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The Slough Will Steal Your Heart 

Cool shadows, warm sun

Calm water, tall trees, green leaves

Crickets chirping, birds singing, leaves rustling, wind howling

Branches creaking, animals pacing, silence

The Swamp

The Slough, visited often, a staple of home

A few miles wide, wooden pathways littered throughout 

the mysteries it holds are forever unknown

Silence

Murky water flows all around
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A squelching sound of movement in the mud comes from off in the distance

Sounds of flapping wings are heard from above 

The splash of swimming creatures are heard from below

Walking through life is plentiful, the slough’s as vibrant as a rainbow

It’s as colorful as the ocean, as breathtaking as the clouds

Emotion you feel, as one with nature you become

your senses open up and welcome whats around

The Slough has its own scent, I know it well

An ashen smell mixed with that of an oncoming storm

Watch out, the slough will steal your heart
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So It Goes

Time passes by faster and faster each day

All in the blink of an eye the days just flow by

Feelings of despair are hard to blindly obey

Yet somehow we survive, living just like the blue sky

Moments forgotten, we aren’t very clever.

Self assuring promises lost in time

dreams lost, plans lost, people lost forever

lost on seemingly wasted breath, truly a crime

was it really wasted? self doubt fills old age

regret, remorse fill memories of the past

reflect on yourself, cry out not in outrage

Confusion, despair, all around so vast

These moments are fleeting, gone before the start

So please take care, and live each day from the heart
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Moment of Truth

…

Heart Pumping

…

Line Shaking

…

Waves Breaking

A moment set in time forever

The Atlantic’s water lapping at my hull

The salty smell, the cold ocean breeze, the plastic frame beneath my feet

Sunburnt, with wind tossed hair, I've been up since the sun broke free

That ball of fire is slowly receding now, just a sliver over the darkening horizon

Oncoming rain, no one in sight, just me and my thoughts

Silence fills the air

I’ve heard stories about this place

many miles off the coast

let me paint a picture now

…

Waking up as the sun was rising

I drove my rustic truck down to the docks

Palm trees swaying, coconuts laying

A wooden board walk stretched out over calm water

It was going to be a beautiful day

My boat was moored, only a single rope held my modest possession

The docks housed some of the most magnificent sea voyagers you'd have ever seen

�6



and mine was the smallest, the most modest, but perfect for me

As I pulled up it was just after sunrise and the docks were completely deserted

There was no rush

The only one who could stop me was father time himself

Coffee in one hand, a steaming, fresh, bacon egg and cheese in the other

I set my food down and unloaded my gear

My chariot awaited

I had everything I would need, I was not worried

Poles and Hooks and Bait

Bait, Hooks, Poles

I looked it over one last time

a gentle breeze was picking up, I was ready depart

A long ride I knew it would be 

Halfway to Cuba then a sharp starboard turn

Out I would go 100 miles into the sea

It was a perfect place to be

I’m looking for something, a legend I know to be true

My father saw it, my brother saw it, and now its up to me

A giant bluefin tuna sits there waiting

I know it to be true

And I’ll not be satisfied until I've captured this great beast

…

but let me get back to reality, let me get back to my moment 

white caps around

dark skies above
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mysteries creatures below

the tales ring true

the things that come up from the depths,

all different shapes and sizes 

some colorful, some frightening

some gigantic, some tiny

…

I’m here for the thrill

I’m here for the hunt

without a doubt I can feel it in the air

Without a doubt I can feel it coming

The time is coming

any moment now…

any moment now…
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Apollo 11, Space Odyssey: A Michael Collins Story

Part 1: The Phone Call
…………………

What a time to be alive. January 1969, the economy’s booming, the people are happy, 

the world is a safer place than it once was. America is leading in the space age, which is where 

our story takes us today. It takes us first to a small home, with a normal American family who 

just found out their father will be one of the first men to go to the moon. 

Just a few weeks prior, the Apollo 8 mission successfully returned to earth and the news 

was broken that another manned mission would go to the moon and actually land on it’s surface 

this time. That’s where our story begins, with a man by the name of Michael Collins. Michael 

was no ordinary man though, an astronaut by trade he is about to experience one of the most 

thrilling and extraordinary adventures man will go on in the 20th century. 

…

It was an ordinary Wednesday night like any other, or so I thought. The kids were out 

back playing, Patricia was in the kitchen cooking, and I was reading the paper. Accolades were 

still spread throughout the paper about the Apollo 8 mission and NASA’s success. The dark side 

of the moon was no longer a mystery. But my night was about to take a turn. 

…

Ring. Ring Ring Ring. Ring. 

“Michael honey, the phones ringing!”

“It’s alright sweetie, I got it!” … ring ring …

“Hello?” I asked.

