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He was strong and confident. He fixed his eyes on the paddle hovering just above the 
waterline and tried to coordinate his body with the gentle wobble of the boat created by 
the bracing waves. The rhythm, the simplicity of force and constitution, coupled with the 
complex interaction of the four rowers. He loved it.  

It was a cold day for May, and there had been some drizzle in the morning. They would 
be rowing with a headwind and he wasn’t sure they could beat the school record. He 
looked at the backs of his team members. Were they ready? Peter had complained about 
a pain in his shoulder in training, and Simon was coming back from a hamstring injury. 
But Caleb was the strongest of the four and he, at least, had to be at his best. He 
accepted and cherished this responsibility. Oxford University had won the annual regatta 
in the previous two years, and he saw no reason not to make it three.  

He glanced to his right and saw the competing boats lined up, the rowers aligning their 
paddles with the water line and moving slowly back and forth to ward off the dead legs 
which would ruin their start. He could hear the crowds cheering and the horns blowing 
at the finish line. The annual regatta was a pivotal event, marking the end of a year and a 
transition into exams and post-university life: joy for some and disappointment for 
others. They were readying themselves, and the referee boat was making the final checks.  

“Are we ready, chaps?” Caleb hollered. He looked up at three nodding heads.  

“We are!” said Simon. “Let’s make it three, shall we?” They all hummed approvingly in 
response.  

Cambridge and Warwick University took the lead and Caleb’s team drifted between third 
and fourth for the first three hundred meters., His team had excelled in coming from 
behind, reveling in the adrenaline of catching up and in their opponents’ desperation as 
they realized that they were succumbing. With a hundred meters to go, they were neck 
and neck with Cambridge. Caleb had expected their direct competition to tire sooner 
given their strong start. He felt blood turning to acid, foam gathering on his lips, and 
tunnel vision setting in. He pushed harder. As they powered into the home straight, he 
sensed the crowd only as a faint rumble resembling the sound of a distant coastal 
shoreline battered by powerful waves.  

They won by half a boat’s length. 
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