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Dedication 
 
 
 
 
 To Andy G., the best friend a boy like me could have had growing up. I was lost, hurting, confused, and angry after losing my dad. Andy, thank you so much for helping me not do the really stupid things in life. I don’t know if I’d be here if it weren’t for you. Andy was a solid friend, and always the voice of reason. He is very much the Andy in the Osihapi stories. We had many adventures, including the longest and most daring streaking dare I ever went on. Oh, the trouble he kept me from getting into.
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Chapter 1
Into the Unknown




Luke looked out into the deep forest as his dad turned the pick-up from the well-traveled state highway to a smaller road. Would the trees be this thick at camp?
Luke felt a lump in his throat. The summer camp was called Osihapi, a Lakota Sioux word that meant humility. His dad had gone there as a boy and had loved it. Luke had never been to camp, but was going to spend two whole months at Osihapi.
A group of wealthy investors were reopening the camp for a social experiment. The study was to see how today’s boys would deal with the primitive conditions of a 1960’s summer camp experience. Luke had agreed to be a part of the study, but now on the road there, he was having second thoughts.
He looked out again at the enormous trees. They made him feel small, but the camp brochures promised he would learn to be comfortable in such a wilderness. He wondered if he’d be afraid of the forest. It was so vast and there were so many shadows. Luke decided a boy shouldn’t be afraid of the woods, and didn’t want to let others know that he was. He wanted to learn about the woods, and be able to survive in them.
Luke was 12, thin, and a little short for his age. He was wearing a tan-colored T-shirt with the words Camp Osihapi on the front. Above the camp logo was his first name, neatly written with his mother's black laundry marker and the provided stencils. His shorts were khaki, with his first initial and last name on the inside of the waistband as required.
At Osihapi, campers were only allowed one pair of shorts and a single t-shirt. That meant that Luke was wearing the only clothes he would have at camp. While spare shorts or t-shirts weren’t allowed, each boy was given an extra pair of socks and a bright orange swimsuit. 
These items, along with a sleeping bag with a liner, and camp pillow had all been delivered to Luke's house in a simple brown cardboard box along with a camp guidebook, wilderness survival primer, a toothbrush, toothpaste, and three bars of soap.
The intention was that all of the boys at camp would have the very same items. No one would have better, and no one would have worse. There were to be no personal items, no pajamas, and not even any underwear. They only had what a poor camper from the 1950s or ’60s would have had.
Luke had learned from the camp brochure that each boy was responsible for washing his own T-shirt, shorts, and socks every evening. They were to wash them in the manual clothes-washing machine beside their cabin, then hang them on a clothesline to dry overnight.
It was obvious that washing the only set of clothes he had would leave him naked. His dad had told him that was how it was when he was at camp, and no one really cared. Luke couldn’t imagine any boy he knew being able to deal with being naked around others. He figured the boys would wear their swimsuits to do laundry, and he could do the same.
Luke figured the other campers would also sleep in their swimsuits while their shorts and T-shirt dried overnight. Luke had tried sleeping in the swimsuit at home and hated it. 
While it was made of material that dried quickly, it was huge, and not very comfortable. How could the camp have gotten the size of his regular shorts just right, but send a swimsuit that was enormous? Luke was sure the suit would’ve easily fit his dad.
Just walking in the swimsuit was annoying and uncomfortable. In bed it bunched up around him as he turned. He tried sleeping in it four different nights, and never made it more than twenty minutes. He always ended up kicking it off and sleeping with nothing on like his dad did. After a few times he preferred to sleep that way. Luke decided that solved the problem. He could just pull the awful swimsuit off after getting into bed so no one would notice.
The sleeping bag liners were thin fabric sacks to be used inside the sleeping bag to keep it from getting sweaty or dirty. The bonus was that on hot nights a boy could sleep only with the liner, and not get eaten by mosquitoes. The camp brochure explained that the sleep liners themselves were to be pulled out once a week and washed in the morning and then hung up to dry during the day. Luke tried sleeping in the liner in his bed and also in the provided sleeping bag and decided he liked the idea, and also liked the feel of the thin material.
Luke also studied the provided book about wilderness survival. He already knew some things about being in the woods, such as not to step over logs as a snake could be on the other side, and not to hike off alone.
There were many tips in the book he hadn’t known. In the end he felt better for having read the guide. It even included edible and medicinal plants in the area. He felt as prepared as possible, though he was still worried that he might not fit in like his father did.
As their truck rolled towards camp, Luke tried his best to relax. Breathe in, breathe out, find a rhythm. The problem was that worry had plagued him the past few weeks.
There were a thousand worries that had bothered him. Luke wasn’t good at any sport, nor was he interested in them. He didn’t feel normal. He played the piano, and liked to read. None of his friends or the boys he knew did either of those things.
What if the other boys called him ‘Shorty,’ or ‘Shrimp,’ or some other awful nickname? What if his cabin mates were mean? What if he couldn't swim well enough to pass the qualifications? What if there were snakes everywhere? What if he became famous for talking in his sleep and saying stupid stuff? What if the food sucked? What if they laughed at him in the shower?
Luke had become aware of something that bothered him even more. The number of things he was afraid of was growing longer, not shorter. Shouldn’t he get over fears as he got older? Yet it seemed his mind found more and more to be worried about, which piled on top of the already long list of things he was afraid of.
Luke forced himself to turn the worry around. The past few weeks had been good for him as he got ready for camp. He’d gained muscle and confidence and felt tougher. Luke thought of all the good things that had happened since he started preparing for camp. He forced his mind to consider that things could go just as well after he got to camp.
Luke felt a familiar smile grow on his face because of this sudden confidence. It was the slight grin he had seen in photos of himself when he didn't know a picture was coming. He'd often tried to duplicate that expression for portraits he knew were being taken, but it never looked right. Those smiles always looked fake, and he disliked those pictures as if they were frauds. The good smile only showed up in snapshots when someone caught him in the moment when real inside happiness showed itself in a smile.
He remembered another example of that very smile in an old photo of his father when he was Luke's age, and at Camp Osihapi. The picture captured his dad with four other boys standing behind a weathered wooden camp sign, with the lake in the background. Luke felt drawn to that photo of his dad. The grin on his father's face was a treasure to Luke.
In the picture, all of the boys had that grin. Their arms were crossed, and Luke's dad leaned against a black boy who was leaning against him. The lean, as well as their heads being tilted slightly toward one another was a testimony of a deep and real friendship. All five boys were barefooted, bare-chested, and looked like they didn't possess a worry in the world as they stood behind the sign as one.
Looking at the old photo made Luke feel as if his dad and the other boys owned Camp Osihapi. It was hard to put his finger on just what it was about their captured attitudes. There was something in their smiles, but also in the way they stood, almost as if defiantly holding their ground.
They didn’t have the expression of wealthy privileged kids, so maybe it wasn't that they owned the camp. It was more like they belonged there or had a right to be there. It almost felt like they were a part of the camp in spirit.
That old snapshot was the biggest reason for Luke agreeing to go to Camp Osihapi. It was those five boys and their smiles that made him want to be a part of the experiment. He wanted to feel that smile. He wanted to live it.
His father never spoke of the framed photo in his office until one day when Luke brought it up. His dad had been trying to complete a bid proposal for a building project, shuffling papers, notes, and drawings around his desk. He suddenly stopped all of his work when Luke asked about the picture.
His dad walked over and took the picture down. He looked at it with reverence.
"My life changed at Lake Osihapi," he said slowly. "I learned to survive there. I figured out how not to be afraid. I was shown how to trust a friend. The best friend I think I ever had.”
Luke looked up, almost worried by the serious nature of his father’s face.
"How come I've never met him? I mean, if you were such good buddies, what happened? Why aren't you two friends now?”
His dad slowly walked back over to his desk, still holding the picture.
“My family was pretty poor. His family was a little better off. He had a dad. He lived in Arizona, and there was no way for us to visit. That was before e-mail, and we only wrote to one another once or twice. I was only able to go to camp that one time because my great uncle paid for it. I worked through high school and then started the business right afterward. I guess I've been working hard all these years since. He became a doctor and then a surgeon. He’s kind of famous for it. I guess we’ve both been too busy with our work and families to spend time together.”
Luke had left the office with his dad still sitting at his desk, looking at the dusty old picture. It was shortly after that his dad stopped working so much. He also started spending a lot more time with Luke and his younger brother, Ben. At least twice a week, the man gathered his two sons to play catch, soccer, or fish in one of the nearby ponds.
All of a sudden Luke's dad sang more, whistled more, and read books that weren't construction manuals. Luke was glad his father was home before dinner nearly every evening, which never used to happen. Dad even stopped going out of town on business so often. Luke knew that the changes were drawing them all closer together.
Soon after that Luke’s dad told him about Camp Osihapi being reopened, and explained the reason. The camp was to be run as it had been many years ago. While it was doubtful that any boys today would want to skinny-dip, the showers would remain as they were—open and without dividers.
The boys would be required to shower daily and together with all of the other campers. Luke’s dad asked if he would be interested in being a part of the experiment and study.
Luke was shocked at the thought. In truth, he wasn’t too shy about his body. He’d been washing in the outdoor solar shower with his 11 year-old brother Ben for the past month. His dad had recently enclosed part of their backyard with a sight proof fence on their acreage, then built a solar shower and an above ground pool.
To Luke, the odd thing was that after a few times showering with his brother or cousin it really didn’t seem like a big deal anymore, yet he noticed if he failed to shower with someone for more than a week it became scary to him again. Was that normal?
Luke was pulled back to the present by his dad clearing his throat in the truck.
"There's the sign," his dad pointed from the driver’s seat. "One mile to go.”
Luke nodded but was still idly looking out the window at the forest rushing past. Suddenly he saw a face. A boy was staring back at him from the trees. The boy was about Luke’s age and stood behind some dense foliage that hid him from the waist down. The boy had no shirt on, and a bow and arrows were on his shoulder. The boy looked directly at Luke, showing a pleasant smile as if he’d been expecting to see him. The boy was also holding a stick. No, it was a spear. The figure calmly stepped back into the shadows of the forest and disappeared.
Luke immediately looked at his mom and dad and Ben. None of them had seen the kid in the woods, but Luke noticed a boy's silhouette through the back window of the pick-up in front of them. The figure was looking toward the woods, and from his movement it was clear that the other boy had seen the figure in the forest.






Chapter 2
 
Cabin Mates


The pick-up in front of theirs slowed for the turn at the newly painted camp Osihapi Sign. Luke could see the silhouette of the boy's head turn and look back at them, yet Luke could only make out the form through the dark windows.
"I think we're about twenty minutes early," Luke's dad said. "I guess that family is early, too.”
Luke could tell by the sound of his father's voice that he was either excited or nervous. The entrance to camp was just past a vast industrial complex with large trucks and cranes. A man was walking out of one of the buildings and looked out at their vehicle as they passed. The man smiled, which seemed odd to Luke, as the man couldn't possibly have known who they were.
They turned down a gravel drive that twisted through the forest for five minutes before pulling into a parking lot beside a giant rustic lodge. The structure was built with massive stones and giant hewn logs. Luke’s dad parked beside the truck they had followed into the lot.
Luke jumped out, his feet hitting the crunchy gravel. The air was full of the smell of woods, and he liked it. The two parents got out slower, and Luke beat them to the truck's tailgate and had it down before they were out.
A boy was lowering the tailgate of the truck next to them. He was about Luke's height, was black, and had short hair. He was wearing the same t-shirt and shorts that Luke had on.
Luke pulled his duffel bag out. "Hey." he said. "I'm Luke.”
"I'm Jesiah," the boy said with a grin.
Luke walked toward him, and the two shook hands. "You saw that kid in the woods, too, didn't you?”
The boy looked around nervously as if making sure no one else would hear. “Uh…yeah. That was kind of strange.”
Both sets of parents were now at the back of the pick-ups, so Luke decided to drop any further discussion of the boy they had seen in the woods.
"Are you an Anchor Camper?" Luke asked.
Jesiah nodded. “Yeah. You?”
Luke was retying his shoe. "Yeah. Maybe we can hang out together.”
"Cool," Jesiah said. ”Are you as scared as I am?”
“I’m terrified." Luke let out a breath. He was surprised, and relieved that the other boy’s honesty was allowing him to be open as well.
Luke's mom and dad were already talking to Jesiah’s parents. They seemed nice.
The two fathers shook hands. "I'm Luke," Luke's dad said.
"Jesiah," Jesiah's dad said.
The two boys burst out laughing when they heard their fathers repeat the same names they had just used to introduce themselves a few moments earlier.
The dads began talking, while Luke and Jesiah shouldered their bags. Each contained precisely the items the camp required, and nothing more. No candy, no electronic devices, and no cell phones.
“Is your swimsuit giant and orange?" Jesiah asked, nodding towards Luke's bag.
"Huge," Luke said. "I think it’d be too big for my dad.”
"Mine too," Jesiah shrugged. "I wanted to bring my own, but the rules said the only suit we’re allowed to swim in is the one they sent.”
Luke nodded. He liked Jesiah.
Jesiah's dad came over and put one of his hands on his shoulder.” Luke's dad suggested we pray together before everyone gets here. Does that sound good?”
"Sure," Jesiah said, but Luke could tell the boy was a little embarrassed, and he himself was as well.
The two boys lowered their heads, and listened as each of their dads prayed for them to have a good and safe summer. Then came a lot of hugs.
Finally Luke and Jesiah walked over to an awning where a sign announced “Check In.”
An expensive car pulled up, and a tall, skinny boy got out of the back seat. His hair was short and blond. He dragged his bag out behind him and walked over to Luke and Jesiah, still standing together.
"Hi," Jesiah said with a smile. "I'm Jesiah, and this is Luke.”
"I'm Jarod," the boy said. Jarod seemed a foot taller than Luke. At first he started to feel a little defensive, but checked the attitude and shook Jarod's hand.
Next, a family van pulled up, and a boy got out and walked over.
"Hey," the boy said as he walked up. "Is this the place for Anchor Campers?”
The boy was only a little taller than Luke and had brown hair.
Luke decided to attempt some humor. "Only if you have a gigantic orange swimsuit. I'm Luke, this is Jesiah, and that’s Jarod.”
The boy laughed nervously and shook hands.
"I'm Kyle," he said. "And you aren't lying about the swim shorts. They’re huge. I guess guys that can't swim can just stuff a life raft in with them.”
The others all laughed, and Luke relaxed a little. The boys all seemed nice enough. His worries of mean bullies that would make his life at camp miserable faded slightly. He was glad that Jesiah was still standing next to him as the group grew. Even though Jesiah had said he was scared, he didn’t seem like he really was, and Luke took comfort in Jesiah’s easy attitude.
Another pick-up pulled in, and all four boys watched as it parked. A tall boy got out and walked to the back of the vehicle with what looked like his mom and dad. When the boy looked around as if trying to figure out what he should do, Luke waved briefly to him.
"At least I won't be the tallest kid," Jarod said.
"What's the matter with being tall?" Jesiah asked as he kicked at a rock.
"Nothing," Jarod said. "I just don't like being the tallest one in a group. All the adults have to point it out for some reason.”
The tall boy hugged his parents and walked over to the boys.
"Hey," he said with a voice that was deep for a boy.
Luke was even more intimidated. The boy was much taller, and more mature looking. Still, when he realized how nervous the boy seemed, he felt compassion for him. Luke sensed that Jesiah felt the same thing.
Jesiah shook the tall boy’s hand. "You're in the right place. We're all kind of nervous, and we all have orange swimsuits our dads could wear.”
Luke laughed along with Jesiah and introduced each of the guys.
"I'm Andy," the boy said. "I was hoping one of your guys would be fat and have a small swimsuit so we could trade.”
The boys laughed at the joke, and Luke felt even better about things.
"We're just waiting for them to come to get us," Luke said.
"Okay," Andy said. "I guess we all get to bunk in the same cabin together?”
They paused as two deer — a doe and her fawn — walked out of the woods across the parking area. The deer looked at the people congregating around the vehicles and went back into the woods.
"That's something you don't see every day," Jarod said.
Several men and some older teenagers came out of the main building, laughing and wandering toward the sign-in area where Luke and the other boys waited. A man and woman were with them, the man with the clipboard. He motioned to their group.
“Greetings, Anchor Campers,” the man said. “I'll give you a heads-up on how much fun you're going to have this summer.” The older teenaged assistant counselors all lined up behind the man.
“We're glad you're here," the man began. "My name is Thomas Steel, and this is my wife, Emma. You can call us Mr. and Mrs. Steel. You boys are the first campers to be at Camp Osihapi for many years. It is tradition at Osihapi to have Anchor Campers. 
Your cabin is the one with a large brass anchor beside the door. You’ll have a full week of instruction before any of the weekly campers get here so you’ll be able to help them adjust. You'll each be far ahead of them in skills, so they'll look up to you. You're going to have a fun summer.
I want to thank each of you for agreeing to be a part of this study. I know it was probably a difficult decision for each of you, but the knowledge we can gain from this study will be of great value. The world was a far different place in the 1950’s and ’60's when this camp was running. You gentlemen are going to help us with a study that has some widespread interest.
Each of you young men will have opportunities to give feedback on this experiment and tell us what you think about it. You will also fill out questionnaires every so often to help us learn what we can during this study.
I know you’re all nervous. Every kid is nervous when going to camp for the first time. But I promise you’ll have fun this summer. I am the camp Superintendent and am ultimately responsible for everything that happens at Osihapi. The staff behind me is who you will be dealing with directly.
As you have read in the camp information, there are several rules that you must carefully follow while you are here. Each of the staff behind me believes that each young person has a guardian angel. 
We all believe those angels are watching as we interact with you. Beyond that, we have developed rules to keep you safe. First, no camper should ever be anywhere alone, even in the bathroom. Camp staff should never be alone with fewer than three campers unless another staff person is present. If you observe this rule being broken by staff, at any time, you are to report it to the office.
You will also have around-the-clock access to a telephone that you can use to call your parents. As our flier suggested you should have exchanged safety phrases with your parents that can be used in the case of an emergency. Your parents have access to come to take you home anytime they feel they should, but we don't want you going home because you’re scared or homesick. We hope you’ll take advantage of this once in a lifetime opportunity to learn more about surviving in the natural world around us and get more comfortable with yourselves. Are there any questions before you head to your cabin?”
Luke saw Jesiah raise his hand slightly, then lowered it sheepishly when he realized the meeting wasn't a classroom environment.
“Yes, Jesiah. Do you have a question?" Mr. Steel asked.
"Yes, sir," Jesiah said as he glanced at Luke. "Is there already another boy out in the woods?”
Mr. Steel shook his head. "No. You boys are the first ones here.”
"Well, is there a kid that lives somewhere around here that might be playing in the woods?”
Mr. Steel had an odd look upon hearing the question and seemed slightly nervous. "No. There aren’t any homes for miles. Why do you ask?”
Jesiah shrugged, and Luke could tell he was embarrassed as the other boys looked at him.
"Oh, nothin.’ I just thought it would be cool to live around here.”
Mr. Steel nodded and appeared to relax. "Oh. Of course. I think so too. Now you boys walk around the camp and find your cabin. Some counselors will be along shortly and get you situated.”
The boys each hugged their parents one last time, then gathered their packs and headed into camp. Towering trees lended shade to the camp area, yet the lack of lower limbs allowed the cool breeze from the lake to drift through. Luke found it just as he had imagined.
Kyle looked back at Jesiah. "Hey, what’s with that question about a kid living around here?”
Jesiah shrugged. "I dunno. I just thought I saw a boy standing in the woods just before we turned in.”
Luke could see that the other boys might think Jesiah was imagining things, so he decided to speak up in Jesiah's defense.
"I saw him too. Our truck was right behind Jesiah's. He was a kid about my age, and had a spear and bow and arrows like a Native American would carry.”
"No, kidding?" Kyle said as he glanced into the woods. "Maybe he's lost.”
"He sure didn't look lost. He didn't look scared or worried. It was like he was expecting to see us. Besides, if he was lost, he would have followed us up the drive.”
"There's the cabin with the big brass anchor by the door," Andy said, pointing. "Let's check it out.”
The boys all quickened their pace and pushed through the screen door single file. The cabin's side walls were made up of large tan and red stones up to about three feet high with pillars at the corners and in the middle of the side walls. 
There were heavy screens reaching from the stones up to the top of the walls. The roof structure was visible from the inside, and the rafters had been hewn from heavy timbers. The back screen door led to a small covered porch, with the lake beyond.
There were seven beds, each with a foot-locker and a small bedside table with a reading lamp."This is awesome," Kyle said. “But where's the bathroom?”
Luke suddenly realized that the cabin was indeed just one big room with a screen door at either end. There was no bathroom, closet, or other areas off the main room.
"This camp started in the '40s," Andy said. "All the cabins use the same bathroom and shower area.”
"So, where do we change and stuff?" Kyle asked with an attempt not to sound worried or stressed, which Luke could see through easily.
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This is how our cabin looked on the first day. It took a while to draw it, as there are so many small details. The picture outside the windows was really cool, but I didn’t have time to work on that. – Kyle.

“We change right here," Andy said. "My dad tells me in a few days we won't care, but I admit it has me a little spooked. Not that I don't trust you guys, but I'm just not used to changing clothes or showering around anyone else. My dad said he got over it after the first day, and by the time he went home after camp, he'd lost all his shame. He said he’d change clothes right in front of his brothers and walked to and from the bathroom naked. His mom—my grandma, freaked out and yelled at him like crazy. She hated this place because of it, and never wanted to let him come back. She said it turned him into a wild heathen.”
The boys all laughed as they each picked out a bed. Luke was relieved that Jesiah's bed would be next to his.
From left to right, the order was Kyle, Luke, Jesiah, Andy, and Jarod. The boys all dropped their bags on the beds.
There were several old and yellowed pictures of boys on the walls that must have been former campers. Most of them were taken in the woods or around a campfire.
"Let's go check out the rest of the camp," Andy said as he led the way back outside. 
The sun was hot in the open area, but there was lots of shade from the giant trees all around. Luke noticed the cabins were laid out in short lines, each leading to a large grassy area. There in the center was a massive fire pit, a pavilion, and what had to be the shower building.
The five walked to the shower house, and discovered it was one large square room. Standing in the opening, they could see there were four such doorways, one on each corner of the structure. None of the openings had a door, but rather a wooden fence panel a few feet outside of each space that blocked most, but not all, view into the structure.
There were six large shower poles in the center of the building, with shower heads sticking out all around each of them. On each outside wall between the four openings was a long urinal in between four toilets and two sinks.
Jarod, who had been quiet until then, suddenly spoke up.
"Wow. Wide-open spaces.”
Andy swallowed. "Yeah. My dad told me about this too. He said the people who built the camp didn't want there to be any closed-off spaces. Weird adults want privacy to corner kids in. He kept telling me that after the first day all the boys got over their fear and shower time became fun. He said everyone made sure they showered when everyone else did, and it was a madhouse.”
"You don't sound like you believe it." Jesiah said.
Andy shook his head. "I believe it, but it still seems weird to me.”
The boys looked around a bit. Luke walked over and used a urinal, then Jesiah did. The five moved back out into the sunlight. Jarod was looking at the large campfire area, and then saw a broad grassy clearing about the size of a soccer field. The boys drifted around, though they stayed together.
They turned toward the lake, intent on exploring the docks. As they walked, they heard a voice coming from behind them.
"Hey! Help!”
The boys turned and saw a boy breaking through the tree line and running fast toward them.
"Is that the boy you saw?" Andy asked.
“Yeah. It sounds like he needs help," Jesiah said.
Luke said nothing, watching the figure run toward them. The boy was running fast, and had a short, warrior-looking haircut. He had defined muscles and was indeed carrying a short spear. A bow and a quiver of arrows was over his shoulder. His only dress was a breechcloth of tanned leather. A leather pouch was on the left side of the belt, and on the other side, a sheath knife. The boy looked magnificent, like a figure from the past or perhaps one from a well-produced movie.
Luke started moving forward as the boy neared, being prompted by the motioning arm. The others began trotting too and caught up to Luke. The five slowed as the boy came near and stopped.
“A baby deer is drowning in the creek in some mud. We have to get her out before she goes under!”
Andy held up a hand. "We'd better get some help.”
“There’s no time for that! We can save the deer, but we all have to help. Hurry!”
The boy turned and ran away from them, headed back for the tree line.
"Come on. Move!" he said as he ran.
The boys looked at each other.
"What do we do?" Kyle said.
"We should go get some adults," Andy said.
Luke felt a sense of fear that threatened to paralyze him. His first instinct was to run for the camp office, but his feet wouldn’t move in that direction as he watched the wild boy running. He asked himself what the boy he wanted to be would do.
“I’m gonna help,” Luke said without realizing it as he sprinted forward. He was thankful that Jesiah followed.
The other three followed a moment later, well behind Jesiah and Luke.
"This could get us in trouble," Jarod said as they all ran after the boy.
No one responded as they all ran flat out to catch up. The figure ahead of them ran with the grace and skill of a deer. Luke gave everything to his forward motion. The expenditure of energy felt good after the truck ride. He didn't intend to let the kid out of his sight as they headed into the shade of the woods.
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The wild boy could run like a deer. We had to give it everything we had to keep up with him. - Kyle









Chapter 3
The Rescue

Luke focused all attention on the trail in front of him as he tried to keep up with the boy. Fear gnawed at him. They could get lost in unfamiliar woods. They could get into trouble for leaving camp without permission. He could step on a snake. Somehow Luke ignored all of those concerns and ran with a determination he didn’t know he had. The skill with which the wild boy vaulted over downed trees and ducked under low branches was a challenge to Luke, but he intended to keep up. Such an attitude wasn’t like him, but he felt driven to follow the boy.
Luke felt the slap of leaves and small branches as he ran. He watched intently as the boy approached a downed tree fallen across the path. The boy jumped and planted a foot directly on top of the large log, vaulting over and safely past it. 
Luke's first instinct was to slow down, but then decided to push on faster. He checked his stride, hit the top of the tree with his left foot just as the boy had done, and then pushed off in a jump that put him well beyond the log.
The trail widened a little as they reached a clearing. Luke realized they had entered an obstacle course, with rope nets, logs, and short walls. Luke followed the boy around the walls and rope nets, but when they came to three long logs going across a muddy pool, the boy didn't skirt around, but instead leaped to the middle log and crossed it at a full run.
Luke felt fear rising as he considered what would happen if he fell between two of the logs. He ignored the fear and pushed on as he crossed. The rush of adrenaline was incredible. The shouts of the other boys behind him pushed him faster. It sounded like they each ran across the log as well.
He could hear one of the boys catching up with him, and suddenly on a wide section of the path, Kyle was pulling beside him, then slowly moving past.
The wild boy stopped suddenly in front of them in the middle of the path ahead. Luke and Kyle came to a sudden halt, the others quickly stopping behind them. All of them were panting hard. The boy turned back to them. He didn’t seem winded at all. 
“Walk slowly now, and speak softly. Do not crouch as a predator would. The doe—her mother—is also here watching and we do not want to scare her away.”
With no more explanation, the boy turned and walked slowly over the next rise. The path gave way to a sloped, open area that led down to what looked like a swamp. Luke heard a weak cry. It sounded like a goat, but the cry helped him pinpoint the location. Well out into the black looking wet soil, a small neck and head moved around as if struggling weakly.
The wild boy slowly pointed up the hill on their left. Luke followed the motion and could see a large deer standing ten yards away on the rise.
The boy turned to them. ”The little deer is going to drown if we don't help, and she probably only has a few minutes until she won't be able to keep her head up.”
"What do we do?" Jesiah asked.
The boy reached down and picked up a fallen limb about the diameter of his own upper leg.
"We need a lot of limbs this size and smaller, and a lot of branches," he said. “We have to make a path that we can move on without sinking down into the mud ourselves.”
The boy put the wood down beside the edge of the mud.
"Please pile them here.”
The boys all quickly moved out, gathering similar limbs. Each trip to their growing pile, Luke looked out at the deer. It was no longer struggling, but just raising its head to look at them ever so often.
The wild boy put his spear, bow, and quiver on a flat rock, then untied the leather thong that held his breechcloth, letting it loose and dropping it with his other gear. Suddenly the boy was naked, yet didn't seem to care. Luke realized the other boys all looked at him with an odd expression. The boy led them in work, moving pieces of wood quickly and efficiently to the edge of the swampy area.
Andy finally pointed to the boy. "Um, you do know you're totally naked, right?”
The wild boy stopped and looked at Andy. “I’m not naked, I’m wearing humility toward the Creator and my fellow man. Wearing humility makes us stronger. You are wearing worldly modesty, which makes us weaker. We should never clothe ourselves with more than the least of these.”
The boy then went back to work, leaving Andy to look like he'd just been punched. He swallowed and looked at Luke and the others.
Luke marveled that the wild boy didn't seem to care at all that he was naked. It was also odd that the boy spoke in such a formal manner, which didn’t seem right for a kid who lived in the woods. Luke was a little relieved that the wild boy was like him and hadn't been circumcised.
Luke considered what the wild boy had just said. "Never clothe yourself more than the least of these." He liked the saying, but at the same time, it seemed a slap in the face to him as well, being clothed while the wild boy was working naked. Luke realized the beautiful leather breechcloth would've been ruined in the mud. The boy had no choice but to strip to perform the rescue. Though it was completely out of character for him, Luke suddenly decided to do the same. 
He pulled off his shirt and noticed that Jesiah was doing the same. Luke kicked off his shoes, pulled off his socks, dropped his shorts, and tossed them all over to where the Indian boy's possessions were. Luke stood naked. Jesiah was pulling his shorts off as well.
The wild boy gave a simple nod toward Luke and Jesiah.
"Thank you," he said quietly and kept working. Luke and Jesiah started helping again. Luke realized that the other three boys were slowly undressing as well. Soon they started pulling more limbs over to the edge of the mud. As each boy started working again, the boy thanked them. The pile of wood grew, and soon the wild boy gave it a satisfied look. 
"This is good for a start," he said. "These branches will slowly sink in the mud when we put them in, but we can walk on them for a short time. We just have to keep piling on more branches.”
He motioned to Luke and Jesiah and his face lit in an odd expression as if he recognized them. He grinned for a moment and then the expression went away and he continued.
"You two are small like me, so we can go the farthest, then you next," he said, pointing at Kyle. Then he pointed to Jarod. “Please keep finding more branches until it is time for you to move out yourself,” he said politely.
Finally he turned to Andy. “You are our anchor. We depend on you to get us as many branches as possible before you have to start bringing them out. When we get to the deer, we’ll be passing her back to you. Does everyone understand?” he asked the group.
Jarod held up his hands. "Don't we need a rope or something to tie onto you guys, and one to tie to the deer?”
The wild boy motioned around them.
"There is no rope. All we have is us.”
The boys all nodded. Jesiah looked at the boy.
"We can do this.”
"Good," the boy said as he picked up a short chunk of wood and dropped it into the mud. He then looked up.
"Great Creator, please give us the mind, body, and spirit to save this animal. Please protect us while we work.”
"Amen," Luke said precisely the same time Jesiah did, which caused the wild boy to stop and look back at them with a grin. Luke again saw what looked like a flash of recognition, and then the boy turned back to his work.
The wild boy stepped on the first log, which squished down somewhat into the mud. He picked up several other logs and began placing them further out.
Luke quickly started passing branches and limbs out to the boy. He looked back at the other three. They all looked as if they didn't know what to do, but Andy, Jarod, and Kyle continued with the work of pulling more branches to the pile, replacing those being used.
Luke noticed that Jesiah also wasn't circumcised, though the other boys were. One of his greatest fears was that he would end up the only uncircumcised boy in the whole camp, yet now he knew there were two others. The native boy was by far the most admirable guy he had ever met, and Jesiah was a kid others would look up to as well. Luke noticed Jesiah had glanced at him. The two grinned at the same time.
Luke grabbed a larger log and passed it to the wild boy, who placed it and moved further out.
"You're doing a good job of getting more branches," the boy said over his shoulder to Jarod and Andy.
Kyle and Jesiah passed logs to Luke, who was out into the sticky dark mud by that time. He pulled the offered branches and gave them to the boy, now further out in front of him. Soon Jesiah was up to his waist, and Luke noticed he made the transition to a sort of kneeling and crawling across the branches in the mud, just as he had. 
Luke was now having to move back and forth to grab the wood, then climb out to the boy to hand it to him. It was not an easy task, and the sticky mud was cold underneath the warm surface. It was a crude fireman's bucket brigade, only without buckets or water—only branches and thick, greasy mud.
Luke worried the rough bark of the branches and limbs would scratch his legs, and in fact, they did. He also realized that the small branches and snags scratching at his skin would have caught on his shorts and T-shirt. He felt incredibly vulnerable and exposed, but he realized it was the only logical way to get out to the deer.
Kyle was in the mud next, then Jarod. Both boys had let out gasps as they stepped in.
"This stuff is so slick," Jarod said. "And why does it smell so bad?”
"Rotting leaves," The wild boy said. "It gets worse out here.”
Jesiah let out a breath. ”He's not lying about that!”
Luke was now covered in the mud, having slipped off the branches several times as he carried more out.
Finally, Andy had to get into the mud, and Luke could see the wild boy suddenly stop and look back upon hearing Andy's moan that clearly betrayed more distress than just a simple dislike of mud.
"Are you alright back there?" the boy directed toward Andy.
"I'm fine," Andy said in a definitely not fine voice. "I just don't like getting dirty.”
"Keep the branches coming," the boy said with a matter-of-fact voice that seemed way too calm for their situation.
It became clear that once Andy had to step out into the mud, the supply of limbs slowed considerably, then stopped. The second his feet made contact with the dark, sticky mud, it was as if Andy moved in ultra-slow motion. All of the rest of the boys soon were aware of this holdup. There were still another fifteen feet to go to reach the little deer, which was no longer struggling. It was clear that without a lot more limbs and branches they were not going to be able to reach the small animal.







