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Christian Lumberjack In The Old West

JESSICA UNLOCKED HER apartment door and
looked around. Since it was evening she had to be extra careful
when walking home alone. She greeted her ginger cat and locked the
door, while dropping her leather bag on the couch.

She took out a microwave dinner and popped it
into the microwave. A leather, yellow paged book caught her
attention lying on the counter, a book she had found a day ago
stashed with several others that were referred to as "off the
shelf" books, books that had basically reached their expiry
date.

Jessica was a librarian and over the years
had grown quite a talent for finding rare books hidden amongst
thousands of other books. This book was different though, it had no
title on the front nor did it have any text on the back.

She ate her supper alone since her husband
was working late shift at the hospital, on such a night there was
no dishes or anything to worry about except her book and a glass of
wine.

This Journal is the property of Michael
Collony born on January the 3rd 1839.

One could easily see the age of the book
judging by its paper and faded writing. First thing she noticed was
that some of the earlier pages of the book must have been torn out
or came lose during its years at the library, but it did not matter
as it still contained character and the true life events that
formed an important part of its history, the tales it tells.

She made herself comfortable on the couch,
and so the story began.

September 2, 1859

We woke up this morning to a sky of red,
green and purple. It was the first time in my life experiencing
such a beauty of nature. No one knew how it happened but I hope
that within my lifetime I might get to witness such an event
again.

Everyone watched as it faded away leaving
only clear skies and the normal light of day behind. I knew the
paper would be full of speculation but that normal life would in a
short period of time continue.

With the election fast approaching I had
thought it best to leave New York as soon as possible before the
crowded streets and transport matters would become a problem. Since
I told father about my decision he has been very supportive, its
only mother that concerns me as she has not taken the news very
well.

I have always looked up to my father, for
being the man he was. His story of success started at around the
same age as mine and I will follow in his footsteps. He was born a
lumberjack and so was I, and it runs in our history and our
blood.

Oregon will be my end destination known for
its many paper mills and the Clackamas river. It is still a young
town, not even thirty years of age and still growing day by
day--the perfect place I guess to grow up together.

But there was one matter that I still needed
to resolve--Emily.

"I have not told her yet and I do not know
how to break the news to her Father." Michael said closing his
journal.

"Tell Emily the truth Michael," his mother
replied as she was busy setting the table preparing for dinner.

"If she truly loves you she will understand,
my son. It was no easy road for me and your mother either but here
we are still together."

"I will break the news to her tomorrow then.
I realise I am not being kind in terms of time but I cant delay it
any longer," Michael replied.

"Only a week to go my son," his father said,
watching as his mother ran into the kitchen, covering her nose with
her hanky crying.

Such a short time left my father said, and to
be honest I am eager to leave, eager to begin my new life as a
lumberjack and maybe one day even become camp boss. I feel for
mother but the time to spread my wings has come.

September 7, 1859

After what the papers called the "Carrington
Event" which occurred a week ago, that magical sky that is so
difficult to forget caused chaos for father who could not send or
receive any telegrams for days--the two being connected
somehow.

I was ready and set to leave New York and its
busy life behind. I did break the news to Emily and she did not
take it well either, just like my mother. She did, however, tell me
how selfish I am for only thinking of myself. What is it with woman
and their fragile hearts? So now I am a single man again, but one
not seeking any company at this stage.

Since Oregon is still fairly new I am looking
forward to my journey there by wagon, something I have never done.
I have traveled by train before but mother said I was to young to
remember so even this for me is a new experience.

But, I am ready for the world out there and
what it has to offer me.

Jeremiah 29:11 For I know the plans I have
for you, declares the Lord, plans for welfare and not for evil, to
give you a future and a hope.

May He guide me on my journey.

RACHEL CLOSED THE journal as her husband
walked in. Things was not good between them, and arguments over
work hours and friends were topics often at hand. Her friends, not
being rich or popular amongst the famous, while his was always more
important--the impression that was required from her was huge.

He walked past, not even greeting her,
walking down the hallway closing the bedroom door. Somewhere they
lost it and staying with him became more of a challenge day by
day.

She found the life of Michael Collony a
distraction from her own life and insight into his.

October 1, 1959

I have arrived. Oregon was just as I imagined
it, looking like something pulled out of history and brought back
to life.

"You must be Michael," a man said as he
approached the wagon where his journey to the forest would
continue. "Eldridge is my name. The men often refer to me as the
crazy one. Nice to meet you," he said smiling and shaking my hand
fiercely.

"Thank you. Are you the Camp Boss?" he asked
of the freckled, red-haired man dressed fully in Mackinaw, the
bright colours of his socks clearly visible and quite an
eyesore.

"Me? Wish I was!" he said laughing. "No, we
came for supplies and one of us is always sent with to do the
smaller chores while the Camp boss and his family gathers what we
need."

"Eldridge! Come help!"

Michael could clearly guess that this was the
Camp Boss, the man in charge. He was one of those men that you did
not have to ask what they do for a living. One could see looking at
his broad shoulders, messy hair and his face, that he meant
business.

"You! The time of sitting around is over,
help the clown load the supplies," he said firmly as he reached the
wagon and looking at Michael with his slicing brown eyes.

"Yes, yes Boss."