“Michael? This is Rich, Mission Director at NASA. I don’t know if they told you to be 

expecting this call, but I'm here to tell you your country needs you, now more than ever. As you 
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know just a few weeks ago the Apollo 8 mission was a success. In July we will launch Apollo 11 

and put the first man on the moon. We need you Mr. Collins. This is an extremely dangerous 

mission, yet the rewards outweigh the risk. Mr. Collins are you up for the task? Im not just 

asking for NASA but for humankind and it’s development.”  

“Rich, as you know it has always been my dream to further my career and further 

science by taking on the final frontier, but I’m just not sure this time. I just don’t know if I can do 

that to my family. I understand that advancements have been made and space travel is safer 

than ever but I just don’t know if I can take that chance. I need to talk it over with my family. I 

understand the time constraint we have here, but can I have a few days?”

“Take all the time you need Mr. Collins, you know where to find me. Good luck with your 

decision. I’ll be waiting.” 

God damn, I knew they'd call I just didn’t think it would be this soon. What am I going to 

tell Patricia? She hated me for months after the Gemini mission and the risk of this one is so 

much more. She's going to know immediately. I just, I just don’t know what to do. Part of me 

knows I need to be apart of this mission, it is my duty to take science and humankind where it 

has never gone before. But the other part, the part of me that love my wife and my children, 

makes this decision all the more difficul- 

“Michael? Michael who was that?” Patricia yelled from the other room.

“Umm Ill be right in honey!” I yelled back cautiously. She could hear it in my voice, I 

knew it, she always could. 

“Is everything all right?” she asked genuinely
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God, she always makes me feel this way, I hate having to tell her this, I know it'll break 

her heart. This regret, this feeling of love that she carries and puts out makes me think twice 

about my dream. It tears me up inside to even tell her what I'm thinking. I love her too much and 

hate doing this to her. 

“Honey sit down. I need to tell you something” I told her carefully.

“Whats going on Michael? Who was that on the phone?”

“That was NASA Patricia, it’s happening, the Apollo mission, the moon thing, 

everything’s happening, and they want me.”

“Wha- Well what did you tell them?” she asked, I could hear her voice breaking under 

the stress of the situation.

“I-I told them I needed time to think about this.”

“You can’t seriously be thinking about this, can you? What about our family, what about 

your health, what-what about me?” I could see the tears starting in her eyes.

“Honey, I told you they'd call. After the thing with my legs, the disk problem, you know 

how I felt. I got stripped of my opportunity to help with the advancement of this country, to truly 

make a difference. I need to do this. I need to-”

“Bull shit,” she cut me off, the tears were rolling down her face “Don’t pull this self 

righteous crap, not with me. It’s not about this country to you, it’s about the fame, it’s about the 

experience.” she yelled at me, her voice cracking. “I can’t stand to watch you fail, and yet I can’t 

stand to see you not live your dream because of me, because of us. Please speak to the kids 

first, if they can’t talk some sense into you just know that I love you, and thats why ultimately I 

will forgive you. I don’t know how but just promise me, Just promise me you’ll come back.”

There was a moment of silence, tension filled the air. 

“Honey, I will come back, I love you more than anything and everything will go exactly 

according to plan.” There was an uneasiness in the air, tears filled her face. She was crushed, 
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but this was my opportunity. It’s hard to believe that almost a year ago we were in the same 

spot, having the same fight. She understood back then, or at least I thought she did. Nothings 

changed from then to now, or has everything changed. Maybe she didn’t expect them to send 

me on a mission, after my health concerns. I don’t know. How am I going to tell the kids. They 

won’t understand. What happens if I don’t make it back. How will they react, my oldest is almost 

10 now and she will hate me for this. They thought they had me back, they thought the 

astronaut thing was over for me.. 

“As long as you think this is whats best. Just know you can’t think just of yourself, you 

have to put yourself in the mind of us, your family. Ask yourself, really ask yourself is it that 

worth it to me? Is the reward really that enticing, that worth it, that I could put my family through 

the worst case scenario? I love you honey I really do, just make choice right for you, and it’ll be 

right for us too.”      

……..

Part 2: Mission Day
…………………

Tired, Worried, Anxious, Excited, and scared out of my god damn mind. Today’s the day, 

July 16th 1969. Today is the day that we are either remembered for what we did, or 

remembered for what we could have done. Despite the tension in the air, there’s this other 

feeling, this feeling that this is where we are meant to be. It’s destiny I suppose. 