Chapter 4 
Andy’s Trial


"I should go back and help Andy," Kyle said.
"No," the wild boy said firmly. "This is his fight. Don't cheat him of it. Today he will either win or lose against his fear.”
The boys were all watching Andy, as the supply of logs had stopped. He looked up at them, and beyond to the wild boy.
"Now you sound like my dad," Andy said.
The wild boy smiled calmly. "There is a great cloud of witnesses watching us at this moment. Will they see you throw off all that hinders, including the fear that holds you back?”
Luke knew that the boy had given a biblical reference. He watched Andy set his jaw, and then pull several large branches to the edge of the first section of mud that could be "walked on," then pulled them out further. Andy stepped into the mire, putting his feet on the sinking logs to drag more branches out. Once he reached the point where the logs were no longer placed across the mud path, but rather lengthwise because of the deeper mud, he crouched, then quickly climbed out on the sinking branches. He pushed each of the three limbs to Jarod, then went back for more.
While everyone had assumed Andy would be able to stay the cleanest, it was now clear that he would end up getting very muddy in order to make all of the trips out with more branches and limbs. The task required more movement than the other boys, and far more instances of slipping off and between the logs and into the mud. The other boys were now having to crawl or climb forward, unable to keep their heads or even faces clean.
Progress was again being made. The logs and branches were quickly being placed, though it was clear to Luke and Jesiah that the mud was getting much thinner and soupier as they neared the little deer. The logs were sinking easier, and the boys were having to place the branches three, then four wide to spread out their weight.
The wild boy was now very close to the small deer, and the animal had a terrified look in its eyes. The wild boy spoke softly in a language Luke didn’t recognize, and the deer calmed a great deal. With the final placement of logs, the boy was able to roll right up to the trapped animal. The wild boy was on his side, trying to pry the fawn out of the thick mud, but wasn’t able to move it much.
Jesiah nudged Luke.
"We've gotta get out farther so we can help. Try pushing some branches in front of the deer.”
Luke pulled the next limb and did as Jesiah suggested. The branch slid just past the deer's nose, and its eyes grew larger, its nostrils flaring.
"Sorry, girl," he said softly. "Just trying to help.”
Luke slid the next chunk of wood, then the next, trying to keep them as close to the deer as possible. After sliding four pieces, Luke rolled out, his legs away from the wild boy, his head toward the deer and the boy.
Luke stopped rolling and turned his head. His face was inches from the deer's nose. It sniffed and made a pitiful sound.
The wild boy had stopped pulling and was taking a breather.
"Are you OK?" Luke asked.
"Yes, but I cannot pull her out by myself," the boy said.
Luke looked at the situation and tried to imagine the deer's body beneath the mud.
"If I can grab her front paws and pull them up on this log, she'll be able to help," Luke offered. "Maybe we can get her just a little more out of the mud, then lean her over onto you.”
"That sounds good," the boy said, breathing out. “Let’s try it.”
Luke could feel more logs coming, and he realized that Jesiah was still placing logs between him and the wild boy.
"Deer don't have paws, they have hooves," Jesiah said with a chuckle.
Luke laughed too, and reached out and followed the deer's neck down into the mud. He finally felt the near foreleg and gently pulled. The leg came up more easily than he thought it would. He set the hoof just over the top of the log, then reached for the other leg. To get to the last crook in the leg, Luke had to lay half of his face down in the mire. The leg came up, and Luke hooked it over the log beside the other.
The deer immediately surged, but the effort was weak. Luke reached down and pushed his hand up under the deer's chest. Moving the animal back and forth, he was able to raise her up just a little higher each movement. Twice Luke paused to rest, and could tell that the wild boy was needing the break as well. The problem was that each boy sank for each little bit they raised the animal.
The deer gave a faint bleat. Its tongue appeared dry. Luke started working the animal again, and this time he could tell that the deer was slowly rising out of the mud faster, but he was sinking even more. A branch hit him, supplied by Jesiah, and Luke pulled it up on top of the two logs closest to the deer's nose.
"That helps a bunch," Luke said as he pulled himself up onto the new surface.
The deer's front legs were now on Luke's chest. He realized that if the deer hadn't been totally exhausted, it could have injured him seriously with the incredibly powerful legs and sharp hooves.
Luke scooted closer and now his face was under the deer's head. He kept pushing, trying to wriggle the animal side to side. The wild boy was doing the same, and soon the deer was out to what Luke considered its armpits. They paused for another few minutes, and Luke moved closer, now under the deer's chest.
He started pushing and felt the animal pull another few inches out of the mud. Luke rolled the deer toward the wild boy. Luke heard a frightened gasp and turned to see Jesiah pushing another log between Luke and the wild boy.
"He's in trouble," Jesiah said, his eyes wide.
Luke looked and could see that the wild boy was indeed much further down into the mud that he was. The boy was flat on his back, his head sinking far down into the dark mire. Luke scooted that way and found one of the new logs just below the surface to lie on. Jesiah was moving toward them as well.
Luke reached under the boy's head and pulled it up.
"Hold his head for me," Luke said. "I've got to pull the deer up and over him to your side. If we don't get her off of him soon, he's going to sink.”
The wild boy nodded quickly. Jesiah held the boy's head, and Luke reached out and managed to get his fingers behind the deer's hind legs. He pulled hard, making sure to pull up and over the wild boy, so as not to cause him to sink further.
The deer's body started coming faster. Luke almost fell onto the boy, which would have certainly pushed him far under. Luke realized he could not get the deer over and past the wild boy. It was now straddling him, and would sink him.
"Roll toward Jesiah!" Luke said to the boy. "Keep rolling until the deer is past you!”
Luke looked back and could see that now the other three boys were near them. They were pulling more branches along as they came.
All of their movement in the mud made it even less firm, and they were sinking far easier.
As the wild boy rolled, Luke pushed up on the deer so both he and Jesiah were supporting it to keep from weighing the boy down.
Jesiah was able to roll back onto a fresh log, pulling the deer completely off the wild boy, who had now rolled a few feet and wasn’t so far down into the mud anymore. Luke started rolling as well, realizing he himself was dangerously far down in the muck.
Next Jesiah began sinking under the deer's weight, but he rolled as well, and Kyle soon had the deer by the head. The deer was almost motionless on its side as it moved along on the muddy human conveyor belt.
The wild boy rolled a lot before he was back on the mud's surface and on a branch. Luke learned that a slow, steady motion of turning worked best, and realized that the others had also figured that out.
The deer was now resting on Jarod's chest, and he stayed still for a moment as Jesiah, the wild boy, then Luke moved toward firmer mud and him. He started climbing on the branches, carrying the deer toward Andy.
Jarod handed the deer to Andy, who put the deer over his shoulders as he moved. The slick mud made it hard to keep the deer steady. Luke was now the last boy in the line, having earlier pushed the wild boy out of the deeper mud toward Jesiah. They each quickly learned that when they tried to rush to get out of the mud, it only made things worse, and caused them to sink faster. A slow, rolling or crawling motion was the best course of action. 
Andy finally reached the point where more logs were across the path. There it was necessary to crawl, but it was obviously tricky while holding the deer. After a time he finally made it off the branches and toward shore.
Andy gently laid the deer down, then without hesitation turned and plunged back into the mire, helping Jarod get up and onto the logs, then Kyle. Each, in turn, moved on toward the shore and the limp form of the deer.
Jesiah was next and thanked Andy, who grinned.
The wild boy paused to look at Andy. "You did well. I thought you didn't like getting dirty,” the boy said with a smile.
Andy shrugged. "I just keep trying to convince myself I'm really clean under all the mud.”
The wild boy flashed a smile and moved on to shore.
Andy gave Luke a hand next.
"Thanks," Luke said. "We wouldn't have made it out without all those branches you moved out to us. We definitely couldn't have gotten the deer out.”
Andy just gave a sheepish smile and shrugged.
All attention was turned to the form of the deer, lying beside the mud of the swamp. It didn’t look well.





Chapter 5
 A Job Well Done



The wild boy picked the deer up, held it in an upright position, and then stabilized it.
"Should we clean it off?" Jarod asked.
The boy shook his head. "No. That’d get our scent on her. As it is now, your hands are muddy, so they don’t have a human smell.”
"So, what should we do?”
"We wait," the boy said matter-of-factly, as if rescuing a deer was an everyday occurrence for him. "She's coming around. She's cold right now from being in the mud so long.”
He picked up the fawn and moved to a spot where the sun showed through the forest canopy.
The tiny deer slowly looked more aware. The boy pulled his hands away, and the deer stood on its own, though it was shaking.
The little deer let out a feeble bleat, and the boys then realized the mother deer was nearing, coming down from the small ridge where she had been standing.
The wild boy motioned for them all to stay still.
The fawn made another pitiful cry, and then the stately looking doe walked right up within five feet of Luke and the others.
The little deer was unsteady, but moved over and put her head under the mother's hindquarters. Luke couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The baby deer was nursing right in front of them, the mother merely looking from one boy to the next, always returning her attention to the wild boy.
The moment seemed to last a long time, though Luke was sure it was only a few minutes. The deer relaxed as the baby nursed, and Luke wanted to reach out and touch her, but he knew it would somehow break the fragile moment that was keeping her calm.
The little deer sneezed.
"God bless you," Jesiah said. The other boys chuckled.
The little deer finally pulled away from her mother and turned to the boys. She wandered over, looking up at each of them, though her gaze also returned to the wild boy as her mother’s eyes had. Finally, she turned and trotted effortlessly away, her mother sprinting ahead of her, looking back to urge her on. In another moment, the pair were out of sight..[image: lZOcdB6eBPE4MpRlyUkFz44SxCuLfKzA3ZxqHl7dDylwA-DQiCSPePCt0Gk_-vsvvLKvTJoYyJRs9uxqHozkvXVb2SyhXTFOdqN8DdVipikT-Zr7kUGlg0QjYvgQJKP4zudqej_BLU_3vJ3JjmXFAgs.jpg]
 It’s really hard to draw mud on a person. Especially when there’s so much you can‘t tell one person from another. I just used enough mud that you could still see them and the fawn. This is how I remember it when the little deer said its goodbyes to Luke and Jesiah. – Kyle.



The clearing was utterly silent for a moment, each of the boys looking into the distance where the doe and fawn disappeared.
"Wow," Kyle said. "You don't see that every day.”
Suddenly everyone laughed.
Jesiah twisted and stretched. "The mud is drying on me. It feels weird.”
Andy looked at himself. "I never in my life thought I’d ever get this filthy. I don't even like getting my hands dirty. There must be five pounds of mud drying on me, and I don't care. How's that possible?”
The wild boy looked at Andy.
"Camp Osihapi is where one can learn how to fight the battles that matter. You fought an important fight today.”
“Well, I'm just glad there wasn't a great cloud of witnesses watching us, like you were saying there was," Andy said.
The boy kept his smile. "But there was. All of those who had gone on before you were watching.”
"So you're saying my Grandma and Grandpa are looking down on us right now while we're completely naked?” Andy asked.
The wild boy motioned to Andy's chest. "Your body is of no consequence to those who have gone on. They saw your soul naked as they do every day. They prayed as you fought a real battle with the enemy. It wasn't a fight for your earthly body, which will someday turn to dust, it was a struggle for control over a part of your eternal soul. 
They watched as you won a small victory over a fear that the evil one could someday use to enslave and cripple you.”
Andy slowly nodded. "I never thought about it like that.”
The wild boy turned and looked oddly at Luke and Jesiah as they stood next to one another. It was the same flash of recognition he had displayed before. Suddenly he laughed.
"At last. The Whiskey Twins return to Osihapi.”
Luke and Jesiah exchanged questioning glances.
"Huh?" Luke said.
The wild boy just grinned. “You all did well here. You preserved a small and helpless life. The Great Creator smiles upon such things. Go wash in the lake. Use the sand to help scrub. We will meet again.”
The boy carefully picked up his breechcloth and weapons so as not to get them muddy, then trotted off in the same direction the deer went. In a few moments, he was out of sight.
Kyle tried to brush some of the mud off but was unsuccessful. "This mud is something. We’ve got to wash all of this black off.”
“I wash every day,” Jesiah said. “The black never washes off.”
Everyone got a laugh out of it, and Luke was thankful that it was a funny moment rather than one in which someone got offended.
“You know what I mean,” Kyle said. "Well, when it dries, it's gonna be hard to get off,"
Andy nodded. "It's going to be dry long before we get back to the showers. That guy just left us here. Does he expect us to carry our clothes and shoes and just walk back to camp naked?”
Jesiah looked at him. “I don’t know about you, but I’m not putting my clothes on over this mud. Besides, no one’s in camp, and we don't look naked with all of this mud on us anyway. We can tough it out. Let's just go.”
Jesiah carefully picked up his clothes and shoes and started walking toward camp. Luke caught up.
"What was he talking about?" Luke said. "Whiskey Twins? Have you ever heard that before?”
"Never," Jesiah said. “It doesn't make any sense either. I've never drank any whiskey in my life.”
The others also caught up and joined in on the conversation.
Kyle laughed. "You two do seem like good friends. How long have you known each other?”
“We just met in the parking lot today," Luke said. "It does feel like we're friends, but it feels like we’ve all been friends for a long time, doesn’t it?”
The others agreed. They made the walk to camp carefully, picking their way along since they were barefooted and unsure of what they might step on. As they walked across the playing field, the bright sun finished baking the mud to a dry crust on their skin.
"Look at us in the sun," Luke said. "Now that the mud is dry, we're all a strange gray color!”
The others stopped and looked at one another.
"This is crazy," Kyle said.
"Yeah," Andy agreed. "Have any of you guys ever been this muddy before?”
They all shook their heads, and each grinned.
"Ugh," Andy said. "I shouldn’t have smiled. Now it's even in my teeth.”
The five walked through the campground toward the showers, laughing at the strange feeling as they went.
Just a dozen yards from the shower, they came face-to-face with Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson as the two rounded the building's corner. Both men were talking about one of the structures needing to be painted, but suddenly stopped when they saw the boys.
Mr. Larson raised his eyebrows. “Wow! It looks like you boys found some mud!”
"Um…yes, sir," Andy said. "We're headed for the showers.”
Mr. Steel shook his head. "No way! You can’t go in the showers with that much mud on you! Head down to the beach area just past the docks and the swim platform. You'll see a sandy area and a bunch of big boulders. Just remember you guys don't have your swim chits yet, so don't wade in beyond your belt line, please.”
The men hadn’t stopped walking, and the last sentence Steel spoke was over his shoulder. The two men then continued talking about which structures needed repairs, turned the corner, and were gone.
Andy let out a breath noisily. "I thought we were in big trouble, but they both acted like it was normal to see five guys naked and covered in mud.”
Kyle laughed. "The funny part is, he only commented that we were muddy. He didn't mention that we were stark naked, though you could tell it did surprise him. You’d think we'd be sent home for being out here like this.”
The boys kept walking to their cabin and dropped their clothes around on the back porch. 
"Don't we need soap?" Andy said.
"I'm not going in the cabin and digging through my gear while I'm this dirty," Kyle said.
"Let's use the sand, like the boy said," Jesiah suggested. "It sounded like he knew what he was talking about.”
Andy looked a little unsure of the idea, but they all headed for the lake.
They stopped at the water spigot behind their cabin and washed the grit out of their mouths. Each drank their fill before they continued walking. Luke was glad for the stop, as he was thirstier than he realized.
The look of the lake's cool, clear water in the distance caused them all to move faster.
They saw the large boulders and then the sandy shore past them. The boys broke into a jog, then suddenly ran in the warm grass, racing to the water. Kyle pulled ahead and would have easily hit the lake first, but instead saw something that made him skid to a halt in the sand at the water's edge. The other four stopped behind him.
An elderly man was out in the water in the middle of the swim area. He turned as he heard the boys running up to the water's edge. The man was standing in the water completely naked and holding a bar of soap. Luke had no idea what to do.







Chapter 6
A Mystery



The naked man in the water was clearly old, with gray hair and a neatly trimmed beard. He simply looked at them and continued lathering a washrag with a bar of soap. The man acted as if he wasn't embarrassed at being seen bathing in the lake. Luke studied the face. He recognized it was the cook they had all seen earlier when Mr. Steel had spoken to them in the parking lot. At that time, the man had been wearing a white set of coveralls.
"Hello," the man smiled pleasantly. "You boys look like you've been in the Slough of Despond. That's some scary mud to fall into."
"We thought so too," Andy said.
The man went back to scrubbing. "It's hot in the kitchen, so I thought I'd come down here and wash before finishing lunch prep."
The man remained standing and made no attempt to hide from them. He casually dropped the soap in the water as he scrubbed with the washcloth. The white bar of soap bobbed in the slight waves.
"Well, wade on in," the man said. "You won’t get clean by just looking at water."
Andy looked around "Um…is it okay for us to be in the lake while you're washing?"
The man nodded. "It would be improper if there were only one or two of you. With five of you, and being out in the open as we are, it's fine. I'm glad you're looking out for your friends, though."
"Thanks," Andy said as the boys all ran into the water. Luke was thrilled at how good the clean water felt. He laughed as he rolled in the shallows, feeling the sandy bottom scrub on his back. He kept moving, running his hands through his mud matted hair and crusty face. Within seconds the tranquil blue water was a murky gray.
The old man chuckled at the now cloudy water, then moved ten yards further down the shoreline.
"Oh. We're sorry, sir," Andy said.
"It's okay, I can move," the man laughed. "An old man can wash anywhere."
"So can young men," Kyle said. “We just didn’t realize it before.”
The five splashed and yelled, discovering that the sand from the bottom did help scrub them clean.
Andy laughed. "We're using one kind of dirt to clean another kind of dirt away!”
Jarod nodded. “My sister would freak out if she saw us out here washing. She’s just gotten to the point where she stopped yelling when she saw me walk to the bathroom naked."
Andy looked at him. "Do you really walk to the shower naked with your sister around?"
"Sure," Jarod said, shrugging. "My uncle’s been helping me get used to showering with others since I agreed to come here. We shower in the gym locker room, and lately, he started talking about it with us as a family. The past week my sister actually stopped yelling at me for it. The day before I came here she saw me, and just said she was fixing a peanut butter sandwich. She just asked if I wanted one."
"That's cool," Kyle said. "It's better when people just act normal when they catch you naked."
Jesiah looked at Luke and spoke quietly. "Man, am I glad you're here."
Luke nodded. "Yeah. You too."
Despite whispering, the others heard.
"What are you two talking about?" Kyle asked.
Jesiah looked a little embarrassed, but then shrugged as if he decided to go ahead and explain.
"I was kind of afraid of being the only one here at camp…y’know, like me, so it was good to see Luke."
Kyle and Andy both gave Jesiah an odd look.
"What do you mean?" Andy said. "Luke isn't black."
Jesiah laughed. "Not that. I was talking about being uncut.”
"Huh?"
"Uncircumcised, he means," Luke said as he stepped up out of the water a little more, so his penis was visible.
"I noticed that," Kyle said. "Did you guys have some kind of surgery or something? I noticed the wild boy was the same way."
Luke, Jesiah, and Andy laughed.
“What'd I say?" Kyle pleaded.
Andy explained. "They're laughing because we're the ones that had surgeries."
"No way," Kyle said. "I've never had any surgery there."
Andy pointed to himself. "Do you see this scar on my penis? You’ve got one just like it. After we were born, our parents had the doctor cut off the skin that Luke and Jesiah still have."
"That makes it sound awful," Kyle said. "I wish my parents would've asked me before they had it cut off."
This brought laughter not only from all of the boys but also the cook, still in earshot. Luke didn’t feel an intrusion that the cook was listening in and had laughed. He realized the others weren’t bothered by it either. Something about the elderly man’s presence made the situation more normal, rather than more odd.
Luke looked around at the sky and the great outdoors surrounding them. "My dad's been telling me that if I get used to showering in front of others, it'll make me tougher."
Each of the other boys said that their dad had been telling them the same thing.
Jesiah stopped washing for a moment. “So now we’ve figured out this washing thing isn't that big a deal. I guess our dads would be proud of us right now?”
The boys each considered it, and each nodded.
"I guess this is the experiment the people behind this camp wanted to make happen," Andy said. "We keep hearing that this is how boys were fifty years ago. It’s not that bad."
Luke nodded in agreement. "It's the humility the wild boy was talking about. It made us a little tougher, and I think that's why it also feels like we're better friends. We’ve kind of let down our guard with each other."
"That seems true," Kyle said. "Hey, speaking of the wild boy, he's out there in the water now!"
They all turned to see a figure swim around the dock fifty feet out. The swim strokes were graceful and smooth as the boy moved toward the beach. Instead of approaching the boys, he went directly to where the old man was sitting in the water. He stopped a few yards away and stood.
"Hello, old friend," the boy said, reaching out a hand.
The old man smiled. He took the wild boy's offered hand, stood with the help, and then put his hand on the boy's shoulder.
"Hello, my friend. Another summer?" 
"I treasure you being here," the boy said. "I heard you needed meat. I left a pair of timber rattlers up by the kitchen for you. They both just happened to die very suddenly right in front of me."
"The man smiled. "I thank The Creator for the meat."
The boy picked up the man's floating soap and nodded toward Luke and the other boys.
"The Whiskey Twins," he said with a grin.
The old man looked directly at Luke and Jesiah, and nodded slightly. He then looked back at the boy. "Do I recognize that mud?"
The wild boy nodded. “As a point of fact, you do. The Slough of Despond. A fawn was stuck. They helped me get her out," the boy said casually as he walked toward the boys.
Luke and the others were watching the exchange between the wild boy and the elderly man with curiosity. It was apparent there was more to the friendship than just meeting this summer.
The wild boy motioned the boys back into the water and tossed Jesiah the soap.
"Use this now," he said. "It will get the last of the fowl smell of swamp mud off of you. Be sure to give it back to Silas after you're through with it."
"How'd you get clean so fast?" Andy asked.
The wild boy just shrugged.
The boys started scrubbing again, tossing the soap from one to the next. The wild boy suddenly sank down into the water and swam out a bit further.
The boys played catch with the soap as they washed. They appreciated that it floated in the water when it slipped from their hands.
"Hey," came a voice from up the hill. A man and two older teens were walking toward them. "You boys aren't supposed to be swimming yet!”
Luke recognized the tall man as one of the men at their orientation.
"I'm Mr. Swank, and these are my assistants, Chris and Leon."
 Mr. Swank's assistants were both at least 17 or 18 years old, Luke figured. The boys looked at them and then quickly turned their heads as if they were embarrassed. 
Luke disliked it when other teens did that to him when he was in the showers at the gym with his dad. Though the action could easily be claimed to be out of consideration toward the naked person, it was actually a soft kind of ridicule. In Luke's mind, the expression said: "You should be ashamed or embarrassed because I am ashamed to look at you."
"We're not swimming, sir," Andy said, holding up the soap. "We got muddy. We’re just washing off."
"Oh,…right. Didn't I see another boy down here with you just now?" he said, still looking behind them. The wild boy was nowhere to be seen.
The old man cleared his throat, causing Mr. Swank to look his way. "No, those five boys are it. I've been keeping an eye on 'em."
Mr. Swank shook his head slightly. "You boys finish getting cleaned up. After lunch, report to the swim platform. We need to get your water qualifications done."
Mr. Swank turned to leave, but not before looking past the boys again. He walked up the hill with his assistants.
Luke looked over at the cook. "Why didn't you tell him about the boy?"
The man was dressed now and started walking back up the hill.
"What boy?" he said, smiling over his shoulder.
The boys looked at one another.
"That's strange," Andy said. “It sounds like we should keep quiet about the wild boy, too.”
"A mystery," Jesiah  said. "This is great!”
"Yeah," Luke said. "Look at it this way. From the way things have started out, it's going to be an interesting summer."
"And again with the Whiskey Twins comment," Jarod said. "Let's get our suits. I want to get our swim qualification over with."





Chapter 7
Swim Chits




The boys left the lake and headed for their cabin. Walking in the sun felt good to Luke.
Kyle did a cartwheel. "It feels different to be clean after being covered with mud for so long," he said.
Andy started laughing under his breath.
“Why are you laughing?" Kyle asked.
Andy shrugged. "Like I told you. I was really nervous about having to shower with everyone here. So I practiced showering and getting dressed real fast — like in two minutes. That would only be about fourteen minutes a week. I kept telling myself I could live with that."
"So, what's so funny, then?" Luke asked.
"It's funny because I was thinking about two minutes a day. We've been naked now for probably two hours!"
The others laughed, then Andy continued.
"The strange part is we're still naked, and it’s not stressing me out. How is it possible that it seems normal now? Yesterday the idea terrified me. And it’s the same way with the mud. I’ve never been so muddy in my life, but it wasn’t a big deal. Being muddy is one of the things that’s always freaked me out."
Luke nodded. "I'll put the soap on our porch. When we go to lunch, we can give it back to Silas…er, I mean the cook."
Back in the cabin they each dug out their swimsuits.
Jarod turned to Kyle. "Tell us about your scar."
Kyle looked a little panicked for a moment but then recovered. "Um, I had open-heart surgery when I was six."
"Cool!" Jarod said. "They must've done a good job; you can run faster than any of us. Plus, it's a mean-looking scar."
Kyle shrugged. "I was afraid guys here would think I was weak or something if they found out I'd had heart surgery."
Andy laughed. "You did some serious work today when we were saving that deer. Nothing weak about that, brother."
Jarod looked a little sheepish. "Hey, I'm sorry I asked about your scar. I never would've asked that question of someone before, but it does just seem like we're already good friends.”
"Hey, look at this," Jesiah said, pointing at one of the heavy timbers in the wall. "Someone carved words over here."
The five gathered around and looked on the weathered heavy timber where someone had neatly carved a message.
The Fearless Five were here.
Never clothe yourself more than the least of these.
Never feed yourself more than the least of these.
Never leave the least of these behind.
Practice Godly humility. Pray humbly.

"The first line!" Jesiah said. "That's exactly what the wild boy said in the woods! Never clothe yourself with more than the least of these."
"Yeah," Andy said slowly. "That kid must've been in here and seen this. And who were the Fearless Five?"
The boys worked on their swimsuits.
"I've got to trade in these huge shorts for some that fit," Andy said.
Luke laughed. “Mine are just as big. I'm hungry, we'll just wear them up to the Great Hall for lunch. I'm sure that's where we trade them in for ones that fit, right?"

[image: 73m3SdzoXtA8tH9c9JsEVGK2qfxsqJcskONN8vOKmc4MqNs4wmO7ejTyAx7zyayQkx9wPq2Owq7VG35Eq6pRrS0NIgFS34bNBRLuu5-odt-Oh7ovc8TpFW2jG-nZWodBZnUZRqcjcTINg4iw_Dp7l6s.jpg]

These are the giant orange trunks we were issued. They fit awful, and really did feel like we were wearing a tent while trying to swim. - Kyle.

They managed to tie their waist cords tight enough to keep the bright orange shorts from sliding down. The dinner bell rang.
The boys ran out of the cabin and up to the Great Hall. There was a small serving bar through which the boys could see into the kitchen. It was brightly lit and looked clean and organized. The cook had been taking a bath with them in the lake twenty minutes earlier. Now he was again wearing white coveralls.
"My name is Silas Greenwood. Have a seat on those stools," the man said as he accepted the bar of soap from Andy.
Luke realized the other boys were watching Mr. Greenwood with the same shock he felt. Luke had expected the cook to be slowly tottering around the kitchen like an old man. Instead, he moved with a purpose and an efficiency that made him fun to watch. Mr. Greenwood slid five plates across the short bar. Each dish had a scrambled egg sandwich and some fried potatoes.
"Don't forget to bless the food," Mr. Greenwood said.
The boys looked at one another. Jesiah was quick to jump in with a prayer, and then they dug in.
Mr. Greenwood slid a glass of iced tea to each of them. Only then did Luke realize just how hungry he was. He liked the cook. There was something fun about the man. His eyes had a sparkle, and he seemed to move about with purpose. He also appeared to carry happiness around with him, almost as if he was wearing it. 
Luke remembered that the wild boy had seemed to really like Mr. Greenwood and had called him "Old Friend." Luke wondered if it was because the man was old, or they were old friends, but then he realized as young as the boy was that couldn’t possibly be.
They were nearly finished eating when Mr. Steel came out of the Great Hall, reading some papers held in a clipboard as he walked. He almost walked into the boys before he noticed them. The man looked frustrated.
"Oh! How are you boys doing this afternoon? It looks like you're headed out to swim," he said with the same distracted look he had when they met earlier.
"Yes, sir," Andy said. "Uh, Mr. Steel?" the boy said, obviously looking at the man's name tag, "Can we trade our swimsuits for some that are our size? These are huge."
Mr. Steel stopped walking and looked at the boys. He frowned. "Hmm. I didn't think we ordered suits that big, but I know we only have one size. Sorry about that. I'll make a note to try and figure out what went wrong sometime, but right now I have to completely rework your initial survey questions,” the man said as he dropped a stack of papers in the trash can near the door.
“What’d we do?” Andy said as he looked at the others.
“My initial survey questions for you boys were to be filled out at lunch today, which would be before this evening’s visit to the showers. We wanted to find out how self conscious you were about yourselves before you bathed together.”
“Too late for that,” Kyle said. “We’re over it and think it’s pretty easy now.”
“Yes, I guess so,” Mr. Steel said slowly. “I’ll try to work up some different questions and get back with you.” 
The boys laughed at the conversation with Mr. Steel on their way to the lake.
"These suits are so big they make noise when we walk or run," Kyle said as they got to the swim dock.
Mr. Swank was waiting when they got there. Each of the boys fell into line.
Mr. Swank grinned and spoke with a friendly air.
"Do any of you boys have trouble swimming?"
The boys each said, "No, sir."
"Good. Each of you has to demonstrate you can swim, float on your back, and tread water for three minutes. Do any of you think you'll have any problem with that?"
Again the boys all said, "No, sir."
Swank motioned to the water. "Well, jump in and tread water."
The water felt good when Luke dove in. He quickly surfaced and started treading water. The other boys were doing fine and didn't seem to be having any difficulty either. Mr. Swank didn't look at his stopwatch but just stood on the dock with his arms folded for about three minutes.
Luke gravitated over to Jesiah, who was also at ease in the water.
Mr. Swank cleared his throat. "Everyone gets dunked!"
Andy, Kyle, and Jarod all started wrestling in the water, each trying to dunk the other two. It was funny to watch. Suddenly, Luke realized that while the other three were crazily trying to dunk one another, he and Jesiah just watched. Luke could feel Mr. Swank's eyes on him and Jesiah.
Luke jumped on Jesiah, pushing him down hard into the water. Jesiah came back up, spluttering a laugh, then shoved Luke under. Luke didn't come immediately back to the surface, but instead pulled straight down, then swam under Jesiah and surfaced behind him. He emerged slowly to not make any noise, but Jesiah heard him and spun around.
"You almost got me, but not quite!”
Mr. Swank cleared his throat again. "Alright, Everyone race to that far dock."
It was an explosion of water as all five boys decided to get to the other dock first. Kyle took the lead at once, but Jarod grabbed his ankle and pulled him back, propelling himself forward. Within seconds, Kyle, Andy, and Jarod were all pulling each other back, each trying to take the lead.
Luke was behind the entire pack when he suddenly had an idea. He dove quickly and angled down, making sure to dive deep enough to get under all of the other boys' writhing legs so he wouldn't get kicked. The water grew cooler as Luke went down deep, swimming in the direction of the dock. Though darker at that level, he could still see the sandy bottom. Small perch raced back and forth to get out of his way.
Luke took twelve broad strokes along the bottom,  judging that would be about half-way to the dock, then he started angling toward the surface, still pulling hard. He considered surfacing but decided to take four more strokes before going up for air. After the four he was still fine, and flattened out and took another three strokes before breaking the surface.
He took a short breath and immediately started swimming. Sure enough, he heard the yells of the other boys behind him. He knew they’d come after him, but he also knew he had enough of a lead that they wouldn't be able to reach him before he got to the dock.
Suddenly the water broke to his left, and Luke was surprised to see Jesiah's head out of the corner of his eye. He heard the boy take a deep breath and start swimming to the dock now just ten yards away.
Luke swam hard. He still heard the yells behind him and knew the other three boys weren't too far behind, but it was clear that either he or Jesiah would win the race to the other dock. Luke gave everything to each stroke in the water, concentrating all of his focus on the pier.
The wood of the dock was suddenly only feet away. Luke pulled hard with one last stroke and slapped the side of the platform. Jesiah’s hand hit the wood at the exact same moment and was grinning ear to ear.
"You had the same idea!"
Luke just laughed.
The other three were quickly upon them, laughing and dunking both Jesiah and Luke.
"That was great!" Kyle said, slapping the water. "You guys are sneaky!"
"We'll definitely have to keep a better eye on you two," Andy agreed.
Mr. Swank cleared his throat.
"Well, it looks like you all can swim just fine."
He then pointed at Luke and Jesiah, "You two can hold your breath long enough to scare me," he said with a grin on his face.
"Now, all you get on that dock, spread out, and get ready for a race back to this dock. Stay in your own lanes this time, and no horseplay."
The boys each got out and spread out at arm's length on the dock. Mr. Swank now had his stopwatch out.
"On my whistle! On your mark, get ready," and then Mr. Swank blew his whistle.
Luke sprang forward into the water. It was a solid race back to the dock. Luke could tell that Kyle was creeping ahead, and came in first, just a bit in front of Jarod, with Jesiah and Andy just a bit behind. All of them were within an arm’s length, but it was hard to tell just who placed after Jarod.
There was considerable laughter, and then Mr. Swank directed them up on the dock and led them to where the platform reached land. Just to the left was a large wooden board, with rows of wooden pegs in it. The top pegs were all "DRY" pegs, while at the bottom were rows of "WET" pegs. To one side was a peg for the lifeguards. "You all passed your Basic Swim Qualifications, which means you’ll have one checkmark on your swim chits."
"Basic?" Kyle asked. "There's more?"
"Yes," Mr. Swank said. "There is advanced, which gets you another check mark. To pass that, you must complete a quarter-mile swim in open lake water and practice some life-saving. Lifeguards have a star on their chits, and they have to swim a half-mile, as well as some more life saving and first aid."
"A half-mile?" Jarod asked in unbelief.
"One half-mile," Swank said with a grin. Tomorrow I'll teach you the Combat/Survival stroke. After the five of you get that down, there isn't any reason all of you won't swim the half-mile easily. The life-saving course is mostly a technique that you’ll have to practice some, but you all should be there by the end of the week."
Swank dug into a burlap bag beside the bench he was standing next to. His hand came out with five large brass washers. "These are your Swim Chits," he said as he handed them each a brass chit with their name already stamped on it. “You'll each have one of these. To swim, you and your swim buddy's chits must be on the same “WET” or in-water peg.
Rule number one: No one swims without a buddy. If your buddy leaves the water, you leave the water. Basic swimmers must swim in groups of at least three. Advanced and Life Guards can swim in pairs. Your five chits will go on one of the pegs if you’re all swimming together. When you're not swimming, your chit will be stored on the peg on the top row that bears the initial of your last name.
Rule number two,” Swank continued. “Never go into the woods alone. Groups of three are the minimum. There's also a list of things you must have on your person if you go in the woods deeper than you can see the camp from."
Mr. Swank used a small hammer and punch to make a checkmark in each of the boys' swim chits.
“You boys can swim on your own now. Fire starting class will be at 15:00. I'll ring the bell when it is 14:45. I'll be near, so you can consider me as your lifeguard for now."
Mr. Swank turned to leave but stopped instead. His demeanor changed as if he was no longer their swim instructor, but rather a friend.
“I'm glad you boys are here," he said. "There’s been a lot of effort to put this camp experience together. You all know it's an experiment to see if we can help young men regain a more comfortable attitude about their bodies like boys had years ago. Very recently, we were considering this experiment might fail before it ever started. We were expecting the older assistant counselors to lead the way and gain comfort with a locker room environment before you got here.
The problem was that none of the assistant counselors have been able to get on board with it,” Swank said. “Most of them dress under their towels after taking a ten-second shower. There’s no way they’d be able to help campers feel normal in a locker room environment or open showers. 
Now that you five showed up, I think this study has a chance. We expected it’d take over a week to get young men comfortable showering together with the examples set forth by the older teens. We never figured you boys would get used to it on your own in the first two hours."
"I guess our dads prepared us for it," Andy said in what Luke could see was an attempt to keep from mentioning the wild boy.
"Well, you might’ve just saved the whole study," Mr. Swank said.
Kyle pointed up at the dive tower as the five walked back on the dock. "Can we climb that tower and dive off?"
"Sure," Mr. Swank said as he walked off. "Knock yourselves out. Er…on second thought, don't knock yourselves out. No matter how well you swim, if you become unconscious, you sink."
The boys laughed as each considered the admonition.
Luke noticed Jesiah loosening the drawstring on his swim trunks.
"What are you doing?" Andy said. "Aren't you going to swim?"
"You bet," Jesiah said. "I have a better swimsuit under this one. I'm going to wear it to swim."
Andy frowned. "We weren't supposed to bring another swimsuit. Didn't you read the rules?"
Mr. Swank was down at the chit board but heard the exchange and turned back to them with a concerned look.





