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            TRUSTING THE LITTLE REDHEAD WESTERN GIRL

          

        

      

    

    
      Grandpa jumped into the irrigation canal with Hunter, Noah, their mom, and their dad. That was when Mom heard the little redhead western girl yelling, “They want you!” Mom decided she’d had enough and would be taking the boys back home, right then and there. Dad and Grandpa wisely chose to follow. The first thing Grandpa heard when he resurfaced was the little redhead western girl, who had been with the Sasquatch, yell, “I made a mistake, they don’t just want you… they want to teach you!”

      By the time Grandpa realized what the girl had said, the family had drifted down the irrigation canal and around a bend, so he could not see or hear the girl any longer. Grandpa was floating along in the swift current, trying to decide what to do.

      It was Mom who spoke first, “Did anyone else hear the girl say they wanted to teach us or the kids besides me?”

      Everyone agreed that she’d said that.

      “But what does ‘teach you’ mean? It’s my summer vacation from school and I am not ready to go back to class yet,” whined Noah.

      “I, for one, would like to climb out of this canal, go back to the tree, and see if we can make contact from the safety of being up there,” said Grandpa. “Assuming the Sasquatches’ time speed difference doesn’t mess it up,” he added.

      Mom looked at Grandpa long and hard before she said, “if you and Dad can promise to keep these boys safe, I will agree to go back now. I am concerned about the little girl… but one hint of danger and I am dragging my boys home immediately.”

      “I promise to do everything in my power to prevent anything from happening to the boys. Looks like we will need to use our safety lines to snag a tree branch,” Grandpa said calmly, as he pulled his safety line out.

      “I have you all beat,” said Noah, as he pulled out his fishing slingshot. “I might not be great at catching fish, but I can shoot that branch with my arrow. I just hope my fishing line is strong enough to hold my weight!”

      The whole family watched as Noah’s arrow struck the branch. Once the slack came out of his line, he was body surfing. Turns out there was more water than a couple weeks ago, so the current was running faster, leaving Noah skimming and spinning out of control on top of the water. Luckily, Noah’s fishing line wasn’t strong enough to hold him. It broke after giving him a good ride for a few seconds.

      When Noah broke loose, he was laughing hard, as was his family who couldn’t believe he had just done that, but were happily laughing at his antics and relieved to see that he wasn’t hurt.

      “Nice try, Noah,” said Grandpa. “You were correct to wonder whether the fishing line would hold your weight. For future reference, you weigh 70 pounds, and the fishing line is rated for 20. As your impromptu test showed, no, your fishing line will not stop or hold you. Your safety line, on the other hand, is designed to do exactly as the name implies,” Grandpa said sarcastically.

      Noah had caught up to everyone by the time Grandpa finished teasing him, and said, “If I can make a request, Grandpa, would you please install 80-pound fishing line on my fishing slingshot?” I think I may have found a fun use for it!”

      “Sure, Noah, I’ll get right on it after we escape the Sasquatch, and that will be sometime after we can get out of this darn canal and dry off,” Grandpa said, as he tickled Noah.

      After they’d climbed out of the irrigation canal and dried off, it was time to have a family meeting. Noah complained about how the weak fishing line had ruined his idea, and Hunter quipped back that it might have more to do with his weak mind. That’s what started the pinecone fight that the whole family joined in on.

      When they were done throwing pinecones, everyone collapsed next to the canal in a fit of laughter. Noah was the first to break the silence, by asking when they were going to eat. Hunter reminded Noah that if he hadn’t broken his fishing line, he could have shot fish.

      “Instead of wasting time talking here, let’s walk back to our tree, eat, and plan how we are going to approach Tina and the Sasquatch. Oh, and I suggest you two boys get your other fishing gear ready to catch us some fresh fish,” Mom said.

      Dad helped get Hunter and Noah heading towards the tree, as Mom and Grandpa led the way. It took almost an hour to get back to the tree. Once they arrived, Mom divided up the chores. She sent the boys out to catch fish, Dad to the river to get crayfish and clams, and Grandpa to collect berries, nuts, and mushrooms, while she set up the kitchen and preheated the solar oven. Once  all the food had been gathered, she set about cooking with Hunter and Noah’s help, while Grandpa and Dad began planning their next moves.

