
THE RIVER

Again the path grew tiring. Up and down hills. Through brush

and thick trees. The heat m~Aaron sweat a lot. Some strange flies

started to pester him. This left him swatting flies without much success.

Things were getting more difficult instead of easier. And yet he

was told again that it would be soon.

It was already past the time when they usually stopped to have an

evening meal and to find a place to sleep. Aaron felt exausted and

thirstier than he could ever remember being. His head felt a little

dizzy and numb.

water somewhere!

He at least had to have some water! There must be

After muttering something to his friend, he began to look for a

stream bed, a pond or a lake or something. The mountain behind had

many streams and springs on it. Aaron moved here and there combing

the woods nearby as well as several open areas. Nothing; only more

thirst and more tired. Then he heard familiar words and a voice shouting

from across the last field to "try over here". Nearly totally exhausted

'and crying by now, Aaron followed after the voice.

He stumbled back and forth along a wooded area until he came to a

clump of bushes. Peaking behind them he saw a beautiful sight- a small

trickle of water was flowing from what looked like beneath a large

rock! Immediately Aaron cupped several handfuls of cool delicious

water. Instantly he felt refreshed. When he finally looked up he

saw his friend watching with a satisfied smile on his face.

"There's more, Aaron," he said. "We have another hour of daylight.

Let's follow this little spring to see where it leads."

Feeling so much better, Aaron agreed.

Off they went with Aaron eagerly following the spring as it trickled

along for several hundred yards through the woods

into a stream. Aaron looked at his friend's eyes

should follow this stream.

until it spilled

and saw that they

Somehow following the stream made the walk easier. Because, before

Aaron knew it, he was standing on the bank of a small river that moved
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