Chapter 8
Solving One Mystery




“You’re going to get in trouble if you’ve got another swim suit,” Kyle said.
"I always wear it,” Jesiah said as he worked on the frustrating knot. “It's a special suit. It fits perfectly, has no drag in the water, and never fades or wears out."
"Where'd you get a suit like that?" Andy asked.
Jesiah finally got the knot undone and let the giant swimsuit fall to the dock. He stepped out of it, revealing nothing but his dark brown skin underneath. He grinned.
“I got it from God. I’ve gotta take good care of it ‘cause I have to turn it back in someday."
Jesiah dove into the water, leaving the orange swimsuit on the dock.
"Can he do that?" Kyle asked.
Luke looked down the pier to see that Mr. Swank was no longer giving a concerned look, but grinning as he turned to leave.
Luke's swimsuit was loose already, and he quickly shucked it and dove into the water. Jesiah was climbing the tower when Luke got there and hurried up the ladder behind him. Luke expected that Jesiah would stop at the first or second level, but he continued climbing up to the third level. Not to be outdone, Luke climbed to the top as well.
Jesiah walked out to the end of the platform, and Luke hesitantly moved out until he was even with the end beside Jesiah, his toes over the edge.
"Whoa, this is high," Luke said.
"Yeah, and I'm a little afraid of heights," Jesiah said. Luke thought it was odd that Jesiah had admitted his fear loud enough that the others could hear.
"D'you want to get back down?" Luke asked.
"No way! This tower’s been gnawing at me since I saw it in the camp brochure. I've got to do this."
"Should we count to three?" Luke asked.
"Yeah…THREE!" Jesiah yelled as he leapt off of the platform.
Luke jumped as well, staying in an upright position as Jesiah was. The water smashed the bottom of his feet, and it seemed he went down a long way before stopping. The two swam back to the surface.
The others were at the top of the tower by then. Luke and Jesiah swam around the structure and back to the ladder as Andy, Kyle, and Jerod hit the water.[image: Bmy7JawUucpYQtRvDrcPkIpOaZn_83fOrqGJX5dsMEWHuvvtzSW9IIAXUI4lplmKcSkdFqsbYwLVwunH2LycWhYHxdzeLfMQXPXhDPsp4Qal4MmopL2aN-ivwwGSzUz8ltec4vLLVl3uPzZHpp26Z20.jpg]
This was just my memory of Luke and Jesiah jumping off the tower for the first time. They were really screaming, and that was what caused all of the junior counselors to look down to the lake and see us swimming without the giant orange swimsuits. In a way, that was what gave the assistant counselors the courage to skinny-dip. - Kyle

"Hey, it looks like God loaned them some skins suits, too," Luke laughed. "You really had me going. I thought you had another swimsuit. Hey, do you feel better about the tower now?"
"I have defeated my fear," Jesiah said in a mock warrior's voice. "Let's do it again."
The boys climbed the tower five more times, using the springboard on the first and second levels as well. Luke noticed a group of assistant counselors had come out of the Great Hall up the hill. Several were pointing, and all of them were watching as the boys climbed the tower and jumped off.
"They must think we're crazy,” Andy said.
Suddenly the doors behind the assistant counselors opened and the boys could see a man walking out.
“Isn’t that Mr. Steel? Kyle asked.
“It is,” Andy said. “It's hard to tell from here, but it sure looks like he’s shaking his head.”
The boys watched as Mr. Steel turned and dropped another stack of papers in the trash can next to the door. He threw his hands up into the air.
The scene was funny to Luke as he watched Mr. Steel retreat back inside.
Kyle laughed. “We still have some time before our fire-starting class. Do you guys want to swim out to that floating dock?"
Jesiah laughed and jumped off the springboard and headed out, which gave him a head start. Luke followed. The platform loomed closer, and Luke tried to copy the side stroke Jesiah was using. It was fast, yet seemed to have a period of rest after the primary stroke.
"You're getting it," Jesiah said. "It’s the combat survival swim stroke. The Navy SEALs use it. It's what Mr. Swank said we’d be learning."
Luke settled into the rhythm and tried different kicks, but decided on the scissor kick that Jesiah was using.
"They say you can swim like this for miles," Jesiah said. "You can even rescue someone. Just hold around their chest with your arm that’s up."
The two reached the dock and climbed up to watch the others approach. Luke noted the others were breathing much harder than he and Jesiah were. They exchanged grins.
The others climbed onto the dock, and the five stretched out on their backs on the rough wooden planks, watching the clouds as they caught their breath.
"Does anyone have a watch?" Andy asked.
Four arms shot up into the air, each showing a bare wrist.
"We'd better not stay too long," he said. "I don't want to miss out on the fire starting class."
The boys watched as several clouds floated past.
Kyle spoke up. "It feels funny with the breeze blowing on us. And the sun feels good on my skin."
"It feels clean swimming through the water, too," Andy said. “But we aren’t going to swim like this after the weekly campers get here, are we?"
"I'm not sure I've got the guts,” Jesiah said. “I want to do it at least some, unless it isn't allowed."
Luke laughed. "My dad told me this is how normal boys swam back when he was a kid. He said they made fun of the boys from the town who swam in shorts at the rock quarry they swam at.”
Andy nodded. "My dad tried to help by taking me to the gym with him. I kind of got used to showering with him and the other men, but there weren't any guys our age showering. I always made sure to wear a towel back to the lockers if a guy my age was there. Now I kind of wish I’d have just thrown it over my shoulder like the men did."
Jarod let out a breath. "Hey, guys, look across the lake."
The other four boys rolled over and tried to look where Jarod was pointing.
"Someone’s over there. Do you see him?"
It was well over a half-mile across the lake. Luke finally made out the figure. "I see him. Why is he walking all hunched over?"
"He's tracking something," Kyle said. "Is that a rifle he's holding?"
Luke could barely make it out, but the man was carrying something dark and long. It was a rifle. The man looked down, then moved forward a little, studying the ground.
“How’d you notice him all the way over there?" Kyle asked.
“I smelled cigarette smoke,” Jarod said.
"You might be part wild boy like our new friend," Andy said.
"I wish. That guy is awesome. I’d like to make a spear like his."
“Well the weird guy over there probably knows we’re here," Andy said. "I'm sure he heard all the yelling we were doing when we were jumping off the dive platform.”
The man across the lake was still moving. Something gave Luke the feeling he was up to no good.
"Let's back off the dock, so we're not so visible," Andy said.
The five slowly moved backward and slipped into the water, then started back to shore. Luke noted that none of them made any loud splashing in the water as they swam. They stayed together, swimming slowly.
Mr. Swank was standing at the end of the dock when they got back. He was looking through binoculars at the other side of the lake.
"Did you see that guy?" Andy said.
Mr. Swank only nodded.
"Do you know who it is?"
"No. You boys stay away from him, though." Mr. Swank said as he turned and walked back up the dock toward camp.
The five looked at each other in puzzlement. Mr. Swank had acted oddly. It wasn't that he seemed angry or frightened or even worried about seeing the man. He spoke matter-of-factly like he was observing the weather.
The bell rang as the boys reached the dock and grabbed their now dry swimsuits. They pulled their chits from the peg they had put them on so they could return them to the dry pegs with the initial of their last names.
"Hey," Kyle said. "The "A" has Alpha written above it, and the "B" has Bravo over it."
"That's the radio alphabet," Andy said. "I had to memorize it for a radio class I took for the civilian air patrol. I guess part of this camp is learning the radio alphabet, like how they use military time. My last name is Bains, so I put my swim chit on Bravo."
“The paint is worn off over the rest of the pegs,” Jarod said as he put his brass chit on "S" and tried to read the letters over it.
"S" is Sierra," Andy said.
Kyle put his chit on "G" for Gavin.
"G" is Golf."
"Mine is "W," Jesiah said.
Andy suddenly had an odd look on his face. "W is Whiskey."
Everyone stopped and looked at the board and Jesiah.
Luke looked at Jesiah as he put his chit on the "W" peg as well. "I guess I'm whiskey too. What's your last name?"
"Westin," Jesiah answered.
Luke shook his head. "No way. That's my last name,” Luke said as he looked at Jesiah's chit.
"The Whiskey Twins," Kyle said. “I guess we just solved a mystery. But how did the wild boy know your last names were the same, and that they started with a “W”?"
Luke looked at Jesiah, who returned a glance that showed he was feeling the same odd feeling. Luke suddenly realized that there was yet another mystery to be solved. There was a lot more to Camp Osihapi than first met the eye.





Chapter 9
Wilderness Survival Class




The boys hung their dry swimsuits on the back porch and then dressed in their camp t-shirts and shorts before heading over to the common area.
“This'll be our first class," Andy said. "I sure hope I can get the hang of starting fires. My dad said he was great at it, so I know he expects me to be just as good.”
"I'm a little nervous too," Jarod said. "I've tried it before out in the backyard, and I never could get a fire going without using a bunch of matches. Even then, most of the time it went out.”
Luke suddenly felt for the two. "Guys, don't sweat it. Mr. Swank's a good guy. He likes us, and I'm sure this class is going to be fun. My dad said this was everyone's favorite class. It couldn’t have been fun if a bunch of people failed.”
Andy and Jarod both looked like they accepted Luke’s encouragement, and both appeared a bit happier.
When they got to the common area, several assistant counselors were working on fires. Luke was glad to see that they were laughing and looked as if they were having fun. There were five places for them to sit, and Mr. Swank had already laid out many different types of wood, some knives, and various piles of small sticks, twigs, and grass.
Mr. Swank dove right into the science of starting a fire. The man was passionate, and as he taught each point, he drove it home with a bit of humor or a quick story. Luke was glad to see they were all enjoying themselves.
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This is my camp knife. I keep it sharp and proper (clean.) The back side of the blade is sharpened flat, so it is useful to strike ferro rod or flint rock. It is so sharp it keeps your attention when working with it. I have a few little cuts that remind me to be careful. - Kyle

Knife safety was next, and Mr. Swank was firm about the importance of knowing how to use a knife safely around others.
Then he handed each of them one of the sheath knives. Luke looked at Jesiah. The knife was exactly like the one the wild boy had been wearing.
“Your knife is your constant companion when in the wilderness," Mr. Swank said solemnly. "A sheath knife is something you should never be caught without in the wild. If it isn't in your hand, it should be in the sheath on your side. These knives I've handed you are very sharp and capable of causing great injury if you’re careless. If you follow the safety rules, they can be very useful, and a lot of fun.”
While each of the boys mimicked his actions, Mr. Swank demonstrated how to hold the knife to prevent being injured. They each learned to make "fire flowers" out of standing deadwood and use the blade's spine to create sparks from their pieces of flint or a ferro rod.
They studied the different tinder and kindling piles he had laid out in neat order, from the smallest and finest of tinder to toothpick sized, then pencil sized, finger sized, then finally larger branches. The boys took some from each stack to make piles of their own.
"Starting a fire is all about getting something to burn, and the rule of pyrolysis is that the finer the pieces you cut something into, the easier and faster it will burn.”
He looked at the boys. "Will steel burn?"
"No!" Andy laughed.
Mr. Swank held up a piece of steel wool. "Remember what I said, If you cut something into fine enough pieces, it’ll burn better. Steel wool is just steel that has been formed into very fine pieces." Mr. Swank then touched a nine-volt battery to the steel wool, causing it to burst into flames. The boys were astonished.
"That's why we gather very fine pieces of fuel to get the fire started," Mr. Swank said. Then we use that fast, high heat to ignite larger and larger pieces of fuel.”
He explained that the goal of their first lesson was to use a flint and steel to get a spark in each of their piles of dried grass. They each balled up the grass with their hands, then formed an opening that made it look like a bird's nest. There was also some dryer lint that worked the same way, though Mr. Swank explained that dryer lint had to come from cotton clothing to be useful for fire starting. Dryer lint from polyester just melted and made a mess.
They watched Mr. Swank catch a spark on a piece of char cloth. He put the char cloth into one of the "bird's nests" of grass and gently blew on it, causing the grass to start a flame.
He soon had a blazing fire and then showed them how to make char cloth. He put pieces of blue jeans in a little tin box with a small hole in the top and put it on the fire. While it “cooked,” he showed them some pieces that were already finished. 
The cloth had turned black, but it hadn't burned entirely because it couldn't get enough oxygen for a complete burn. What was left was a black cloth that would capture and hold a spark and produce great heat. He told them that wood charcoal was made by the same process.
Mr. Swank explained that when a bundle of grass was not quite as dry or fine, char cloth helped to get the fire going quicker. Each of them used flint and steel to make a spark on some of Mr. Swank's char cloth and were able to successfully transfer the smoldering cloth to their own bird's nest shaped bunches of dried grass. 
Each got their bundle of dried grass to burn. However, all of them lost their fires several times after not getting enough of the small pieces of tinder ready, or putting too much of the larger pieces of wood on the fire and smothering it. Mr. Swank taught them to not be bothered by their failures. They soon were able to get the hang of it, and each of them were successful after a few attempts.
Swank explained that the boys would learn the balance between getting too much or too little air when the fire was small. There was also the danger of not having enough of the different kindling sizes handy. Since they were working in the shade of a large oak tree, Mr. Swank didn't let their fires get very large, as it would hurt the ancient tree. 
They kept their first fire low and used the provided tin box to each make some char cloth of their own. After that, Mr. Swank instructed them to carry the fire in a shovel to the large campfire ring in the camp's center close to the prayer cross. Mr. Swank would then record that fire on the boy’s tally sheet, then direct them to start working on another fire.
It was hard work, but the boys were glad to see they were learning. After they had each successfully completed two fires Mr. Swank told them they had completed the day’s goal.
Andy looked relieved. "This really isn't so hard the way you teach it. Are we going to be expert fire starters by the end of the summer?”
"If you want to be," Mr. Swank said. "You've all done very well today. I think you can all advance quickly. I'm proud of you.”
Mr. Swank pointed to the pieces of flint he had given each of the boys. "These pieces of flint are yours, and you should keep them in your kit bag, along with the char cloth tin.” he said as he pulled from behind him a large backpack for each of the boys.
"This is one of the best backpacks on the market. It's lightweight, has a large inner space, and a lower open area of the frame to tie your sleeping bag to. There’s a waterproof flap that will protect it in case of rain. This week, you’ll gain all of the pieces you need to survive in the wild, and it will all fit in this bag.”
Luke quickly recognized the small leather "kit" bag for the flint as almost identical to the one that the wild boy had been wearing. Luke promptly pulled the leather bag out of his pack and put the flint and steel in it, noticing that the other boys were doing the same.
"You should also each carry some dried grass or tinder with you in a small bag like these," he said as he handed them each a small loosely woven burlap bag with a drawstring. Finally, he reached into a box. He gave each of the boys an aluminum cup, a small pot, a first-aid kit, a whistle, a signal mirror, some strike-anywhere matches with a waterproof case, a canteen, a bandana, and a small paperback book titled "Surviving in the Wild.”
"Put all of these things in your bags. It isn't all you need, but it is a start.”
Mr. Swank stood. "Good class, guys," he said. "You boys are on your own time now. You have an hour before dinner. Are you hungry?”
The boys all started nodding, but suddenly Luke and Jesiah said, "Starving!" simultaneously, which caused the others to laugh.
"You two gotta stop that," Andy said.
Mr. Swank laughed. "I didn't think the freezer truck had delivered any meat yet, but Mr. Greenwood said he found some meat for us. I don't know where he got it, but it should be tasty. He's a great cook.”
"Mr. Swank?" Andy said. "You said you were giving us these knives. Did you mean ours while we are here at camp, or did you mean they are really ours for good?”
Mr. Swank's face changed to an even smile.
“Gentlemen, these knives are yours for the rest of your lives. These are very high-quality survival tools, not toys. We intend these to become a family heirloom that you can hand down to your children and grandchildren. This tradition dates back to the earliest times in this camp's operation.”
"Thank you, Sir," Andy said. "That means a lot.”
Each of the boys thanked Mr. Swank. Luke had never had such a quality knife, and he instantly had a great deal of respect for what it could do.






Chapter 10
Reflections and Responsibilities




The five went back to their cabins and started going through their new equipment.
"I can't believe they’re letting us keep all this stuff, especially these knives!” Jarod said. "I always wished my dad could've given me a knife.”
Luke felt something odd about Jarod's statement but said nothing.
"Get this," Kyle laughed. "My aunt already thinks my parents are part of a militant cult because I got a .22 for Christmas. If she saw me come in from the woods with this knife, she'd freak out.”
The boys labeled all of their new gear with the marker tied on the wall in the cabin, then stowed their bags beside each of their footlockers. They all decided to wear their camp knives on their belts as Mr. Swank had suggested.
Andy looked at the others. "Hey, in the camp instructions, it said our family was supposed to come up with safe words and phrases. Did you guys do that?”
Luke laughed. "My family has already been using them for years.”
Andy looked at Luke. "Really? It sounded kind of over-the-top to me.”
"They can get you out of a lot of trouble,” Luke said.
"How so?" Andy asked.
Luke explained how he had used the escape phrase the month before when a buddy asked him to spend the night at his house. After Luke got there he learned that not only were his friend's parents not going to be home, but that his friend’s older brother was planning a party. The family escape phrase had allowed Luke to get out of the sleepover without looking like a wimp.
As it turns out, one of the party-goers had brought some alcohol, a fight broke out, and Luke's friend had gotten his front teeth knocked out. Another friend got his bike run over, and it was in the yard right where Luke’s bike had been parked.
"So how'd you use this ‘escape phrase’?" Andy asked.
"Easy," Luke said. "All of my friends were right there and could hear my conversation with mom. I just told her how much I wanted to spend the night and asked if I was still grounded. That's my escape phrase.
If I ask if I'm still grounded, my mom or dad will always say yes, and come get me or tell me to get home pronto. My parents haven’t ever grounded me for punishment, but my friends don't know that. In this case, I didn't have to tell my friend I didn't trust his goofy brother, and I got to keep my front teeth and my bike.”
"That's cool," Andy said.
Luke nodded. “We also have a question my parents can ask me over the phone to make sure I'm safe. They just worked into the conversation that they were having some tea, going to have some tea, or wanted some tea. This all would sound perfectly normal to anyone overhearing the conversation from either end.
My brother and I know that any talk involving the word "tea" is really a question. So I can say that I'd rather have hot chocolate or a soda - a normal response for a kid. This would mean the situation was normal.
If I say a cup of hot tea sounded good, it would mean that something was wrong, and I want them to come to get me. If I'm the one to call home, I just have to ask if my parents would have tea, or were they having tea, etc. to let them know of trouble. If I were to ask if dad was going to have something strong in his tea, like whiskey or rum, it would mean something hazardous was going on, and he should be prepared for trouble.”
"That actually makes sense," Andy said. "I'm going to get that going at my house when the summer's over.”
Luke walked out onto the back porch and sat, realizing he'd not been idle since leaving his family’s truck that morning. It seemed like days ago. Jesiah sat down beside him and nudged him as if he were an old friend.
"I don't think I've ever learned more or done more in a single day in my whole life. I'm actually tired. I was worried I'd get homesick, but we've been so busy I haven’t had time.”
"I was worried about that too," Luke said. "But I was worried about a lot of things. I get that way.”
"That goes for me too," Jarod said, as he and the others wandered out to the porch and sat down with Luke and Jesiah.
"Same for me," Kyle said.
"Me too," Andy said.
Kyle shook his head. "There's something different about this place. Here we are, five guys that'd ordinarily be cutting each other down and calling each other names. Yet we suddenly trust each other enough to admit what we're afraid of and what we’re worried about.”
"That is strange," Andy said. "All of my friends pick at each other all the time when we hang out.”
“Things are different here because we put on humility," Luke stated flatly.
"You think so, too?" Kyle asked. "I wondered if our getting along so well was because of the humility thing with the wild boy.”
“It’s something like that," Luke said. "But even though we're dressed right now, we're still wearing our humility towards one another. It kind of has a lasting effect. Maybe it takes a while for it to wear off.”
Jesiah nodded and picked up where Luke left off. "Us all being naked while we saved that deer right at the very start has everything to do with it. It made us see each other as we really are. Somehow that made it easier to see ourselves as we are, and to trust one another. It’s definitely because of the wild boy. I mean, not only did we work naked for over an hour getting the deer out, but then we had to stay naked while we walked back and washed in the lake.”
"Yeah," Kyle said. "And now I couldn't imagine cutting one of you down, other than a really friendly joke. So if it works that well in helping people be friends, why isn't it normal to be naked out in the regular world? If this really works like this, why don’t parents want us to spend time naked? Maybe it’s just not allowed any more.
I used to take baths with my cousins all the time when we were little. It seemed like the normal thing to do. But last summer I changed out of my swim trunks in front of them, and they both went crazy and started making fun of me.”
"Same for me," said Andy. "That happened with my friends. We used to shower together all the time, but one day they acted like I was gay for peeing in front of ‘em.”
"It's helped me a lot," Jesiah said. "My dad, brothers, and I shower together every night. Sometimes I shower with one of my brothers, and the other will shower with my dad, or I will, but we all hang out in the bathroom together while we’re showering.”
Kyle shook his head. "There's got to be more to how we feel right now than just that. We barely know each other, but we're admitting some really personal stuff. It's like we're great friends and have known each other for a long time.
We're treating each other like we're on our best behavior, just like one of our dads was close by and could kind of overhear what we were saying. Only we wouldn't be telling each other such personal stuff with one of our parents close. Did any of you think coming to camp would be like this?”
The others each shook their heads.
Kyle held up his hands. "So don't you see? The wild boy did something to us so we’d drop our fears and put on this humility thing he was telling us about.”
"Are you saying it was some kind of magic?" Jarod asked, looking skeptically at Kyle.
"No, not magic, at least I don't think so," Kyle said slowly while he was thinking. "It was more like a church thing — a God thing. In one lightning-fast lesson, he got all of us to get humble in front of each other and be naked. How else could he know how to arrange it, so we had the chance to drop our fears when we had a perfect reason to, at the very time we had the courage to.
I've read and heard about God's miracles all my life. I've never seen a miracle, but I feel like one must've happened for all five of us to overcome our fears that fast. How else could that kid know Andy didn't like getting dirty, and I was worried someone would see the scar on my chest, and maybe he knew Luke and Jesiah were uncir — what's that word again?”
"Uncircumcised, but uncut is easier," Jesiah said.
Andy scratched his head. "So, do you think the wild boy will do the very same thing for the other campers that will get here in a week?”
Each of the boys thought about it.
"No," Jesiah said flatly. "He won't do it for any of them.”
Andy frowned. "Why are you so sure he won’t?"
"Because he just taught us to do it for them," Jesiah said, looking at Luke.
Luke picked up on the thought. "He gave us the job. It's like the old saying. Give a man a fish, and he won't be hungry for a day, but if you teach him to fish he won't be hungry his whole life. God didn't just give us a fish; He taught us how to fish. God is now expecting us to teach others just like the wild boy did for us.”
Andy laughed. "So are we supposed to catch a baby deer and throw it in the swamp for each group of campers all summer long? That's gonna be tough.”
"No," Luke said. “I don’t think he put that deer out there. But there are other ways, and we can think of them. For example, that muddy patch past the swim area would be a great place to have a mud fight, and if we got the new campers really dirty, they’d have to clean up. But mostly, we can just set a good example. We can also pay attention to the new guys and find out what scares them. We can help them get over it by admitting our fears just like we’re doing with each other right now.”
Andy shook his head. "Yeah, but we can't get guys we've never met to do things or believe in humility as well as the wild boy could. We aren't that cool.”
Jesiah grinned. "We won't need to be cool. It's just like Luke said. We need to be humble and honest, just like we are with each other now. As for getting them ready to take showers in front of each other, I'm going to wear my humility just in case there are uncut guys like Luke and me. I plan to take a bath in the lake every day. I'm also going to sleep naked and walk to the bathroom in the morning. I also think I ought to swim naked, but I don't know if they'll let us. It'd be great to burn that big, orange swimsuit, though. Hey, d’you think it’d catch a spark from flint and steel?”
Everyone laughed, and they all agreed that the swimsuits were terrible to wear.
"I'm in with you," Luke said. "The wild boy humbled himself in front of us. I can humble myself in front of others.”
Kyle motioned to Jesiah and Luke. "So what are you two going to do if the new campers make fun of you when you take a bath in the lake or swim naked?”
"I won't let it bother me," Jesiah said. "You guys will be with me, and in a way, the wild boy will have my back, too.”
Andy shrugged. "Maybe I'll do it too. I kind of made fun of him, and he sure made me feel small for it. I guess I deserve someone laughing at me a little. To be honest, after all the worrying I did about it, I kind of like being naked in the sun and skinny-dipping. I'm in.”
A bell rang at the Great Hall.
"I hope that means dinner’s ready," Kyle said. "I'm starving!”
Luke felt a good feeling as he jogged with the boys to the Great Hall. After spending so much time worrying that his dad's idea of camp would go horribly wrong, he felt bad for not having more faith. Luke suddenly had a greater appreciation for his dad. He decided to not let anything hold him back. He was going to make the most out of the summer.
He had spent over a month worrying that the other boys in his cabin would be awful, rude, or mean. As it turned out, Luke knew he couldn't have asked for better cabin mates. For that matter, he couldn't have asked for better friends. He felt the sun on his shoulders, and the warmth felt like a touch from God.




Chapter 11
It Tastes Like Chicken
	


The boys arrived at the Great Hall to find the outside serving bar in the kitchen wall closed. They went on into the Great Hall itself through the double screen doors.
Andy took the lead. "We haven't been in here yet. This place looks as old as the cabins.”
"It's huge," Kyle said as they looked around the dining area. Though the hall was much bigger than the cabins, it was built in the same way and had large screen sections in the wall. Every twenty feet, giant stone columns rose up to support the massive wooden trusses that held the roof that peaked thirty feet above them. 
There were dozens of tables in the hall, but only the first three tables had the chairs down. In the rest of the hall the lights were off, but the boys could see an empty stage at the far end, a piano, and a huge fireplace.
The closest table had some folders and papers at some of the seats, making it apparent that the staff would be sitting there. The boys took the table just past it.
They turned their attention to an open doorway that led into the kitchen. Mr. Greenwood was moving about and waved at the boys.
“Well if it isn’t the Anchor crew. You boys c'mon in here.”
The boys filed in through the door and followed Mr. Greenwood. The kitchen was neat and orderly. In fact, it was so clean that Luke wondered if they should be allowed inside. Most of the appliances and equipment looked new.
"Are you gentlemen hungry?" Mr. Greenwood asked as he turned the fire off under a large pot on the stove.
"I'm starved, and it smells good," Kyle said. "What's for dinner?”
Mr. Greenwood smiled.
"I figured you boys might be interested in that. Come back to the prep table.”
The boys followed Mr. Greenwood to the back of the kitchen. Near the door to the outside, a large wooden table had several towels draped on it. Mr. Greenwood pulled the towels off to reveal two long snake skins.
"Those, my friends, are the skins from a pair of timber rattlers.”
"Whoa," the boys all said in unison.
"How long is that?" Andy asked.
Mr. Greenwood pointed at a tape measure on a shelf. "I measured it myself. 71 inches for the longer of the two. One of the biggest timber rattlers I've ever seen.”
Kyle touched the skin. "Is this what the boy from the woods was talking about leaving at your kitchen door?”
Mr. Greenwood just looked at them innocently. "I found these snakes dead right outside this door. They each appeared to have been killed by a spear point or something shaped like one.”
Luke touched the skin of one of the snakes. It was cold to the touch. The rattle was on the table, and the tail nearest the end was black and looked as if it were a different texture than the rest of the skin.
Mr. Greenwood watched Luke.
"That dark part by the rattle is why people call the timber rattler a 'velvet tail rattler.' I'm going to tan these hides so we can put them on display in the hall for campers to learn what to watch out for.”
Luke looked at the cook. "This is just the skin. Where are the rest of the snakes?”
Mr. Greenwood just gave another sly smile. "The bones and innards are in the trash bin. But rattlesnakes have a lot of meat on them. It tastes somewhat like chicken.”
Mr. Greenwood quickly threw the two towels over the snakeskin and moved away from the table. Luke realized that someone had entered the kitchen and was approaching.
It was Mr. Steel, with his ever-present clipboard. He seemed to be nervous about something.
"Hello, Campers," he said toward the boys in his usual distracted manner, then immediately turned to the cook.
"Mr. Greenwood. I'm worried. The farthest of those three freezers is not within temperature regulation.”
Mr. Greenwood nodded. “Yes, I know. I just turned it on. It’ll be cold enough when the truck delivers the rest of the food tomorrow morning, along with all of the meat.”
Mr. Steel looked exasperated. "Oh, good. I was worried it wasn't working.”
The man turned to leave, then turned back with a new worried expression.
"Did you just say there still wasn't any meat? I thought it came today."
”That was just some of the dry goods," Mr. Greenwood said. "We still haven't received any meat or the last of the dry goods."
"Oh, no. What are we going to feed the campers tonight? There isn't any more frozen pizza!”
Mr. Greenwood gave a pleasant but firm smile.
"Mr. Steel, there will be no more frozen pizzas served in this kitchen. If we need pizza, we shall make the dough, let it rise, and make pizza."
"You know how to do that? You know how to make real pizza?" Mr. Steel asked with incredulity.
Mr. Greenwood maintained his pleasant smile. “Yes, I do."
"That's great!" Mr. Steel said. "The campers will love that! Kids love pizza. Oh, but what are we going to eat tonight since there isn’t any pizza?"
Mr. Greenwood stretched out a hand toward the large pot.
"What is it?" Mr. Steel asked.
"I call it ‘Chicken Surprise Rice and Beans,’” Mr. Greenwood said as he glanced at the boys.
"So, we did get some chicken in?"
"Just wait. You'll like it." Mr. Greenwood said as he skillfully dodged the question. He then ushered Mr. Steel toward the kitchen exit and into the dining hall.
Luke looked at the other boys and could see that they also thought the exchange between Mr. Steel and Mr. Greenwood was entertaining.
The boys filed into the dining hall to see the rest of the staff walking in. Mrs. Steel, Mr. and Mrs. Larson, and Mr. and Mrs. Swank all looked happy as they came in. There were several other adults as well. Mr. Larson beamed when he saw the boys.
"Hello, gentlemen! I hear you young men had an eventful day, and that you all swim very well! That makes me happy. How do you like Camp Osihapi so far?”
Luke had to smile at the man's contagious happiness. The boys told Mr. Larson and the rest of the listening staff how much they enjoyed their first day at camp.
Luke was glad that none of them made any mention of the wild boy or even the rescue of the deer. He somehow already knew none of the other Anchors would tell about the boy, even though Mr. Greenwood had seen him. Luke wanted it to be something just between the five of them and Mr. Greenwood.
Most of the assistant counselors had been experienced campers at other camps. Since Camp Osihapi had been closed for many years, none of them had been there as boys.
There were 17 of the young men, and Mr. Steel introduced each of them to the boys. Luke couldn’t remember a single name by the time Mr. Steel had finished. Thankfully, the assistant Counselors also had their names written on their shirts, so Luke knew he could learn their names later.
The boys all got into the serving line, and Mr. Greenwood dished each of them out some of his Chicken Surprise Rice and Beans. The old cook had a sly grin on his face as he ladled some into Luke's bowl, also handing him a plate with a large piece of cornbread on it.
"Butter and honey are on each of the tables," Mr. Greenwood said.
Luke and Jesiah trailed behind Andy, Jarod, and Kyle back to the table. They quickly sat, making sure they all had a view of the table where Mr. Steel was seated.
Andy leaned forward and motioned to the other four. "Be sure to keep a straight face when Mr. Steel eats his Chicken Surprise Rice and Beans. The real question is, who else do you think knows about the secret ingredient?"
The boys laughed, but each started watching the other diners' faces to see if any were in on the secret.
Luke was hungry and took a bite. "Hey, this stuff is good!"
The others quickly started shoveling the food down after their first tentative bites, and all nodded in appreciation.
Jarod spoke with his mouth full. "This has a good flavor. It's great. I don't think I would've ever tried it back home. I'm kind of a picky eater."
Jesiah looked back. "None of the assistant counselors know," he said.
Kyle shrugged. "How can you tell?"
Jesiah grinned. "Because none of them are looking at one another as they taste it for the first time like we are."
Andy nodded. "But what about the grownups like Mr. Steel's wife, or the others.
Jesiah nodded. "That's going to be tougher to spot. Most of them won't have a clue, but I'll bet Mr. Swank can tell."
"That makes sense," Andy said.
The grownup staff had all received their plates and sat down. Mr. Steel took a large bite and looked thoughtful as he chewed. He then smiled and looked toward the kitchen.
Luke was positioned to see the rest of the adults as they looked over the dish and started eating. All of them nodded as they took their first bites; the women seemed especially pleased. As soon as they had started, they settled in on a conversation about the work schedule and other things. But Mrs. Swank looked at her husband after taking the first bite. There was an odd smile in her eyes.
Jesiah nudged Luke. “Mrs. Swank knows. Watch Mr. Swank."
Mr. Swank took a first bite and looked as if he liked it, but he looked back at the kitchen after nodding to his wife. When Luke saw Mr. Swank make eye contact with Mr. Greenwood, he was sure that Swank could tell that the dish didn't have chicken in it, and knew exactly what it was.
Mr. Swank looked around the room to investigate for himself who else knew of the dish's secret ingredient. When he looked at the boys they had to grin.
The boys couldn't help but let on they knew. The moment seemed to bring them a little closer to the man, who nodded to them.
Mr. Steel gave the dish high praises and soon was up and over at the kitchen serving window, telling Mr. Greenwood how much he liked it. He was asking about spices and marinades, and even the source of the rice and chicken. Mr. Greenwood just smiled and kept saying there was no real recipe; he just seasoned it to taste. The boys did notice that Mr. Swank was paying close attention to the exchange between Mr. Steel and Greenwood and was laughing to himself.
The cornbread was also delicious, and the real butter and honey set it off. Each of the boys went back for more of the dish, as well as more cornbread.
Mr. Greenwood ate by himself behind the counter of the kitchen, working on clean-up between bites. The old cook had a look of real satisfaction on his face. It wasn't just a happy moment look, or an 'I got through this' look. It was something more. The man managed to successfully serve a meal when most of his supplies had not been delivered. 
It was clear that Mr. Greenwood was naturally a happy man. Still, the expression Luke saw on the man's face was more than just temporary happiness. It was true contentment. Luke realized it was very much the same look that he had seen appear on the wild boy's face when the little deer trotted away.
Being happy, indeed content, was something Luke had always figured just happened for a person. Suddenly he realized that being happy and content was something a person had to learn. It was a discipline one had to work to obtain, just like starting a fire without a match. Luke decided he was going to learn to be content while he was at camp. Maybe it would even carry over into the regular world.




