FRIENDSHIP FOREST
He Knows Us

The familiar wind started to move over the mountain top.

Another song, different from the others, could be heard. The same
sweet voices blended together with loving sounds, comforting sounds.
Nathaniel felt a rush of encouragement came upon him. They were
tasting but tiny portions of the greatest power and strengths. Power
and strength that was for them and not against them.

As you travel we are with you.

Comfort in the power

Confident in the strength

Never to leave, always to be near

Surrounded as the hills about

Behind and in front, hand placed upon the head

Courage that will not fail, Courage that will not fail. ij

The river waits, the river of pleasure waits...

Nathaniel stood with the girls and looked out across the way.
The river was far, far off. He had dreamed of adventures explor-
ing great rivers. But never like this. He was also amazed at
what he felt. The very things he needed at the very times they
were needed were given. Someone who knew them, with a deeper know-
ing, was caring for them. He wondered about that knowing. "Was it
always so? Was it like that at his birth? Was it like that as
he was growing up? Was it like that before he was born?" And he
felt great comfort.

Amy started to sing one of their favorite play songs. Meg
laughed and they all joined in together. Down the mountain they
began to go almost like following a staircase set before them.

Actions Are Louder than Words
They moved swiftly and easily down the great mountain. As the

snow and ice fields slipped by, Amy thought of the pool of glassy,

clear water. A few scrub trees began to dot the trail, small trees
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shaped by the wind. Each of them felt renewed energy and excite-
ment and were barely paying attention to the landscape about
them. Yet they knew they need not worry, only to trust the words
of the scroll and the "True Presence” felt on the mountain top.
Almost by surprise they finally realized the trail was leading
them towards a forest of pines and tall firs. The other side

of the mountain hadn't had such a dense growth as this.

Before much longer the trail led deeper and deeper into the
thicker and thicker tree growth. Even though it was morning
and the sun was shining, it grew darker and darker with each
step. Soon it was hard to even see the path. Nathaniel stopped.
"We need to hold hands, "he said,still feeling strong and brave.
"Feel with your feet as you walk. Use your other hand to move
any branches from your faces." And they slowly continued on.

Meg began to whimper, just a little. Amy felt more and more
frightened even though she reminded herself to trust. Doubts
crept into Nathaniel's mind. Had they taken the right turns?
How could they even know? He started to feel confused. What
direction should they go: He couldn't tell. It was too dark
to even read the scroll.

Then he remembered a song that spoke of fears as only liars
trying to trick you. And he regained his thoughts. He took
the 0il from his pouch and dabbed some on each forehead. then
he tied his shirts like a short rope to Amy. He picked up Meg
in his arms and held her close. And they moved ahead, trusting

their footsteps.
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Courage To Go On

With the darkness they lost all connection with time. As
they slowly inched along each step seemed to take longer and longer.
A minute could have been an hour. An hour could become days.
"When moving through darkness, "Nathaniel thought, "the feel for
time is lost; it evaporates like morning dew in the face of the
hot sun." He wondered about the clouds of darkness that so many
people lived in. Since only knowledge of the True One can bring
a person out of the darkness and into the real light, and few
people lived as though they knew him, most people must be lost
in time. They would miss the light. They were numb and wide
open to the lies of fear that live in darkness.

Nathaniel felt like a silent army of branches and bushes
and trees were fighting their progress. They had to constantly
be on guard lest the invisible things bump their bodies or scratch
their faces, especially the eyes. Each step was a battle. Each
move forward a small victory.

Meg was encouragement to Nathaniel. She whispered to him as
they went along. She talked about the small miracles that had
happened. The climb up the mountain. How wonderful the foods
had been. Her descriptions of the feast made Nathaniel almost
feel as if he had eaten again. While she spoke,the struggles
didn't feel quite as bad. "“How good, "he thought, "that Meg and
Amy were with him. He couldn't have made it alone."

Then something terrible happened. Nathaniel realized that

Amy had been quiet too long. The shirt rope had come untied!
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They were separated: Nathaniel felt panicked.

"Amy! Amy: they yelled over and over. "Where are you? Say
something,please.:” All that answered was silence mixed with Meg's
muffled tears. Should they turn back? Where was back? Nathaniel
was stunned. He did not know what to do.

In desparation his free hand moved to the oil. He dabbed
some on both ears and prayed.

"Meg, please try to be quiet so I can listen,"” he asked.

"

"I am quiet,"” she said.

"It's Amy," he yelled excitedly. Amy couldn't hear them;
but with the 0il, his ears could hear her. Step by step he moved
toward the sounds of crying until at last they were together

again.
Plain Path

The children hugged for a long time. There tears were of
happiness. They needed each other so much:! "From now on we
hold hands, " Nathaniel declared. "And each of us will have o0il
on our ears." He placed a drop on each. Now they would use
to the fullest what they had instead of worrying about what they
could not see. They would have to be closer than ever until they
got out of the black forest. "Get out?" thought Nathaniel. "Yes:
We will walk out of this. And soon!" They stood up and continued
ahead at a stronger pace.

The brush and trees were just as thick. They had to struggle
just as hard; but, it was somehow a little easier. The steps

were a little smoother, the path a little faster.
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A familiar breeze began to move through the tops of the tree
branches. As they listened they could make out a gentle phrase
repeated:

ﬁWhether you turn to the right

Or to the left
You are mine.

I am yours.
Follow. Follow me home. ﬁ
Even in the deepest darkness, the proof of the Great Presence
was with them. How encouraged they felt! How strengthened.
"I can see your nose,"” suddenly squealed Meg. "I can see you."
Excitedly they stopped to look at each other. It was true. With
noses pressed together they could just barely see the outline of

each face. "I never thought a nose could look so good,"” joked
Nathaniel. With one hand he reached over and squeezed Amy's nose.
Amy squeezed Nathaniel's. Meg squeezed her own. They laughed and
then laughed some more. In a dark woods they were standing holding
onto each other's noses.

They set off again and with each footstep, more and more light
could be seen. Soon trees could be made out. They easily dodged
the branches. And finally clear, beautiful light poured onto them
from above the trees. Straight bands of light, like waterfalls at
side angles stretched through the tree trunks. They had made it

through a very difficult part of their journey.



