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To my family, thank you for teaching me patience and perseverance. Once I learned to get out of my way, the most interesting stories began to emerge.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
 
 
"Without humor, our lives would be boring!"
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CHAPTER 1
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In the town of Dinosaur Landing, if you want a change of scenery, you could go ziplining. And I do every chance I get—it’s my job. 

I am Lucas McEnany, co-owner of McEnany’s ZipLine Adventure, located just below a hilltop in a mountainous seaside town. One of my primary responsibilities is repairing and maintaining ziplines when components like pulleys, trolleys, and connectors malfunction. However, I can’t do it alone.

***
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“Champ, could you look in that tattered tool bag I’ve had for years and pass me the open-ended wrench and the cordless screw driver?” I ask. 

“Um, could it be this tool that has an U shape opening?” Omari, my new apprentice, replies. “Here you go, Boss.”

“Thanks! Um, you don’t have to call me ‘Boss,’ or ‘Chief,’ and certainly not ‘Chief Bosser’!” I joke. “Just ‘Lucas’ is fine.”

“Okay, Boss,” he says with a grin. This kind of good-natured banter occurs often between Omari and me.

Below my feet, old rock formations dot the landscape, a sight I’ve grown familiar with at work. At the mountaintop, a gust of wind tousles my hair the way I like it—messy. 

Omari notices my struggle to see through the strands of hair covering my eyes and smiles. “Ha! Don’t worry; the next gust will rearrange your hair back into place. Just wait for it,” he says. On this breezy morning, his braids barely move. 

To be honest, my shaggy hair serves more as camouflage for an old injury than for looks—one of two scars hidden behind my hairline. As I rub my eyes gently, an automatic self-soothing gesture, I see a fast-moving blur at the edge of my vision.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” I shout before stomping on a runaway roll of electrical tape.

“What did I do this time, Boss?” Omari asks.

“No, it’s not you. I can’t tell you how many times I failed to catch a tool before it rolled off the cliff. A hazard of the job.”

The air current flowing between us at these heights reminds us to keep our balance while standing tall. After all these years, I’m still impressed by the beauty of the natural world. A flock of birds flies just a few feet away to our left. 

“Wow, pretty cool, right?” I ask Omari, hoping he shares my joy for the awe of the outdoors. His facial expression tells a different story—fear.

“Uh, I’m not sure I’d call it pretty cool. Maybe it’s anxiety from being so close to the cliff’s edge,” Omari nervously replies. “Ah, how long do we need to be up here again?” 

“I know that being on a mountain platform overlooking the whispering trees can be a lot to take in,” I tell him. “But you are strapped onto a secure safety cable, and if there’s a slip, you won’t go far, I promise.” Omari lets out a long, drawn-out sigh of relief.

“The secret is to stay focused on the repairs and not on the altitude,” I say. “In time, your fear of heights will fade. Besides, clipping onto the cable above is for your safety only. You’re not zipping today, I am. Got it, Champ?” I started calling Omari “Champ” after his mom, Sharon, proudly mentioned that he was part of a championship-winning junior varsity team.

“Thanks! But I’m not scared, Boss, just worried I won’t be a good enough right hand for you.”

“Nonsense! You’ll be fine. It’s okay to be afraid. Fear will keep you from doing something silly,” I say. “Stay close by and follow my lead. If we hustle, we can continue knocking out today’s to-do list.” 

“Sure, knock out the list, got it!” Omari replies. 

Below us, beyond the dark green forest, we can see the outskirts of town. And for a few seconds, the bird’s-eye view entertains Omari before we return to the task at hand. I believe in hands-on learning at work, and I don’t mind repeating things if it helps to build trust. 

“I need your attention over here. See? This is how you use this tool to hold everything in place. Otherwise, the mechanism snaps back, and bam! You could hurt yourself.” 

His mouth opens to respond, but no words come out. Omari pinches the space between his brows to relieve pressure.

“Hey, there’s no need to be frazzled. I’ve trained many apprentices,” I say in a gentle voice. “This job is only dangerous if you don’t follow instructions. What do we have here?”

At that very moment, Mother Nature provides a much-needed interruption. “Look! Shush ... shush, a doe and her fawn, right below us,” I say.

“Oh yeah, I see them too, they’re beautiful,” Omari whispers.

“Usually mother and baby deer don’t come out during the day. Fawns are vulnerable to predators, so that’s a good sign. That means they feel at ease in your presence,” I say.

“Now, let’s look at the suspension cables,” I instruct him. “Good, the harsh winter didn’t damage them—one less concern for us today.”

“But ... why can’t we just check these things once, or weekly? Then we wouldn’t have to come up here so often.”

“Champ, are you nuts?” 

“Nope! I don’t think so.” Omari’s eyes go wide. “But you have to admit, it would save time.” 

The learning curve is taking a while, and sometimes it seems like Omari doesn’t want to remove his training wheels. It’s my job to remind him that our customers’ lives are at stake.

“Vicky and I have meticulously planned every step of the course. Check-ups must be done daily to ensure a safe and enjoyable zipline experience for all our customers.” 

“Fine! Just add it to the list!” Omari snickers.

“Do you know what’s so great about working outdoors?” I say. “The freedom to make executive decisions on the spot. Such as knowing when to take a break.” I glance at Omari, and when a tiny smile emerges, I know our break time should probably happen soon. 
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