Chapter 12
Gathering Eggs And Clues




After they finished eating Luke looked at Jesiah. "Hey, d’you want to help Mr. Greenwood with the dishes? Maybe we can learn a little more."
"Sure," Jesiah said without hesitation.
The two told the others what they were doing and went into the kitchen. Mr. Greenwood smiled at them.
"How was your meal?" he asked.
"It was great," Jesiah said, and Luke nodded in agreement.
Greenwood ushered the two into the kitchen as if he knew why they were there. One of the assistant counselors was already working on the dishes. He showed them the process for the automatic washer. First, the plates and silverware were put in one of the large racks. Then the rack was pushed along the stainless steel sink into the shiny washing machine.
"Is this thing new?" Jesiah asked Mr. Greenwood.
"Yep. The whole kitchen was remodeled. All the ovens, smokers, cooktops, and walk-in freezers and refrigerators are new. It's all up to specs. Mr. Steel has tried his best to find something that doesn't meet code, but so far, he hasn't been able to."
Luke nodded. "My dad would really like this kitchen."
Mr. Swank entered the kitchen as Jesiah and Luke were finishing clean-up.
"You two are good swimmers," he said matter-of-factly. "I watched you two using the side stroke on the way out to the dock after class. Do you feel comfortable with the idea of swimming a greater distance?"
"Sure," Jesiah and Luke said at the exact same moment. Mr. Greenwood was working on a light fixture a few feet away and laughed at the boy's simultaneous reply.
Mr. Swank managed to crack a slight smile as well.
"You boys haven't seen another boy around the grounds, have you?" Swank asked.
Luke got the feeling that this was the real reason Mr. Swank had come to speak with them. He also noticed that Mr. Greenwood was looking at them to see what their response would be. Luke looked at Jesiah, who looked back at him. They both shrugged innocently.
"No," Luke said. "Just us guys."
Mr. Swank managed another slight smile. "Okay. Well, let me know if you do, alright?"
Mr. Swank moved to steady the ladder as Mr. Greenwood was coming down. Mr. Greenwood nodded at him.
"Thanks. Did you get enough to eat?" Greenwood asked.
"It wasss awful," Mr. Swank said, holding on to the S sound like a snake. "That meat seemed to sssslither down my throat. I came back for sssseconds only to ssssee if it would be just as ssslimy."
Luke and Jesiah laughed, but Luke was even more confused. Why would Mr. Swank ask about seeing a boy on the grounds if the wild boy hadn’t shown himself to him. 
It didn’t make sense. Also, why did Mr. Greenwood not tell Mr. Swank the boy had been at the sandy beach?
Luke and Jesiah finished clean-up and left the kitchen. The other boys were headed to gather the eggs in the chicken coop, so Luke and Jesiah tagged along. Mrs. Swank asked the boys to go with her and learn the chore.
The boys filled the poultry feeders and grit holders. The chickens were calm until Kyle made the mistake of trying to catch one of them. It took a while for them to quiet back down. Everything was well kept. There was an automated watering system for the hens and the door to the coop was automatic as well, a light-sensitive sensor telling the door when to go down at night and back up in the morning.
Andy and Kyle helped Mrs. Swank gather the eggs. The rest were changing the nest bedding when Luke and Jesiah heard Andy trying to gather more information to solve the mystery of why Mr. Swank didn’t know about the wild boy. 
"So Mrs. Swank," Andy said innocently. "Wasn't Mr. Swank a camper here when he was a boy?"
Mrs. Swank was tall and thin and also a Native American like her husband. She was a pleasant person, and Luke instantly liked her. She carried herself in a dignified manner and didn't talk much, but she seemed to let down her guard upon hearing Andy's question.
"Yes, he did," she said. "It was for one summer when he was twelve. His mother and father were having some problems, and he ended up staying for several weeks longer than he was supposed to. This place has some sort of draw to him." Mrs. Swank said as she closed a lid and leaned back against the coop before continuing.
"His mother and father's…problems got worse after that, and he wasn’t able to come back to camp after that one year, but he’s told me many times he wished he could’ve come back and spent each summer. I know something good happened when he was here. 
He said someone helped him overcome a problem. Since we've arrived, he keeps looking around and off into the woods, like he is trying to find something. I asked him what he was doing a few days ago when he was staring off like that, and he just said something about looking for a ghost from the past. That sounds silly, but John likes to say philosophical and spiritual things. They’re mostly lost on me."
Andy laughed. "Right. My dad does the same thing to me a lot." He said, trying to play off the comment as a joke, but Andy's serious look at the others told them he knew the importance of this clue.
Mrs. Swank sighed. "He's had a lot of trouble trying to let go of some of the things that he went through in combat. I'm hoping this place will help him heal."
They collected thirty-seven eggs. Mrs.Swank took the eggs and headed off to the kitchen. The boys walked back to the camp center to see a small fire going in the common area. Luke could hear Jesiah praying quietly to himself as they walked. Luke knew Jesiah was praying for Mr. Swank and decided to pray as well. As the boys walked, they talked about the new clues that made it even harder to understand why the wild boy had hidden from Mr. Swank.
The most obvious conclusion was that the wild boy was the son or even grandson of another boy who had acted in the same manner back when Mr. Greenwood and Mr. Swank had been campers. Kyle proposed that there was some sort of magic that made the boy stay a boy, and he could really be hundreds of years old. The boys had fun with that idea, but realized how impossible it was.





Chapter 13
Holding Their Own




The group around the fire at the Common was growing, surrounded by most of the assistant campers. Luke didn't feel entirely comfortable hanging out with the older teens, and he could tell the other Anchors felt that way too. Andy motioned to a pair of benches a distance away where they could talk among themselves. They had just sat down when one of the older boys spoke out to them.
"Look, the Anchor Campers are here." the older teenager announced to the others, then looked at the boys. 
"Hey, you guys know this camp is haunted, right?"
"Yeah, right," Kyle said sarcastically. "It's a big ugly guy with a hook, right? He chases you down and guts you like a fish?”
The older boy stood up. “No. I'm not kidding. Not the lame old story about the guy with the hook. There's really supposed to be a ghost boy that roams the woods. He leads guys off and gets them lost, and then you never hear from them again. Go ask around in town. Everyone knows about it."
Kyle looked at the others. "We haven't heard that one."
Another boy looked at them. “Seriously, aren't you worried there’s a ghost out there in the woods?”
"Not really," Luke said. "He can't get us lost. There's a huge lake that all of the trails go around. As long as you know which shoulder you look over to see the lake when you start hiking, you can put it over your other shoulder to get back."
"But what if he leads you away from the lake?"
Luke shrugged. "Then you just go back downhill to the lake. Guys, my parents checked this place out. My dad went to camp here as a kid. No campers were ever seriously injured here and no campers were lost forever."
Another of the older teens nodded. "He’s right. I never thought of that."
Another one of the boys turned around. "Hey, I was working with Mr. Swank when he caught you guys all in the lake, stark naked."
Jesiah answered this time. "We were taking a bath, and wearing the same thing Jesus wore when he bathed in the river. What’s wrong with that?"
"Hey, I wasn't making fun of you." The boy said. "I thought you guys were pretty tough to do it. They make us take showers in the shower house all at the same time. They told us we had to do it so the campers would feel comfortable showering."
Jesiah nodded. “As a rule we never clothe ourselves more than the least of these is clothed."
The older boys looked at each other when they heard that.
"That really sounds good," another boy said. "We never thought any of the campers would have the guts to even use the showers. None of us ever showered in school or even football. We figured boys your age would be even more uptight about it than we are. I guess you guys have known each other for a long time, and are just still comfortable with it from when you were little kids?”
Andy shook his head. “We didn’t know each other. We all just met today.”
Nearly all of the older teens laughed. “We’re not going to believe that,” one of the oldest said. “Be honest. You guys have known each other for a long time, right?”
“No.” Luke said. “Like Andy said, we all just met for the first time in the parking lot.”
“Then how on earth can guys that don’t know each other just go swimming naked like they’ve done it all of their lives?” The older boy said with frustration in his voice.
Jesiah shrugged. “My dad helped me get used to it by taking me and my brothers to the "Y" and showering with us in the locker room."
"Maybe so, but the regular campers will be here in a week. Don't you think they'll refuse to shower together?”
Jesiah shrugged. "It's possible. But parents who are sending their kids to this camp know about the experiment. They’d help their kids get ready for something like this just like our dads did."
The boy shook his head. "I never showered or changed in front of another kid in my life. Here all 17 of us have to shower together. We all try to get clean really fast so we can get dressed.”
The other older boys laughed, and most of them agreed. Luke noticed they all had their towels with them.
The older boys went back to talking, and the Anchor Campers drifted away from the group and the fire.
Jesiah looked at the others. "Are you guys feeling strange about showering in the bath house with those guys?"
Jarod spoke up. "Can we just go to the beach? If you guys don't mind, I'd rather wash in the lake like we did today. All of those big guys kind of outnumber us."
The five boys agreed and headed to their cabin.
"You guys want to wear our swimsuits down to the water? Andy asked.
"Not me," Jesiah said flatly. "That thing makes me feel like I'm wearing a tent.” Everyone chuckled.
Jesiah pulled off his t-shirt and undid the belt holding his sheath knife and shorts up. He dropped them on his footlocker, stretched, then walked out on the porch. Luke dropped his shorts and shirt and followed Jesiah out the back cabin door. The evening breeze off the lake felt good on his skin.
Luke heard Kyle back in the cabin talking to the others. "Well, all for one, and one for all." The comment was followed by laughter, and Luke could hear the pounding of feet as the other three boys pulled their shorts off.
Jesiah grinned at Luke, and the two set off at a run for the beach area. They didn't get far before they heard the cabin screen door creak open and then slam shut as the other boys pounded across the porch and onto the grass. Kyle gave a loud war cry that echoed across the lake.
They reached the beach area and plunged in. Luke was warmed by how colorful the sunset was, then suddenly noticed that Mr. Swank was already out in the water. Andy threw a bar of soap out as he splashed in. 
Mr. Swank was bathing with his own bar of soap. As always he was scanning the tree line. After lathering up the man dipped into the water and swam out a ways, then returned to waist deep water.
“Hey, Mr. Swank,” Andy said.
“Hello boys,” Mr. Swank turned. “I figured you Anchors might come down here tonight to wash.”
“Yeah,” Jarod said. “All of the assistant counselors had their towels so we figured they were headed to the showers. We decided it’d be less crowded down here.”
“Good point,” Mr. Swank said. The man finished lathering his hair and ducked down underwater to rinse the soap out, then walked out of the water.
Luke heard something and looked up the hill to see all of the assistant counselors coming toward them at a jog. Mr. Swank at first appeared to ignore the approaching boys, but then turned and sat on a flat rock after dropping his clothes on one of the boulders.
As the older boys approached, one of them spoke out.
“Hey, would it be alright if we join you guys?”
Luke felt a little uneasy. Here they were, five young guys standing naked and washing off, and facing down a bunch of clothed 17 and 18 year olds — nearly grown men. Luke was glad Mr. Swank was there, and hoped he’d stay. He looked over and sensed that Mr. Swank did intend to hang around.
Andy stood in front of their group and squared off with the older boys. “Only if you guys are going to take a bath down here.”
“We decided to,” the older boy said. “But we have to ask you first. See, there’s rules, and assistant counselors aren’t allowed to be undressed anywhere but the showers. We can’t skinny dip unless most of the campers are skinny-dipping, and then we have to make sure they’re okay with it.”
Luke was still keeping an eye on Mr. Swank, and could tell the man was monitoring the exchange of words carefully.
Andy un-folded his arms. “In that case we all invite you to swim with us. Sorry I had my guard up. I was just afraid you guys planned on hanging out with us and keeping your clothes on while we were taking a bath. That wouldn’t be right.”
The older boys all laughed nervously and started putting their clothes on the boulders along the sandy shore. They splashed into the water, and Luke could see they were all very self conscious. One of the older ones motioned to Andy and the others. 
“Sorry, guys. Seeing you guys jump off the dock and swim without shorts today made us want to try it. I’ve never skinny-dipped in my life.”
Luke gave a friendly nod. “I get it. It’s tough at first, but it’s like exercise and gets easier. Wearing humility makes you stronger. Wearing worldly modesty makes you weaker.”
The older boys paused at the words.
“I’ve never thought about it like that,” one of them said. “I mean, it does seem right, though. Where’d you hear that?”
Luke realized he had heard it from the wild boy, but didn’t want to say that. He didn’t want to lie, so his mind raced for an answer.. “My dad taught me the principle of it. I think he learned it from someone here at this camp.”
The older boys swam out, but Luke was looking at Mr. Swank, who had a bewildered look on his face.
“I heard that same phrase long ago myself,” Swank said. “It was here, when I was a boy.”
Luke sensed the rest of the five were aware of what Mr. Swank had said.
“Who said it, Mr. Swank?” Andy asked.
Mr. Swank’s eyes quickly scanned the darkening tree line.
“It was a long time ago,” he said, but then didn’t answer the question.




Chapter 14
Taps




Luke was exhausted, and he could tell that the long day had worn out the rest of the Anchors as well. Jarod and Kyle were already sitting in the sand leaning back on one of the larger boulders while watching the older boys horseplay in the water. Luke and Jesiah joined Jarod and Kyle in the sand, and Andy soon followed.
“Man, are we going to get as hairy as some of those guys?” Andy asked. “They seem like gorillas compared to us.”
Luke laughed. “My dad looks like a bear. He even has hair on his back. I guess I will too, someday.”
It occurred to Luke that the assistant counselors, usually so calm and adult-like, now seemed more like little kids as they played in the water. Luke also noticed they seemed to be a decent lot. They weren’t cussing or picking on each other. 
Luke figured bathing like this instead of rushing through a shower would help the older boys build a camaraderie like it had for them. He wondered if it worked for the older boys like it had for each of the Anchors.
He had also been watching Mr. Swank, still sitting ten yards to their left. It was obvious that Mr. Swank was going to remain there while the older boys were at the water around the Anchor Campers. The man clearly had a strong protective instinct, and wanted to make sure things were safe for the boys. Luke could tell that Jesiah was also watching Mr. Swank, and seemed lost in thought.
Luke said a silent prayer for his family, and also one for everyone at the camp. He suddenly spoke to the others.
“Jesiah was saying we were the ones who were supposed to help the other campers get over their fear of bathing. D’you guys realize we just helped these older guys get over it?”
“I guess you’re right,” Kyle said. “And they were supposed to be helping us with it.”
Luke looked at Jesiah, and could tell the other boy was understanding.
“It’s going to be our job,” Luke said. “This is what Jesiah was talking about when he said we were supposed to teach others. This is how our relationship with God is supposed to work. If we pray and follow God’s lead, he can use us.”
Andy shook his head and looked at Luke. “I’ve prayed pretty much every day since I was little. I’ve never heard God telling me what to do. How are we supposed to know what he wants.”
“But today we’ve been feeling it all day, haven’t we?”
“Yeah, I guess we have,” Andy said. “So what makes this different?”
Jesiah nudged Luke and took the lead. “First we learned to put on Godly humility. We had to face the fact that we were exposed, and seeing each other as we were. We learned we’re all alike, even though we’re all different, so we started caring about each other. Now all of a sudden we’re caring about others like these older guys and the campers that aren’t even here yet. We’ve no clue what will happen in the next instant. Tomorrow could be perfect, or there could be real tragedies happening. None of that’s in our control, but if we keep simple, humble faith, we can do big things.
“Why’d you bring up tragedies?” Kyle said, looking oddly at Jesiah.
Jesiah shrugged. “Horrible things happen all of the time in this world. We don’t know why those horrible things have to happen, but we have to have faith that God has a plan in our lives. We have to stay in this humble way of thinking so we can hear what God wants us to do.”
Kyle nodded. “What you said makes me wonder why God lets people suffer so much. My cousin was killed by an IED, and from what I heard, it must’ve been awful.”
Luke looked over at Kyle. “But God let his only son die a horrible death to save all of us. It was so awful that God had to turn away. Yet Jesus volunteered to do it. Your cousin volunteered too. He wanted to stop harm and was trying to save lives. Would you take that away from him?”
Kyle shrugged. “I guess not. And that makes sense. He was always the one trying to make things better.”
“What was his name?” Luke asked.
“Gary.”
“Well, something tells me if Gary were here right now, he’d soak up this moment and watch the sunset with us. So let’s pray for all of the soldiers out there like Gary. Chances are very good he’ll be able to feel it.”
The boys all fell silent. Luke had no idea where the thoughts he had just spoken had come from. He had never had such a thought about anyone before in his life. While he was praying, his mind was drawn to Mr. Swank. Luke looked over, and saw shiny tears flowing down the man’s cheeks in the light of the setting sun.
Luke prayed for Mr. Swank. The tears the man was shedding now and what his wife had said about his time in combat seemed to make sense. It explained some of the pain Mrs. Swank had spoken of.
The five were silent for several minutes, and then the moment seemed to pass. All of the assistant counselors had swam out to the floating dock, and were playing on it loudly. Things on the shore were now very quiet.
Jesiah got up and walked over to where Mr. Swank was sitting, so Luke followed.
They both sat in the sand near the man. Jesiah spoke up.
“I guess you knew of a few guys to pray for?”
The man only nodded, tears still visible on his face. Luke noticed the man didn’t wipe them away and wondered if there was a reason. Perhaps he wasn’t ashamed of them.
The others joined Jesiah and Luke, and it was clear they were all seeing the connection between Mr. Swank and their prayer.
Mr. Swank cleared his throat. “I’ve seen a lot. I guess I’ve been angry at God for allowing the suffering and death I had to witness. What you just said about that boy Gary and God having to watch his own son die hit home with me.
For a long time I’ve been accusing God of not understanding the death and suffering I was seeing. I learned about faith when I was a boy from my grandfather. Somehow I lost faith, and decided it wasn’t real. I guess I even held it against my grandfather.”
Mr. Swank gave a long pause, and the boys all remained quiet.
“I think I need to pick that faith back up,” Mr. Swank said.
Suddenly the man stood and walked forward and into the water. The boys watched as he started swimming out to the floating dock where all of the assistant counselors were trying to capsize it.
“Should we follow him?” Kyle asked.
Luke shook his head. “No. He’s got some things to share with those guys. We should stay here.”
“I feel like you're right,” Andy said. “But how do we…how do you know that?”
Luke shrugged. “I don’t know. It might just be that I’m too tired to want to swim out there.”
The five sat. Kyle motioned to Luke and Jesiah. “It seems like you two could tell what you were saying was helping Mr. Swank.”
“Not really,” Luke said. “After we helped Mrs. Swank with the chickens, I knew that Jesiah was praying about him. So I kind of started praying too. I guess God was working on Mr. Swank, and used all of our words and questions to plant a seed in him. I think God just used all of us to help him.”
Andy skipped a rock. “I think you’re right. But how’s that possible? I mean, adults often say wise things and help people, but kids like us don’t.”
Jarod broke his usual silence. “So this is what it feels like to make a difference. Are we going to be able to do this for others this summer?”
Jesiah shrugged. “Sure. If we remain humble spiritually and mentally, and we don’t try to fix things ourselves.”
Andy shook his head. “Today — in one day — I got rid of my fear of getting dirty. I don’t even remember when it started, but that fear has pretty much crippled me my whole life. Looking at us now I’d say we all got rid of a fear of being naked. You guys got rid of other fears too, right?”  
The Anchors all looked at one another, nodding as they did.
“So we’re all stronger now?” Jesiah asked
“Then it is settled,” Andy said. “We need to continue to get stronger, and make a goal of helping at least one camper each week.”
“Hold on,” Jarod said. “We can’t set a goal like that. We can’t single people out to help, and we can’t decide what to do. God just helped Mr. Swank, and none of us had a clue. He used our actions today to help those older guys get over their modesty, and we didn’t have a clue about that either. We got to be a part of all of that help because we were open to God using us. It’s because we did the things Jesiah was talking about. We just need to keep allowing God to work through us and have faith. God might help twenty-five campers each week, or only two. He may use us to do it, or someone else.”
Andy nodded. “You’re right. If we get cocky and start thinking we’re the ones helping people, God can’t use us anymore.”
The assistant counselors were starting to swim back from the floating dock. It was getting dark, but Luke knew that the last form cutting through the water would be Mr. Swank. It was who the man was.
The older boys made it to shore, yet weren’t making as much noise as they were before. As they walked past, one of the boys reached out to Andy and gave him a pull up. Andy pulled up Jarod, and in turn each gave the next in line a pull-up. Luke thought it was kind of fun.
“Let’s go to the fire,” one of the older boys said. “It’s time to lower the flag and pray.”
Luke and the others followed, not having towels or clothes. Luke noted that though some of the older boys had started to get dressed, they each realized the five boys were without clothes. All of them decided to carry their clothes instead of putting them on.
The fire in the common was dying down, but was soon blazing again as the older boys added wood. A boy opened a box beside the flag pole and produced a bugle. Another boy looked around.
“Atten-tion!” he said.
Luke watched as all of the older boys looked up at the flag and saluted quickly, each of their faces and bodies washed in the amber glow of the fire.
The boy with the bugle started playing Taps, and all the others stood silent. Mr. Swank was standing at the edge of the light, facing the flag as well.
Taps was over, and two boys lowered the flag and folded it carefully into a neat triangle, leaving Luke wanting to learn the skill. One of the boys put the flag in the box beside the flagpole, and the boy with the bugle placed it inside as well.
The boy closed the box, then bowed his head and started praying. It was a short prayer, and all of the other boys stayed quiet and kept their heads bowed until the prayer was over.
After the prayer Jesiah nudged Luke. He said nothing, just gestured with his chin out into the crowd of boys illuminated by the moonlight and firelight. Luke knew exactly what Jesiah was thinking. They were seeing real humility being displayed by the assistant counselors. There had been a change in the older boys. Humility, and yet a growth in spirit as well.
Luke realized that the assistant counselors were all looking around and taking in the moment, realizing that they were seeing themselves and one another clearly for the first time in their lives. They were somehow transformed, and Luke could tell they were aware of it. 
Each of them had first learned humility in the body, then they were able to gain it in the mind, and now it was growing into the spirit of each of them. Luke knew that the older boys would become a solid unit now.
One of the boys produced a large set of tongs, and started pulling the bigger logs from the fire and separating them. He had to move carefully, being barefooted as well as naked. The fire died down quickly after the logs were separated. Another boy poured a small bucket of water on the coals in the center, and the embers went black.
The older boys started leaving, and Mr. Swank walked over to the Anchors.
“Did you boys have a good day?” he asked.
The boys each replied that they had.
The man smiled “I can’t tell you boys how much I appreciate what you’ve accomplished here. You boys have done for the assistant counselors what we expected them to do for you. Not to mention you also helped me to see something more clearly tonight.”
“We’ve been blessed.” Jesiah said, speaking for the group. “We intend to pass it on.”
“That’s a good thought,” Mr. Swank said as he walked away. “Now go brush your teeth and get to bed,” he laughed.
The five went to their cabin and retrieved their toothbrushes, then went back to the shower house and started brushing their teeth. All of the assistant counselors were brushing their teeth, too, and the sinks were getting crowded.
Jarod, who was usually so quiet, laughed while brushing his teeth.
“What’s so funny?” Kyle asked for the others. 
“We are,” Jarod said. “We can go brush our teeth outside and just spit in the tall grass and rinse in the water spigot. We don’t need a sink or a mirror to brush our teeth!”
The others looked at him oddly, then each began to laugh, and followed him outside. Standing at the edge of the cut grass the five competed to see who could spit a stream of toothpaste the farthest. They finally went to the water fountain and rinsed their mouths.
The older boys were walking from the shower house to their cabins, and many waved goodnight. The boys returned the wave and headed for their cabin.
Luke was exhausted, and he could tell that the others were just as tired. He laughed to himself about the secret plan he had made to wear his swimsuit to bed, then shuck it once under the covers so no one would see him. Now there was no need to pretend.
Luke unzipped his sleeping bag and slid inside the liner. The bed felt comfortable, and he sighed heavily as he lay down. The others weren’t talking, which was fine, as Luke didn’t feel like holding a conversation himself. His mind wandered, first to the deer stuck in the mud, then to the wild boy, and finally the crickets he could hear outside their cabin. Sleep came before he decided to give in to it.






Chapter 15
Morning at Camp Osihapi




It was getting light outside when Luke slowly opened his eyes, sensing the unfamiliar sounds around him. It took him a moment to realize he was at camp, and in a cabin. Jesiah was getting out of the bunk beside him and grinned. Luke did as well, and followed Jesiah to the shower house. Jesiah was walking fast, and Luke had to jog to catch up to him.
Jesiah was saying “Got to pee, got to pee,” over and over, which got Luke to laugh. They hurried up to the long trough urinal and peed. Jesiah began praying, asking for a safe and good day. Luke remained silent until Jesiah was through praying.
“Amen. Do you always pray when you pee in the morning?” Luke asked.
“I try to pray every time I pee,” Jesiah said. “You’re holding the very future of your family when you pee, so it’s a good time to be thankful. Besides, if you're stuck in one spot for a few moments, why not make a habit of praying for a good day, and for other people as well.”
“That’s a good point,” Luke said. “I never thought of it that way.”
They both washed their hands and faces, and then stopped and drank from the water spigot on the walk back to the cabin.
Both boys returned to their beds, though just sitting on them. Jesiah opened the Bible that was on each of their bedside tables. Luke did likewise. He opened it to Proverbs and started reading the first chapter.
The other boys were stirring, but not up yet.
“What time do you think it is,” Jesiah asked.
“I know exactly what time it is,” Luke said as he looked out the screen walls. “It smells like bacon o’clock.”
“I smell it too,” Jesiah said. “Nothing smells better than bacon in the morning.”
The other boys were waking up and getting out of bed.
“Did you guys already go to the bathroom?” Kyle asked Luke and Jesiah.
“Yeah,” Luke said.
“I need to,” Kyle said. “Did you guys walk to the bathroom like you slept?”
“Why not?” Jesiah said. “We’re the only ones here.”
Jarod and Kyle decided to go to the bathroom. Andy followed them, giving Luke and Jesiah a thumbs up and a grin.
Jesiah stretched. “I started saying a prayer last night when I laid down, but I don’t think I even finished it.”
Luke gave a small laugh. “I didn’t even start praying before I fell asleep.”
Jesiah nodded. “So think about this. We spent all evening naked last night, and yet no one talked about sex. I didn’t even hear any of the older boys talking about nasty jokes or anything.”
“That’s true,” Luke said. “I think when you’re naked with others in an innocent way it makes you less interested in dirty thoughts.”
“I hope that kind of good is working inside all of us,” Jesiah said.
The others returned from the bathroom. They all dressed for breakfast, and each put on the leather belt with the sheath knife so they could get used to wearing it. The five talked, mostly about breakfast, but also about the events of the evening before. They all agreed that the assistant counselors didn’t seem so scary to them anymore.
The five could see several of the older boys outside the mess hall doors, and more were walking in that direction.
The older boys grinned and nodded, and several called out to them.
“It looks like The Anchors are up,” one said.
“Not Anchors,” another replied. “We call them The Fearless Five.” 
Luke just grinned back as they all filtered into the mess hall, but each of the five boys remembered the carving on the wall of their cabin that said “The Fearless Five” were here. 
It was too much of a coincidence. Luke wondered if there was such a carving in all of the cabins, and that was how the assistant Counselors knew the phrase. The smell of bacon was stronger inside the Great Hall, which made Luke even hungrier.
They got in line, and soon made it to the serving window. Mr. Greenwood grinned at them.
“How’d you boys sleep?”
“Like a rock,” Kyle said, and the others agreed.
The man nodded. “Me too.”
Breakfast was three slices of bacon, hash browns, and a pile of scrambled eggs.
“The food delivery truck got here early this morning with the meat,” Mr. Greenwood said as he motioned to the bacon. Luke noticed the man wasn’t wearing the white cover-alls any more. He was wearing a kilt and a traditional looking shirt that went with it.
The five ate, looking at their itinerary on the blackboard. Fire starting class was after breakfast, then a 30 minute swimming class before lunch. Luke noticed that the swim class required swim trunks. The afternoon was open, but there was a voluntary class on firearm safety at the rifle range.
Andy looked around. “We are all in for the rifle range at 14:00, right?”
The rest of them gave an enthusiastic “yes” through full mouths.
Four of the older boys were helping with clean-up in the kitchen, so the boys wandered out into the morning air.
Mr. Steel was walking by the door as they left the mess hall, and he waved to them.
“Hey, I’ve been wondering. You guys sure seem to be good friends. Just how long have you all known each other?” he asked with a smile.
Andy shook his head. “You’re not the first to ask. We’re all good friends now, but none of us had ever met before yesterday.”
Mr. Steel gave an odd look. “Huh? That doesn’t seem possible. Are you pulling my leg?”
“No, Sir. It’s the truth.”
“Well, I’d swear you guys were friends from birth. Anyway, I’ve had to scrap most of the survey questions I intended for you boys. I’m not even sure where to go with the survey going forward. You guys are always a step ahead of me.”
The five all just laughed and Mr. Steel walked on, distractedly reading some notes on his ever present clipboard.
The boys headed for their cabin. They gathered their packs with the survival gear and walked to the common area where the fire starting course was held.







