Samuel's Journey 


     The smoke from the plane's engine sputtered. The wing lay on the ground, and Samuel and his family huddled in the plane's belly trying to keep warm. Outside, the snow continued to fall. It covered the windows making it hard to see anything but white.
     All of the family had survived the crash and were in good health, except Samuel's dad. He had suffered a broken leg and was worried. The day was moving fast, and soon, it would be night. 
     "We have to find h-h-help," he said, his teeth chattering in the cold. 
     They had managed to start a small fire to keep warm, but the wind from the north cut through the camp and left everyone with numb hands and feet. 
     Samuel was worried, too. Twice, he came close to crying, but stopped when he looked at the faces of his family. He looked to his little brother Marcos and his mother. They both sat holding each other trying to keep warm. He tried his best to stay calm, but the coyotes he heard from the nearby forest made him constantly look over his shoulder. Their howls shrieked through the trees like a tea pot's whistle. 
     Twice, Samuel's dad tried to walk to get help, and twice, he only made it a few feet beyond the wreck. 
     "If w-w-we could just get beyond the clearing," Samuel's dad said, "we could reach the ranger's station just a few miles away. They could come and r-r-r-rescue us." 
     Samuel looked to his mother and brother again. They sat shivering around the fire. 
     "I can go, Dad," Samuel said to his father. "I can make it over the clearing and go for help." 
     "You're too young," his father replied.
     "But I can walk, and you can't," Samuel responded. "And we need help now, or things will get worse." 
     Samuel's father looked at his watch. In a few hours, it would be night. He knew things would get worse if they didn't get help before then. 
     "I'll draw you a map then," his father said. 
     Samuel layered himself in clothes for the hike. He took a nearby large stick and his father's map. He looked to his family and gave them a brave smile. 
     "I'll be back soon enough," he said. He trudged through the snow, getting farther away from the camp and wreckage. He heard the howls again. This time, he walked toward them, ready. It was all up to him after all. 
adapted from "Samuel's Journey" by c.safos
