
Duncan 
 
Flip-flops and dress pants, a jack knife and a block of cheese, a toothbrush and a gallon 
of spring water, the winter�s first snow fall, a midnight canoe ride, a warm blanket and a 
cold beer, a friendly face in a crowd of people, a hot rod and smooth jazz. Understated 
cool class. Dependable as a boy and as a man. 
 
When there are no more trees, when the sky will never be blue again, when the last inch 
of grass is paved over and the ocean holds no life, when every beautiful thing that can not 
defend itself is gone, then maybe we�ll realize what has happened. 
 
If you really want to understand, you�re going to have to put yourself in his shoes and the 
only way to do that is to stop and listen, if you even can, because he was the ultimate 
listener. He always had the time. He listened to all of us in exhaustibly. Even when we 
were trying to help him, he patiently listened to us. With friends who were all characters 
each and every one taking a turn in the spotlight, he never competed for attention. Now, 
it�s time for us to listen to him and the only way to do that is to listen to all the things we 
love about life that operate at a different pace than our own hurried lives. The wind, the 
ocean, the leaves, the seasons, the night. The beauty of these things is that they are 
always there whether we notice them or not. Just like him, they�ve been a constant in our 
lives. The sun comes up every morning whether we remember it or not and though we 
don�t have the time to be still and watch it rise, we complain that there aren�t enough 
hours in the day when it finally sets. I can not make a tree grow, but I know that if it 
doesn�t have enough sunlight and water it will die. Every natural thing needs the right set 
of conditions in order for it to exist. The only way we know a flower is sick is when it is 
already dying. The trees will never tell, the sky will never call, the ocean will never cry. 
The only time we�ll hear them is when they are gone. My only hope is to slow down and 
shorten my list of demands on the day and the world, so, like he, I will take less and give 
more. One of these days we all have to get back out and go camping, again. Thank God 
the forest and the mountains aren�t waiting for us desperately hanging in there until we 
find the time to go see them. If some day they�re no longer there, I know it won�t be their 
fault. When I ride in my boat am I listening to the ocean or just enjoying the sea and the 
break it gives me from my life. When I�m hiking in the woods am I really hearing the 
forest or just getting my dog some exercise. In a day and age when things need to be done 
yesterday, he kept a pace that most would call slow, but had wisdom beyond our 
understanding. The less natural the conditions the harder it is for these natural things that 
we love so much to go on living. Hear him, now, because his gentle nature could not be 
changed. It was too much like all these things and could no longer exist in the place this 
world is becoming. And now, he finally needs a favor from us. He never wanted to hurt 
any of us, but he had to stop what was hurting him, so it�s time for us to take the burden 
from him and each of us bare a little of it ourselves. No problem, bro.  