Chapter 16
Facing A Snake



Mr. Swank was sitting on the ground beside some of the smaller fire pits for classes. He had different kinds and sizes of kindling and tinder in small piles in front of him, but this time it was all in rough form, rather than being processed and ready to use like the day before.
“Good morning gentlemen,” he said.  “Let’s dig in and learn.”
Mr. Swank started the lesson, explaining the use of “fatwood,” or wood from the heart of dead pine tree roots. The wood was rich in oil, and much more flammable than most wood. As they used their knives to whittle the fat wood into smaller pieces, Luke couldn’t help but notice that Mr. Swank seemed more at ease and relaxed than the morning before.
Each of the boys made several fires, and “cooked” their own batch of char cloth. They were each getting the hang of making sparks with the ferro rods as well as the flint rocks. Luke liked the ferro rods better, as they gave off better sparks, but Mr. Swank explained that the ferro rods could rust to powder over time, while the flint had been around since the dawn of time, and was still usable.
Before coming to camp Luke himself had been worried he might have a hard time with the fire starting skills. As it turned out, he was fairly good at it. Early on in the training, he figured out that it was better to spend a little extra time gathering and arranging the kindling, and having plenty of each size of wood sorted in piles and ready to use.
Because of that, instead of using all he had each time and wishing he had prepared more, he had more than he needed, and was able to store it in his bag for the next fire. It was while doing this that he realized he should always have a good amount of tinder in his bag, rather than making it up new each time.
Mr. Swank noticed this, and made several comments as to how well Luke was doing. Jesiah took Luke's lead, and began doing the same thing with the tinder. Each of them had two fires going faster than they thought possible. Mr. Swank was pleased.  
After that class Swank explained bow drills and the necessary hard and soft wood for making them. He led them into the woods, where each was able to select the wood to make their own fire drill in the coming weeks. Mr. Swank also made sure each of the boys could recognize poison ivy and poison oak, as well as instructing them to wash well with strong soap within four hours if they brushed against it.
Mr. Swank showed them several edible plants, including one called “Shepherd’s Purse,” that had some healing qualities and could help stop bleeding. Each of them ate some of each of the edible plants, and made mental notes of the shape and leaves on each of them. Mr. Swank told them that the area around the lake was rich in edible and medicinal plants, and he reasoned they had been planted over the years by staff and campers.
He showed them how to move through the woods without being seen. The trick was to move at a slow pace, look around and ahead, then look down. “The faster you walk, the more important it is to watch the path in front of you. Snakes have less time to get off the trail and out of your way, so keep your eyes open.”
While they were walking back out of the woods, Mr. Swank suddenly sprang forward, and grabbed a long, black snake by the tail. He held the snake up, shaking it so the snake couldn’t climb up its own body to bite him. Luke backed away quickly. His heart raced, and he could hear a rushing sound in his ears.
Luke considered backing away even further, but stayed close enough to see the large, black snake. Mr. Swank used a stick and held the snake’s head down until he could grab it right behind the head.
“Is it poisonous?” Andy asked.
“Not at all,” Mr. Swank said. “This is a Black Rat Snake. Sometimes they’re solid black, but this one has yellow diamond shaped markings on its back. I’m being careful because even a non-poisonous snake bite can get infected. But their teeth are just like a catfish’s teeth. They can draw a little blood, but they just barely break the skin.”
Mr. Swank showed the boys the rounded pupils of the snake and explained that all poisonous pit vipers had elliptical pupils like a cat. The only poisonous North American snake with round pupils was the Coral Snake, with colorful bands. He used the saying “Red touches black, a poison lack. Red touches yellow, can kill a fellow,” to explain the difference between the poisonous Coral Snake and the harmless Milk Snake.
Luke moved closer, but only a bit.
“What are you going to do with this snake?” Kyle asked.
“We don’t want to hurt it,” Mr. Swank said. “The Rat Snake is very trainable. Even an adult like this one can be trained by a boy in three days tops, and it will be as tame as any pet snake can be.”
“That doesn’t seem possible,” Andy said. “How can that be?”
“It’s just the way Black Rat Snakes are.” Mr. Swank carried the snake out to the grassy area and turned it loose in the middle. He then explained that each of the boys was to learn how to catch a snake.
Jesiah went first, and seemed to do fine though it was clear he was scared. It was somehow decided that Luke would be next to catch the snake.
Luke had to force himself to even look at the snake, but as he watched Jesiah finally catching the snake by the tail as it slithered through the grass, it didn’t seem as terrifying.
Jesiah released the snake back in the center of what they learned was a Lacrosse field, rather than a soccer pitch. The snake immediately started moving fast. Mr. Swank walked on one side of the snake, and directed Luke to the other. Three times Mr. Swank encouraged Luke to reach for the snake, yet the tail was gone each time he closed his hand. On his fourth try Luke touched the snake’s tail. He recoiled and stepped back. Suddenly Luke wretched, and threw up everything he had eaten for breakfast right in the grass. Mr. Swank caught the snake as it was getting off the field and into taller grass.
Luke was mortified. Everyone was seeing how terrified he was of the snake, and everyone had seen him vomit up breakfast. He tried not to look at the others, suddenly feeling like he was no longer a part of them. Andy was suddenly beside him and he felt his pack move as the boy pulled Luke’s canteen from the pouch.
“Brother, rinse your mouth out and have some water,” Andy said. “I’m just glad someone else is as scared of snakes as I am.”
Luke looked around. There wasn’t the look of disgust or disappointment he expected. Mr. Swank asked him if he was ready to try again, or if he wanted to pass.
“No, I’m going to do it,” Luke said hoarsely. He took another drink and nodded to Mr. Swank. 
The man released the snake, and Luke again walked to the left of it as Mr. Swank walked on the right.
Luke hovered his hand above the slithering tail as he walked along just as Mr. Swank instructed. He dropped his hand and missed the first time, but made contact the second. Luke realized he actually had grabbed the reptile.
“Hold on and back up,” Mr. Swank said calmly.
Luke did as he was told, though he felt as if his legs weren’t moving correctly. The snake had immediately tried to reverse course and strike at Luke, but as he backed up the snake couldn’t keep up.
Luke held up the tail higher as the snake writhed in an attempt to climb its own body.
“Gently shake him,” Mr. Swank said.
That worked, and the snake seemed to pause. Mr. Swank handed Luke the stick and Luke pressed the shallow fork over the snake’s neck just behind the head. Luke tried to control his breathing.
Mr. Swank spoke.“When you let go of the tail, the snake will attempt to coil up around his head, and then you won’t be able to grab it behind the stick. You have to be fairly quick about picking it up or the coils will go around your hand.”
Luke nodded. He lowered the tail and dropped it, then moved his hand to just behind the stick. The snake was in his hand, and he stood and held it up. The snake opened its mouth several times and tried to bite, yet couldn’t turn his head around far enough to get to Luke’s fingers.
“Good job,” Mr. Swank said. “Can you see the teeth and how they’re designed to pull things back into the mouth? There’s also a breathing tube he uses when he’s forcing prey down his throat.”
Luke looked and took it all in.
“It isn’t so bad,” Luke said. “It doesn’t even seem mean — it’s just scared.”
“It took a lot of courage to overcome that kind of long held fear,” Mr. Swank said. “You did well.”
Luke carried the snake back to the center of the field. He almost didn’t want to put it down, but he finally did, and Jarod caught the snake next on the fifth try.
Kyle was also afraid of the snake, but by then it was fairly tired. He managed to grab the snake quickly, but after picking it up he let the snake move through his fingers until it was a foot past his hand as he was standing with it.
Kyle tried to use his other hand to grab it closer behind its head, but the rat snake struck him on the index finger of his left hand. Immediately tiny pinprick sized drops of blood formed in two lines.
“It didn’t even hurt,” Kyle said. Mr. Swank just chuckled and had Kyle put the snake down for Andy to catch. 
Andy was able to catch the snake on the very first try as it was exhausted. He soon had the stick and pinned the snake, then picked it up while Mr. Swank used some antibiotic cream from his first-aid kit to treat Kyle’s finger.
They also discovered that the snake had a powerful musky scent that came out of glands at the snake’s vent. It was somewhat like a skunk smell, though not nearly as strong.
Mr. Swank carried the snake as they walked back toward camp. He said he intended to keep the snake for a few days in the Great Hall terrarium to show all of the assistant Counselors as well.
Mr. Swank also told them about king snakes, and their value in making an area safer. King snakes would kill rattlesnakes, copperheads, and water moccasins. Adult king snakes were very difficult to tame, though, and Mr. Swank thought that was a good thing, as kids left them alone and didn’t try to take them home to keep.
The boys headed back to the cabin. Luke’s stomach felt better, yet his throat still burned. He quickly realized that his embarrassing moment with the snake was forgotten among the other boys. He still found it hard to believe he had caught the snake, yet the foul smell of musk was on his hands to prove he had.




Chapter 17
Life Saving Skills




The boys changed into the required swimsuits and headed for the swim dock, to be greeted by Mr. Larson.
Luke liked Mr. Larson. He seemed to be a happy man, and was always making jokes. The boys all put their swim chits on the same “Wet” peg when they arrived at the dock.
Mr. Larson wanted to work on the combat side stroke with the boys, and soon had them swimming with ease. They quickly figured out that the swimsuit requirement was because they were going to be pulling one another while doing the stroke, which would require a lot of body contact. Luke was made to rescue Andy, the tallest of the boys, and he was surprised at how easy it was. Swimming up behind the person to rescue, one simply pulled the victim backward, the rescuer holding his arm over one shoulder and across the victim’s chest.
Mr. Larson explained the process of rescuing a panicked person in the water was far different than helping an unconscious swimmer back to shore. If someone was panicking, you had to deal with them in a precise manner.
“Repeat after me, Reach, Throw, Row, Go.”
The boys each repeated it, then Mr. Larson counted on his fingers as he gave the instructions.
“First: Yell and get others going for help.
Second: If you cannot reach them from the safety of a dock, throw things that float to the victim. Tying things that float to a rope is even better. Always encourage the victim to swim to safety themselves.
Third: We don’t have the canoes yet, but rowing out to the victim would be the next best thing to do. Keep encouraging the victim from shore or in the water, coaching them to make positive strokes toward safety. 
Fourth: If you have to swim out to the victim, swim with a flotation device between you and them. If you take a floatation device out to the victim, be sure to let go of the device before the victim can use it to pull themselves to you.
Fifth, worst, and deadly idea: Making contact with the victim and pulling them back. If the victim goes nuts, the rescuer is probably going to drown. If the victim is larger than the rescuer, or goes really nuts, you simply must dive and get away from them.
Two rescuers can work together, one in front to distract the victim, while the other rescuer goes behind the victim and performs the rescue.”
Mr. Larson asked if there were any questions, then continued.
“Now, for this exercise today, please call for help quietly so as not to alarm anyone up in camp and make them think someone is really in trouble down here.”
Mr. Larson was standing on the dock with the boys, and suddenly started acting as if he couldn't breathe. He stumbled, then pretended to fall into the water, coming up for air about ten yards from the dock.
The man stopped acting like he was having trouble for a moment and grinned up from the water. “Andy, Jesiah, help the drowning victim!” then went back to pretending to not be able to swim.
Andy immediately grabbed the rescue ring and threw it out. Mr. Larson pretended to not be able to grab it.
The two shouted out instructions for Mr. Larson to swim to the ring, but every time he got close to it, his fake grabs at it pushed it farther away from him.
Andy and Jesiah dove in, Jesiah talking to Mr. Larson, and pushing the floating ring repeatedly into Larson’s chest, though the man still pretended not to be able to grab it. Andy, from behind, tried to put his arm over the man’s shoulder. The “victim” started thrashing, and grabbed Andy, attempting to climb on top of his head screaming “MOMMY!”
The scene was scary to the boys, but they could tell that Mr. Larson knew what he was doing. Andy went under water, then came back up right next to Mr. Larson. The man lunged and grabbed Andy again. The second time Andy realized he had to get well clear of the panicked victim. Andy swam down hard, and only then did Mr. Larson let him go. Andy came up for air five yards away and this time kept his distance.
“You passed,” Mr. Larson said grinning. “Your turn Jesiah, and the rest of you get in the water.”
Jesiah came in behind Mr. Larson, and he too ended up having to dive to get away. Each of the boys in turn had to learn to dive to get well away from the crazed victim, who each time cried out crazy phrases like “Shark!” “The Girls Scouts are after me!” or their favorite “Granny, make me some muffins!”
Back on the dock, Mr. Larson explained that they would each have to perform the same maneuver several more times with one another, making sure that the victim only released the rescuer when he dove straight down to escape.
Mr. Lawson explained that a person’s memory was not reliable in an emergency situation. Only behavior stored in the “middle brain” was of use in a crisis. The only way to get things into the middle brain was to do them repetitively, and then repeat them every few days for a while, then every week for a while, finally every month.
Each of the boys was impressed by the danger of trying to save someone in deep water, and decided the best thing to do would be to split up. One would swim for the lifesaving ring, and throw it as hard as possible to the other who was swimming out to the victim. They also decided more life saving rings were needed, and were glad to know that Mr. Larson had one ordered for the floating dock, and two more for each end of the swim docks.
The boys were exhausted by the time each had wrestled in the water several more times with a victim. Luke's legs felt like rubber as they made their way back to the cabin





Chapter 18
The Rifle Range



The five changed into their camp shorts and T-shirt, then headed for the Great Hall. Ever so often Kyle would yell out “Granny, make me some muffins!” or one of the other crazy shouts that Mr. Larson had used, which caused great laughter.
Lunch was ham and cheese sandwiches, with giant pickles and some chips. The slightly sweet iced tea was a thirst quencher. Luke was starving, as he had thrown up most of his breakfast trying to catch the snake.
He was still surprised that no one made fun of him about it. It was like it never happened, and even when the guys mentioned the snake, no one brought it up that Luke had vomited.
Luke was relieved when the others wanted to sit in the shade for a few minutes after lunch, as he had eaten three of the sandwiches and was stuffed. Jesiah told the funny story about having fallen out of a tree the summer before. 
After a while, the five went to the obstacle course and walked through it, figuring out what had to be done to overcome each obstacle. It was obvious that the course had recently been worked on. All of the ropes, netting, and much of the wooden structures were new.
The rifle range was reached through a path on the opposite side of the Great Hall. Mr. Swank was waiting when they got there. Six .22 rifles were on the bench in front of them.The boys knew not to rush up and grab one of the rifles, but instead looked toward Mr. Swank for instructions.

Mr. Swank was very business-like once again. He drilled the four safety points into them first.
“One,” Mr. Swank barked. “Treat every weapon as if it is always loaded. There are no exceptions unless the firearm action is taken apart and it is impossible for it to chamber a round.
Two. Never point a firearm at anything you do not want to kill or destroy.
Three. Never put your finger on the trigger until you are pointing it at what you want to kill or destroy.
Four. Never fire a weapon unless you know your target, and what’s behind your target.
If followed, these rules will keep you safe.”
Mr. Swank went on to explain how gun accidents occur, and how to spot unsafe firearm handling activity by others.
“If an untrained person gains control of a firearm, walk away quickly. If an untrained kid gets control of a firearm, run and find an adult. Remember this. The farther you get away from the accidental discharge of a firearm, the less likely you will be hit by the bullet. Make yourself a smaller target by getting far away.
Mr. Swank next had each of the boys stand behind the rifles. Luke saw that each of the rifles was a different action. There was a bolt action, a lever action, a pump action, a break open, and a semi-auto with a box magazine. The sixth rifle was very small, and appeared to be a scaled down bolt action rifle.
Each of the boys rotated along the first five rifles, listening as Mr. Swank explained each action. When the break open .22 was open, and the chamber empty, it was permissible to carry it over your shoulder, even if it was pointed in other people’s general direction.
The bolt action gun was safe if the bolt was completely removed from the receiver. None of the other guns could be considered safe unless a bright yellow or orange chamber flag occupied the chamber and held the bolt partially open.
After the boys had rotated through each of the rifles to learn the different actions, Mr. Swank gave them each hearing protection and some safety glasses.
He then put a box of 50 .22 shells beside each rifle, including the one that appeared to be only half the size of the other rifles. Mr. Swank next instructed each of the boys to load their rifle and fire 10 rounds at the target in front of them.
They were instructed to aim carefully, as the target they started on would be the one they would keep as the rifles were rotated.
Luke had the break open rifle first, and though it had sights that were rather old and crude, he took careful aim, and made every shot as carefully as he could. He adjusted his aim after the first shot and each of the rest went into the bullseye. The boys moved the rifles down, Mr. Swank carrying the rifle on the far right to the far left.
This time Luke had the bolt action rifle, and with the more precise peep sight he was able to put all ten shots in one neat hole in the very center. Each rifle after that Luke was able to keep a small, neat pattern in the center of the target. After firing all five rifles, there was one ragged hole. Luke was proud that his target was the best by far.
Mr. Swank next had each of the boys replace their targets and do the same thing again. This time while Luke's target was the best, Jarod’s was a close second.
“Who’s going to shoot that little rifle?” Andy asked.
“I am,” a small voice answered. A younger boy was sitting behind them quietly on a bench. None of the boys had heard him approach. Luke thought that was odd, as little kids were usually very noisy.
“This is my son, Alex,” Mr. Swank said. “He’s eight.”
Luke could see that the boy looked a lot like both Mr. and Mrs. Swank. The boy just grinned, and stepped up to the firing line and the little rifle. He picked it up, chambered a round, and fired a shot.
The shot was near perfect. The boy reloaded and shot again.
Mr. Swank had each of the boys walk around the back of the firing line with their rifles, practicing muzzle discipline. When Mr. Swank was satisfied, he sent the boys out with the rifles with chamber flags, instructing them to walk around the grounds of the camp for 30 minutes.
Luke was used to carrying his own .22 at home, as his dad had made him perform this very exercise at least once a month. The task was a little more difficult for the others, though, and they often caught themselves pointing the rifles at buildings, or one another. 
It wasn’t long before they were doing well, and quickly got to the point they never swept anything or anyone with the muzzle. The funny part was when they needed to go to the bathroom, and had to safely hold their rifles.
The boys returned the rifles and thanked Mr. Swank. They were surprised to learn that Mr. Swank also had two daughters, but they were away with relatives for a while. The boys were hot, and were glad when Mr. Swank and his son offered to swim with them after they put the rifles back in the range gun safe.
Luke laughed a little to himself. On their way from the rifle range, Alex had already pulled his shorts and shirt off. The Anchors followed suit, and finally Mr. Swank. Luke figured it must’ve looked funny to see the group marching toward the lake.
Alex complained that the only swimsuit he had was the same one the campers were given, and it was so big he was unable to get the drawstring tight enough to keep it on. “If I were to dive in the water it’d just come right off,” the boy said laughing.
The top of the dive tower was a bit daunting for young Alex, and he stuck with the first and second story spring boards. Finally, he decided to try the top platform, and the five cheered as Alex and Mr. Swank made their way up the ladder to the top. The father and son jumped together and hit the water
Alex was elated to have accomplished the feat, but at the same time was happy not to climb up again. Mr. Greenwood appeared on the swim dock, and called the boy over. When Alex swam to the dock, Mr. Greenwood handed the boy a swim chit with his name on it and the first check mark already punched. 
The boy was thrilled, and climbed up and raced over to the swim board to place his chit on the same ‘in water’ peg the five anchor campers used.
They practiced the survival side stroke some more, then started working on their springboard dives while Mr. Swank and Alex played. Luke was suddenly shocked when Mrs. Swank walked onto the dock. Alex was wanting her to see him jump off the top of the platform, and demanded that Luke and Jesiah climb up with him.
At first Luke was confused as to what to do. How could he climb up the tower naked while Mrs. Swank was watching? He decided to ignore the situation and just go for it. Andy and Jarod were both a little more nervous at first, but soon started climbing back up to the springboard as well.
Alex seemed to make the situation more innocent, and they jumped off the top platform, then several others. Luke and Jesiah thought it was funny when Alex made Andy climb with him to the top of the tower once more and jump off with him, all the time shouting for his mother to watch. Andy looked embarrassed, but managed okay.
Dinner that evening was a pasta dish, with cheese, bacon, and a red sauce. Luke wanted to keep eating until he felt ready to burst. After dinner he and Jesiah helped with kitchen duty, along with two of the assistant counselors, then wandered outside.
In the dusk, Luke saw what he thought were birds diving and racing around the common area, but Jesiah pointed out they were bats. Mrs. Swank told the boys that Mr. Greenwood had built quite a few bat houses around the grounds, as they kept the mosquito population down.
After a very short game of LaCrosse that made Luke wish he hadn’t eaten so much, the boys made their way to the beach. Mr. Swank and Alex came with them, Alex was thrilled to spend more time with the boys.
They washed, then laundered their T-shirts and shorts in the lake and carried them to the clothes line on their back porch. Alex washed his clothes as well and hung them with the boys’ clothes. Finally they all went back and sat on the beach.  
The assistant Counselors all rushed down in a loud mob a little later. They scrubbed with soap and seemed much more at ease than they had the night before. Alex played amongst them, and they seemed to like his presence. Two of them devised a way to let him stand on their linked hands in the water and throw him up into the air. It was easy to see that Alex liked the attention and fun.
The boys found a short but thick piece of rope called the “Friend Rope.” Mr. Swank explained that the rope was to be put over the top of the tallest boulder at the sandy beach, and two boys, one on either side, could use the rope to pull themselves to the top. The trick was that the boys had to work together and communicate or they would end up with only one boy on top of the rock.
Mr. Swank said the boulder was a big thing back when he was at camp, and the “Friend Rope” meant something special to him.
The boys all worked on it, and eventually learned how to use the rope together so a pair could get to the top.
The crowd all made their way up to the common area, and Taps was once again played. Luke and Jesiah helped fold the flag this time, learning how to do it in such a way as to only allow the blue field to show when finished. Mr. Swank said prayer, and the man gave a heartfelt thanks.
The Anchors made their way back to their cabin. After talking for a while, they brushed their teeth and turned in. They weren’t as exhausted as they had been the night before, so they talked about swimming, the rifles, and the idea of hiking into the woods.
There was also discussion of Mrs. Swank seeing them swim. While Andy and Jarod both admitted they were very nervous about it at first, even they decided in the end it felt normal, and it wouldn’t bother them if it happened again. Luke felt a little homesick, and he could tell that Jesiah was as well.
Luke went to sleep while Jarod and Andy were discussing that there was a mathematical formula that could be applied to the number of chirps a cricket made in a minute that would tell you the temperature outside.
The last thing Luke remembered hearing was the soft scratching of Kyle’s pencil on paper in the next bunk. Luke was reminded that he himself needed to write a letter home.







Chapter 19
Counting Coup



Luke woke the next morning slowly as if drifting into the light of day. He stayed in bed for a moment, looking forward to spending another day with Jesiah and the others. Luke reflected how thankful he was to have such great friends in his cabin.
The other four were stirring as Luke got out of bed. In the night, he had kicked the regular sleeping bag open and was covered only with the thin fabric of the inner liner to stay cool.
He liked that the liner protected him from any mosquitoes that got through the cabin door as they came and went during the day, yet it was thin enough to be cool in the warm night.
Luke noticed the others had done much the same thing. He stood on the floor at the same time Kyle did. Jesiah soon followed. Andy and Jarod were a little more sluggish but were quickly out of bed as well.
After their morning trip to the bathroom they headed back to their cabin.
"I don't smell bacon this morning," Jesiah said. "I think it's sausage today."
"Me too," Jarod said. "But can you tell if it's like link sausage or patties?"
Jesiah sniffed the air. "Regular sausage patties?" he said.
"Nope," Jarod said. "Those are link sausages."
"You can't really tell that by the smell, can you?" Jesiah asked.
Jarod grinned. “You’ll see.”
The five pulled their T-shirts and shorts off the clothesline on the back porch and dressed quickly, including their knives. They were surprised the clothes were all dry. Jarod got each of them to smell their T-shirts, and each of them noticed how the material smelled better when dried outside on a line than it did when it was dried in a clothes dryer. They also noticed that Alex's clothes were already gone from the line.
Their clothes started a conversation on the way to the Great Hall. Jarod pointed out that having only one pair of clothes to wear was a great idea in terms of environmental conservation.
Instead of having dozens of T-shirts and shorts that had to be manufactured with dyes and harsh chemicals, not to mention the labor involved, they only had one set. So far, the boys washed them in the lake and let them dry in the fresh air. Both were processes that took no electricity and little chemicals.
The part Jarod found funny was that his sister was always talking about things that damaged the planet, yet she had tons of clothes she bought new.
Andy pointed out another effect of them only being issued one pair of clothes. If they got their one pair of clothes really muddy or dirty, they wouldn't be able to eat in the Great Hall. This meant the campers would take care of the one pair they had, and even be inclined to remove clothes before performing a task that could get them really dirty.
Jesiah laughed. "Do you guys realize that in biblical times most people only had one piece of clothing? Only wealthy people had more than one, and some had no clothes at all. Their clothes were what they slept in for warmth, since it was dry air and it got very cold at night. So just like us, they had to take care of their clothes."
"How do you know they only had one set of clothes, and that's what they slept in?" Kyle asked.
Jesiah shrugged. "My dad told me. In Leviticus, it says if you loan a neighbor money, you should take his clothing as an assurance he would pay the loan back. It also says you should give him his clothes back each sundown, as that was the only clothing he had, and he would need them to sleep in. My dad told me about it.”
"Wow," Kyle said. "I didn't know that.”
Luke looked at Jesiah. "Maybe that's also why they gave us huge, uncomfortable swimsuits. Maybe they figured we'd be more likely to shuck them to swim."
Once they were inside the Great Hall and looking at the food line, Jarod eyed Jesiah with a grin.
"I told you they were link sausages."
Jesiah laughed as the rest of the boys realized that Jarod did have an incredibly good nose. They got their food and sat down, only to have Alex jump into one of the seats at the table with a grin.
"Hey, Alex. Nice knife!" Andy said as he noticed the sheath knife just like their own on Alex's belt. 
Alex just beamed back at him.
Andy said the prayer for the table this time, then the boys ate while they talked. Luke noticed that Alex was utterly silent, though he listened to every word the five were saying. Occasionally the boys would ask Alex something, but he would only respond with a one-word answer and then go back to listening.
After breakfast, the five helped with kitchen clean-up, then looked at the assignment board. The assistant Counselors were supposed to work on rescue swimming in the morning, and the obstacle course with Mr. Swank after lunch.
As for the boys, instead of the chalkboard having their skill classes under "Campers," there was a new heading. "Anchor Campers." This morning they had woodcraft with Mr. Swank, and then rescue swimming with Mr. Larson in the afternoon.
When they got to their woodcraft lesson, five rifles were leaning against the oak tree. They were all bolt action rifles, yet each of the bolts had been removed. Mr. Swank instructed the boys that each was to take possession of one of the rifles. It was their responsibility to keep the rifles safe and secure during their lesson and the rest of the morning.
The boys each took a rifle and leaned them on one of the benches on the inner ring behind them as they worked on their fires. This time the boys were more proficient, and each had their first and second fire blazing much faster.
Mr. Swank looked especially pleased as they worked and seemed to have a grin on his face the whole time. After all of their fires were going, he heaped praise on them for their discipline in making sure they had all the kindling needed ready to go before starting.
"Great job, all of you. I can only find one fault," Mr. Swank said.
"What's that," Andy asked.
“You’re each responsible for a rifle. Where are they?"
The boys each looked back at the bench. All five of the rifles were gone. There was an item where each of the rifles had been leaning. Andy had a pair of shorts, Jarod, a T-shirt, Kyle, a knife sheath, Jesiah, a camp knife, and Luke, a piece of flint.
"Who do we know that wears shorts this small?" Andy asked.
Jesiah looked at the knife closely. "Alex Swank," he said, looking at the others.
Mr. Swank cleared his throat. "Gentlemen, you are victims of an ancient Native American game called Counting Coup. Young warriors steal from one another in this manner, leaving something of value behind. This game teaches the young men stealth and to safeguard their possessions and weapons, and the safety of the tribe.
"What do we have to do to get the rifles back?" Luke asked.
Mr. Swank grinned. "You have to take the article left behind and go exchange it with the warrior that bested you. You must thank him for teaching you a lesson, and making your life and your tribe safer."
Andy laughed. "He can't go too far with all five rifles. They have to be heavy for him."
"The rules of the game are that you cannot hide the goods stolen in a private dwelling. They must be visible outdoors, or a public place for the tribe."
Andy was enjoying the game. "So should we split up to try and find him, or stay together?"
Kyle grinned. "If we split up, he could run off and hide after one of us found him. So we should split up, but all stay in the same area. That way, we could whistle and get the others over too.”
"Can't the person that finds him just take all of the rifles back?" Andy said.
Mr. Swank shook his head. "You can't gain your possession back without exchanging the item left in its place, and also thanking the person.
The boys got ready to move out.[image: 6W6_ft_qoygXF7Q0yfx6KApkZhaLFl_89pOXg68umQYQ4m6674AIobHasCotYOXKWdR1UCCpiul6rrRXRp8GpLMdKQYzrDNN0fTR2N6TuMxvUvGjiOoh1gZ4RhsL1FP2NtS03ZAsbWyCl4_zvm8YhnI.jpg]
Alex is a very serious boy for an 8 year old, but he injects fun and laughter wherever he goes. It seemed like it was best to draw him like this. I included a cane pole, because he can catch fish better than anyone. Alex has kind of become a little brother to all of us.- Kyle

"Whoa, wait a minute," Jarod said. "We almost walked off and left our stuff here. Our fire starting kits, our knives, and everything else we own is out here on the ground. We have to go put our stuff up first, or he could steal all of it, too."
The others agreed, repacked their bags and backpacks, and then headed for their cabin to stow them.
When they got to their cabin, they found none other than their thief, Alex, sitting in the shade just off their back porch.
"That stinks," he said. "I planned to wait until you guys went out of sight and then steal your gear too. Jarod figured it out, though.”
The boys laughed and congratulated Alex on his stealth, and each thanked him for the lesson in keeping one's guard up. They then each returned his item of barter in exchange for their rifles. 
"Dad asked me to do that. You guys aren't mad at me, are you?" Alex said as he put his camp shorts back on and replaced his knife on the belt.
"No way," Andy said. "This is a good game, and you did teach all of us a lesson. No harm, no foul."
Alex smiled with relief. "I know you guys probably don't want a kid hanging around, but would it be okay if I washed with dad and you guys in the evenings?"
Andy looked at the others. All of them nodded their heads.
"We're all for it," Andy said.
"Great," the boy let out a sigh. "I usually take a shower with my dad or sisters, but now he says he needs to wash where you guys are to keep everything safe, and my sisters are away. It's no fun taking a shower alone, but dad wouldn't let me join you unless I asked first."
The boy ran off while the five walked back to the common area to return their rifles to Mr. Swank. The man was clearly proud of his son for being quiet enough to take the rifles from the boys.
Lunch was hamburger steaks with gravy and mashed potatoes, green beans, and corn. Alex sat with his mom and dad, so the boys were able to talk more about the mystery of the wild boy and Mr. Swank.








