An Unforgettable Vacation
By Sabrina Olson

  

            It was a sunny April morning in Wyoming.  The rustle of the trees accompanied the chatter of the squirrels – as if one was gossiping about the others tails.  The birds were beginning the day with their usual morning choir time.  But for ten-year-old Annebeth Evergreen, this morning wasn’t a regular morning.  Her dad was going to become a Yellowstone Ranger today and they were celebrating with a camping trip.  The next day was also Annebeth’s birthday, so it was a double celebration.

            Annebeth was a fair and honest child.  She had mahogany-brown eyes like her mother and sandy-blond hair like her father.  Annebeth was homeschooled so she didn’t have many friends in Cody, Wyoming, her home that is.  She was an outdoors-girl and a fast runner who knew lots of hunting skills, archery and how to fly.  She was a master at flying.  She has a talent for hang gliding for she knows how to handle one almost perfectly.  As she was in the silent car, she saw her father turn into a grove of trees and drive along a gravel road.  She realized they were almost to their campsite.

            “We’re there,” observed Mr. Evergreen as they pulled to a stop by the campsite.

            “Annebeth you get the hang glider and the mattresses.”  Mrs. Evergreen exclaimed.  “I’ll get the tent.”

            The family had their two connected tents up in ten minutes.  Annebeth was excited to see her hang glider, so she took it out and re-read the owners’ manual.  Then Annebeth started to assemble the glider.  She also made notes of the area so if she flew by, she could drop a “hello” note down to her parents.  The campsite was a cleared area with a picnic table and a barbecue pit.  The large, blue and yellow tents were connected by a blue tunnel.  A small trail led to the restroom area.  The rest was woods.  As she finished taking notes, it was time to head into Yellowstone National Park.

            As a geothermal specialist, her father could go past the boardwalks to “take care” of the geysers and springs and keep the signs up to date.  He also would give small talks about them to visitors.  So as Annebeth and her mother went to see the main sites and attractions, that’s exactly what he did.  He had already been introduced to his work and companions a week ago, so he knew what to do.  Meanwhile, Annebeth’s heart leaped at the geysers when she saw them spray up their boiling water.  Her heart bubbled as she saw the mud pots and paint pots gurgle and splatter.  Seeing the brilliant display of the Prismatic Spring made her heart boil – like the spring itself.

            Her heart started to pound when they neared the canyon.  The canyon was a sight to behold.  The water-worn walls shined with red, orange and yellow bands.  The glistening waterfall added more magnificence to the scene.  The thunder of the waterfall was as if a thousand lions roared at once.  Its glass-like veil illuminated the rock behind the falls and the water it poured was as clear as clean water in a glass.  She imagined how she could dip down on her glider and get so close that she could almost touch the watery veil and feel its spray enshroud her.  Then she dreamed that she was spiraling up on a thermal and then dipping down, down, down…

            “Annebeth, let’s move on.”  Mrs. Evergreen’s voice broke her thoughts.  They had to be moving on.

            When they got in the car, Annebeth’s dad told her that he had bought a hang gliding permit for her.  It was the only type of flying permit available in Yellowstone National Park.  As they drove back to their campsite Annebeth thought about her flight.  She could fly from any point in Yellowstone to any destination she could reach on her glider.  She decided on flying from the canyon to the lake.

            When she got back to the campsite, she studied the Yellowstone map very carefully and attached it to her hang glider with a thumbtack while her dad made a wonderful barbeque.  Her parents took out the large blue and white cooler with all the food.  They sat down and strung meats and vegetables onto wooden kabob skewers.  Mr. Evergreen cooked the kabobs on the grills, rotating them every few minutes.  When he was done, he brought their dinner to the picnic table and it was time to dig in!  The vegetables and potatoes were cooked on the outsides but still slightly crunchy in the middle.  The pork was cooked medium-rare and the flavor was wonderful!

