

Swish, swosh.
If I take my eyes away, a lake monster is sure to pop out and eat me.
Swosh, swish.
I grit my teeth and narrow my eyes. Sweat droplets form against my temple as

the sun glares across the water. I look at everything in the water. The loose sticks,
twigs, floating leaves…

“Abigail, get down from there.” It's my dad. I ignore him. I concentrate my focus
onto a pile of drifting algae. Who knows what sort of horrors live underneath the water?

“I’m on the lookout, Dad. Don’t distract me.” I say. He sighs.
“It's a beautiful day, Abby. Why don’t you look around the landscape and not

stare at the water?” This is expected, of course. He doesn’t know a single thing about
water monsters. So ignorant…

“I can’t, Dad. The second I look away, a monster is gonna pop out of the water.” I
bring my binoculars down and squint at the water. “Y’know, like in the movies?”

He sighs again. “There aren’t any monsters in the lake. Come on, get down from
there. You could fall in the water.” I turn around and look him in the eyes, shock and
disbelief on my face.

“You think I’d be worried about that? Please, I’m a natural born explorer. Some
day, I’m gonna cruise the seven seas on my very own boat, a real vessel. Not this
canoe you got from a garage sale.”

“What's wrong with the S.S. Scrappy?”
“It's in the name, Dad. It's held together with glue and duct tape.” I turn back to

the water, scanning the lake. “Besides, I think I just saw our first lake monster.”
The canoe halts. The water ripples through the lake, quickly fading out. I expect

to see Dad in a state of utter horror, but when I turn around, I instead see him taking out
the fishing kit.

“Dad! What are you doing?!” I yell. He looks up at me with a can of worms.
They’re still squirming around. Gross…

“Getting ready to fish. Do you want a worm-”
“Shhh! There's a lake monster!” I point my finger at the top of what can only be

the most horrific creature, about to surface the lake and devour us all. My dad squints at
the water.

“That's a stick, Abigail.” I do a double take and look through my binoculars. Sure
enough, it’s a crooked branch poking out the water.



“Nevermind that!” I quickly brush off my mistake. “There are still water monsters
in this very lake!” Dad spears a worm onto his hook. He seems very concentrated, but
on the wrong thing.

“Uh-huh.”
“In fact, I think a mythical beast lives in these waters. Something that

dumbfounds scientists to this very day…”
“Mmhmm.”
“The Loch Ness Monster! Nessie herself!”
My dad looks up with a confused look on his face.
“We live in Colorado.”
I turn around and look at him. He's back to threading the worm on the hook

again. I can practically hear the soft squelch of the hook piercing the worm. There's a
moment of silence between us.

“Abigail, sit down. Come on, let's start fishing.” He says. I plop down into the
canoe. Grumbling, I snatch my fishing rod from under my seat and grab my gloves.

“Fine. Give me a worm.” He gives me a tiny worm and I reluctantly stab it onto
the hook. I turn around and cast my rod, shortly followed by his. We sit in silence,
watching the water.

“Y’know, you sound very ambitious.” He breaks the silence. I continue looking at
the water. “Maybe you really will find a lake monster.” I look up at him.

“You think so?”
“Well, you’ve got the guts to do it!” He looks at me and smiles. “When you can

get your very own boat and sail the seas, I bet you can find something even better than
the Loch Ness Monster.”

“Really?”
“Yep.”
There's another moment of silence between us. We both look at the water and

stare at our fishing lines.
“After we fish.” He says.
I smile and laugh a bit.
“Okay, Dad.”