Chapter 20
Working On Skills



The boys then changed into their giant orange swimsuits for life-saving drills with Mr. Larson. They swam to and around the swim platform several times, then settled into rescues. The boys towed a victim farther than before and learned more about dealing with a combative victim. Mr. Larson kept pounding home the warning that coming into contact with a victim should be avoided until the victim was unconscious.
The boys worked more on their idea of having one of the lifeguards swim toward the victim and encourage him. Simultaneously, the other would run to a life-saving ring and throw it out to the first rescuer. That rescuer could then push the ring into the victim and maintain his distance by holding the rope connected to the life-saving device and tow the victim to shore.
In the end, the practice drove home the rule that the only victim they should actually come into contact with was one who was no longer conscious. The boys also worked on their survival sidestroke, practicing towing a victim holding onto the life-saving ring by pulling the connected rope.
After Mr. Larson left, the boys threw their suits up on the dock and floated around in the water a little. When putting their swim chits up they all noticed there were two checkmarks now on their chits. They quickly realized that the three trips out and around the swim platform must have been the quarter mile they were required to swim to be considered “advanced” swimmers.
They walked back to their back porch, hung up the swimsuits on the clothesline and sat beneath them, dodging the drips. They finally realized that they should hang wet clothes on the part of the clothesline over the grass. The only time they needed to use the clothesline on the back porch itself was when it was raining, as it was under the porch cover so things would still dry.
Andy again brought up the incident of Mrs. Swank seeing them swimming the day before, and this time he asked the others what they would do if girls their own age walked up as she had.
Everyone thought for a moment. Kyle finally spoke up.
"I don't think it’d be too bad. I hope I'd just act normal and keep swimming like we did with Mrs. Swank unless they made fun of us or something."
"My sister used to take a bath with me," Jarod said. "I thought it was normal, then one day she decided it was gross. Like I said, she still sees me walking to and from the shower when I'm naked."
"Would it be a sin if girls saw us naked?" Andy asked, looking over at Jesiah.
“According to my dad, there isn't anything in the Bible against it," Jesiah said. "I've heard my dad and preacher talking about it before. Girls and women were most likely at the river when Jesus and the other men and boys washed.
Andy nodded. "But doesn't it say that girls should dress modestly?"
Luke was the one to answer that. "I've heard my dad and pastor argue about that one a lot. In the end, both agreed that the verse itself defines "modesty" as not wearing expensive clothes as status symbols, but rather for a girl to use her actions to represent the person she is. It wasn’t about how much skin they covered. My dad said when the Bible was translated, modesty was then defined as conduct and attitude."
"Huh," Andy said. "I know my mom and dad have researched it a lot with the Bible because of this camp. They signed a waiver that stated it was okay for me to swim with other people here at camp, and it might include boys or girls, but I doubted that would ever happen."
"What's in your heart, or your intent, is everything," Jesiah said. "It seems like our pastor talks a lot about how many people are addicted to porn. My dad thinks that if we’re naked often in innocent ways, it’ll short circuit the porn interest."
The boys dressed and headed for the Great Hall. On the way they talked about Mr. Greenwood’s kilt, and Jarod wanted a way to turn his pair of shorts into one. 
Dinner was a chicken and vegetable stew. After Luke said a prayer for their table, they dug in. Immediately Kyle started laughing.
"What?" Andy asked.
Kyle pointed at his dish. "I'm so hungry I just started shoveling bites in my mouth, where I usually pick at things. I caught one taste and didn't know what it was, then I figured out it was a piece of mushroom. I hate mushrooms, or at least I thought I did. They're not bad!"
Jarod laughed. "Being really hungry helps you like new tastes," he said. "I was really starved one time, and that was how I discovered I liked guacamole!"
Luke had been picking around the mushrooms in his dish, and he speared one with his fork and ate it. Though the texture was still weird, the taste was okay.
The boys wolfed down their stew, and each went back for a little more, but Mr. Greenwood told them to make room for dessert, which was homemade apple pie. Each of them cut back on what they were taking for their second bowl, and after finishing that, they each got a large slice of apple pie with a scoop of vanilla ice cream on it.
"That's apple pie a-la-mode," Mr. Greenwood said. "A-la-mode is French for dressed up fancy," he laughed.
It was the best apple pie Luke had ever had, but Jesiah said it was almost as good as his mother's.
"Your mom must be an awesome cook," Luke said.
The boys weren't assigned kitchen duties, so they went outside and started the evening campfire and got a supply of wood for it. The assistant counselors hadn't been around much during the day, but they were free after dinner and had a soccer game going on in the field. The boys joined them and worked up a good sweat. The teams were shirts and skins, and Luke was unlucky enough to be on the shirts team, and his T-shirt was soaked in no time. In the end, his team won 2-1.
Jarod got the others interested in the hand clothes washing bucket behind their cabin, which was just a five-gallon bucket with a plunger to agitate the clothes. The five ended up putting all of their T-shirts in at one time and washing them, then all of their shorts.
To get the excess water out of the clothes, another five-gallon bucket had hundreds of small holes drilled in it and was hanging from a tree branch. One simply put their wet clothes in, turned the bucket until the rope holding it was all knotted up, then let it go. The bucket spun fast, slinging the water out of the clothes, then kept turning as the rope slowly got twisted up the other way.
Their clothes ended up very clean, and they hung them all on the clothesline since they wouldn't need them again during the evening. The boys made their way down to the beach after getting a bar of soap from the cabin. Alex joined them as they washed.
The assistant counselors came a few at a time down to the beach and started washing as well. They stayed close to the Anchors and Alex. Their talk was friendly, and it was clear they wanted to get to know the boys better. 
Luke liked all of them, and none made him feel uneasy.
Andy and Jarod had fun launching Alex into the air by letting him stand on the two boys' linked hands and throwing him like the assistant counselors had done. They couldn't get the distance the older counselors were able to the night before, but had fun. Again, Alex seemed to like the attention. After a while they sat on the beach as the last rays of light dimmed.
The stars slowly became visible, then finally shone brilliantly after the blue sky gave way to the black night. It was beautiful.
Another one of the counselors said the evening prayer after Taps, and this time Jarod and Andy helped fold the flag. The boys made their way back to the cabin after saying goodnight to the counselors.
Their habit of brushing their teeth beside their back porch was becoming an evening ritual. Alex walked up with his toothbrush and joined them, then returned to the Swank quarters.
The boys turned in, and Luke realized another day was already gone. Time seemed to fly. He used his flashlight to write down what had happened that day in the spiral-bound notebook he had been issued, then attempted to fill in the last two days as well. After much thought, he decided to include the wild boy in his journal, but used the initials "WB" to identify the boy.
Kyle was really scribbling beside Luke. At first, Luke thought Kyle was writing really fast and sloppy, but then he realized that the boy was drawing.
The five lay in bed and talked a while before they went to sleep.







Chapter 21
A Workday



The following day was clear and sunny. Luke later journaled that it was the day they all got their fire-starting badge and woodcraft skills badge. The boys also played with the black rat snake and found that it was now very tame as Alex had been working with it. Luke was pleased that he could pick it up and hold it without it acting the least bit agitated, and it didn't try to bite or emit the foul smelling musk.
The boys interacted more with the assistant counselors on the tasks around camp. Most of the guys were talking about the regular weekly campers that would be arriving the following Monday. The Anchors also learned that the assistant counselors would be going home for a long weekend starting Wednesday and wouldn't return until Sunday evening. 
Luke and Jesiah worked with different assistant counselors on tasks most of the day, which gave them the ability to get to know them better. The boys helped clean out the chicken pen, worked on one of the rifle target stands, and cleaned a drain out for one of the obstacle course mud pits. It was hard work, but Luke found they worked well as a team. He enjoyed the chatter and laughter of each group they spent time with.
The job that Luke found to be the most fun was work on the zip line. The line was heavy wire rope from an old crane, and it had to be strung from a tower near the shore all the way out to a short tower in the lake just past the swim dock. The crane wire-rope had just arrived, and Mr. Steel wanted to get the zip line working before the new campers arrived Monday.
To accomplish this, Jesiah, Luke, and one of the counselors swam a small, braided ski rope out to the far low tower and pulled it through a pulley and back to shore. Mr. Swank and Mr. Steel then used the camp tractor to pull the small line, which towed a heavier cable out.
Next they attached the large retired crane cable, and when it was out to the low tower, a swaged holder in the end fit into a socket to hold it.
At the tall tower on shore the cable went over a pulley, then down to an anchor in concrete in the ground, with a massive turnbuckle that added tension. They ate as they worked past dinner and were joined by others as they finished. Luke wanted to try the zip line, but there was no pulley installed yet to slide down the cable on.
After the evening meal, Luke and the others ate a snack that Mr. Greenwood brought down, then went to wash. His T-shirt was brown and dirty, and he had mud and rust on his shorts as well. Mrs. Swank offered to wash all of their dirty clothes in the industrial washer in the Great Hall and Luke was happy to let her. They all put their clothes in the washer, then made their way down to the beach. Luke had been in the lake for most of the day but still needed to wash as he had grease all over his arms and hands.
Alex went with the boys. Later the assistant counselors came running down the hill to the lake. The older boys had also put their clothes in the large, industrial washing machine and ran crazily down the hill naked. They pretended to be as modest as they used to be and screamed as they ran down and splashed into the lake, causing Alex to laugh.
Everyone washed, though Andy and Jarod didn't have the energy to throw Alex up into the air as they had the night before. Several of the assistant counselors did again and launched him even higher. Somewhere during that time he gained the ability to curve over in a dive back into the water, which was impressive to watch. Since all of the assistant counselors were leaving that evening to take a break before the regular campers came, they were in exceptional moods. The older boys all seemed to be much better friends, and Luke wondered if they, too, were part of the experiment.[image: XZNgULs6XZix5d20cpElvzlLS6xnnT7gh7WwFHR-JpRXptBlSrYp3YWJu2TwuiNzVlQYW7tH_QiDI45DUKSSSG9ATRFzckNdy1YQ5tjci_z7tH_2ngw_IaYLT2Nes83RMHzqTzsCIj6cRoLhnJs4xTc.jpg]
This was how I remember Alex, Jarod, and Andy sitting on the beach and taking a break. I’ve done a lot of drawing of people, but I’ve never included their genitals. I drew swimsuits on the guys at first, because I was afraid people wouldn’t like to see them how they really were, but it just didn’t seem right. After all, this is what is normal for us now. - Kyle

Mr. Swank was quiet that evening, and Luke could tell the man was very content. Mr. Steel, who was usually carrying around paperwork, had also worked with the men and boys on the zip line and other projects the whole day. When away from his paperwork, Luke found that Mr. Steel was a different person. The man enjoyed himself. Instead of ignoring those around him, he had many real conversations with the counselors and the Anchor Campers.
Mr. Steel came down to the beach and thanked everyone for the work on the zip line as they were bathing. As he talked, Luke and the others realized that he was the only person dressed, and everyone he was speaking to was naked and bathing.
Mr. Steel stopped talking, suddenly realizing the situation. Mr. Swank calmly handed the man a bar of soap. Mr. Steel looked at it for a moment, then shook his head.
He dropped the soap, quickly stripped off his clothes, then picked the soap up and walked out into the water. As he washed, Mr. Steel made his way around and spoke to everyone, thanking them again for a very productive day.
Everyone met at the common area, the fire was stoked, and one of the counselors said the prayer. After Taps was played, Mr. Steel helped fold the flag.
To The Five, it was just as odd to see Mr. Steel naked as it was to think of him as a person. They had come to identify him by his reading glasses and the ever-present stack of papers and clip board rather than his real self. He was actually a nice man.
The assistant counselors all dressed in their regular clothes and said goodbye as they left. Luke couldn't help but notice that some of them acted as if they regretted leaving. One, in particular, approached Luke and Jesiah.
"I don't know if you guys will understand this, but you helped to change things for me. I hadn’t planned on coming back after the break, because the whole shower thing was weirding me out. The crazy part is that now that I'm over the fear, I think I’ll miss the crowd at bath time. It's funny how that works. Other than you guys, I can't think of a person in the world that’d understand that.”
"I'll bet you know someone who'll understand it,” Luke said.
The young man's face lit up a little. "You know, I do. My step-dad always told me to toughen up about being so modest and all. I’ve kind of fought him about it for a long time. I wonder what he'll think when I tell him what I've learned?"
“I bet it’ll be a good moment for you two," Luke said. “You could always relax the clothing standards at home a little, too.”
Alex brushed his teeth with the Anchor Campers again. Afterward, he came into their cabin, laid on one of the vacant beds, and listened to the boys talking for a few minutes before returning to the Swank family cabin.
Luke's muscles ached from work. He wrote some in his notebook and then drifted off while the others were still talking.




Chapter 22
Diving Lessons




Luke woke. It was Wednesday, and he quickly remembered that the assistant counselors had left the evening before and wouldn’t return until Sunday. There would be no chores other than gathering eggs and feeding chickens. There were no classes scheduled, and no jobs to help with.
Luke sighed and enjoyed the moment. He looked at his knife — hanging on the post of his headboard beside him. When he first got the knife Luke found it hard to believe that the fantastic tool actually belonged to him. Now he couldn’t imagine being anywhere without it.  Even when working naked, the Anchors had taken to wearing the knife on their leather belt around their waist, along with their flint and steel.
Luke was no longer afraid of snakes, yet he’d been petrified by them before. He could start a fire quickly with the tinder, flint, and steel he kept in his bag, and he could build a primitive shelter as well as make animal snares and traps. 
Luke looked at the other boys, which he now considered brothers and true friends. He knew more about them than any of the guys he hung out with back home. He did miss his mom and dad and Ben, but not enough to want to leave camp, or the guys. He did want to be a better brother to Ben when he did return home.
He heard the front screen creak, and Alex soundlessly walked into the room and stood at the foot of Luke's bed, his arms folded and a slight grin on his face.
Alex cupped his hand to his ear in a silent way of saying he heard a noise. Luke realized that he had been hearing the unmistakable sound of the diving board bouncing every few minutes. Alex went down the row of beds, shaking each of the boys' feet as he went.
“Wake up, guys,” Alex said. “You guys get up and go to the bathroom just like you do every morning, but after that look at the dive tower!”
“Hey, have you been spying on us every morning?” Jesiah asked.
“No, I just get up to watch the deer come through the campground early. But I do see you guys all walk to the bathroom all groggy. You do look pretty funny. Now hurry, you’ve gotta see something!”
Once awake, Luke did need to get to the bathroom, so he jumped out of bed, quickly followed by the others. They all jogged to the shower house, mostly because of Alex’s continuous urgings to hurry. Once done with their morning bathroom stop, Alex was dragging Jesiah out the lake side exit of the showers.
Luke realized that the sound of the diving boards was different. The sound was much more pronounced than when one of the boys was jumping off. Alex made the boys keep behind several trees until they were able to see the dive tower.
The boys all got where they could see Mr. Larson, without a swimsuit, walk out on the high springboard and perform a 1-1/2 somersault. The man came up from the water laughing like a kid.
Mr. Steel next walked out on the low platform, also naked, and stood facing the platform. The man did an inside 1-1/2 gainer, coming up from the water also laughing.
“They’re having fun and sound just like we did yesterday,” Alex said.
The five all agreed, but also Andy noted that both men really could dive well.
“I wonder if they could teach us to spin like that?” he asked.
“Let’s go ask them,” Alex said, moving out from the cover of the boulder.
“Wait a minute,” Andy said. “Look on out there.”
Luke looked out at the floating platform and saw three other figures swimming through the water. As the three slowly got to the dive tower, Luke could recognize Mr. Swank, who let the others get to the ladder first. One climbed up the ladder and out of the water, followed by the second.
Luke instantly realized that it was a girl, and she was swimming as they had.
“That’s just my sisters,” Alex said.
The Anchors looked at one another.
“Hold on,” Andy said as he turned away. “It’s one thing to watch Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson having fun diving, but it’s really awful to spy on two girls while they have no clothes on. This is wrong.”
“I didn’t know they went down to swim,” Alex said with a shrug. “I was just watching Mr. Steel and Larson. But since my dad’s there, let’s go join ‘em.”
Luke could see the confusion in Andy’s face.
Jesiah shrugged. “Alex is right. We Anchors never wear more than the least is wearing. We’re covering our bodies right now by hiding behind these trees, yet we’ve seen others who aren’t. Let’s just walk down and ask if we can swim.”
Andy looked at the others. Jarod and Luke quickly nodded. Kyle looked unsure, then finally sighed.
“You’re right,” he said.
“Wait,” Andy said. “What if we walk down there and the girls don’t want us swimming with them?”
“They will!” Alex said impatiently.
“We all should stay in plain sight up here,” Jesiah said. “We’re naked, so we won’t look like we’re spying. Alex can go ask very politely if they want us to join.”
“Okay,” Alex laughed. “Stand at attention,” he said as he ran away.
It was agreed, and the five stood, side by side with their hands at their sides. They were still 50 yards from the swim dock, and Luke knew it would be obvious they were naked.
Alex ran at top speed down the hill and onto the swim dock without slowing down. He stopped abreast the dive tower and stood as if at attention, then deeply bowing to his sisters as if they were royalty. He started talking, and motioned toward the five up the hill as he did.
“This could be really awkward,” Jarod said as the girls looked their way. One of the girls was out of the water climbing the ladder, and dropped back into the water so as not to be seen.
“Maybe we made a mistake,” Andy said.
“I don’t think so,” Luke said. “They’re nodding now.”
Alex bowed again deeply toward his sisters, then ran off the dock and back up the slope toward the boys. He stopped in front of them.
“I said. “Dear Ladies, the five gentlemen up the hill would like the privilege of joining you for a morning swim!”
“Well, what did they say?” Andy asked with a nervous impatience.
“They said they’d like it, of course!” Alex said.
Luke looked down the hill and could see the girls were waving to them from the water. He took a deep breath. “We should jog down, and just jump right in,” he said.
Luke and Jesiah led the five down to the swim dock. Alex ran ahead and dove into the water, splashing his sisters. Luke broke into a run, figuring it would be a whole lot easier to just jump in and then talk to the girls as they swam.
The five all did the same as they got there. Alex was already halfway up the dive tower, and yelling for Andy to go with him off the top platform. Andy started climbing after him and the two jumped off feet first.
After Andy and Alex jumped off and hit the water, the boys all congregated around the ladder.
Mr. Swank’s daughters were both grinning. Jesiah spoke to the girls first.
“Hey, I’m Jesiah, this is Kyle, Jarod, and Andy, and of course, Luke, my twin brother.”
“Hi,” The older of the two girls said, looking back and forth between Jesiah and Luke in confusion since Jesiah was obviously Black, and Luke was not. “I’m Rachael, and this is Lisa.”
Even though treading water, the two girls shook hands with each of the boys. Mr. Larson did another inside dive, and came up.
“Those are awesome,” Andy said. “Can you teach me how to dive like that?”
Mr. Larson said he could, and he and Andy went to the low platform to do some instruction. The girls were interested in diving as well, and in the end, all the kids tagged along and Mr. Larson showed them the proper form for jumping off the platform and spinning in the air. 
The kids were all making a circuit, from the platform, to the water, to the ladder, and then back up to the platform again. Twenty minutes later Luke was happy to realize that even though being in close proximity to the naked girls, there was nothing sexual going on in his head. He had fully expected to be wrestling with thoughts he didn’t want to have in his mind, but the truth was, they just didn’t happen.
Luke felt like the girl’s bodies were a lot more pleasing to the eye than his own and the other boys and men. It was more like artwork, whereas boys’ bodies were just plain.
Luke could tell that it really wasn’t bothering any of the boys. There was no staring, and no gawking. It was hard not to be curious, and Luke did find himself glancing at the girls’ bodies, but it was more of an innocent curiosity that he felt. He was seeing something wonderful rather than something sexual.
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This was me and Lisa on the dock cheering on Alex as he tried to do a flip off the diving board. I didn’t have a picture to go off of—only the image in my mind. She was nice, and so was Rachael. - Kyle.

The five, Alex, and his two sisters jumped off the platform each at least seven or eight times, then moved to the second level. Mr. Larson was again watching each of them and giving instructions. Alex and Mr. Swank were busy with the first level springboard, but Luke noticed that Mr. Swank was watching the five and his daughters with a happy expression.
Luke would have imagined that the man would be a little over protective, but he seemed fine with the situation. At one point Luke was talking to Lisa about the lake and the zip line, and he was bowled over by how easy it was to talk to her. It was often so hard to talk to girls, but in this instance it seemed easier than when he talked to a clothed girl at school.
The bell at the Great Hall rang, signaling breakfast was ready. The girls had their shorts and T-shirts on the dock, but the boys laughed and said they had to go to the laundry to get their clothes.
They all walked up the hill together. The girls wanted to shower off before getting dressed in their clean clothes. Mr. Swank and Mr. Larson were also headed into the showers, so the five decided to take one as well.
It was the first time the boys had used the showers, and they decided it was fun and noisy. Lisa was between Luke and Jesiah, and again, conversation was easy, rather than awkward as it usually was with girls for Luke.
After their showers, Luke was surprised the girls didn’t get dressed, and simply carried their clothes on up to the Great Hall with the boys, as if they were being considerate since the boys’ clothes were still in the dryer.
The five and Alex went to the laundry room, which was through an outside door past the kitchen area. Mrs. Swank was pulling their family’s laundry out of the pile of clean dried clothes. At first Luke was unsure of the situation, but it just seemed normal—even when the two girls followed them into the laundry room.
The boys all found their T-shirts and shorts, thanks to the bold laundry markings on them. Alex’s shorts were the last thing they found, as they were still in the dryer against the front and out of sight.
Once everyone had clothes, they all got dressed and headed into the Great Hall itself. Breakfast was waffles, scrambled eggs, and bacon. Everyone sat at the same table, with Mr. and Mrs. Steel, and Mr. and Mrs. Larson, and Mr. and Mrs. Swank at one end, and the kids all on the other.
Lisa and Rachael told the boys about the camp they had just come back from. It was a girls’ camp in Florida they had gone to with their two cousins.
The girls were worried that they might not get to use the zip line before leaving to go to another camp. The zip line’s main trolley that you rode down holding on to still had not been delivered, but the adults were thinking it may be in town that morning.
Rachael said she had seen the boys going down to the lake one afternoon in their giant orange swimsuits, and she could see why they decided to skinny-dip. She also admitted that her and Lisa had seen the boys the day before walk up from the lake without them. Seeing that made the two girls want to skinny-dip as well. She asked if the boys planned to swim without the suits after the regular campers arrived.
The boys said they intended to, and the two sisters said they hoped it went well. The girls both talked about how nearly all of the girls they knew thought going naked was awful, yet they were each trying to outdo one another with the skimpiest swimsuits they could find. It disturbed both of them, as they wished they could swim free at camp like the boys were. 
Andy admitted that when girls wore really skimpy swimsuits it caused his mind to go places he didn’t want it to go.
“The crazy thing is,” Andy continued. “When I was swimming with you girls, it was helping to put all of those thoughts away. Have you ever had someone just toss softballs to you real easy and slow so you can bat them away, I mean really knock them out there? It was like that. The wrong thoughts that were inside me about girls with skimpy clothes were just floating up real gently, and I was able to knock each one far away. After a while, they stopped coming, and then the good thoughts were left. After that, it was just plain fun.”
Luke was suddenly aware that all of the adults, seated at the other end of the table, were now completely quiet, and all had been listening to Andy as he spoke. Luke could tell that all of the other kids were suddenly aware of it as well, though Andy didn’t seem to mind.
“That’s a perfect way to describe what I was feeling,” Luke said.
“Me too,” Jesiah said. “This is the way I want to think about girls.”
“Same here,” Kyle said.
Jarod nodded. “Exactly. I feel like a kid right now.”
Luke realized that Mr. Greenwood was at the very end of the table, and had a very peaceful, satisfied look on his face.
“Well, we older girls all missed it,” Mrs. Swank said motioning to Mrs. Larson and Mrs. Steel. “Are you guys going to swim more later?”
“I hope we do,” Andy said.
The waffles were great, especially with real butter and maple syrup. The adult table's main conversation was on the completion of the zip line before the regular campers got there. The zip line's main trolley was to have been delivered to the hardware store in town, so Mr. Steel wanted to check to see if it was in.
Mr. Steel, Larson, and Swank intended to go into town after breakfast to pick up some lights for the tractor, and could also stop by the hardware store. They said they would try to get back by lunchtime or right after.
The rest decided to get all of their work done as quickly as possible so everyone could relax and swim in the hot afternoon. Alex demanded that Mr. Greenwood join them for a swim, and he laughingly agreed.
The boys all helped with kitchen duties. They also helped Mr. Greenwood move some of the stainless steel work tables around to make the food preparation workflow easier. The Anchors saw a table in the kitchen with several bibles and a lot of paper with handwritten notes. Luke and Jesiah both realized each of the notes was a written prayer.
"Hey, Mr. Greenwood," Kyle asked. "You went to camp here when you were a boy, right?"
Mr. Greenwood nodded. "Yes, I was here for three summers as a camper, and then three as an assistant counselor."
"What was it like then? I mean, did the boys swim without suits?"
"Sure," Mr. Greenwood said. "It was just normal for us. I think the first year I showed up with a swimsuit, but after that, I never did, and most of the other boys didn't either. Some boys hardly wore anything all summer, but it was required to have shorts and a T-shirt on in the Great Hall for meals.”
“Did you ever swim naked with girls?” Andy asked.
“Well, as a point of fact we did.” Mr. Greenwood said. “The first summer I was here there were six of us anchor campers, and we swam naked a lot in front of the camp superintendent’s three daughters. One was young, but the other two were our age or a little older. They used to watch us swim all the time, and we didn’t think anything about it. Finally one day they just pulled their clothes off and jumped in.
They swam with us until the regular campers arrived. They never swam with the regular campers. Every rotation there was always a day or two to let counselors off, and again those girls would swim when it was just us Anchors.”
Andy nodded. “Well, did anything bad ever happen because of it?”
Mr. Greenwood shook his head. “No. We were all very protective of the girls — just like you are of Alex’s sisters. Nothing happened that the Creator himself wouldn’t approve of.”
The boys left the kitchen after thanking Mr. Greenwood. They went to their cabin as Mr. Swank had instructed each of the boys to write a letter home before doing any other activities.







Chapter 23
Kyle’s Artwork



Luke wrote a short letter, wanting his parents to know that not only had he been learning wood craft and swimming, but also a lot about himself. He also told them that Jesiah was indeed his best friend and that Kyle, Jarod, and Andy were also great friends, and they were all cabin mates.
Luke sealed up his letter after promising to write more to them, and that he was writing each evening in his journal. Luke then picked up the journal, and finished writing about the day before, and started on today.
Luke decided when he started the journal that writing about swimming naked could get into the wrong hands, like if some of his friends from school saw it. He decided to use the term “free swimming” instead. That way he could still tell someone reading it the real meaning of the term if he wanted to.
Luke wrote about the morning swim with Lisa and Rachael, and how it had been a more beautiful experience than he thought possible. He was trying to remember just how Andy had described the feeling, and was going to ask Kyle, sitting in the bunk to his right, when he saw that Kyle wasn’t writing, but drawing. Luke was curious, and looked over at the sketch pad.
“Hey, that looks good,” he said quietly.
Kyle looked over at Luke with an almost fear in his eyes, turning his notebook away.
“I’m sorry,” Luke said. “I didn’t mean to pry.”
Kyle shook his head. “It’s alright. In fact, I really don’t mind if any of you guys see them, but I’ve never let anyone else see my drawings. My mom and dad have seen a few, but just a few.”
The other boys had heard this, and started getting off of their beds and walking over to Kyle. As it turned out, Kyle had deliberately tried to get the bunk on that end, as he would be able to draw without anyone seeing it.
Luke had just figured Kyle had been writing letters in the evening, and had kept his eyes away from the notebook out of consideration.
Kyle looked at the others as they surrounded his bed. He looked a little embarrassed, then put the notebook down on his sleeping bag, turning it so the others could see.
Luke slowly turned the pages. The first was a picture of Kyle himself wearing the horrible orange swimsuit. The next page was a drawing of the wild boy running back into the woods with his bow and arrows over his shoulder, and holding his short spear. There was a drawing of Luke and Jesiah and the baby deer. Then one of Luke and Jesiah jumping off the tower, and another cartoon drawing of Alex holding his cane fishing pole.
The last drawing was one of Lisa and Kyle sitting on the dock and talking while they cheered Alex as he tried a flip off the diving board. Luke tried to turn the next page, but Kyle told him that was it, and took the sketch pad back.
“You draw great,” Andy said. “These are awesome.”
Kyle shrugged. "I've done a lot of drawings by using pictures of people from an art book," he said. "I've always wanted to be able to draw the human body. It's a lot harder than you think. There’s an art class at our local college that has nude models once a week to draw. My mom doesn’t want me to go, though."
The boys all decided the caricature drawing of Alex should be in the Great Hall on the wall, though Kyle didn't want to let anyone know he was the artist. Andy decided he would try to find one of the frames that so many of the pictures were in, and they could use that to hang that picture and not tell anyone.
"There are hundreds of pictures on the walls there," Andy said. “Probably no one will notice, but I think it should be there.
The boys also all offered to hold still and let Kyle sketch them anytime he wanted.
Kyle thanked them and hurriedly scribbled out a letter to his parents as well. The boys noticed Alex at the back of the cabin, quietly looking in on the boys from behind a tree. He backed away, realizing they were writing, and walked over and stretched out in the grass, his hands behind his head, and a long stem of grass in his mouth.
Kyle put down his letter and picked up his drawing pencils and found a clean page. He eased the back door open quietly and crept out onto the back deck. In moments, he was lost in his drawing of Alex, now dozing off in the shade.
Luke just grinned at Jesiah, and the two decided to go for a walk. Andy and Jarod were both working on a letter as they left. It looked like Andy had at least three pages written. After the bathroom, Luke and Jesiah walked to the zip line tower, situated on the overlook over the lake.
“So what did you think about swimming with the girls,” Luke asked Jesiah.
Jesiah gave his happy shrug. “It was really cool — even beautiful. I’ve talked with my dad a lot about the whole idea, because I don’t have any sisters. I was worried that things here could turn sexual quickly, or even some weirdos could take advantage of little kids. But dad told me that the sexuality thing just didn’t come up in the proper Christian setting with the proper safeguards in place. 
Dad said if there were adults or older kids that had evil intent, it’d show up faster in a naked setting than in a clothed one. I’m still thinking about it, but so far, it seems like dad’s right.”
Luke agreed, and the two wandered around and back to their cabin. When they got back, Andy and Jarod were through writing, and were out front throwing a frisbee.
Luke and Jesiah went through the cabin and out onto the back porch, where Kyle was still working on the drawing of Alex, trying to fill in on the background. Kyle explained that he would need to mark the spot Alex was lying in, so that he could make the background work for the drawing. Luke and Jesiah got some marking tape, and tied a small piece by Alex’s head, and one by his feet.
Alex grinned. Kyle showed him the picture, and Alex liked it, making Kyle promise to show his mom.
A horn honked, and the Five and Alex went around the cabin to see Mr. Swank and Mr. Steel driving down onto the lawn in the old camp pick-up truck. The boys realized the zip line trolley must be in the truck and jogged out to help.
In the truck bed sat a spool of braided ski rope and an empty steel spool with a mechanism on the side. The humidity was now up, and it was getting hotter, so Luke and Jesiah pulled off their shirts and helped the two men. The others all quickly pitched in.
The contraption was ingenious. As Mr. Swank explained, once the handlebar was on, a rider could hold on and step on the trip lever, letting it slide all the way down to the water by the low tower. Then a large spool that held the proper length of ski rope could be reeled back in, pulling the crossbar back to the top for the next rider. A counterweight made the pull easier.
Putting the machine together was challenging, and Mr. Swank and Steel pulled the truck into the shade under a tree to do most of the assembly work. The boys all helped, while Andy and Kyle used a rope to haul the large snatch block to the top of the tower.
When the assembly was finished, the truck was driven over to the tower and backed into place. Mr. Swank estimated the mechanism weighed a little over eighty pounds.
Mr. Steel and Swank pulled the unit out and set it at the base of the tower. He tied the end of the rope to the spool frame, then had Kyle climb up with the other end and put it through the snatch block above the upper deck. Once the end came back down, he tied it to the bumper of the pick-up.
The men got out some walkie talkies, and with Mr. Larson and Mr. Steel on the top deck of the tower, Mr. Swank slowly drove the truck forward. The spool was lifted to the upper deck of the tower. When it reached the top, Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson pulled it over the top deck. Mr. Swank backed up slightly, allowing it to set down on the platform.
The boys couldn't wait to use the zip line the first time. Alex asked who would go first, and the boys decided they would draw straws when it was finished. The lunch bell rang, and the men came down, deciding to complete the installation after lunch.