I watched the sunrise this morning from the launch pad, not something I typically do. Im 

really not a morning person, but it just felt right to me this morning. The moments just before 

sunrise and just after sunset are some of the most beautiful to me. The calmness, the serenity, 

the beauty are all overwhelming. I guess I wanted to enjoy these last few moments on earth 

before the mission, just in case something does happen either up there or down here. 
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I’m not a praying man but It truly did seem as though god has given us a sign. This 

morning is one of the most beautiful I have ever witnessed. The birds are chirping, a fresh layer 

of dew coats the grass all around me. Silence surrounds me, and theres a chill to the air despite 

it being a summer morning. The mission starts early, but I was up earlier. 

As I’m enjoying the moment a voice comes on over the loudspeaker “T minus 2 hours, 

40 minutes, 40 seconds and counting.” It’s time, It’s time to board.

…

“T minus 2 hours, 7 minutes and counting. At this time we're just in the process of 

closing the hatch on the Apollo 11 spacecraft.” The voice on the other end of the speaker was 

unemotional. Shit it’s really happening.

…

“This is Apollo Saturn Launch Control. We've just passed the 56-minute mark in our 

countdown. We are still aiming toward our planned lift-off at the start of the lunar window, 

9:32am Eastern Daylight.” I wondered if they had any idea of the risk we put ourselves in for this 

mission…

…

“We've passed the 11-minute mark. Now T minus 10 minutes, 54 seconds on our 

countdown for Apollo 11. All still go at this time.”  There was a tranquility in the air. 

…

“Twenty seconds and counting. T minus 15 seconds, guidance is internal. Twelve, 11, 

10, 9, ignition sequence starts… ...6, 5, 4......3......2, 1, zero, all engine running, LIFT-OFF! We 

have a lift-off, 32 minutes past the hour. Lift-off on Apollo 11.”

…………………………..
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Everything was shaking, there was a silence in the air, a silence caused by the 

deafening roar of the rocket thrusters underneath us. I felt as though I was going to pass out 

from the g force. I could hardly hear Buzz Aldrin and Neil Armstrong over the comm unit as they 

talked to NASA. I assumed everything was going ok because everyone was calm. We weren’t 

ok though, we were better than ok, we were on our way to make history. We were on our way to 

become the first crew to land on the moon, well Buzz and Neil were. Our roles were vital in this 

mission though, and we were unstoppable together. 

“Understand, Go for staging. And…” Neil said over the roar of the rockets, 

“Stand by for Mode IV capability.” Bruce McCandless chimed in. 

I wonder what it was like, to be one of the people down at NASA right now. Everyones 

anxious about this mission but I wonder what their thoughts about us actually are. Be it jealousy, 

or admiration, what I wouldn’t give to be in one of their heads right now. I wonder if they know 

how we feel right now. The fear of jetting off to plausible death and destruction outside of our 

planetary borders all caused by one slight miscalculation on their part. I wonder if they double-

checked, no triple checked their work. I wonder if they know or even care that we all have 

families to go back to, that we aren’t expenda-

Argh what am I saying, fear is controlling me, making me think irrationally. Everything’s 

going to be ok. The mission is in our hands now, everything that happens from this point on is 

because of our own stupidity or brilliance. I should keep focused on the tasks at hand and do 

my part to make sure this mission is a success.

…

Part 3: Lunar landing
………………
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240,000 miles later and we were orbiting around the moon. Space, It’s indescribable. 

From the inside of the command module it’s tough to get a good feel for whats around you but 

you can. They say space can drive a man insane after a few months. I believe it. The silence, 

the cold, the unknown, all around us and we could do nothing about it. We were powerless, I 

could tell that this was one of the first times in a very long time that man has been powerless to 

his surroundings. We held no domain in Space, Space had no place for us, and yet somehow 

our home a part of it. A gigantic rock, was what we live on, where our entire lives exist. Being in 

space and seeing just how small we are really changes a man. Every minute you're down on 

earth you forget, you forget that you're one speck of dust, one grain of sand in a multitude of 

others. It’s an truly an honor for this to be my second experience up here. As I float along the 

command module, I really take my time to gaze out the windows and just soak it all in. I truly 

didn’t think I would ever be back up here. Looking at the earth as we orbit by.  Space really was 

the final frontier, we knew so little about it’s vastness, we knew so little about how it would effect 

us.

…

It’s now our 5th day up here. Im making the final preparations for Neil and Buzz to 

separate in the Eagle module and make their descent to the surface. Hopefully all goes well and 

they’ll be back here in just over 48 hours.

…

“We got just about a minute to go. You guys all set?” I asked Aldrin and Armstrong  

“Yes, I think we're about ready.” “We’re all set when you are, Mike.” said Neil, he was 

calm, calmer than any of us.

“15 seconds.” … “Okay, there you go. Beautiful!” I exclaimed. Everything was going just 

as we planned. 

