
E. B. White || Once More to the Lake

One summer, along about 1904, my father rented a camp on a lake in Maine and took 

us all there for the month of August. We all got ringworm from some kittens and had to 

rub Pond’s Extract on our arms and legs night and morning, and my father rolled over 

in a canoe with all his clothes on; but outside of that the vacation was a success and from 

then on none of us ever thought there was any place in the world like that lake in Maine. 

We rented summer after summer—always on August 1st for one month. I have since 

become a salt-water man, but sometimes in summer there are days when the 

restlessness of the tides and the fearful cold of the sea water and the incessant wind 

which blows across the afternoon and into the evening make me wish for the placidity of 

a lake in the woods. A few weeks ago this feeling got so strong I bought myself a couple 

of bass hooks and a spinner and returned to the lake where we used to go, for a week’s 

fi shing and to revisit old haunts. 

 

I took along my son, who had never had any fresh water up his nose and who had seen 

lily pads only from train windows.   ...

It is strange how much you can remember about places like that once you allow your 

mind to return into the grooves which lead back. You remember one thing, and that sud-

denly reminds you of another thing. I guess I remembered clearest of all the early morn-

ings, when the lake was cool and motionless, remembered how the bedroom smelled of 

the lumber it was made of and the wet woods whose scent entered through the screen. 

...

I could tell that it was going to be pretty much the same as it had been before—I knew it, 

lying in bed the fi rst morning, smelling the bedroom, and hearing the boy sneak quietly 

off and go off along the shore in a boat. I began to sustain the illusion that he was I, and 

therefore by simple transposition, that I was my father. 
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...and the boat was the same boat, the same color green and the ribs broken in the same 

places, and under the fl oor-boards the same freshwater leavings  and debris—the dead 

helgramite, the wisps of moss, the rusty discarded fi shhook, the dried blood from 

yesterday’s catch. 

...the way led past the tennis court, and something about the way it lay there in the sun 

reassured me; the tape loosened along the backline, the alleys were green with plantains 

and other weeds, and the net (installed in June and removed in September) sagged in 

the dry noon, and the whole place steamed with midday heat and hunger and emptiness.

...

The only thing wrong now, really, was the sound of the place, an unfamiliar nervous 

sound of the outboard motors. This was the note that jarred, the one thing that would 

sometimes break the illusion and set the years moving. In those other summertimes all 

motors were inboard; and when they were at a little distance the noise they made was a 

sedative, an ingredient of sleep... In the daytime, in the hot mornings, these (outboard) 

motors made a petulant, irritable sound; at night, in the still evening which the after-

glow lit the water, they whined about one’s ears like mosquitoes.

...

Everywhere we went I had trouble making out which was I, the one walking at my side, 

the one walking in my pants. 

...

When the others went swimming my son said he was going too. He pulled his dripping 

trunks from the line where they has hung all through the shower, and wrung them out. 

Languidly, and with no thought of going in, I watched him, his hard little body, skinny 

and bare, saw him wince slightly as he pulled up and around his vitals the small, soggy, 

icy garment. As he buckled the swollen belt suddenly my groin felt the chill of death. 
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