            That night, Annebeth had a dream that she was gliding over the Prismatic Spring.  When she got to the center, awe and amazement pecked her hands from the control bar.  She tried to keep her grip, but her hands slipped.  She cried out and grabbed wildly to catch herself, but it was too late.  She was falling down, down, down, down…

            “EARAH!”  A high-pitched voice shrieked nearby.  Annebeth woke with a start.

            “Look what dad got you for your birthday,” Mrs. Evergreen cried.  Before Annebeth’s eyes stood a brilliant parrot.  Its black eyes sparkled with mischievousness and anticipation.  Its brightly-colored feathers were as soft as cotton.  Its feet were hard and leathery.  Its claws and beak were as smooth and tough as diamonds.

            “Hello, hello, hello.  How de do, how de do?” screeched the parrot.  “Just fine, just fine.”

            “Wow, it can talk.  Thanks SO MUCH dad!” cried the fascinated Annebeth as she jumped up and hugged her parents tightly.  “Parrot!  How would you like the name Prickle or hmm…”

            “I like Periwinkle,” screeched the parrot.

            “So Periwinkle it is!” cried Annebeth.  “I suppose you can fly well.”

            Periwinkle presented her with a display of flying tight circles in the air.  The beautiful bird flew backward delightfully when she heard Annebeth say, “You’re going hang gliding with me.”

            After breakfast, they loaded the blue hang glider onto the trailer.  Everyone got in and they headed for Yellowstone Canyon.  Annebeth was so busy chattering with Periwinkle, that she hardly noticed that they had driven to the canyon’s edge.  They all got out and took the glider from the trailer.  Annebeth checked their emergency kit, matches, first aid kit, flashlight and other small emergency items.

            “Dried fruits, dad’s Swiss army knife, first aid, emergency kit, matches…”  Annebeth listed.  “Anything else Periwinkle?”

            “Nope!” screeched Periwinkle.

            After going through the takeoff checklist, Annebeth pulled on the straps and tightened herself into the glider.  Periwinkle was flying circles high above.

            “That’s it!” Annebeth shouted.  “3, 2, 1, GO!!”  She ran to the edge and over the cliff.  Her churning feet left the ground as the glider pulled her up.  She gasped as she looked down.  “Amazing…” her voice trailed off.  The sight was too beautiful for words.  She shifted her weight forward and dipped down toward the waterfall, feeling the mist enshroud her.  Then she spiraled up and headed toward the lake.

            The first part of her flight was very successful.  Annebeth glided swiftly over the vast forest.  She glanced down and saw small, light-blue streams trickling through the lush green trees.  Suddenly, an abrupt gust of wind rocked the glider wildly.  Annebeth’s body became stiff with fear.  What if she fell?  What if she went upside down?  She didn’t have time to worry about that.  She steadied her glider and flew on.  Annebeth’s stomach churned with fear when gusts of wind blew from all directions.  The winds tormented her like giants playing with a tiny paper toy.  Then they ceased as suddenly as they had begun.  She kept her glider under control but felt herself descending rapidly.  She tried to find an updraft to help her gain altitude, but none were present.  She knew she would have to land.  Frantically she looked for a landing spot.  Again the winds tormented her.  It seemed like they were teasing her.  Each gust cooed at her “Ohho!  Annebeth, why did you choose today to fly?  Birthdays aren’t always lucky and this one won’t be lucky at all!”  “Ha, ha, ha, oh, hoho!  Look at little Annebeth trying to fight us!”  “Ha, ha, ha!”

            Annebeth braced herself as she came down toward a pine tree and flew into it.  The moment she collided was pitch black, for Annebeth closed her eyes.  She could hear scratching noises and felt the scrapes, but she never saw the actual moment of impact.  Periwinkle cried “Magnificent crash-o-lation!”  When Annebeth opened her eyes, she froze.

            “Where is the ground?!  We must be quite a ways up!  Now let’s …  OW, that hurts!  I’ve scraped myself up EVERYWHERE!  Oh, OW!  That one on my right knee really stings.  So does the one on my left shoulder.  No blood, but still it hurts!  Now let’s see if I can get this thing out of here.  Then we’ll be back on a roll!”  Annebeth’s heart sank when she realized after a few tries that the glider was tuck tight in the tree.

