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The topographical maps laid out on the table were several years old. Brian had held onto them since planning this same trek three years ago with Naomi, his oldest daughter. That trip was sadly postponed when the girls’ mother took ill and passed, much too soon. Three grief-stricken years later, the maps were back out. Now sixteen years old, Naomi and her thirteen-year-old sister, Emma, were both excited to take the challenging journey. Eagerly, all three leaned over the kitchen table, inspecting the demanding terrain. It was their last chance to consider the route of the trek before hitting the road the next morning. 

“Look how much wilderness there is out here,” Emma mentioned, sweeping her hand across a large portion of the map. 

This brought back fond memories for Brian of planning the first trip with Naomi. 

Touching a point on the map, Naomi said, “Here’s the trailhead where we’re going to start.” 

Circling a small town with her finger, “We’ll stay the night here in Klamath Glen to get an early start.” 

Naomi leaned in closer, showing her sister a smaller feature, “And here is Turwar Creek. We’ll follow it for a day before heading uphill to here.” Again, for Emma’s sake, “Over here are the Trees of Mystery. You were probably too young to remember when we went there.”

“I remember,” Emma defended. “That’s where Mom said she wanted to live . . . inside the big tree.”

Brian watched his daughters plot their upcoming backpacking expedition. They had been charting the path, computing miles and elevation changes, identifying potential waypoints, and remembering their mom. It brought joy to his heart.

It had been a difficult couple of years, but he couldn’t have been prouder of his girls. They had shown strength beyond measure. Fortunately, he had always been close to his daughters, mainly through the girls’ aptitude for sports. 

Naomi had played Little League baseball with the boys until she aged out. Now, she was a star on her high school softball team. Several colleges had already approached her to discuss scholarships. Brian thought she was as cool as they come, a fierce competitor while being all-girl at the same time—smart, pretty, funny, and clearheaded. 

Naomi knew what she wanted and was sure about how to get there. Woe to the boy who tried to derail this young lady! As usual, she approached the upcoming trip as a test, a personal challenge to be conquered. Since her mother passed, Naomi had been strong while still relying on her father and little sister. The bonds formed between them were solid and everlasting. 

Emma was just as athletic—maybe even more so. The difference was Emma really didn’t care whether she won or not. Brian was always amazed at how she would kill him on the tennis court and then spend the rest of the day celebrating his three good shots. Soccer was her sport of choice, but her dad suspected it was only because more kids got to play, and everyone enjoyed running around. 

At thirteen, the trip for Emma was all about elves and fairies. Looking at pictures of the northern Pacific Coast forests, she could imagine whole mystical communities hidden among the ferns and moss surrounding the big trees. She knew that if she only believed, they would undoubtedly show themselves. So Emma couldn’t wait to go deep into the redwoods and walk among the giant trees and the wee folks.

Both girls loved their dad. He had been their rock through the toughest of times. Now, he was fulfilling his promise to take Naomi on her grand adventure. Naomi was Emma’s age when they first made these plans, and now Emma was old and strong enough to go as well. Whatever the reason to go, all three thought this was the perfect family retreat.  

“How many days on the trail?” Brian asked. 

Naomi had it all figured, “Two up, three there, and two back. Seven days in total.”

The next day, with gear packed and snacks ready for the eight-hour drive, Brian and the girls hit the road. These were the opportunities for dads to listen to the life and times of their teenage daughters, at least what they could hear over the music. It is a time to discover who’s important, what’s important, and what is not. 

Of course, there was a lifetime of difference between a thirteen-year-old and a sixteen-year-old, but Emma could hold her own and seldom conceded to her sister’s sage wisdom. Brian’s favorite thing was that his daughters were friends, really good friends. 

The trip began to take on a magical feel as they headed west across the Trinity Highway, but it became mystical once they turned north on the Redwood Highway. The trees thickened, and the ground foliage became dense and lush. Several sections of the coastal road were shrouded in fog, and the sorrel, ferns, and huckleberries seemed to lurk among the redwoods. 

Stopping only for lunch on the highway, eight and a half hours later, they headed up the Klamath River road. It was almost five o’clock when they pulled into the motel’s parking lot. After checking in, they had dinner at a cute little café overlooking the river. As they joked and laughed, all three agreed this was the best of times. Looking across the vast wilderness from the restaurant windows, each had their own feelings stirring. From a bonding experience to a grand adventure, they were ready to begin their trek. 

When morning came, Brian had no trouble getting the girls up and into the SUV before sunrise. It was only a short drive to find the dirt road that ended at the trailhead. By the time they checked their gear and backpacks, the sun had made itself available to light the way. The backpacks were heavy. The girls were slight in form but strong, carrying the appropriate weight for their size. As planned, Naomi took the lead as they headed upstream alongside the creek for the first leg. 

Looking up the sides of the ravine, Emma declared, “It’s so beautiful. Will it be like this the whole way?”

“Once we veer west tomorrow and head uphill, I think it gets even prettier. More redwoods, denser forest. That’s where you’ll find your fairies . . . I promise,” Naomi answered whimsically, bringing a smile to Emma’s face.  

Brian brought up the rear, quite happy to let the girls blaze the trail. The weather was perfect for hiking. Birds were singing, and the creek flowed just enough to create that delightful babbling brook effect. They had no problem moving from side to side, stepping across on stones. Every few hundred yards, there were large pools to traverse. Perfect for a rest, a snack, and the shedding of the early morning layers of outerwear. 

Brian enjoyed watching his daughters. Little Emma seemed to be swallowed up whole by the size of her pack, but she never allowed it to dampen her spirit or her ability to keep up with her older sister. The first need Naomi had for her father’s assistance came well after lunch. She was in the lead position, crossing over the top of a large boulder, when she came to an abrupt stop.

“Dad? Uh, Dad?”

Both Emma and Brian were trying to see over the boulder at what Naomi was balking at when the head of a black bear rose above the rocks, looking back at them. Brian could see there was little risk, nobody was too close.

“Whoa, got a new friend there, Naomi?” Dad said, hoping the girls would appreciate the experience.

“Dad?”

“Just stay where you are, girls. I’m coming.”

Brian made his way first to Emma, who looked like she wanted to try to pet the bear. Motioning for her to stay where she was, he climbed up alongside Naomi. Brian could tell Naomi’s concern was as much about leading her family into danger as it was fear of the bear. Naomi and the bear seemed to be engaged in a stare-down.

“What do we do?” Naomi asked.

“Nothing. Just stand your ground. I think you’re winning.”

Naomi gave Brian a “that’s not funny, Dad” look. Finally, the bear had had enough and turned to lumber back into the woods. Emma, who couldn’t stay put, was standing next to her father, holding his hand. 

“That was great, Naomi! Find another one!” encouraged Emma.

With the bear gone, the family continued on. The goal was to camp for the first night at the spot where they leave the creek and head into the redwoods. However, with over an hour to go and the sun dripping behind the ridge, Naomi was apprehensive and encouraged her father to take the lead. 

“No, baby. You’re doing fine. Let’s keep going.”

Emma joined in, “Yeah, Naomi. This is very cool
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