"You’re always so hard on the new ones," his
wife said, nudging him on his shoulder.

"They need to know who’s the boss from the
start my wife, to prevent problems arising later," he replied.
"Come on, we don't have all day!" he shouted at the two men rushing
around trying to load the supplies as fast as they possibly
could.

IT WAS A humid winter afternoon when they
finally left for the forest. Michael was sweating as he was still
dressed in his undercoat and jacket, because somehow he thought
this would be more of a formal greeting.

He looked over at Eldridge who was sitting
smoking his pipe, something that not so long ago was impossible to
get.

"You must be hot," he said at Eldridge.

"No, you get used to it. This is what you are
given on the day you arrive and will stay with you forever. It gets
cold out there, especially around this time of the year. It does
not matter how many pairs of socks you wear or what wool hat you
place over your head--the cold gets to you. "

"About the socks?"

"Always the sock question. They offer
protection when we work in the forest, especially in thick
underbrush so we can see each other better," he replied, not
smiling this time.

"So, how does all of this work?' Michael
asked, becoming more and more enticed.

"It's no fun and games. Our day begins very
early in the mornings, and sometimes it feels like you got no sleep
at all. We get fed by cook and then off we go. Our crew consists--
out of three men--the first chopper who will be your boss, the
second chopper, and last but not least--he sled tender who would
most likely be you.

Its easy--turn the sled, load the logs and
bind them. You’ll get used to it," he said, smiling.

"And Sundays?" Michael asked.

"Your time my friend--your only time. The
real man you should be concerned about is Ralph, because he’s very
strict and demands a lot of respect from us. He’s a good leader,
but a tough one at that. "

I MET MY Camp Boss and Eldridge, another
worker today. I never knew that one camp uses so many supplies. I
am impressed with the camp, some of the stories I’ve heard about
conditions in other camps are quite alarming. It reminded me of
when I was younger and accompanied father to a camp for winter,
only this was much better.

Life had improved--first there was the boss’
house, a luxury that did not exist in the olden days and built next
to it a large log building used as the kitchen and dining room.
This was the cook’s domain and he even had his own assistant. As
for the accommodation, I was first unsure of sleeping in bunk beds,
living with other men but so far I can’t complain.

It somehow feels like a town this, we even
have our own blacksmith who sharpens our axes and tends to the
animals.

I have to say most people around here are not
so talkative or friendly but indeed I could see tonight at supper
that they did include me and had already accepted me as a fellow
logger--at least some of them. Others were talking amongst
themselves how a New Yorker would not last a month here but I do
not care, I am doing this for myself and I don’t see why I have to
prove anything to anyone.

I will get to know everyone a bit better as
time goes along. So, tomorrow I must see the nurse and who knows
what else the day would hold for me.

Genesis 1:5 God called the light Day, and the
darkness he called Night. And there was evening and there was
morning, the first day.

October 2, 1959

Today was hard; I am clearly not fit enough
for the forest and even the clothes added weight to me. When the
conch shell sounded this morning Eldridge was right--it still felt
like night had just started.

I had a long conversation with the Camp Boss
about who I was, where I came from and then I got needled by a very
rude nurse. I have gained a fair amount of knowledge today, but
tonight my hand does not have the energy to write abd sleep is the
only thing on my mind right now.

"MICHAEL, THE BOSS wants to see you in the
office," Eldridge said, pointing to a small building in the center
of camp. There was a chill in the tiny breeze, acting as a warning
to the men that the cold was coming. Half asleep still and holding
on tight to his new jacket, Michael entered the office.

"Michael, the next time you approach my
office I suggest you knock. I thought a man like yourself coming
from New York would have the manners to do so," Ralph said
sarcastically as his focus went from his map towards Michael.

"I apologize," Michael replied.

"You know what this is?" Ralph asked,
pointing towards his map spread out on the table." This is a plan,
a route that my men must follow each day in order to do their jobs
and not one works at the same place but what they all know is that
they are a part of this map. Do you want to be a part of this map
or should I just send you home?"

"I want to be a part of the map, boss."

"I know your father very well Michael and I
heard a lot of stories about you over the years we logged together,
but even that time you came to camp with him I wasn’t sure If you
would ever be able to do what he did."

"With all due respect, boss, I am not my
father; he lived his life and enjoyed what he did and I am not here
because I want to prove to him that I can live like he did. I came
here because I want to be here."

"That’s a good thing Michael because being
one of us means that you have something to believe in, and not only
that but a man of mine can never be selfish. We all have each
others back all the time. "

"I understand, boss," Michael replied.

"Well then I am placing you on the map, I
want you and Eldridge to clear a road over here. He more or less
knows the area so it should not be a problem. I know you are
starting small but like everyone you need to earn the respect of
this forest."

Michael walked back to the busy dining room
with a smile--he had earned a small drop of respect from Ralph and
that meant allot knowing that he was off to a good start.

"EXCUSE ME, " a woman said, waving at
Michael. "I need you in here."

It was after breakfast and the crews were
getting ready to move out. The room was warm and nice for someone
who would suddenly fell ill, but it reeked of medicine.

"I need to give you a shot so let's get down
to business and then you can be on your way."

"My name is Michael," he said to the woman
who did not come across as friendly at all."

"Amelia. Now, if you don't mind I have lots
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