Chapter 24
The Zip line


The truck was left where it was, and all of the men and boys walked up to the Great Hall. Luke realized he had not been drinking enough water while working, and drank a few glasses of water before getting an iced tea.
Mrs. Swank, Mrs. Larson, and Mrs. Steel all entered together. They’d been working on getting things ready for the vegetable garden chores that were to be part of the routine for the campers.
Lisa and Rachael had been helping them, and came in a little later. The girls were just as dirty looking as Luke felt he was. Luke noted that both girls were pulling their shirts on as they came inside. Clearly the two girls had been working without shirts, just as the boys had been.
Lunch was a cold pasta dish that had cheese, bits of bacon, and several vegetables in it. Luke could tell this was more of an adult dish aimed at the grownups, and that it probably wouldn't be a normal meal for the campers. At first he picked at it a little, then realized that it was good. He ended up eating the plate and going back for a little more.
During lunch, Mr. Swank brought out one of the survival water filters that had come in, and explained how they could keep a hiker going with lake water that would ordinarily make a person sick. The boys listened intently, knowing that they would be using the filters on an adventure at some point. Luke already owned one of the exact same filters, but he said nothing, not wanting to sound superior.
Luke had a feeling they would need the filters and was glad they had them. It was an odd feeling that something was coming, but he didn't know what it was. He pushed the feeling aside and tried to follow the conversations that were going on around him.
Mr. Greenwood shooed them out of the kitchen and did clean-up himself. No one complained, as they wanted to see the contraption working and in use. After some more tightening of bolts and setting cotter keys, it was time to load the rope on the spool. The boys cranked the spool handle, while Mr. Swank and Mr. Steel fed the rope on. When there was enough rope, they cut it and burned the ends, then tied the loose end from the spool to the back of the trolley.
The drawbar was finally fixed to the trolley carriage that would roll down the cable. The men all looked at the contraption several times, and finally declared it safe enough to test.
The five boys, two girls, and Alex all enacted their plan of drawing straws, with a bundle of paper straws from the kitchen. They carefully cut one of the straws and decided that Lisa would hold the bundle as the rest each picked a straw.
As Lisa arranged the bundle of straws in her hand, the kids all heard a loud yell. Mr. Swank, now naked, rushed past them on the handle of the zip line, and down toward the water, shouting all the way. He let go and did a backflip before hitting the water.
Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson were both laughing so hard they could barely stand up. Alex was furious at his father at first, but had to lighten up since all of the kids were laughing. Mr. Steel was cranking up the spool, but the kids were all afraid that he or Mr. Larson would take the next ride down.  
Alex stripped off his camp shorts and knife, and dropped them off the tower to the ground below by the truck. Everyone else followed suit, and by then the bar was back up at the platform.
Andy told everyone that Alex should go next, since his father was in the water near the end of the zip line. Everyone agreed, and Andy and Jarod lifted the boy so he could reach the handles, and then let him go.
Alex let out a howl, and held on to the handle until the zip line hit the water. He gave a thumbs up, and the boys started hoisting. Lisa and Rachael went together, screaming like crazy. The kids then let Mr. Steel, then Mr. Larson go down. Both men laughed like children as they sailed down the line. Luke and Jesiah went together.
Luke was amazed at how fun the trip was, and it seemed to last longer than he expected. It was a short swim from the end of the zip line to the east leg of the dock. From there, one had to walk around the dock to the shore, then back up the hill to the tower. It was a good distance, but everyone had three trips down the zip line.
At some point Mrs. Steel, Mrs. Larson, and Mrs. Swank  joined them, Having the women naked with them didn't seem like much of a change to any of the boys, and each shrugged to one another in that respect. Luke found it hard to believe that it was no different when the mothers joined in.
The adults figured it took a while to get from the water back to the top of the tower. The idea was that if twenty kids were riding, there would be little wait time. The kids all swam out to the swim platform after the third time down. Alex finally looked exhausted as they all sat in the sun. Mrs. Swank, finally going down the zip line, swam out to sit with them.
“We are the luckiest kids on the face of planet earth,” Andy said flatly.
Everyone said they agreed.
The other adults finally made it out to the floating dock and had a seat. Soon everyone but Alex was lying back and looking at clouds. The boy had a huge grin on his face, and Luke finally realized he was looking at something. 
Luke turned and saw Mr. Greenwood on the top of the zip line tower. Seconds later everyone heard the war cry of Silas Greenwood as he rushed toward them on the zip line. He hit the water and swam over, a smile beaming on his face.
“How long do you think it will take for homemade ice cream to melt?” he asked with a childlike innocence. 
Everyone spilled off the platform and started swimming for the dock. Mr. Greenwood surprised Luke in that he could swim faster than any of the Anchors. They were leading the pack, and he simply swam right past them. The old man was up on the dock before any of them reached it, and was quickly running naked to the beach.
The ice cream was on the tailgate of the truck, still in the mixer. It was vanilla, with chocolate chips. Silas spooned out large cups of it.
“Ladies first,” he said, as he gave the two girls their cups. The Anchors and Alex were next. Mr. Greenwood had time to dish himself out some and eat a little before the married couples arrived, obviously moving at a more leisurely pace. Everyone sat on the grass and ate. The kids all had seconds, as it was great ice cream.
Alex sat leaning against Jesiah. “This is either the best ice cream I’ve ever eaten, or the best friends I’ve ever eaten ice cream with,” he said. The boys all laughed, but agreed.
After the ice cream, the kids stayed in the shade. Kyle ran and brought back his sketch pad, and sat across from Lisa and Rachael as the group talked. Kyle was lost in his work, and didn’t even answer questions asked directly of him. After twenty minutes, he snapped his sketch pad shut.
“Can we see?” Lisa asked.
“Nope. Not finished yet,” he said. “You’ll see it when I finish.”
The kids wandered. The girls looked in The Five’s cabin briefly. Rachael saw the carved words in the wall and studied it carefully. Finally, they all went and sat in the pavilion area where there were cards. The parents and Silas were playing Spades, and the kids decided to play badminton beside the pavilion. The game was fast, and though Luke had never played before, he had fun.
After a while the men went to put away all of the tools and the pick-up. The Anchors went with them, leaving Lisa, Rachael and Mrs. Swank to help Mr. Greenwood clean the ice cream freezer and spoons. The boys also grabbed their shorts, still at the base of the zip line tower. Once the work was finished, they went to find the girls again. This time they sat in the shade of one of the ancient trees not far from the adults.
It was dinner time before Luke knew it. Mr. Greenwood served hamburger steaks, gravy, and roasted potatoes, with steamed broccoli and cheese that Luke decided he liked after initially deciding he wouldn’t even try.
Everyone sat at the same table, and the discussion for the adults was how to operate the zip line safely for the campers, yet still make it fun. It was decided an adult would have to be stationed on the upper tower.
Since the tower was over the water, even if a camper jumped or fell off the tower they would safely land in the water, though it would be quite a drop. It was decided there would be no swimming in that area.
The kids all decided the zip line was a hit, and that it would be a favored feature of the camp.
The adults were finished with some of their planning concerning the safety measures for the swimming, diving, and the zip line, and everyone moved outdoors. There was still some apple pie left, and Mr. Greenwood dished it out for the kids.
The boys played some frisbee, and then all of the kids played badminton again. Everyone showered in the shower house. The kids were laughing as Alex demonstrated how to make enormous bubbles in the shower.
The secret was to get a good amount of soap on your chest and stomach, but also your arm pits and the inside of your arms all the way to and including your hands. Everyone watched as Alex put his two hands on his stomach palms toward his stomach, and fingertips touching. Next, he pushed his hands together so his fingertips tented outward away from his stomach.
Alex continued moving his hands outward, sliding his arms and his elbows against the sides of his chest. Finally, his arms were out as far as they could go in a large circle in front of him. As he moved his arms up and down, the giant bubble moved up and down, causing everyone to laugh hysterically.
Alex was proud that all of the older kids were impressed with his giant bubble. All of the kids were able to make the huge bubbles after learning how, but Mr. Swank, Steel, and Lawson were frustrated that they couldn’t make the bubbles because of the hair on their chests.
The girls wanted to go on to bed, as they had to get ready for the camp they were going to the next morning. There was no one who could play the bugle, so they just prayed and lowered the flag. 
The boys were tired since they had gotten up so early. They brushed their teeth in the grass off the back porch of their cabin and went in. There was a lot of small talk, but Luke fell asleep soon after his head hit the pillow.





Chapter 25
A Secret Responsibility




Luke felt it was late when he woke. Since there wasn’t a clock in the cabin, it was hard to tell, but it did seem light. As he looked around, he saw that Kyle was already awake and working in his sketch pad. Kyle didn’t put it away when Luke looked at him. Luke looked to the other end of the cabin and saw little Alex lying on the unused last bed — obviously waiting for the five to wake up.
Luke put his feet on the floor. The day was definitely getting bright, and he nudged Jesiah, who woke easily. The others were awake quickly and headed to the shower house, Alex silently in tow.
After their morning ablutions, the Five went back to their cabin. Everyone dressed but Kyle, who sat in a chair on the south end with his sketch pad. Andy and Jarod wanted to go run through the obstacle course, so Luke and Jesiah joined them for a run-through, then Jesiah wanted to go to the kitchen, so Luke went with him.
The two found Mr. Greenwood getting things ready for breakfast. The large roll-up door to the outside was open, though a roll-down screen was lowered to keep flies out.
“Good morning, Mr. Greenwood,” Luke said as they entered the vast kitchen. Mr. Greenwood looked up from what he was doing.
"What's up, gentlemen?"
"I was wanting to help cook breakfast so I could learn a little about using your grill," Jesiah said.
"Are the rest of the Anchors with you?"
"No," Jesiah said. Andy and Jarod are at the obstacle course, and Kyle’s at the cabin working on his drawing."
"Hmm." Mr. Greenwood smiled. "As much as I'd like to teach you how to cook on a grill, there are just two of you and one of me. Remember, there needs to be at least three of you kids or another adult with me."
"Mr. Greenwood, we trust you!" Jesiah said.
"Rules sometimes can be broken, but this is a rule that should never be," Mr. Greenwood said firmly. "You guys get out of here!"
Luke and Jesiah left the kitchen, but returned when they saw Mr. Swank and Alex headed in to see Mr. Greenwood. Mr. Swank was getting coffee, and told them that Lisa and Rachael would be leaving later in the morning to head to the girl’s camp they were going to.
Luke and Jesiah washed their hands well and started helping Silas set out all of the utensils he’d need to cook. Today would be eggs to order, hash browns, bacon, and biscuits.
Mr. Swank drank his coffee, and then Andy, Jarod, and Kyle came in.
Mr. Swank looked at Silas, and the two nodded.
"Boys, we need to get your attention on something," Mr. Swank said. "Can you all pull up a stool?"
Everyone complied, and Mr. Greenwood began talking as he cooked.
"A few minutes ago I wouldn't let Luke and Jesiah stay in this enclosed kitchen with me alone, so they had to wait for Mr. Swank and Alex so they could come back. That may sound like a dumb rule to you boys, but it's more necessary than you think."
Mr. Swank nodded. "One of the men we hired to be a camp counselor was a good man, worked hard, and we could tell he wanted to be a part of this place. He was newly married, and his wife came along as well to help. What we didn't know was that she had an evil attraction to young kids, and one day she went into the shower while Alex was showering, and…"
"She tried to play with my penis!" Alex said. "It was super weird."
Mr. Swank nodded. "We would’ve been better off having Alex aways shower with the rest of us men instead of having him often shower alone. Mr. Greenwood let us know that the old camp had a system in place to keep bad things like that from happening. It’s time you learned one of the most important jobs Anchor campers have here at Osihapi."
Just then, Mrs. Swank came and called Alex. He didn't like the idea of being pulled away, but he went with little complaint. Mr. Swank continued.
“Mr. Greenwood was at this camp for six summers. Three as a camper, and three as an assistant counselor, so he knew all about this system of safety. He taught us how it worked and how it weeded out people with bad intent. Silas, would you like to explain it?”
Mr. Greenwood was putting bacon on the grill but could talk and work without a problem.
“In the old camp, there was always the rule that there had to be more than two kids to be alone with an adult, especially in an enclosed area like this kitchen. For instance, two kids could be playing catch with a single counselor while out in the open, but couldn’t go on a hike in the woods out of sight with him.
There was also a lot of effort to make sure that groups of campers would be more than three or four, and another adult would be within the area as well.
The family that founded the camp learned that wide open swim areas, showers, and bathrooms would help keep kids safe. They also learned that swimming and showering naked together made it much easier to spot people who were up to no good. But then there was also another more hidden and secret layer of protection.”
“What?" Kyle blurted out.
Silas grinned. "This camp has always operated with an anchor group. A small core group of boys that stayed the whole summer. These boys were picked to have strong protective instincts and values.”
Mr. Greenwood continued. "Most campers only stay for two weeks. They’re not at home here, and won't feel comfortable speaking out if something weird happens around them. You five will be here all summer and will be able to move about amongst the campers and staff. Basically, you boys are to act like regular campers and yet take the time to notice if any counselors or assistant counselors seem to try to be in situations alone with campers."
"And then we can volunteer for kitchen duty and tell you about it the very next meal.” Jarod offered.
"That's the perfect plan," Mr. Greenwood said. "Then, one of us can decide what to do about it. We may put them in a situation where we can watch them while they think no adults are around. That's when evil people are easiest to detect."
“The problem,” Mr. Swank said. “Is that most kids won’t talk about the parts of their bodies that child predators focus on. So they find it hard to tell an adult when something bad happens. On the other hand, a boy that’s very comfortable being naked in just about any situation is one that can also talk about the parts of the body without getting embarrassed. Alex had no problem telling us about the lady who tried to play with his penis, just like it didn’t bother him to tell you about it a few moments ago. Also, a boy who is part of a strong support group of friends is even more likely to be able to speak out and get help.”
“That's us,” Jesiah said.
“So that's why you guys had our parents work to get us ready for showering together and stuff?” Andy asked.
"Yes, it is,” Mr. Swank said. “But to be honest, you’re all way ahead of anything any of us ever expected. At the most, we figured after this week, you boys would get used to showering, but probably staying away from one another, or keeping your backs turned. We never expected that you’d be taking a bath in broad daylight together in the lake the first morning you were here.
So for that part, we're pleased, and I have to say that Alex was thrilled he could swim comfortably around all of you. He’s kind of a nudist. As for the safety of campers here, we just wanted to make sure each of you are ready for the responsibility the Anchor Cabin has always had here at camp.”
“I think we are,” Andy said. “As it turns out, we found out we were able to talk about a lot of stuff we never thought we’d be able to tell anyone. We've had conversations about circumcision, puberty — yeah, we even used that word — and the things about being seen naked that scared us the most. I never thought I’d have friends like this at camp.”
The others were nodding during Andy's explanation.
"It sounds like this might work," Mr. Swank said. "I wasn't a summer camper like you guys are. I was just here for two weeks, but this is where I learned about God and how to humble myself to him and others. I just wish I could've held on to it. I was under a lot of worldly influences growing up and then as an adult. I kind of lost my way, but I'm back, and I want to provide the same experience for others."
Luke decided to ask a question he had been wondering about.
"Who owns Camp Osihapi?"
The two men looked at one another.
"The land is owned by a trust," Mr. Greenwood said. "Some wealthy investors with good hearts have invested in the property, including fixing up the structures and lake. The trust leases the camp to the corporate entity that is operating the camp. That way there are no real assets that attract lawyers and plaintiffs looking for big payoffs if some kid gets a broken arm. Only a few of the investors have even seen this property, though they do keep close tabs on it."
"Are you investors?" Luke asked.
"No comment," Mr. Swank answered.
Mr. Greenwood cleared his throat. "When I was at camp, we had a way for one of the summer campers to notify one of the adult staff that there was a situation that needed immediate attention. Just mention you want a cup of coffee while talking to Mr. Swank, Mr. Steel, or myself. That tells us there is something we need to know quickly.”
"Sounds good," Jesiah said. "I like the layers of protection idea, and especially that we Anchors are one of the layers."
Mr. Swank nodded. "So no one is to know about any of this, and you shouldn't discuss it anywhere that you could be overheard. After breakfast, I want you guys to hold a meeting and make sure you're on the same page. I need to know that you all accept this responsibility. And your meeting should be on the floating dock, so Alex—who’s very good at sneaking around—won't hear what you're talking about."
The five helped Silas make breakfast. It was fun, and each learned to make eggs over easy and scrambled, as well as mind bacon as it cooked. While they ate, they were mostly quiet — each thinking about what their role in safety would be. Alex joined them as they ate. He was excited about the canoes that were supposed to be delivered in the afternoon or the next day.
Alex and his mother were given kitchen duties, and the five were ushered out when they tried to help. They all went to the swim dock, posted their chits, and dove into the water to head for the floating dock.







Chapter 26
Facing Confrontation




On the swim, the Anchors laughed about the old warning of not swimming for 30 minutes after eating. Luke liked his time in the water, and what used to be a long swim out to the floating dock was now much quicker. The five climbed on the dock and sat in the warm morning sun.
"Wow," Andy said. "Being a part of security for the camp sounded great at first, but now I'm scared. This is a big responsibility. What if we screw it up? What if we miss something we should’ve seen?"
"That's bugging me too," Kyle said.
"Same here," Jarod said. "We could easily miss something if we don’t pay enough attention. And I don't pay attention most of the time."
"Wait a minute," Jesiah said. "I was thinking the same way. But when I heard you guys saying it out loud, I figured out where I was wrong."
"What do you mean?" Andy asked.
"There's no way we can do this job right by ourselves," Jesiah said. “But we aren't doing it by ourselves. We have all of the adults that are much smarter than us about this stuff. They’re going to do background checks and interview people before they hire them. We mostly just have to pay attention when things feel weird. Then we're going to be nervous, and we'll be paying attention anyway. We'll be praying for the campers and us, so God will help us know what to look for, too."
"I guess you're right," Andy said. "That gives us another reason to pray."
"So are we ready to vote on it?” Andy asked. "Who all is okay with the idea of working together and keeping an eye out for people trying weird things with campers?"
Jesiah raised his hand, and each of the others did as well.
"It's unanimous," Andy grinned.
"I have one more question," Jesiah said, looking at the others. “We’ve all talked about how this camp has helped us. Do you think it would help us as much as it has without the humility of the body thing?"
"I don’t think it would," Jarod said. "I mean, it's helped me a bunch. I’ve always felt like I was too fat, and I didn’t want to pull my shirt off. Now It’s no big deal."
Andy nodded. “It’s helped me, too. I feel a lot more normal about myself. I thought I was really weird because I had an erection every morning. I worried about the things I must have been dreaming about. But now I know from you guys that it’s normal and no big deal. There are other things like that, too.”
“Something still bothers me,” Kyle said. “I know you guys have noticed it, but my nipples are really puffed out, and I think they’re getting bigger.”
“Ha!” Andy said. “Mine were way bigger than yours last year. Not only were they huge, if I squeezed them, little drops of milk would come out. I was wrestling with a friend one time and it left a wet spot on my shirt. I never told anyone about it and I was really freaked out until I saw yours. Now I know it’s normal.”
Jarod nodded. “Mine did get bigger, too, for a while. It’s your system trying to get the mix between testosterone and estrogen right. Sometimes the estrogen gets high, and it makes your nipples grow.”
“That’s a relief,” Kyle said. “It’s another thing I thought guys might laugh about.”
“I really am glad I’ve got friends like you guys,” Luke said. “I was kind of worried about my nipples, too. It’s like they’ve swollen.”
Kyle stood. “I’ve got to get back. I gotta poop, and I don't want to do it in the lake."
"Me too," Jesiah laughed.
The boys swam back. Once on shore, Kyle and Jesiah jogged up to the shower house. Alex was sitting under a tree, obviously waiting for them to return.
"My dad said I had to leave you guys alone while you were out on the dock. Are you guys mad I was hanging around too much?"
"Not at all," Andy said. "We like you! We just had to talk about some things that were kind of personal. Your dad knew we needed to be alone for a few minutes, that's all."
Alex grinned. “Good. People say I’m a pest sometimes. Maybe I’m growing out of it.”
The boys showered off. Each had begun to realize that it was good to rinse off the lake water after swimming. They dressed in their camp shorts and T-shirts and went to see Mr. Greenwood. He was still in the kitchen, working on a table. They told him they were all good with the idea and wanted to do their part. He put his tools away as he thanked them all. 
Kyle sat at one of the stools at a table, and the others followed suit. Andy was attempting to juggle three bean bags he found, though he kept dropping them.
"Hey, Mr. Greenwood, this camp is an experiment, right?"
"Indeed it is."
Andy gave up the juggling attempt and dropped the bean bags back on the table. "My dad showed me an old picture of a bunch of guys swimming naked at the YMCA and also a bunch of boys taking a shower together on the cover of Life magazine. It all sounds normal to me now, so I've got a question. What caused our whole society to have such a hang-up about showering and changing together? Why do people now see it as something totally weird or perverted?"
Mr. Greenwood started cleaning the table as he spoke. "Well, there are different kinds of boys — and men. Most are sheep, some are sheepdogs, and a few are wolves. Sheepdogs truly need to experience the humility and camaraderie that you boys seem to be appreciating now. But only about 5-10% of males are sheepdogs. Most are sheep, and while they also benefited from the locker room environment, many of them hated gym class and being undressed at camp. 
When I was in school, the boys all swam naked in the pool for swim class, which was normal in many schools. The football, baseball, basketball, track, and wrestling teams also showered together in large open showers. The coaches realized that all boys could be helped by the humility of it. Those coaches also understood that sheepdogs really need humility more than sheep."
Andy frowned. "What do you mean they needed it — the sheepdogs, I mean?"
"Well, stronger men need to experience humility, and they do better when they know that others around them are seeing them as they are — flaws and all. Sheepdogs just tend to like locker room type nudity and skinny-dipping. Back in my day, no one made boys skinny-dip in the ponds, as no adults were even around, yet some boys always found a way to swim often. In contrast, others didn't like it.”
"Do you think the five of us are sheepdogs?" Andy asked.
Mr. Greenwood laughed. “Indeed you are. You care for and stand up for one another, which is what sheepdogs do. As a group you also care about helping others.”
“Thanks,” the boys said as they wandered out of the kitchen. They finally drifted down to the swim dock, and went for a swim. They each worked on their diving, and Luke was halfway up the ladder when he heard voices.
Lisa and Rachael ran down the dock before they left for camp. The boys were glad to get the chance to say goodbye. The girls ran back off as quickly as they came down.
"Someone else is  coming this way," Andy said as he looked up the hill.
"The girls again?" Kyle asked.
"No. It's a boy."
The boys all stood on the dock, not sure what to do. A boy stepped onto the wooden planks. He was about Luke’s size and age.
He was staring at them as if he couldn't believe it.
"Hello. Can we help you?" Andy said.
The boy shook his head. "I just had to come to see for myself. My cousins told me boys skinny-dip down here. I didn't believe ‘em."
The boy had a bewildered look on his face, and Luke could tell he didn't know whether to be impressed or disgusted.
Jesiah jumped back in after Luke did. "Well, jump in and swim with us. The water is great, and we're having fun!"
The boy watched them but said nothing. Jarod, Andy, and Kyle all jumped back in as well.
A man walked onto the dock, his mannerism and face showing anger. He walked straight to the boy and grabbed him by the arm.
"C'mon! We're leaving."
The man looked out at the boys. "What's wrong with you boys? Strutting around here, butt naked like this?"
Luke realized that Andy had moved in the water in front of Jesiah and him when he saw the man's angry attitude. Luke was glad they were all together as the man was glaring at them.
Andy gave an even reply. "We're swimming just like our dads did when they were here, and just like Jesus did when he was a boy."
The man released the boy. "How dare you bring Jesus into this to try and make it sound better."
"But it's the truth," Jesiah said. "Jesus bathed in the river, and your own grandfathers swam this same way when they were boys."
The man's face seemed to get even redder. "My dad went to camp here, and he sure didn't swim around butt naked." 
Luke was getting scared but then saw Mr. Greenwood step onto the dock. He was walking quickly, and approached the man.
"Mark, I was here at camp with your father. He swam in the skin God gave him with about fifty other boys twice a day. As I remember, he was one that liked to hike naked as well."
"That's a lie. How dare you say that in front of my son!"
Mr. Greenwood stopped in front of the man. "It's the truth, and I didn't say it until you confronted these boys with your anger. Had you left them alone, I'd have had no need to say it. Now you and your son can swim like your father did, or you can leave this area. These young men all have much stronger character than you do, and you won’t be allowed to harass them."
The man stood for a moment, the muscles in his jaw working under the skin.
"I'm leaving, but I'm going to call the police about the disgusting things going on at this camp," he said, looking at the boys again.
"There’s a sheriff in town. You can talk to him on your drive out," Mr. Greenwood said simply.
The man's son kept looking at the boys in the water. "Dad, can I…"
"Don't even think about it," the man said as he roughly grabbed the boy's arm, pulling him away. The boy just looked back at Luke and Jesiah. Luke gave a wave, but was worried about the boy and how he was being treated.
The man and his son were soon off the dock, but Mr. Greenwood kept his eyes on them.
"Wow, that was intense," Andy said. "That guy’s furious."
"I'm sorry, boys," Mr. Greenwood said. "That was my nephew. He was here to sign some paperwork concerning family business. He's always been an angry man. It's only gotten worse as he got older. "
Kyle climbed up on the dock. "He said we were strutting around butt naked."
"I don't like that term," Mr. Greenwood said. “Butt naked is just a cleaned-up version of the racist term ‘buck naked,’ for how slave men often had to work as they weren't given enough proper clothing."
"I didn't know that," Andy said. “I won’t ever use the term again. Is this going to cause trouble with the sheriff when he finds out?"
Mr. Greenwood laughed and shook his head. "I don't think so. Sheriff Moore was a camper here when he was a boy."
Mr. Swank and Alex were quickly on the dock. Mr. Swank had a serious questioning look.
"He's gone," Mr. Greenwood said. "I caught him down here, practically yelling at these boys. He said he was going to call the police. I told him to hit up Sheriff Moore with a complaint on his way through town."
Mr. Swank nodded, then turned to the boys. "I heard my daughters got to say goodby before they left for camp."
"They did," Andy said. "I just wish they could stay longer.” 
Mr. Swank and Greenwood both agreed and wandered off the dock, leaving Alex to swim with the boys.
The Anchors were happy to swim and forget about the confrontation. Luke’s father had one time told him that the one universal fear everyone had was of an angry confrontation. Luke realized he had been more afraid of the man’s anger than he had been of the snake.
After dinner, the boys swam again, and played on the zip line after Alex and Mr. Swank joined them. Mr. Greenwood joined them later for a bath. Tomorrow was Friday, and the new campers would be arriving Sunday afternoon. The five were a bit apprehensive about a ton of new campers arriving, but Mr. Swank told them there would only be thirty kids the first week.
Mr. Swank said the prayer that night when they took the flag down. It was a long prayer, but one that Luke appreciated. The prayer was for everyone's safety at camp and for God to give them all the wisdom to see dangers. Mr. Swank also prayed that the boys could see all of God's children in an innocent light.
The prayer was over, and Mr. Swank, Alex, and Jarod folded the flag and put it away. The five brushed their teeth and walked along the lake, noting that Mr. Greenwood was still sitting on the shore looking up at the sky.
The five talked a lot as they went to bed, but as soon as they laid down, the yawns started, and soon they were all asleep. Jarod had actually fallen asleep in the middle of a sentence.
Luke was the last to drift off. He was still bothered by the fact that he had been totally silent when the angry father talked to them from the dock. Luke decided it was important to learn how to defend ideas that were right. He also wanted to stand up to people who were being aggressive toward him and others.






Chapter 27
The Search Party




The Anchor Campers woke early and made their morning trip to the bathroom. Back at the cabin they dressed quickly, hungry for breakfast.
They headed for the Great Hall, and on the way the boys heard mens’ voices coming from the parking lot, and getting closer. Suddenly Mr. Steel came around the corner talking to a man in uniform. The man had a tan hat and shirt, with a gun belt and large badge on his chest.
Mr. Steel was talking. 
“A lost boy in the woods is scary. We’ll certainly warn all the campers, Sheriff, but we only have the five anchor campers so far. In fact, here they are now. You can tell them about it yourself.”
Mr. Steel and the sheriff were now on the path directly in front of the tree the boys were walking under. Mr. Steel looked at the boys.
“Gentlemen, this is Sheriff Moore. He’s telling me a young man from town is missing, and could be lost in these very woods, the state park, or the game refuge.”
The sheriff nodded to the boys. “You boys keep a sharp eye out. This boy is about your age, but he’s got a slight mental disorder that makes him shy away from people, and sometimes even run away. He’s wearing blue jeans and a red t-shirt, and was last seen on a bike. If you see him, try not to scare him. It’s best not to make eye contact, or try to touch him. Try to lead him back towards camp if you can. If you can’t, keep tabs on him while some of you go for help.”
The boys all promised to keep an eye out. Luke noticed the sheriff was staring at him and Jesiah with an odd look before motioning to Mr. Steel that he was through with the boys. Mr. Steel and the sheriff walked on.
Luke could feel Jesiah looking at him as they started walking again.
“I know,” Luke said. “The sheriff was looking at us in an odd way.”
“Yeah,” Jesiah said. “That was weird. So, do you think we should go looking for the lost boy?”
“Of course, we should,” Kyle said.
Andy nodded. “We need to come up with a plan. If one of us can follow the sheriff and Mr. Steel, maybe we can learn a little more about where to start looking.”
Jarod spoke up, which surprised everyone. “I’ll go,” and jogged off toward the parking lot.
Mrs. Swank suddenly appeared from the direction of the great hall, and a tall man beside her.
“Hey, Boys!” she said, waving. “This is Mr. Garcia. He’s delivering the canoes. Can you lead him and his truck down to the water’s edge just to the left of the swim dock?”
“Sure Mrs. Swank,” Andy said as he walked toward the two and shook hands with Mr. Garcia, who smiled as he looked around.
Luke, Jesiah, and Kyle followed Andy and the man back to his truck, and led him to where the canoe racks were. Several men were with Mr. Garcia, and started unloading the bright red canoes.
Mr. Steel came out to instruct the boys on canoe safety, and took Luke and Jesiah out for their certification. By the time they got back, Mr. Steel had to go to the office, and the other boys didn’t get their canoe training. 
Jarod was jogging back toward them, and looked discouraged.
“I hid behind some bushes, but didn’t learn anything,” Jarod said. “The sheriff thinks the boy is probably over in the national park, so none of the searchers are going to be around here. The funny thing is, after they talked a while and the sheriff got to his car, his phone rang. He was just talking on the phone about the different search parties, but then he laughed to whoever he was talking to, and said, “Getting to see the Whiskey Twins brought back some fond memories. Maybe we’ll get some help from a certain young boy out in the woods.” And then he said good bye to Mr. Steel and drove off.
Luke looked at Jesiah. “What did Mr. Steel say?”
“Nothing,” Jarod said. “He just looked really confused and shook his head.”
“Again with the Whiskey Twin thing,” Andy said. “So that’s why the sheriff was looking at you two so strangely. But how did he know who you were by looking at you?”
Kyle shook his head. “We’ll figure that one out later. Right now we need to get started looking for the lost kid.”
Andy nodded. “Yeah, and I have a plan. You guys know how little you can see from inside the woods, so how about two of us using one of the new canoes. You can see a lot of woods from the lake, and Luke and Jesiah have their canoe certifications.”
“That’s true,” Kyle said. “So you think we can find the lost kid that way?”
Andy shook his head. “No. I was hoping we could find the wild boy. We need him to help us find the kid. He knows the woods around here a lot better than we do.”
The boys all immediately understood, and Luke realized that Andy had very much become the group’s leader. For not being much older, he seemed to have good sense, and always saw problems — and their solutions — from a different perspective than the rest of them did.
The boys all agreed it was a good plan and found Mr. Swank leaving the kitchen. They told him they wanted to walk the trails to the east of camp to look for the boy. They asked if they could pack something for lunch and dinner for the trip.
Mr. Swank thought it was a good idea, as long as they stayed on the trail. He also showed them a laminated map that campers could take into the woods. The map had topographical lines on it, showing the hills and valleys in the area. It also had dozens of dotted lines that showed each of  the many different trails through the woods around the lake. There were also small clearings along the shoreline that were for small group camping.
“Just remember,” Mr. Swank said. “You have to give me a trip plan so I know  where you’ll be going.”
“Sure,” Andy said. “Could we camp overnight at one of the marked campsite locations?”
“Of course,” Mr. Swank said. “Just have all of your required gear with you. There are small shelters at each of the clearings, as well as a fire ring so you’ll have a safe place to have a campfire.”
The boys all thanked Mr. Swank, and Andy took two of the maps. The boys then ran back to their cabins to load their packs for the hike. Luke was excited, and couldn’t believe that Mr. Swank was allowing them to go off by themselves in the woods.
Andy suddenly left the cabin while they were going through their packs. He came back after fifteen minutes.
Jesiah looked around. “Where’d you go?”
Andy grinned. “I was talking to Mr. Greenwood. I gave him a heads up on what we had planned, hoping he could get us some food to take. He said he had some ideas on what we could take for dinner tonight and breakfast tomorrow.”
The other four boys stopped and looked at him. Jesiah grinned. “That was smart. It seems like you’re always catching the stuff the rest of us aren’t thinking about.”
Luke nodded in agreement. “It’s true. You’re our best planner, Andy. How’d you learn how to do that?”
Andy emptied his back-pack onto his bed, then stopped. “I guess Mr. Swank. He said when going out into the woods it was important to plan how you wanted things to turn out, but in order to do that you had to think about what could go wrong. So I’ve been trying to think that way, and not having enough food was the first thing I thought about.”
Luke laughed. “I remember him telling us to think about what can go wrong,” he said. “I’m glad you took it to heart.”
In no time, the boy’s backpacks were all assembled, neatly arranged with the things to take on the trip. Everyone had their hat on, their compass around their neck, their sheath knife on, and their fire starting kit on their belt as well. Each boy had lashed his sleeping bag to the lower rack on his backpack, and each pack held their water filter, first aid kit, two full water bottles, a pair of socks, a flashlight, their small camp pillow, toiletry bag, knife sharpener, their bundle of 550 cord, whistle, signal mirror, several pieces of fat wood and their char cloth making tin, as well as their small saw and folding shovel.
It was decided that Luke, and Jesiah would take the extra food and cooking items. Since they were in the canoe, it was easy for them to carry the extra weight of the food from Mr. Greenwood.
Luke and Jesiah got to the Great Hall kitchen as Mr. Greenwood carried a dutch oven to the outdoor bar.
He grinned at the two. “I hear you boys are headed out on a hike to look for the lost boy.”
“Yes, sir,” Luke said. “We’re thinking he could be around the lake. Jesiah and I will take one of the new canoes, and the other guys will hike on the trails. Andy thought we’d be able to see more that way.”
“That sounds like a solid plan, just make sure to take a couple of life jackets.” Mr. Greenwood said. “I’ve got some food ideas that might keep you from getting too hungry. I know you boys haven’t really done much campfire cooking yet, so I came up with some meals.”
Luke looked at the bar. There were five sacks with sandwiches and chips, obviously for lunch, and then there was the dutch oven on the table that had a large bail and lid, along with a wooden spoon. Mr. Greenwood explained that each of the camp locations had a fire pit and a tripod with an adjustable chain that could hold the pot by the bail. The pot held stew, which Mr. Greenwood explained was for dinner tonight only. Stew left out overnight without refrigeration could give them food poisoning.
Mr. Greenwood went on to explain how to use sand and pebbles from the lake to clean the pot, then dry it and leave it under the awning. He then showed them a dozen eggs in a carrier for tomorrow morning.
“In case you’re out after that, this cloth sack contains something called “hardtack.” It won’t spoil in warm weather like this as long as you keep it dry. It’s not fine cuisine, but it’ll keep your ribs from rubbing on your backbone.”
“This is great Mr. Greenwood,” Luke said. “So how do we carry this cast iron pot in the bottom of the canoe without it tipping over?”
Mr. Greenwood nodded. “Just pack things around it so it stays secure.”
“Oh,” Luke said, feeling a little dimwitted. “That makes sense.”
Mr. Greenwood grinned. “You’re a little nervous. Don’t worry. By the way, I think it’s great that you guys are going to look for the boy. We’ve already called the sheriff, and let him know that you guys are going to cover the area you’re hiking in, as well as the shoreline.”
“That’s good,” Luke said. “Mr. Greenwood, what’s with this kid being afraid of people? What if we see him and he just runs away?”
“It sounds like he may have a form of autism,” Mr. Greenwood said. “Don’t worry, as long as you approach and then sit a ways away from him with some food, he’ll probably come to you. If he does run off, you’ll just have to split up. One group can follow him, leaving a visible trail, while the other group comes back here so we can notify the sheriff and he can send help.”
Mr. Greenwood helped them get the lunch sacks, the pot of stew, the eggs, and the sack of hard tack off of the bar and situated on the ground outside so that they could carry it all. He showed them the pot could be carried between them, each holding a side of the bail. Luke then held the eggs under his left arm and grabbed the lunch sacks in his left hand, and carried his side of the cast iron pot. Jesiah held the sack of hard tack in his right hand and his half of the pot handle with his left.
Luke’s arms and fingers were aching by the time they got down to the canoes. Jesiah motioned to the canoe on the end and they set down their food. After turning it over and sliding it down to the shore, they carefully put the pot of stew, eggs, and sack of hardtack in the bottom, as well as two of the sack lunches.
They met Andy, Jarod, and Kyle on their way back to the cabin. Andy was happy to hear about the food situation. “We’ve already left a course plot with Mr. Swank,” he said. “And he gave us waterproof notepads for each of our packs so we can leave notes at our campsite if we decide to go further. I can’t think of anything else we need to do before setting off.”
“We need to pray if we want to really help someone,” Jesiah said.
The boys all looked at one another. “Right,” Andy said. “I forgot about that. Go ahead, Jesiah.”
Jesiah lowered his head. “Dear Lord, we’re offering up our help to find this boy. We also offer a prayer for him because we know he must be scared and hungry. Time is short, but we pray that we’re able to listen to your voice and hear any instructions you can offer us. Help us to find the wild boy so he can help. Keep us, and the lost boy safe. Amen.”
The boys went to the cabin and grabbed their backpacks. They split up again, Luke and Jesiah heading to the canoe. Andy, Jarod, and Kyle headed for the trail head going east. The three no more than entered the woods before they were hidden from view.
Luke and Jesiah stowed their back-packs in the center of the canoe to stabilize the stew pot and kept the hard tack off of the bottom, which could become wet. They pushed off from shore.
Jesiah looked back at Luke. “This is going to be great,” he said, taking the first stroke with the wooden paddle.
Luke grinned. He paddled with an even stroke, and soon the canoe was slicing through the water at a good clip.
Luke was getting his camp shorts wet when changing paddling sides. He always hated that part of canoeing, but this time he was glad he could just pull the shorts off and stow them in his back-pack. Jesiah did the same. Both of them kept their belts and wore them, with the knife, fire starting kit, and canteen on it. Luke also kept his T-shirt out of his pack. He knew he’d need to put it on later before getting sunburned.
Luke was proud that he was tanning fast, and hadn’t sunburned yet. So far he’d been careful to cover up during the sunniest part of the day, yet get lots of sun in the mornings and later afternoons.
Jesiah was humming in front of him. Birds flew around them occasionally, as if wanting to know what the two boys were doing out on the lake in a canoe. Luke truly felt happy. He thought of his family, and wished his dad could see him and Jesiah heading out into the wild with no fear. Well, mostly no fear.
Luke was puzzled. Life was so different than it was back at home. All of the kids in that world saw him as being a nerd and a sissy. Everyone here at camp treated him like he was a tough kid. He was the same kid, but yet he was completely different. He considered that he was a tough kid, but hadn’t known how to use that toughness before.
Now Luke was harnessing his tough nature. The Anchor Campers had been wanting to get out into the woods on their own, but so far their lessons and swim instructions had kept them from it. Now, not only were they getting to go explore around the lake, but were also part of a search and rescue.
While at first it just sounded fun, Luke started thinking about the seriousness of the situation. He considered what it meant to be used by God for a purpose. He wondered if God could use them on this trip. He felt a strong sense that it could mean the boys might go through a trial. He wasn’t sure why he felt that way, but he did.
The canoe moved quickly to the east as they paddled. Luke hoped that he and Jesiah would be able to see the other boys hiking through the woods from time to time, but couldn’t. He scanned the shoreline across the lake as well, realizing that the lost boy could be there as well as anywhere.
Suddenly an odd crackling noise came from one of the backpacks between Luke and Jesiah, then came a voice.
“Attention Anchor Campers. This is Mr. Swank. I took the liberty of placing a walkie talkie in two of your backpacks, Luke’s and Andy’s. After you make contact with one another, turn the radios off. To conserve the batteries, turn them on every hour on the hour so you can communicate. Use the waterproof watches I left with the walkie-talkie to tell time. Over.”
Jesiah laughed. “I almost jumped out of the canoe when I first heard his voice. Man that scared me!”
“Me too.” Luke said.
Luke dug through his backpack and found the walkie-talkie and a watch around it.
“What do we call ourselves and them,” Luke asked.
Jesiah shrugged.
Luke remembered Jesiah telling the other Anchors about his cousins saying an uncircumcised penis looked like an anteater, while a circumcised one looked like a helmet. The guys had laughed about that. Luke held down the push to talk button.
“Anteater to Helmet head, do you read?”
After a short pause Andy’s voice could be heard laughing. “This is Helmet Head, We read you loud and clear, Anteater.”
The radio cracked again, and the sound of a man groaning was clear.  “Swank over and out.”
Luke laughed. “I forgot he’d be listening. I guess that was bad radio manners?”
“Too late now,” Jesiah said as he paddled steadily. They were making good progress, but there was no way of knowing if they were staying even with the guys on the trail or not.
Luke put the watch on his wrist, realizing that it was still in his lap. It was 10:40. Luke could feel the sun getting hotter, and he knew that he would need to put his shirt on as it got closer to noon. He also realized that the top of his upper legs, which would be right in the sun, would get burned as well if he wasn’t careful. He put some of the sunscreen on them and his shoulders.
They paddled at a steady pace. Luke was checking the watch every so often, and turned on the walkie talkie three minutes before 11:00. A short time later the speaker cracked, and the voice of Mr. Swank came over the radio.
“Gentlemen, your call signs will be ‘East Hiker Three’ and ‘Canoe Two. Over and out.”
Jesiah flashed Luke a grin, and Luke handed Jesiah the walkie-talkie and watch. 
“Hey, it’s your turn to talk. I caused enough trouble.”





