
Lost           by Finlay Miles

Ah what a lovely day to fish. The skies are blue, the waters are calm and there's not a raincloud in sight. 

The birds are chattering nonstop, like school kids at the end of the day. The soft, gentle sun brighter 

than it has been in years. The weather as serene as an honest soul. It is perfect. 

As John walks down the streets of Anstruther towards the harbor, his yellow wellies squelching against 

the mud, he could not be happier. Nothing will bring him down today. At least that's what he thinks. 

When he arrives at the pier, he sits his fishing rod down and goes to get coffee. When he comes back 

the fishing rod is just, gone. Vanished. Into thin air. 

This fishing rod is the most expensive thing he owns other than his house, he can't afford to lose it. It's 

also what feeds him, keeps him alive. He depends on it to live. So, he frantically searches everywhere he 

can think of. On the beach, beside the pier, he even treads out a bit into the water to try and find it. 

After searching everywhere he can think of, double checking and triple checking everywhere he's been, 

he just can't find it. So, he decides to go home. 

The muddy road leading to his house has been baked by the scorching, unforgiving sun. John's wellies 

crumble and crunch the dried-up mud. The amount of sweat in his wellies could fill up a pool. His tongue 

waters in the hot sun. When he finally arrives at his house, he tugs the gate as it screeches open, unlocks 

the door and heads straight to the fridge. He yanks it open and grabs a beer. He.goes to the tiny living 

room and sits down on his rock solid, uncomfortable armchair when he remembers that he needs a 

bottle opener to open the beer. 

He walks to the kitchen, staring at the bubbling beer bottle all the way, and opens the draw it's normally 

in. It's not there. He suddenly remembers that he left it in the shed. So out the back door he goes, and 

he arrives in his garden. A quick kick of the door and he's in the shed. As he walks in, he accidentally 

bumps into something and knocks it over. 

He turns on the light and there it is. His fishing rod. As John picks up the rod, he sees something stuck to 

it. Something yellow. A post-it-note. He peels of the note and reads it. It says"/ saw your fishing rod out 

on the pier and thought you must've lost it, so I brought it back here. Lotsaluv, Your big bro Justin". 




