Bravery in the Woods
by Jana Scott and Jerald Bizzle  
The hike did not go well. John was hiking on the trail, accidently took an unfamiliar path, and soon found himself lost in the woods. He tried to retrace his steps back to the down-trodden path, but to no avail. He rambled around aimlessly in the dark, desolate, damp woods for what seemed to be an eternity. He was tired and hungry and desperate to find his way out. He felt like a flea trying to find its way out of a heavy coat of fur. 
 John walked in one direction for at least an hour, then turned and walked the opposite way for another hour or two or three. He hadn’t a clue as to the location of the hiking path. Where could it be? 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The rustling leaves kept whispering John’s name and the underbrush kept grabbing at his ankles. Every once in a while, a thorned branch would bite his leg and draw a droplet of blood. He was being strangled by fear and struggled to breath. John knew he would have to be brave and overcome his intense panic if he was ever going to find his way out. Now, more than ever, level headedness is survival. 
A ray of hope! John came to large clearing in the woods. The sun shone through like a spotlight on the center stage. The sunlight was John’s ray of hope.  John stuck a large dried, stick straight-up in the ground and observed the movement of its shadow in relation to the movement of the sun to determine direction. John knew a major highway ran to the east of the National Park. He began to walk in what he believed to be an easterly direction. 
It seemed like he had walked forever. Reaching into his backpack to get the last of his cheese crackers, his fingers brushed against a small metal object hiding in the bag’s corner. As John pulled the object from the bag, he realized he had found his tiny compass from his Boy Scout days that was lost over four years ago. Finding a compass while lost in the woods was like discovering water in a desert. 
Checking the compass for direction, John confirmed he was heading east towards the highway. He kept walking for at least another hour. Suddenly, the deep throaty sounds of truck engines and the whining tires of 18-wheelers penetrated the silence of the forest. A sense of hope washed over him, and his fear drained away. 
With excitement and relief, John ran towards the welcoming sounds of traffic like a marathon runner at the end of the race. 

