
Eli
by
Eyes Right 

Greenville, ME – Due to continuing issues with my back, I now find it necessary to use a cane or walker.  Although I can get by with the cane for shorter distances, I much prefer a 4-wheel walker.  In fact, I so prefer them that I now have four strategically placed around my camp here in Maine.   One remains in the back of my pickup truck for use when I am out and about; another helps me move from the camp to the truck where I park it when I leave.  The third is on my outside deck for use in moving laundry to our outside washer dryer, and the last I use to move around inside the camp.  

I may have explained previously, but any structure here in Maine which is located in the woods or near a lake is called a “camp” regardless of its size or extravagance.   The fellow who lives across Lower Wilson Pond from me has a multimillion dollar home which is also called a camp.  Also the terms “lake” and “pond” are essentially interchangeable in Maine – size does not matter.

I have found that the best way for me to continue to exercise is to drive from our camp four miles into Greenville to do circuits around the school parking lot.  I did not say grade school, middle school, or high school because it is all three – last year’s high school graduating class had 12 students.  Also I prefer doing circuits here because, as opposed to the gravel road in front of our camp, the surface is paved and smooth allowing the walker to roll nicely.  

Another benefit of doing circuits at the school is that on most days the sports teams are practicing or playing a game on the adjacent fields.  Occasionally a soccer ball will come flying off the field onto the parking lot where I can retrieve it and boot it back to the players.  When this happened last week several times, a young man walked over to thank me.  Since I was wearing a submarine ball cap, he thanked me for my service (essentially everyone up here does this) and introduced himself.  

His name was Eli and had just graduated from high school in the spring.  He was now volunteering to coach the 5th and 6th grade soccer team.  He had played while in high school and as I later watched him coaching, was obviously a very skilled player himself.  What impressed me was how well Eli had organized this practice.  There are only 12 boys on his team, and 11 were there today.  As I continued to watch, I realize what a far less skilled coach I had been when I was coaching youth soccer many years ago.  Although I had played goalkeeper on my college team in England, I was never a skilled player compared to my teammates.  I also refereed several years, but my coaching was far less organized than Eli’s.  It was a joy watching his patience while instructing the boys, some of whom were obviously beginners.

Eli was not being paid for coaching, and I found myself feeling a sense of pride that at least one youngster was choosing to serve his community.  I hope it is contagious.

I thought you might like to know.
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