Mountains

The far-away mountains rose up over a clear lake. Their snowy white tops contrasted deeply with the dark sky behind them; their great gray bodies matched it. The lake below the mountains reflected the almost ebony clouds that rolled past in the sky above. Ripples began to appear in the water as large raindrops fell from the sky.


The over-all effect of the scene was almost depressing; it could make one wonder if azure sky and amber sunshine really existed. And yet, there was a peace, a calm, about it that one couldn’t find in a crowded city. The mountains could be a place of refuge, where thoughts could be sorted out.


I’d always loved camping, ever since I was little, but that trip was one I’d never forget. It was the year one of my children almost drowned in that beautiful lake. 


My husband and I decided to go camping for Spring Break. My son Brennan was seven and had just started first grade, and my daughter Bronwyn was only two. We packed up the car and headed towards the Great Smokies. Brennan had just learned to swim so you can guess which of my children decided that they could swim too. 


We reached the campsite; my husband Sebastian and I started setting up the tent while the kids played beside us. Bronwyn kept getting in the way so I asked my responsible son to take her to look at the lake while we finished setting up. 


Soon after Brennan and Bronwyn took off, I decided to go check on them. When I reached the lake, I saw them some distance away. Apparently Bronwyn had wandered too close to the edge and Brennan was trying to get her back. I yelled to her to obey, but they were too far to hear me and by this time Brennan was yelling at her. 


That was all it took. Bronnie wanted to show her big brother she could do anything he could. She boldly slid off the side into the water, which was about five feet deep in that particular area. She started screaming instantly. 


I started running towards the spot where she fell in as fast as I could go, trying to fight the panicky feeling I was struck with. 


Then Brennan jumped in the water after her. I thought, “Oh no, not him too!” forgetting he had so recently graduated at the top of his swimming class.


When I reached the edge, Brennan was holding on to it with a sobbing Bronwyn in his arms. I reached down and lifted them out of the water.


I wouldn’t go camping again for a year or so, and we left the Smokies to go back home that same day, but I still love camping. 
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