“Roger. Eagle's undocked.” Neil reported back to NASA
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“Roger. How does it look, Neil?” someone asked over the comm unit.

“The Eagle has wings. Looking good.” Neil sounded excited, almost as if he didn't expect 

for all this to really be happening. But I guess we all didn’t. There was a strong fear going into 

this mission that we would end up dead before we even really began.

There they go. I don’t know what it is about tense situations like this but for a minute I 

truly doubted our ability as a team. The feeling of relief floods through my veins as the toughest 

part and most stressful part is over and I can relax for a little while. Although the whole mission 

is no walk in the park, I have complete faith in Buzz and Neil in landing their module, and 

returning to me safely. From now on the only thing I can do is wait and hope for their safety. 

Their descent was not an easy one though. I could hear the back and forth between the eagle 

module and NASA. Tensions were high as Armstrong improvised and began to manually pilot 

the ship past an unsafe landing area filled with boulders. The last minute of the descent, as 

Buzz and Neil were so close they could touch the moon, fear gripped everyone. The computers 

onboard the Eagle module were screaming. Nearly every alarm was going off, and everyone on 

the comm unit grew silent. All they could do was wait and hope that the people watching didn’t 

have to see their heroes perish.

“Houston, Tranquility Base here. The Eagle has landed.”

“Holy shit.” I muttered to myself as I breathed out the biggest sigh of relief. They did it. 

They landed on the moon. 

Armstrong and Aldrin worked hard to get everything ready for their descent out of the 

capsule and onto the surface of the moon. They had made it. 

As Armstrong and Buzz climbed out of their capsule, the world fell silent. I could hear 

everyone breathing deeply with anticipation. I could see the millions of people who’s eyes were 

fixed on tv screens, waiting to see their heroes step out and venture onto the far-off moon for 

the first time. 
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“I'm at the foot of the ladder.” Armstrong said “The LM footpads are only depressed in 

the surface about 1 or 2 inches, although the surface appears to be very, very fine grained, as 

you get close to it. It's almost like a powder. Ground mass is very fine. Okay. I'm going to step 

off the LM now.”  I sighed, this was it. We did it. We made it.

“That's one small step for man; one giant leap for mankind.”

(Photo taken from NASA original photographer undisclosed)
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Police Report: The Jumper

_______________________________

“It’s a Tuesday afternoon. Let me walk you through it. Right around 2’ O’clock, right as 

the sun was starting to make its descent in the sky, I was on my way home from work early. 

What do I do you ask? Well my friend I have one of the worst jobs in America according to the 

people. I don’t see it, but thats besides the fact. I’m a stock broker and I guess I benefit on 

peoples misery. I make people rich, and I make people poor. I put people on the streets, and I’m 

influential to the wealthy. It’s all the same to me if at the end of the day I can put that check in 

the bank. So yeah I work on wall street. I was going home early because my wife can’t take care 

of her own shit. Every other freaking day I come home to honey, why isn’t there heat, honey we 

have no food in the fridge, honey ralph lauren is having a sale. Money, money money. We used 

to have more than that. We used to have an emotional connection. I don’t know what happened. 

Once I got my promotion things began to change. We started going out less and when we did it 

was more about showing off the fancy shit I bought her.”

“Sir I get you may be distraught, but please get back to the story, we are trying to get to 

the bottom of this.”

“Alright, Alright, you did ask for the whole story. Now let me get back to it. I was coming 

home early cause my wife and me had a fight last night, truly awful stuff we said. And she goes.. 

she says was leaving me, so I wanted to see if the bitch had actually done it. It’s awful to grow 

to hate someone but as we say in the Bronx, shit happens.” 

“Sir!”
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“Yeah Yeah… My car was parked on 53rd and 7th and I have a few blocks to go before 

I’m there. As I'm rounding 4th street I see a small crowd gathered just outside a tall building. As 

most people are around here, I’m in a hurry so I don’t think much about it. As I’m walking past I 

hear the group whisper, he's gonna do it. He's gonna jump… Thats when I get mad. All these 

people walking by and watching and moving on. No ones doing anything. I’m pretty sure no one 

had even called the cops at that point. Thats super messed up man. So I don’t know what 

happened inside me but I got the brilliant idea to try and be a hero that day. Instead of walking 

past I got the urge to help him. So there I go into the building. I’m not running but I'm in a hurry 

to get up there before he does anything rash. It’s an apartment complex 26 stories tall, and the 

elevator is the slowest freaking elevator I've ever been in. I finally get up to the top and open the 

door to the roof and am instantly met with a look of absolute terror from him. He looked at me 

like I was about to take away the only thing he had left, his freedom. This was a desperate man, 

he needed help, my help.” 

“So I yell out to him, ‘Hey man what are you doing!’

