erries

. light rain is falling as I glide past rocky islands covered by
. windswept pines. The oil-smooth water fades into the early
= morning mist. | pull my hood up a little tighter over my hat
and look to my left. The bow of Heather's yellow kayak glides into view
around a smooth rock point. Just two days into our paddle on Georgian
Bay, and already I feel the cares and worries of life back in the city melt-
ing away. We are only a couple of hours by car from the millions in
Toronto, but here there is no reminder of the city.

As we paddle north, threading our way through hundreds of small
islands, the rain stops so slowly it's hard to tell exactly when it stops
raining and becomes misty. The sun'’s rays poke through the clouds like
stage spotlights, illuminating a group of cormorants flying in formation
on my left, near where a solitary cedar clings to a half-submerged rock.
A glint of sunlight flashes off Heather’s paddle blade.

My wife and 1 are on an eight-day paddling trip along the eastern
shore of Georgian Bay. We make this journey at least twice a year, more
often, if our schedule allows. Now, in late August, is my favorite time to
paddle here, because the bugs have almost all disappeared, and the
water is warm and inviting.

Just ahead, a sunbeam piercing through the rain and clouds highlights
an island. Smooth, glacier-polished granite undulates in soft, sensual
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