
I have always heard the story, though I certainly don’t remember it myself: 

one day when I was small my Dad took me downriver 

it was just the two of us 

The thing I remember about boats from that time is the discomfort of the life jacket strap 
cinched up between my legs and the pillow at the back that made it impossible to sit up 
properly or to lean back against a seat. Better to stand, even if you’d really like to take a 
nap. 

So Dad took me downriver at mid-low or maybe half tide, I imagine  

I imagine the day was sparkling 

and my Dad was maybe grinning, because it’s hard not to grin when you’re gliding 
downriver with the sun jumping all around you 

and as we hummed along he caught site of a clam digger coming upriver in a skiff and 
Dad raised his hand  

it’s much like the greeting of bikers, except instead of being down low at your side, your 
hand is raised flat in the air, and don’t wave it for Christ’s sake, this is easier, more 
effortless than that 

anyway my dad puts his hand in the air, and he receives no response from the clam digger 

in any other context you might pass this off as mild rudeness, but Dad knew, coming 
from a clam digger, that this was a message 

so he turned to look ahead of him and I don’t know how many feet off the bow of our 
boat, a mud flat loomed. 

We escaped danger that day because of a language, an old system that works 

and I heard this story repeatedly as I learned the ways of this system: keep the nuns to 
your right when you return, keep an eye out for submerged floaters, always have an eye 
on the sky, and greet every boat after scanning for their safety. 
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