He yells back with a shaky voice ‘Mind your own damn business asshole!’

‘Relax Relax, I’m not here to stop you.’ I yell out. ‘But I do want to talk first.’

‘Alright fine but stay back.’ He was worried I was going to try something to get him down 

from there, I could tell. 

‘Whats your name man?’ I asked

‘Theo’ he told me.” 

“I asked Theo why he was up there. What he was doing. I tried to talk some sense into 

him. I asked him if he had a family who would miss him, I asked him how his friends would 

react.” 
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“He then goes on to tell me how over the last few months, things have taken a turn for 

the worse. He tells me that just last week he found his fiancé cheating on him, with his best 

friend in his own bed. Theo told me that he came home from work early one day and saw them 

making love. He made this discovery right as he heard that his job was going to make huge 

cuts, and his department was going to be one of the first to go. He told me he worked for a 

newspaper, the Tribune or something, I don't know. All I know is this guy was having a terrible 

day. Hell a terrible few months. He told me he was let go today and he had no where else to 

turn. I tried to offer some solace but he wasn’t looking for friendship on that rooftop, he was just 

looking for an out. Ive never seen anyone like that before. It’s scary seeing a man so down on 

his luck like that. Down at rock bottom. They say the most dangerous type of man is a man who 

has nothing to loose. I tried to reason with him, tried to convince him that it was just a phase, 

that for some reason he was being given an opportunity to start fresh. But Theo had obviously 

thought about this and his mind was made up, he had accepted what was coming. Theo then 

told me how his mom had just passed away because of cancer and how he had to watch her 

succumb to the disease and die. He had to bear it everyday. Everyday he visited her he told me 

he could see her wither away little by little, becoming unrecognizable in the end.”

“It seemed like Theo kind of knew that things were never going to work out for himself. 

He told me that from a young age he never had any friends and could never find anything he 

genuinely enjoyed doing. Growing up he was made fun of and bullied constantly. The guy had a 

rough life. He said that a few weeks ago he could see his life beginning to fall apart in front of 

his eyes, and how there was no way he could fix things, especially not after the hole he was in 

now. He told me that he found this a perfect time to do it, right as his whole life was broken and 

right before he began to pick up the pieces.” 

“Right before he did it… Right before he jumped he looked at me and said 
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‘Thanks kid, it’s good to get this off my chest.’” 

“And he just did it. He just stepped out onto nothing and was gone. Before I could say 

anything, he was just gone. Honestly I tried everything I could, I didn’t want a man to die in front 

of me. No one wants that… I learned something today though. Don’t try and be a fucking hero. I 

learned that it’s a messed up world we live in and theres nothing you nor I can do to stop it. 

Everyone around is either too busy or too involved in their own lives to notice someone like 

Theo. I’m sure someone could have seen the signs and helped him sooner, I don’t know. What I 

do know is that this is a humanizing experience. It reminds me of our own mortality and how the 

simple things we take for granted can cause us to go off the deep end and do something 

extreme. One thing’s for sure though, this world we live in, it takes no prisoners. Only the strong 

survive..”    
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Uneasy Changes

Picture this, it’s a cold spring morning in Washington D.C. The fog starts to lift as the sun 

rises higher and higher into the sky. It’s 8:30 A.M. on a Sunday morning and I’m sitting on the 

steps of the Lincoln Memorial, watching. Waiting. I’m sifting through the droves of people 

walking by, looking for his face. My phone buzzes, and I look down. It’s a text. From him. He 

says he's running late, but thats ok. I haven't been waiting long at this point, only ten or so 

minutes, yet these moments alone were a relief. I had time to think things over again. 

These days everything and everyone have begun to annoy me. It seems like I can’t 

catch a break. I’m sick of the world, and the world is sick of me. I can’t remember what it was 

like to be happy. I can’t remember what it was like to feel anything other than numb. Everything 

around me has made me wish I could just go back to the good old days. The days before any of 

this mattered. The days where my life was just my life. I only get a few days off each week and I 

like to spend them doing absolutely as little as possible. Unfortunately though on this Sunday 

morning I have somewhere to be. All I want to do right now is go back to my warm bed and 

sleep the day away. But I can’t, people are depending on me to make this work.

Out of the corner of my eye I see a man walking towards me. My heart flutters with 

nerves. He looks like the man in the photo. I think his name is Rick, or was it Joe. I don’t know, 

I’m bad with names.

“Julia?” the man asks me. I nod my head yes. “I’m Adam, it’s nice to finally meet you. 

Sorry I was running a little behind. Beautiful weather today isn’t it?” 

