
BEGINNINGS

His path was one that would eventually lead to unfamiliar places.

He had explored some of the hills just beyond a cow pasture but not farther.

It would all be new and surely exciting. There were always so many

new things to see--plants, animals, trees, streams, waterfalls and

much more. So many little things that become big if you take the time

to look at them closely.

Leaving the pasture was always a problem. Poison oak ringed the

edge thickly and he had to find a recent cow trail through it. There

were only a couple of times when he had blister rashes bad; the itching

became like a strange burning sensation allover his arms and legs. That

was more than enough for him! At last he saw a neat, trampeled tunnel.

He went through it and down a long bank that tapered to a small stream.

He had played in the stream often, especially when the rains caused it

to swell like a small river. He had to watch his steps avoiding the

stinging nettles and a muddy area caused by a spring draining from just

under the edge of the pasture.

Finally he got down to the stream. By now he had his flashlight

on as it was too dark to see much. After looking for a place to cross,

Aaron chose one that was narrow enough for a step and a jump. The only

drawback was the steep bank on the other side. Without another thought

he stepped part way into the water and bounded across to the other side.

"Easy," he thought adjusting his pack. Now for the steep bank.

After three or four steps something terrible happened! A small tree he

was using to pull himself up with broke suddenly sending Aaron, pack

and all, into the water.

Like a shot he was up again and hustled up the same bank until at

the top he sat panting and shuddering in disbelief. It had happened so

fast. Now he was soaked. And on top of that he'd broken and lost the

flashlight. So for an hour or so Aaron sat shivering with the tarp

wrapped around him waiting for the sun to rise. His mind grew heavy, too

heavy for a young boy. Thoughts poured through those minutes making each

feel like an hour. He knew one thing for sure--he wouldn't go back.

No matter what.
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