      “We need to figure out how and where the Sasquatch time speed changes, and the relationship it has with the valley and our tree, if we are going to be able to talk to the girl. From experience I can tell you that, if we aren’t close enough, they won’t be able to hear us in real time and so we may need to go all the way down to the valley floor,” Grandpa proposed, while scratching his chin.

      Dad sighed before responding. “Getting Mom to allow her boys anywhere near those 8-foot-tall hairy beasts, even with the little girl, will be a challenge… I’m just hoping we can find a way to communicate from the safety of our tree.”

      “After they picked up my crawler like it was an empty bag, I am also a bit apprehensive about being within their reach,” said Grandpa. “The fact that 100 of your company’s employees, including guards with weapons, disappeared without a trace makes me even more cautious.

      “What if you and I sat down in the valley waiting for them, while Mom, Hunter, and Noah stayed in the tree?”

      “I thought about that also, but until we know how the distance from the valley floor to the tree affects time, we can’t take that chance. If the people down in the valley are down too long, then time would pass at a faster rate for them than the people in the tree. We need to do a few experiments to determine our best course of action. It may turn out that we all will have to go down there if we hope to stay in the same time speed.”

      “I think we need to practice with our electric safety ropes,” said Noah, cutting in. “We need lots of practice so that, if something happens, we can escape really fast.”

      “Maybe, if we got attacked by the Sasquatch, we could throw Noah at them and escape,” Hunter said. “Heck, they want him badly, so they would stop to grab him, then we could zoom up the tree and be safe!” Hunter then immediately had to duck a fast-flying pinecone.

      “The next pinecone thrower will not be eating lunch, dinner, or breakfast for the remainder of our stay in this tree! If that is understood, you should all wash up for lunch,” Mom barked.

      “Is there a time limit on that pinecone throwing restriction?” asked Noah.

      Mom shot a sideways glance at Noah that Hunter thought would have scared even the Sasquatch. Noah looked at Mom, realized she was being serious, and said, “Well, I guess that answers my question. There is no way I am going to eat my own cooking when mom’s here,” though he said the second part under his breath as he washed.

      “That boy lets his stomach do the talking, just like your dad did when he was his age,” Grandpa said to Hunter as they washed up.

      “I am pretty sure I’ve never seen you miss a meal either, Grandpa,” said Hunter.

      “That may be true, because I have learned never to go hungry when you don’t have to.”

      “Let’s have less talking and more washing before your lunch gets cold, and I have to throw it to the Sasquatches,” said Mom.

      In his hurry to be first to fill his plate, Noah tripped. It was not an ordinary trip, but a top-of-the-line funny trip. Noah’s safety line was hanging a bit too low, because he hadn’t rolled it in all the way in last time he was practicing, and the hook caught a branch, which caused the line to go taunt, and trip him. That would have been funny enough, but when he stood up and hit the line release, it released so quickly he stumbled backwards. The tree top nest’s bottom being curved like a bowl increased his speed as he fell forward, and then continued stumbling until he toppled over the edge. The last thing Noah heard was Mom’s scream.

      Grandpa was sure that, if the Sasquatch were within 100 miles, they would have heard that scream. At least that might get them here, he thought, as he rushed to the edge to check on Noah. Before he was halfway across the nest, Grandpa heard laughing. They were not giggles, but deep hysterical laughter. Not only was Noah not hurt, but he was laughing hard, from somewhere over the edge of the nest.

      As luck would have it, the locking clip on Noah’s safety line had gotten caught on a branch and stopped him from falling too far. After he realized he wasn’t going to hit the ground, Noah had started laughing. Mom wasn’t quite as happy, and the way she told Dad and Grandpa to haul him back up caused Noah to hit reverse on his electric winch and drop to the ground by the irrigation canal.

      “You can run, but you can’t hide,” Mom called out, as she once more walked to the edge of the nest, hooked her safety line to a thick branch, looked at Dad, Grandpa, and Hunter, and
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