“Yeah it is. It’s nice to finally meet you too.” I was lying, I was repulsed by the idea of a 

man with this much control over me. I wonder if he could tell.  
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“Let’s get on our way shall we? We don’t want to be late!” His voice, Adam’s voice, had a 

softness to it. A softness that made me question if he was really as bad as I had worked up in 

my head. I couldn’t tell if this sincerity was just a part of the program.

Adam and I walked for what seemed like an eternity before we got to where we were 

going. The conversation was boring, we chit chatted most of the way. God I hate small talk. It’s 

always so awkward and always the same conversations. One good thing did come from this 

walk though, I could tell that even though we had just met, Adam really did care about me. 

Adam was a good guy, looking out for those who couldn’t yet care for themselves. 

The building we were going to was a 15 minute walk from the Lincoln Memorial, a rustic 

2 story rec center. There was a sign out front welcoming us inside. Adam and I walked in and up 

the stairs to the second story. Our destination was the room at the end of the hall. I could hear 

my heart beating and I swear everyone else in the building could too. When we walked in there 

were 15 people in the room. Some were sitting, some were getting refreshments, and many 

were conversing with each other. The people in the room already knew each other, I could tell 

this wasn’t their meeting. A woman approached Adam and me.

“Ah good you two made it” she said. “We can start now.” Everyone headed to their seats. 

The chairs were plain plastic fold up chairs, the type you might find in a middle school, all 

moved into a circle so everyone could see one another. The clock now read nine and everyone 

grew silent.

“Good morning folks, as you already know I’m Rose and I’d like for you all to give a 

warm welcome to our newest member, Julia.” I didn’t know how to feel when she introduced me, 

so many emotions flowed through me. I was angered that she called attention to me, yet fearful 

of what the others thought. I was anxious to begin the process, yet sad I was there in the first 

place. In my head there’s nothing wrong with me. The only reason I’m here is because my 
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parents and my friends were worried about me. They were worried that I had lost control, and I 

hated that they felt sorry for me. I hated that they thought I was throwing my life away. 

“Now who would like to start today?” Rose asked. “Phyllis?” “Todd?”

Around the room we went, and everyone shared their story. Some were good some were 

bad. Some were depressing, and some were just plain sad. Few stayed silent. As each person 

went, I felt more and more inclined to say something myself. My nerves were through the roof, 

and I couldn’t contain it. My palms were sweaty and my body was shaking. Adam turned to me 

and reassured me that I could do this. That this was the first step to getting my life back on 

track. It was my turn. I stood up and looked around, ready to reveal myself to the world. 

 “Hi, I’m Julia and I’m and Alcoholic.”   

………….
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The Great Escape 

Day 46:

…

I let out a deep sigh. I was the only one around for miles. Does it ever get old? Does it 

ever stop feeling like a dream? Every day has been different from the last here. Every day 

brings a new adventure. 

The sun was setting over the Teton Mountain Range casting beautiful shades of orange 

and red throughout the sky. The air felt clean, much cleaner then it ever did back in D.C. The 

smells of pine and bark were strong, as was the silence in the air. It wasn’t exactly silence but it 

was different than the noises of the city that I was used to. Out here there’s no lull of cars 

whizzing by, no busy streets full of people pushing past. It’s just me and my thoughts. Every day 

I hear new sounds, sounds I dreamed of as a kid. From the birds chirping, to the leaves rustling 

in the wind, to the endless flowing water of the Snake river. I have always been fascinated with 

backpacking and the outdoors. Now more than ever. I find it intriguing that everything, big or 

small, makes an impact out here. This is a moment I won’t soon forget, the pure beauty around 

me puts things into perspective. This is exactly where I’m meant to be. 

As the sun sets and the light gets more and more scarce, I start thinking about heading 

back. I’m about 2 miles from the cabin I call home, a pretty easy trip. I take my flashlight out of 

my pack and some trail mix to hold me over until I get home and cook something up. Today was 

a good day. I had the pleasure of scouting out a new trail that’s being added to the park. A 

simple hike up to a scenic overlook. Every week I get more and more responsibility out here. I 

suppose thats the way it goes, they need me to get accustomed to being out here first before I 

get to tackle some of the more difficult jobs. I don’t mind though. I enjoy having to prove myself. 

I’ve never really had anything like this. I’ve never had something where I actually wanted to 

climb the ladder and be successful. As I walked the trail back down, placing each foot with care, 

�25



I thought about just how good things were for me now. I was doing what I wanted, I was living 

my dream.   

 I’m getting a little ahead of myself. Let me introduce myself. Hi, I’m Roy and I’m a Park 

Ranger. I work at one of the most beautiful places in the world, Grand Teton National Park. I’m 

pretty new out here, I've been out here for just over a month. My life was getting pretty hectic 

back home, and I decided it was time for a change. My girlfriend of three years had just broken 

up with me, I had just been fired from my dead end sales job, and I was running out of money to 

live in a city that was too expensive anyway. I’d like to take credit for the idea to become a park 

ranger, but actually it was a flyer I found posted in a coffee shop in D.C. Next thing I know I’m on 

a plane out here and the rest was history. 

