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“Morning in the Pine Forest”


“Get up”, my dad yelled as he was running up the stairs. “We’ve got to get going or well be late”, he screamed again. 


I opened my eyes confused at what was occurring. I glanced at my alarm clock and squinted my eyes to make sure I was seeing the right thing. “6:45 dad, what are you crazy? There’s no way I’m getting up this early no matter what adventure you have planned.”


“Don’t you remember Greg, we're going bear hunting today” my father replied curiously, as he could not understand why I had forgotten.

At that moment a light bulb went on in my mind. I remembered now, about 3 weeks ago I had agreed to go bear hunting with my father, I never thought he would remember or let alone take me seriously. Instantly my father burst threw the door and threw some clothes on me. 


“You’re not missing this one son; I’ve planned it too long.” He knew that’s what I was thinking before I ever complained.

He was always coming up with these crazy ideas, my dad; however, they never seem to turn out as best as they can be. I remember one time when he convinced me to go up in a hot air balloon with him. That was fun for a while but then the weather changed. Let’s just say by the end of the day we were soaked and I had vomited more than a couple of times.


Ignoring conventional wisdom I agreed to go on the trip with him. “Ill be downstairs in 5 minutes”, I explained and quickly hopped in the shower.

*
*
*

 
My stomach was growling as I awoke in the car, I figure I had dozed off while reading that splendid book our English teacher assigned us to read. My stomach growled again, I had decided it was probably the milk I drank, it didn’t look to fresh. 

We had already been on the road for a couple of hours when I finally asked the forbidden question, “how much longer dad?”


He glared at me for a few moments and replied “We’ll be there when we’ll be there. Why can’t you ever just enjoy the ride?”


“Well, why can’t you just give me a straight answer? And I AM enjoying the ride”, I forcefully replied.


“We’ll be there in 6 hours”, he finally answered.


I was shocked; I never thought it could possibly take this long to drive to the forest. I did not know what else to do so I took out that splendid book and quickly dozed off again.

*
*
*


I woke up as my head hit the window. “Ouch!” I screamed as I was not aware of what was going on. 

“Sorry Greg, this road seems to have a lot of sharp turn so you might want to sit up right now”, he answered apologetically.


Boy was that an understatement. As we neared the end of our trip the road worsened and worsened. I held my mouth shot and clutched my stomach trying not to allow my breakfast to escape. 


When we finally arrived in the forest we unpacked all of our equipment and set out on a 30 minute hike looking for a good place to hunt. When we got there we dragged all of our stuff onto the lookout, took out the guns and began to wait.

*
*
*

 
We had waited there for about an hour when we took a break. I didn’t want to rest but my father insisted. I had never seen a bear before and thought this would be my opportunity, I just never thought it would take this long. But, I was up to the challenge.


After some hot tea and an apple each we went back to the look out point where we waited a few hours longer.


“Why is it taking so long”, I asked my dad.


“I don’t know Greg maybe there are no bears left in this forest.  I think we should go home soon”.


I knew I wouldn’t let him drag me home before I saw a bear so I waited for him to doze off and set out looking for one. I know he always told me not to go out alone but I just couldn’t help it. 

After trekking for about an hour I realised that if I didn’t see a bear soon I’d have to go back so I climbed up a tree and began to look for bears. As I was sitting in that tree I heard it began to crack and within a few seconds it had collapsed and I was unconscious. 
*
*
*

When I awoke I had the biggest headache. I was lying underneath a few trees but I was not alone; I was surrounded by bears. At first I was excited, I had finally seen a bear and they were so beautiful. But, then I noticed something, they were all surrounding me and closing in. I thought to myself that I was going to die and at the hand of what I had wanted to see so badly, it was very ironic. 


At that moment I realised there was something else wrong. My stomach was growling again, and this time it was worse than before. I coughed a few times and then my whole breakfast came spewing out of my mouth. It was putrid and I was not the only one who thought so. The bears smelled it and ran away almost looking at me in an expression of disgust.


“I’m alive! I’m alive!” I screamed in joy, and began to run back to the lookout.

I got there just as my father awoke. 


“Dad, lets go home, I don’t want to see the bears anymore”, I pleaded with him. He agreed as he wanted to go home, but was confused as to why I no longer wanted to see the bears.


Every time he asked my why I didn’t want to see bears anymore, I simply answered that I had seen them while he was sleeping but didn’t want to see them again under any circumstances.
