
Raising the Ruby 

It is raining. The rain has been falling for more than a week. My mother and I are 

tired of drawing pictures and playing cards. “Let’s go for a walk,” my mother says. “I 

think the rain is letting up.” 

We both put on yellow rain jackets. My mother rolls up my sleeves 

and pulls up the hood. “Lace up those boots,” she says. “You 

don’t want to trip in a mud puddle.” 

Mother closes up the cottage and we follow the road 

beside the lake. There is noise coming from Charlie’s 

garage. “He must be fixing his truck in there,” I say.  

At the end of Bay Street, we stand close to the water. We watch the 

waves rock boats tied to their docks. Some people are using buckets to bail them out. 

The rain hurts my face when I look up at the sky. 

Miller’s Lane is narrow and sandy. We stop and watch a 

snapping turtle cover up eggs she has laid in the soft ground. Her 

shell is still covered with weeds from the lake. My mother and I 

walk a wide circle around her. 

My mother stops at Mr. Brown’s house. “Will you look at that Liam,” she says. 

“That grass is almost knee high. It is getting too much for Mr. Brown. He needs help 

with his lawn.” 

Mother tells me that Mr. Brown was a fishing guide and that people traveled a 

long way just to fish with him. He knew all the best places to catch fish. 

I listen as my mother tells me all about Mr. Brown then I look in the water and 

see Mr. Brown’s boat. It is long and wide in the middle. The name Ruby  is almost 

touching the lake. “Mr. Brown’s boat is sinking,” I cry. “We have to do something.”                                            

 “We have to raise the Ruby back up,” Mother says. 

The Ruby is too filled with water to step in. Our weight alone will 

sink it so we both kneel down on the dock scooping buckets of water 

and spilling them back into the lake. My mother and I scoop bucket after 

bucket until our arms hurt. 



Mr. Brown’s boat slowly starts to rise up from the water. We climb on when it is 

safe and sit on the seats bailing more and more of the water. “Just a few more buckets,” 

my mother says. “We can do it.” 

The rain stops as we sponge up the last of the water. There is sunlight poking 

between clouds. My mother and I sit on a seat and the boat rocks along with the waves. 

Some bullfrogs are beginning to croak. My mother hasn’t seen Mr. Brown’s boat on the 

lake in a long time. She isn’t sure if he still goes fishing. “It’s getting late,” my mother 

says. “We better go home now.” 

“Should we knock on the door and tell Mr. Brown about his boat?” I ask. 

“No, Liam,” Mother says. “Mr. Brown knows what we did. He knows we raised his 

Ruby. I think he was watching us from a window.” 

We pack up our buckets and drive home. Across the lake from 

our cottage, we see two rainbows at the same time. Mother runs inside 

to get her camera but when she comes back the rainbows are gone. 

 

When I open the front door the next day, I see boats moving 

around the lake. There are birds flying in the sky and lots of bullfrogs croaking. On our 

steps there is a wooden box. 

 “Come Mother,” I call. “Come and see this wooden box.” 

We open the lid and find trout packed in ice. Their sides are the 

color of rainbows. They are beautiful. 

 “Look Mother,” I say as I point across the water. “Isn’t that the 

Ruby?” 

We see the Ruby and Mr. Brown drifting on the lake. Mr. Brown’s fishing pole is 

bending. He must be pulling in a fish. 
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