Getting back to it, after a 35 minute hike, I was back into the familiar territory of the 

ranger station, which meant I was only about 15 minutes from some hot chicken noodle soup, 

delicious ciabatta bread, and my warm cozy cabin. The other rangers were having a campfire 

tonight, but I wasn’t planning on going since I was exhausted from the day’s activities. Don’t get 

me wrong though, I loved all my new coworkers, we all get along amazingly. I think due in part 

to the fact that we all have so much in common when it comes to the world around us. Everyone 

has a different reason for being here, but we all share a common end goal, to keep this 

sanctuary as pristine as possible.  

My living arrangements here are modest, yet still bigger than what I was living in back in 

D.C. I live in a wood cabin that I call my own. The cabin has three rooms, a kitchen and living 

area, a bedroom, and a bathroom. I don’t really need too much out here though since I’m either 

outdoors or camping a majority of the time. 

As I walk inside I breathe out a sigh of relief. I love these moments, both in here and out 

there, where I can truly escape the world into my own head. They say you are never truly alone 

but it's apparent whoever "they are" they have never been to Teton. You can truly find yourself 

�26



alone out here. It's just you against the world. In my opinion that is the biggest draw, to not just 

Teton, but to many of our National Parks in the U.S. The solidarity and self sufficiency is 

exhilarating. It's just you against the world. 

             The rest of my night is pretty normal. My thoughts race as usual, I'm excited for what 

tomorrow may bring. My dinner is delicious after a tough day of hard work, and the fire I started 

warms the cool fresh spring air that found its way in the house over the course of the day. I get 

myself ready for bed. My eyes as heavy as elephants, I have no trouble drifting into sleep. 

Ready and awaiting for whatever tomorrow may bring. 

Day 47:

…

It’s morning, the first golden rays of light are just starting to slip in through my window when I 

hear a knock at my door pulling me out of my deep sleep.

Knock. Knock knock. Knock. “Roy, You Awake?”

“…Yeah Ash, I’ll be right there.” 

I’m starting to get used to this whole ranger thing. I’d say Ash is one of the better parts of 

the job. I kinda have a thing for her. Describe her? Well she's 5’6” and perfect. She's got dark 

hair with a reddish tinge, deep brown eyes that you could easily get lost in. She's got this laugh, 

every time I hear it it’s contagious. Oh and her smile. Don’t even get me started on her smile. 

But me and her we’re just friends. We’re both into each other, don't get me wrong, but theres 

this unspoken rule out here, you just don’t date coworkers. Something about a safety hazard? I 

don't know, I don’t really question it. Oh she kissed me once. I know things will work out. One 

day. I’m in no rush. I’m just getting started out here.

I answer the door. “..Hey” I say as I let a yawn slip out. 
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She smiles at me. “Hey! Good morning sleepy head. How was the scouting yesterday?” 

She's adorable. I can’t help but smile.

“Ah it was good! Beautiful view at the end of the trail. Perfect vista to watch the sunset in 

between the peaks of the mountains. Sorry I missed the Campfire last night, I was just too tired 

when I got back.” 

“Wish I could have been there! My day was filled with cleaning up campsites and telling 

off misinformed campers about the do’s and the don’ts. No biggie about missing last night there 

will be plenty more campfires! They are basically tradition around these parts!” Her smile was 

wide. I could tell she enjoyed my company. She opened up to me more than any of the other 

rangers. 

“Anyway whats on the agenda for today? Any news from the ranger station on the 

whereabouts of those campers who disappeared yesterday?” Strange story. A group of 20 

somethings were out here camping for the week. One member of their group leaves to buy 

more supplies. When he comes back everyone’s gone. No note. No call. No text. Nothing. Gone 

without a trace. 

“Yeah Jo phoned in this morning. A search group has been at it all night and needs to be 

relieved. Umm they found something strange though. A ripped piece of clothing was hanging on 

a tree trunk. It definitely looks like someone or something was chasing them and they were 

moving fast through the forest. I told Jo I wanted to lead the investigation today and she told me 

to go for it. But heres the kicker. She wanted me to bring you. Show you the ropes for something 

this big. So what do you think Roy? The dynamic duo working together, you in?” Of course I was 

in. Not only was I being given a huge opportunity to help out and try and solve this mystery, but I 

would be able to spend the day with Ash. An assignment like this really works to show how good 

of a fit we are for each other by how well we work together. 
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“Without a doubt. Meet me at the ranger station in 15. Let’s get cracking.” I needed some 

time to gather my things and prepare for whatever the day may bring. 