            “Well then, I will climb up the remaining few yards of this tree to see what I can see.”

            She unhooked herself from the glider and scampered up the tree.  When she got to the top, she saw that they were dead meat.  “Oh great!” she groaned.  Trees were around her as far as she could see.  They were lost!  On the horizon was a large mass of blue-grey clouds.  Not realizing the danger, she paid the sky no attention.

            When she climbed back down to their ‘oasis island,’ she told Periwinkle about the bad news.  “I think we should wait until tomorrow.  Then if they don’t find us, we will head out to go see if we are near any civilized place.  I’ll make a fire as a signal.”

            Annebeth directed “Periwinkle, you go and get hides, food, leaves, anything you think we will need for survival.  I’ll build a fire and then we can mend the glider for a roof.”

            With that, Periwinkle set off and Annebeth climbed down the tree.  She made a circle of rocks and built a small fire.  A small, clear stream ran through the forest not far from the tree where they had crashed.  Its water was sweet and cool.  Annebeth took time to inspect her wounds.  None of them were very bad, so she jumped into the stream, clothes and all, to take a bath.  She swam with the fish and dove down to the shallow bottom where minnows and algae thrived.  Smooth, round, perfect stones lined the bottom.  She stopped to pick up some.  “For souvenirs,” she thought quietly.

            She got out of the stream and dried her clothes by the fire.  Then she climbed up the tree to find Periwinkle straightening out a rug of hides and building a lopsided leaf basket of berries and nuts.  Annebeth drew out her father’s small Swiss Army knife and began making a needle to go along with the strings that were coming loose on her shirt.  She tore off parts of her pants and mended the glider.

            Later, Annebeth climbed back down to the fire and made a stew from eatable plants, the dried fruits she had and a small trout she caught with her bare hands.  After dinner, she talked with Periwinkle about what they would do if they were not found.

            Suddenly the sky darkened.  Thunder started crashed deafeningly and rain began to fall.  The fire hissed and died away.

            “Oh no!  Periwinkle, get twigs and dead leaves and pine needles and come back quickly!”  Annebeth cried as she scrambled up the tree.  She covered the canvas with hides and pinned it down with paper clips.  “A soggy canvas is not good for flying, but it is ok as a roof.” She informed Periwinkle when she came back.  For hours they sat talking, laughing and drinking the cold rain water, feeling it stream down their throats.  Occasionally they dozed or pretended there was a bear under the tree.  Finally, the soft pitter, patter, pitter, patter of the rain lulled them into a deep dreamless sleep.

            Whir-whir-whir-whir-whir-whir …

            “What’s that?” yawned Annebeth.  Dawn had broken through.  The sky was bright and clear in the early morning sun.

            “Da, da, da!” screeched Periwinkle.  “A helicopter has found us!”

            Annebeth ripped the hides from the canvas so it would stand out and then she scampered down to build a new fire with the dry leaves and twigs she had collected the night before.  When a thin column of smoke finally rose up into the sky, Annebeth squealed in delight.  She felt like a two-year-old in a giant game of rescue.  The helicopter circled around and slowly descended.  It dropped a rope ladder and Annebeth began to climb.

            As Annebeth looked up, two familiar faces popped out of the helicopter.  “Mom!  Dad!” Annebeth shouted over the blare of the engine.

            “Annebeth!” her mother cried.  “Oh Annebeth!”

            Her parents embraced her tightly while Periwinkle perched tightly on her left shoulder.  Annebeth was ready to go home.  She strapped herself in and the helicopter sped off toward the Yellowstone Rescue Center.  When they arrived, they sent a crew to remove the glider from the tall pine tree at the crash site.

            Annebeth rejoiced to see her parents after that day in the tree.  Dad was proud of her for using some of the survival skills he had taught her and mom was glad she was 