“You got it. See you soon!” I could tell that she was excited. The season has been pretty 

boring so far. Not too much activity for her and the other rangers. Spring is a wonderful time out 

here, but with the new life comes new visitors. And new visitors mean new trouble.

I take time to pack my bag carefully. Thinking out everything I could need for this 

mission. I lay everything out. Flashlight, cantina of water, iodine tablets, 15 yards of rope, first 

aid kit, spare batteries, camera, rain gear, snacks, notepad, map, flares and most importantly 

my fire starting kit. I pack everything into my bag, and get by ranger gear on. I’m ready. I head 

over to the door, ready to go and then realize I forgot something. I clip my walkie talkie into it’s 

holster on my belt and take off. Let’s hope I’m ready for whatever we find today. As I walk over 

to the ranger station I take in the stillness of the morning, deeply inhaling the cool air through my 

nose. It’s going to be a beautiful day. 

I see Ash leaning against the exterior of the ranger station. I yell out to her.

“Hey you ready?! Got any leads?” She’s deep in thought, her nose gets all crinkled when 

she's worried about something. “Come in space cadet, do you read me?”

“… Haha sorry I’m just a little worried. I’m thinking about that new information, the shirt 

fabric that was ripped off. I can’t put my finger on it but something seems out of place.” I agree. 

The bears haven’t yet come out of hibernation so this could literally be anything. 

“Well since you've got all the information where should we start our search today?” I 

teased. 

She pulls out her map. 

“Well yesterday’s team covered the west section of the park from the Death Canyon trail 

all the way north to the Lupine Meadows Trailhead. Ive marked the search area that we've been 

tasked with looking at. Last nights search party has narrowed down the groups whereabouts to 

�29



somewhere near the Teewinot Mountain. We can take the truck on the service road, but there is 

still two or so miles of hiking to do before we meet up with the search party. You're in for a long 

day kid. Lets do this.” 

We hop in the truck and chitchat on the way over. It’s about a 20 minute ride before we 

get to the area. Ash is driving and she's playing her favorite cd. It’s an old Mumford and Sons 

album, Sigh No More. I’m thinking about getting her their new album for her birthday. Maybe. 
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We pull up and grab our packs from the trunk. Before we start off she looks at me and 

says “Lets go be heroes.” and sets off. Gotta give it to her. That girl could do anything she sets 

her mind to. I have no doubt that she will be able to find the missing group.

We radio in to the rangers awaiting us. 

“Come in search group, what is your location?” Ash asks. 

“About two and a half miles north west of the service road. We are resting in a clearing. 

To our immediate right, facing the north is a creek, to our left Teewinot Mountain stands tall 

about a mile and a half away.”

“Rodger that we aren’t too far from your location now. Stay put and good work guys.”

We can spot them from a ways away. We call out to them.

“Hey fellas any new information for us?” I ask hoping there’s been a development in the 

search.

“Unfortunately not guys. We’re beat, we’re gonna head back. Good luck and don’t 

hesitate to call in if you need anything.”

“Gotcha.” Ash responds joyfully. 

They take off on the same path we just traveled down. Ash and I watch them for a few 

minutes, becoming smaller and smaller with every step they take. It’s time we start our search 

and bring these people home. Ash and I head towards the mountain. After about two hours of 

searching the clouds start to come closer and closer together, and get darker and darker. A 

storm is coming.

“Hey Roy, this storms coming in pretty fast. I think it'll be better if we split up to cover the 

double the ground in half the time around the base of the mountain.” I hate to split up with a 

storm coming but she's right, we’ll never find them before the storm at this rate. 
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“Yeah just be careful ok Ash? We still don’t know what got these guys so spooked, and 

also this storms coming in incredibly fast. Promise me you’ll call in over the walkie if anything 

happens?”

“You got it Roy. Good luck and stay safe yourself.”

…

It’s not long after we split up that I begin to hear thunder rumbling in the distance. The 

radio has been quiet so far besides the occasional check in’s, and the wind is starting to pick up 

speed. I head over toward the base of the mountain, climbing over the rocks, when out of the 

corner of my eye I catch another piece of torn cloth. I must be close. I keep heading North East, 

pushing along the flatter ground, looking for some other sign that they've been this way when I 

see it. A cave in the base of the mountain. I rush up to it throwing caution to the wind. Outside 

the ground is stained with fresh blood. My heart races. I take my flashlight out of my bag and 

approach the mouth of the cave. I turn it on and shine it inside. My jaw drops. I pick up my 

walkie talkie, I’m shaking.  

“Ash… you’re not gonna believe this…”    

…………………..
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