Chapter 28
Smoke Ahead



Jesiah scanned the shore as he pushed the PTT button on the radio.
“East hiker Three, this is Canoe Two. Over.”
“Go ahead, Canoe Two. Over,” came Kyle’s voice.
“How are you guys doing?  Over.” Jesiah asked.
“Great. The trail is nice and easy, but we’re far enough into the woods that we can’t see you. Over.”
“We’re doing good too, just have a slight crosswind, but we’re making good time. We forgot fishing poles, though. Over.”
“We didn’t think of it either. Over.” Kyle said.
Jesiah looked at Luke to see if there was anything to add. When Luke shook his head, Jesiah said. “Canoe Two, over and out.”  
“East hiker Three, over and out.”
Jesiah turned off the walkie talkie and stowed it in Luke’s back-pack, then started paddling again.
“It sure is different not being in town,” Jesiah said. “It seems crazy, but here almost every rule of living is different. Imagine carrying a knife like this down the street at home, or having fire starting gear and survival equipment with you everywhere you went, not to mention we’re naked.”
“I know,” Luke said. “I wish the rules at home were the same. I wouldn’t mind wearing this knife all the time. There’s a huge pit bull on Clover street. I have to ride past it on my bike when I go to see one of my friends. I’m always worried he’s going to break through his rickety fence and come after me.”
Jesiah nodded. “A good knife would give you better chances if a dog attacked.”
Luke concentrated on the far shore, realizing he had once again fallen into the habit of only looking in the trees on the side of the lake Andy, Jarod, and Kyle were hiking, hoping to see them.
They paddled on, and at noon, Luke reported in again with the radio. This time he was able to sound more professional like Jesiah had spoken. They ate, and after their sandwiches the two drank the last of their water. Jesiah filled up each of their water bottles and each of their canteens with his water filter. Luke thanked him, as he was already thirsty again.
Jesiah finished, and they settled into a smooth rhythm once more. Luke was happy that occasionally he saw deer. Just before 13:00 (one o’clock in the afternoon) the two saw a pair of gray foxes trotting away from the shore.
The 13:00 radio contact was again nothing new, as well as the 14:00, 15:00, and 16:00.
At 16:20, or 4:20, Luke saw Jesiah twitch in front of him in the canoe.
“Hey,” Jesiah said. “Do you smell that?”
“Yeah, now that you mention it.” Luke said instinctively at the far side of the lake, where the wind was coming from. “That’s cigarette smoke.”
“Don’t look that way too obviously,” Jesiah said.
“You’re right,” Luke said, turning away, but then finding it hard not to look back again.
Luke knew that the smoke was proof someone was across the lake. Cigarettes didn’t burn by themselves. The boys couldn’t see anyone, since the timber was mostly shadows, but Luke knew that since they were out in the open on the lake, whoever it was had a good chance of seeing the boys’ bright red canoe.
“It could be someone out there looking for the lost boy,” Luke offered.
“True,” Jesiah said.
The two kept paddling, and the smell faded away. Luke tried to pay attention to the wind, knowing that would give a good indication where the smoke had come from. The wind was coming diagonally across the long lake, and Luke saw a large broken tree on the shore on the west side of that possible area, and a large rock just to the east. He made a mental note of the location.
Luke liked talking to Jesiah, and listening to him talk about his cousins and his father, who seemed a lot like Luke’s dad. Jesiah was a good story teller, and more than once he caused Luke to laugh out loud at the crazy things Jesiah and his cousins did.
Then it was Luke’s turn to find something out of the ordinary.
“Hey, look! There’s smoke on the shore up ahead.”
“Where?” Jesiah asked. “If straight ahead was 12 o’clock, where would it be?”
“About 11 o’clock,” Luke said.
It took Jesiah a few moments, but then he saw the thin stream of smoke going up over the trees.
“Could the guys already be that far ahead and have started a fire?”
“No way,” Luke said. “On a winding trail a guy has to walk really fast to keep up with a canoe on flat water like this with no headwind.”
“How do you know that?”
“My family camps at a small lake with my uncle and cousins.”
“Okay. How long do you think it’ll take us to get to where the smoke is?”
Luke studied the smoke. “We'll be there before the next radio call to the guys, but I don’t think they’ll even be close. There’s a good chance it’s the lost boy. Do you think he can start a fire?”
Jesiah looked back at him. “Maybe. But it also could be some guys out looking for him. I vote we hurry so we can get there and look things over from a distance in the canoe. We can tell the guys what we see, and if anything looks weird, we can just row out farther and come back this way.”
Luke nodded. “I’m right behind you,” he said, causing Jesiah to roll his eyes at the joke. The two started paddling harder, and the small column of smoke started growing nearer.
“Isn’t that about where the second camp site was on the map?” Luke asked.
“Yeah. I think it is.”
The column of smoke quickly thinned, then went away, though occasionally Luke could make out faint glimpses of gray against the backdrop of the trees. As they passed a small peninsula jutting out into the water, the campsite was more visible. Suddenly a figure stood between two trees. Jesiah looked back at Luke and flashed a smile. The figure was definitely that of the wild boy, standing naked in the sun. The boy gave a slight wave, then moved out of the sunlight and disappeared.





Chapter 29
Okiye




“I’ve been praying we’d find him,” Jesiah said.
“Me too,” Luke said. “God must have heard us.”
It was another fifteen minutes before the canoe prow crunched into the gravel along the shore where the boy had stood. Jesiah quickly hopped out of the canoe and pulled it halfway out of the water. Luke was by then out to help.
The boy appeared suddenly.
“Quick,” he said. “We have to get the canoe out of sight.”
Luke and Jesiah asked no questions, but quickly unloaded the canoe, careful with the eggs and the stew pot. In moments the canoe was up and over the slight bank and behind some bushes. Luke looked it over and was sure it couldn’t be seen from the lake.
The wild boy scanned the opposite shore.
“They saw you on the lake,” he said.
“Who?” Luke and Jesiah asked at the same time.
“Some men,” the boy said. “I don’t like them very much.”
“We smelled cigarette smoke from over there,” Jesiah said, pointing to the opposite side of the lake.
Luke looked at Jesiah, then back at the wild boy. “Hey, we’re looking for a lost boy. He’s about our age. Have you seen him?”
The wild boy sat down, a frown on his face.
“I think I know where he is,” he said as he looked across the lake.
Luke remembered the walkie-talkie, and looked at his watch.
“Hey! I’ve got to call the others in a few minutes,” he said, pulling out the walkie-talkie. He showed it to the boy. “I can talk to Andy, Jarod, and Kyle, and Mr. Swank might be able to hear us from here, too.”
The boy’s frown deepened. “Little Bear cannot know I am here.”
Jesiah shook his head. “Is that what you call Mr. Swank? Why do you hide from him?”
“Because he’s not yet ready to see me,” the boy said.
“Why not?”
The wild boy looked away as if he were deciding whether to tell the two something. Finally, he pulled his knife out of the sheath and handed it to Jesiah.
Jesiah and Luke looked at the knife.
“Hey, I remembered your knife when Mr. Swank issued ours,” Luke said. “It just looks a lot older.”
Jesiah was holding the knife, carefully turning it in the light.
“This knife had ‘Swank” scratched in the handle.”
“It is his knife,” the wild boy said quietly.
“We know you wouldn’t steal it,” Luke said. “So why do you have it?”
The boy held his head up. “He gave it to me a long time ago. He helped me get another camper off a ledge to safety. Little Bear dropped my flint knife over the edge. It broke when it fell. It was an accident. He told me he’d return and give me a new knife of my own in exchange for this one. But he wasn’t able to return. Then he lost faith in the Great Creator, and his heart grew hard. I cannot reveal myself to him while his heart is hard.”
“But his heart is getting better,” Jesiah said.
The wild boy looked oddly at Jesiah and Luke. “This is true. He is drawing closer. But I still cannot reveal myself to him until he has regained faith in the Creator.”
The wild boy put the knife back into its sheath, then returned to the fire.
“I pulled most of the green wood and green leaves off the fire after you saw the smoke. Just use dry wood so it won’t make much smoke. I’ll be back in a while.”
“Hey, where are you going?” Jesiah asked.
“I have to check on something.”
“Where?”
“I’ll be back. You and the others need to stay here and camp for the evening.”
“What’s your name?” Luke blurted out.
“Okiye,” the boy said.
“What does that mean?”
“It means Help,” the boy said plainly. And with that the boy stood, and trotted into the woods to the east.
Luke looked at Jesiah. “Should we follow him?”
“No,” Jesiah said. “At least not without the others.”
Luke picked up the walkie-talkie and turned it on with only one minute to go on the watch before 17:00. Luke walked to the east edge of the camp just as the wild boy’s form disappeared into the woods. He wanted to run after the boy, but knew it wasn’t the right decision. He returned to Jesiah, who was now moving their supplies close to the shelter by the fire.
The radio cracked and Luke heard Andy’s deep voice. “Canoe Two, this is East Hiker Three, come in. Over.”
Luke pushed the PTT. “East Hiker Three, canoe two is now at campground six. Over.”
“Understand Canoe two is at campground six. Stand by. Over.”
Luke waited a moment, knowing that Andy, Jarod, and Kyle were looking at their map. He was just getting ready to put the radio down when it cracked again.
“East Hiker Three is thirty minutes from your position. Over.”
“Canoe Two clear. Over and out,” Luke said. He looked at Jesiah.
“The boy said he got Mr. Swank’s knife a long time ago. But Swank didn’t get here till a few weeks ago, and his wife said he hasn’t been here since he was a camper. Did you get the feeling he meant when Mr. Swank was a boy?“
“Yeah,” Jesiah said. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”
Luke looked into the woods where the boy had gone. “He’s not a ghost. Could he be an angel?”
“It makes sense,” Jesiah slowly nodded.
Luke nodded. “Did you hear what the boy called God? The Great Creator.”
“Yeah,” Jesiah said. “I’ve heard my dad call God that before. I always wondered why my dad said it like that.”
“My dad has too,” Luke said.
Jesiah shrugged. “Well, both of our dads went to camp here. Maybe they both heard it here?”
Luke held up his hands. “Jesiah, have you ever seen a picture of your dad when he was a boy here at Camp Osihapi?”
Jesiah shrugged. “Sure, there’s a really old picture of him standing behind that old sign down at the lake. He was with some other boys.”
“How many other boys?”
“Jesiah thought for a moment. Four, I think.”
“Was your dad smiling, and kind of leaning on another one of the boys, and that boy was kind of leaning on him?”
Jesiah nodded quickly. “Yeah, now that you mention it. Dad said it was his best friend.”
Luke nodded. “That was my dad. The same picture is in his office. He said your dad was the best friend he ever had. Don’t you get it? Our dads must have been called the Whiskey Twins.”
Jesiah looked skeptical. “But when they met in the parking lot, they shook hands like they’d never met before.”
Luke grinned. “They were just keeping it from us, so we wouldn’t think they were pushing us on each other. My dad was acting weird. What about your dad?”
“Yeah, he was! So you think they were just trying to let us be friends on our own, with no pressure?”
Luke shrugged. “More than just that. I think they wanted us to have the same experience they did.”
Jesiah grinned. “The last few days I’ve been thinking about that picture in my dad’s office, and what he said about his friend. I’ve never had a really close friend, but now I feel like you are. Sometimes I think about us as being like my dad and your dad in that picture. We must also look a lot like them. That’d be another reason people look at us and mention the Whiskey Twins.”
“I think we just solved a mystery,” Luke said.
“But what about the others? Andy, Jarod, and Kyle. Do you think their dads were the other boys in the picture? Maybe all five of us are sons of the boys in that picture.”
“I don’t know,” Luke said. “That’d be tough. Andy said his dad went here, but we don’t know when. I don’t know about Jarod’s dad or Kyle’s dad. We can ask if they went here, but let’s keep this to ourselves for now.”
“We need to ask Mr. Greenwood, too,” Jesiah said. “He also knew about the “Whiskey Twin” thing. He’s bound to know more.”





Chapter 30
Good Stew, Good Talk




Luke worked on the fire, finding plenty of standing dead wood close by to coax the coals back to flame. Jesiah put the dutch oven on the tripod chain and adjusted it to where it would be above the flames.
Luke heard the others coming through the woods before he could see them. The fire was now burning well, though he was cautious to make sure there wasn’t much smoke. He adjusted the dutch oven’s height on the chain, and Jesiah used the wooden spoon to stir it.
Andy, Jarod, and Kyle came into the camp laughing, and each went and smelled the stew after pulling their back-packs off. Then they arranged their sleeping bags in the shelter.
Luke liked the looks of the shelter, a heavy wooden framework about ten foot by ten foot with a single slope roof on top to keep the rain out. The roof itself was old barn tin, but seemed to be in good shape and covered a larger area than the size of the floor. The wood of the structure had recently been painted a brown color.
The floor was about two feet off the ground, making it open enough to keep varmints from nesting under it. There were no walls, but rolled up screen netting could be untied and lowered to the floor in order to keep the mosquitoes out while sleeping. Luke liked that feature.
Luke waited until the others had stowed their gear before telling them the news.
“The wild boy was waiting for us here. His name is Okiye. It means “Help.”
“I wish he would’ve stayed,” Kyle said looking around.
Jesiah shrugged. “He was only here for a few minutes. We told him about the cigarette smoke we smelled from across the lake on the way here. He said there were some men he didn’t like over there. When we told him about the lost boy, he just took off, but first he told us about Mr. Swank.”
“What about Mr. Swank?” Andy said as they walked toward the lake.
Jesiah spoke slowly. “He told us that a long time ago Mr. Swank accidentally broke Okiye’s flint knife, then gave him his own knife in exchange. He promised to bring Okiye a new knife of his own, but he never did. Okiye said Mr. Swank lost faith in the Great Creator, and that his heart became hard, so he couldn't let Swank see him.”
Luke interrupted. “He did admit that Mr. Swank was getting better.”
“Yeah, that’s true,” Jesiah said.
Jarod shook his head. “But Mr. Swank’s wife said that he was only here one summer, and only recently came back as a counselor. So when was it that he gave him a knife?”
“When Swank was a camper.” Jesiah said.
Jarod shook his head. “So you’re saying the boy has been our age for that long?”
“Or forever,” Jesiah said. “We think he’s an angel.”
This comment caused Andy, Jarod, and Kyle to look at Jesiah and pause.
Andy shook his head. “Are you sure?”
“He’s got to be,” Luke said. “There are no ghosts. Only angels and demons.”
“And he’s not a demon,” Jesiah said.
“Then he’s an angel,” Jarod said, looking out over the water. “Is that possible?”
“Absolutely,” Jesiah said. “My dad studied angels a lot. He showed me a lot of scriptures about them. One said many people have entertained angels without knowing it. I think Okiye is why my dad studies angels and likes to talk about them. I think my dad met Okiye.”
“So we spent time with an angel,” Jarod said. “What was his name again?”
Luke pointed to the shelter. “I wrote it on the slate nailed to that post. I don’t know how to spell it, so I just wrote it like it sounds.”
“Okiye” Jarod said slowly as he read the name.
Luke shook his head. “No. He pronounced it OH-KIE-YEA, with the accent on the middle syllable, and KIE rhymes with pie.”
Andy repeated the name twice. “Hey, my shirt and shorts are soaked. I’ve been sweating in them all day. I’m gonna to rinse ‘em out and take a quick swim.”
Luke nodded. He stirred the Dutch oven one more time and pulled the chain up so that it was a little higher and wouldn’t burn. He wanted a swim as well. After riding on the water all day, he wanted to get in it.
The five swam quietly, keeping a small peninsula of land between them and the area down the lake where the cigarette smoke had come from. The camp had a clothes line, and they hung their shorts and t-shirts up after washing and wringing them out. By then shadows were getting longer.
The stew was hot, and Luke spooned some into each of their camp bowls from their backpacks. Kyle prayed.
“Great Creator, please watch over the lost boy tonight, and help us or someone else to find him. Thank you for sending us…um…”
“Okiye,” Luke whispered.
“Okiye. Thanks for sending us Okiye, because he has helped us. Help Mr. Swank regain faith in you so he can meet Okiye again. Amen.”
Everyone said amen, and they began eating. Luke and Jesiah exchanged stories about the canoe trip, then Andy, Jarod, and Kyle talked about the trail they had hiked. Since their only clothes were all hanging on the clothesline, each of the boys stood over the fire and took a “smoke bath” to keep the mosquitoes from feasting on their bare skin.
“When do you think Okiye will be back,” Jarod said as he stared up at the sky.
“Who knows,” Andy said.
Kyle threw up his hands. “Shouldn’t we try and follow him?”
“It's completely dark.” Andy said. “We won’t be able to find him, we’ll make too much noise, and we won’t get any rest. If Okiye is wanting our help, we need to get rest and have all of our gear squared away and ready to go.”
“That makes sense,” Jesiah said. “After we’re through eating we should get everything ready to move out for when he does get back — whether it’s tonight, or in the morning.”
Everyone had seconds from the stew pot. Luke wasn’t hungry anymore, but he decided to eat another helping anyway.
“You got a whole bowl for seconds?” Andy said to him. “You must really be hungry.”
“I’m not hungry,” Luke said. “I’m just trying to eat more.”
“Why?”
Luke shrugged. “It’s embarrassing. My dad says a boy has to have a certain amount of body fat in order to go through puberty, and I’m too skinny. I’ve been trying to eat a few extra bites at each meal so I can gain a little. He said he was the same way as a kid.”
“My Dad tells me the same thing,” Jesiah said. “I guess that’s why neither of us are really very far along into puberty. We’re just too skinny.”
“Tell me about it,” Luke said. “My voice isn’t doing anything but cracking sometimes, and I don’t have much hair. Jarod and Andy have deep voices, big muscles, and lots of hair.”
Kyle laughed. “I’m kind of in the middle, but your dad’s right. I did gain a little weight just before I started puberty. I’ve kind of burned it all off now. My voice has started changing pretty well, and I have hair.”
Andy chimed in. “Me and Jarod are a year older, y’know. I thought being older looking and having hair would make it more embarrassing to shower with guys here. Believe it or not, most of this just happened to me in the last six months. I’m not even used to it myself. I was terrified that guys here would stare at me or laugh.”
Jarod suddenly spoke up. “It’s happening again. I mean seriously, how many other guys our age talk about this stuff without talking like it’s dirty. We’re talking about puberty! We’d get laughed off the planet if we talked about how far along we were in puberty at school, but here it just seems normal.”
Kyle nodded. “Yeah. Life here is different from what we’re used to. I mean, Jesiah and Luke talked about circumcision the very first day when we washed in the lake. Because of that I know what it is. I’d noticed they looked different, and the wild boy’s looked different too. Back in the world I would’ve just kept wondering why they looked different. I would never have asked in a million years.”
“Me too,” Jarod said. “That’s my point. Since then we’ve been able to talk about ourselves. We’ve even seen each others’ morning erections, and without anyone bringing up dirty jokes or talking like it’s nasty.”
Kyle looked a little sheepish. “I didn’t speak up when you did, but I didn’t know that all guys have erections when they wake up, either. I thought it was just me, and something was wrong.”
Andy chuckled. “Here’s a new rule for us. The past week we’ve learned stuff by accident, just from listening to each other being honest. So we need to do more of that. Every day, each of us will try to tell an embarrassing story about ourselves and growing up.”
The boys all agreed. Kyle helped Luke get the stew pot off the chain hook and they carried it to the water’s edge.
“Last call for more stew,” Luke said. “I hate to waste food.”
No one spoke, so Luke emptied the pot into the lake. The fish immediately started coming in and roiling the water. Luke scrubbed the pot with sand and small pebbles from the lake. The other boys worked on washing all of their bowls and spoons.
“Uh…If we’re supposed to tell an embarrassing story, I have one.” Jarod said.





Chapter 31
Jarod Bares His Secret




Luke was shocked that Jarod, who hardly spoke, was going to tell a story even after talking a little bit earlier.
“Go ahead, brother,” Andy said.
Jarod looked scared, as if he didn’t want to continue, but slowly he found his voice.
“I don’t really have a dad. He died when I was seven. I lie sometimes and say I have a dad. I’ve been lying to you guys about it.”
The boys all reached out to give Jarod a hand on his shoulder for a moment, then continued their washing. Jarod continued.
“It’s my uncle I spend time with. He’s the one who got me into this camp. I don’t really relate very well to other guys. I don’t make friends very easily. My uncle felt sorry for me, I think. He started taking me to the gym with him to work out twice a week, wanting to get me more comfortable with myself.
I was terrified the first time I went. Working out was great, but after we worked out, we went to the showers, and I freaked out. There were all of these older guys there, the same ones we’d been lifting weights with. Suddenly they were naked, but still talking like everything was normal. I took a real fast shower and got dressed while I was still soaking wet the first time. I didn’t even dry off.”
The rest of the boys laughed and interjected some consoling comments, then Jarod continued.
“After a couple more visits I got a little more used to it. We started just rinsing off in the shower, then going to the sauna for a while before showering off. Most of the guys there were naked and just sat on their towels, but some wrapped up in them. I definitely wrapped up in mine.
They were mostly older guys like my uncle in the locker room, but there were teenagers there sometimes too. My uncle’s friend was a track coach, and he also coached PE. It took me a while to realize he taught at my school, but it was no big deal by then. After a while I started just sitting on my towel in the sauna like the men did.
Most of the teenagers that came into the locker room had a lot of trouble changing in front of others. None of them took a shower. I wanted to help, so I started talking to them, trying to create a normal situation. The funny thing is, I’m too shy to strike up a conversation with a kid my age at school, but there in the locker room I made myself talk to them just like normal while I was getting undressed or dressing.
It freaked a few of them out a little, but it helped most of them, and a few even started showering and using the sauna with my uncle and coach Travis. Some of those guys went to my school, but I’m so shy I didn’t realize it until they said hi in the halls. I guess I didn’t really look at people.
“It’s great that you wanted to help someone that much,” Jesiah said.
“Thanks. Anyway, coach Travis and my uncle could see what I was doing trying to help other boys. I finally admitted to them that I had taken band — which I was terrible at — just so I could get out of showering in PE class or track, which I’d really wanted to take. I listened to Coach Travis tell my uncle that his PE class in the third hour didn’t have a single kid who would shower. They just put a lot of cologne on and went to the next class smelling bad.
“Been there, done that,” Andy said.
“Right. So I told my uncle and the coach I wanted to drop my third hour band class and take PE. They both thought it was a bad idea, and that I’d just get laughed out of the school gym if I tried to shower. But slowly Mr. Travis came up with a plan, and shared it with me one day. So I quit the band, turned in my trumpet, and took PE and Track. Track is awesome.”
“What was his plan?” Kyle demanded.
“Wait for it!” Jarod said with a grin.
Andy busted out laughing. “For a guy who hardly ever talks, you’re good at telling stories. I’m on the edge of my…er…stump,” he said with a laugh.
Jarod continued. “So I went to gym class for PE the last nine weeks. The first day I suited up and we ran on the track field after playing some dodgeball. Coach Travis ignored me during the class like he didn’t know me. He just announced: “We have a new student in this class, his name is Jarod.” Coach Travis then told them class was over, and walked away like he was busy. So I followed all of the guys into the locker room. Everyone started changing into their street clothes. I took a deep breath, stripped off, and walked to the showers with my towel over my shoulder.”
Luke, Jesiah, Andy, and Kyle all roared with laughter before quickly quieting down after remembering Okiye’s warning to stay quiet.
“I’ll bet they freaked,” Andy said.
“It was definitely weird,” Jarod said. “The water took a while to warm up, but by the time I was in, the guys started poking their heads around the corner of the shower room opening. It seemed like every one of them must’ve looked. I could hear them talking, but I just showered and kept praying.
I turned the water off, and dried off just a little, so I could kind of keep drying off as I went back to my locker. They were all still there, just staring at me. I finished drying off at the locker. I finally looked back at some of them and said “What’s the matter?  Haven’t any of you guys ever seen a massive penis before?”
The Anchors all laughed at this.
“It was hilarious, Jarod said. My penis it isn’t very big to begin with, but after a cool shower and being scared, it was downright small. They all laughed like crazy. Then one of them told me we didn’t have to shower.
I just told them I stink after I sweat, and a girl I liked was in fourth hour with me. I also explained that I’d been showering at the gym with my uncle after I worked out. It freaked me out at first, but then I started realizing it made me stronger.
The guy looked at me like I was crazy and wanted to know what I meant by making me stronger.
They were all dressed by this time, and I just started dressing and explained that I didn’t really understand it myself. My uncle told me to do it as an experiment, and I found out that it made me tougher. I was able to push myself in other areas — like running, weight lifting, and camping out in the woods alone in the dark.
Anyway, then this other kid just blurted out that his own dad had been telling him to shower, and it’d make him stronger, and the other boys weaker. Everyone was looking at me, so I told them it does make you stronger, but it won’t make other guys weaker, it just makes them see how weak we all are when we let shame hold us back. Then another boy seemed angry, and said he was tough enough, and walked out.
Anyway, for the next two days it was just me that showered, then the kid who talked about his dad wanting him to shower started showering, and the same boy who before seemed angry started saying the other boy was only showering with me because he wanted to be my boyfriend.
That was awful. I lost it. I told him that everyone in the locker room can see by our limp willies that we aren’t turned on by taking a shower, and that he shouldn’t make fun of us just because we were doing what he was afraid to do. He was a bigger kid, and I thought he was going to lay into me. 
Coach Travis evidently overheard and walked through the locker room just then. The next day he transferred the angry boy and his two buddies to fifth hour PE. The next day the boy showered again when I did, but he looked really beat down. This time while we were in the shower three other boys came in and started showering. I later figured out they decided they could since the angry guy and his buddies were gone.
They all looked terrified, but I just started praying for strength. There was a broken shower head that someone had put a hose on to spray out the room with. I’d discovered earlier that it wiggled back and forth like crazy when you turned it on, so I turned it on with them in there, which caused them all to laugh, and two of them started sliding around. The first boy started looking like he wasn’t so beat down, and then as we were getting ready to get out, two more boys came in. So we stayed. Each time I was ready to get out, another kid would come in. We finally had to run out and get dressed really fast to get to our next class. 
The next day everyone in the class showered. We stayed in for a long time, and they had fun. Then it was the weekend, but come Monday, it was back to just me taking a shower alone. But each day more did, until by Friday all of them did again. It took about three weeks for them all to shower on Mondays. Then it just became really normal. Twice a new kid was put in our class, and both times they showered because we all were.”
“Wow, that took real balls,” Kyle said. “You helped some guys.”
“Thanks,” Jarod said. “The angry guy pretty much hates me now, but I did learn a lot. None of it would’ve worked if the coach hadn’t helped by getting rid of him. People are afraid of being made fun of, and when one guy makes fun of people for even doing the right thing, it can mess everything up.”
Everyone agreed, and realized that without an adult like the coach helping, it would’ve probably failed.
Andy stood. “We’ve missed taps, but we need to pray, get our gear stowed, and hit the sack.”
Jesiah said prayer, mostly asking for the safety of the lost boy. The boys stowed their bowls in their backpacks and got them organized so they’d be able to put them together quickly in the morning after rolling up their sleeping bags. It was close to the top of the hour, so Luke turned his walkie-talkie on as they brushed their teeth, spitting into the latrine trench Kyle had dug.
At precisely 21:00 hours (or nine o’clock) Luke heard his radio crackle, and he reached for it as they all heard Mr. Swank’s voice.
“Swank to Camp Six Zero Five. How do you read and what is your situation? Over.”
“Camp Six Zero Five to Swank,” Luke said. “We read you loud and clear. We are ready to hit the rack. Over.”
The radio went to static, and though Luke tried again to reach Mr. Swank, they never made contact. Luke finally turned the radio off.
He was exhausted, and climbed into his sleeping bag ready to drift off. The others were in their bags quickly as well.
The boys untied the screening and let it unroll to the elevated floor, protecting them from the bugs in the night. Luke was worried that the wooden flooring of the hut would be too hard, but he immediately felt himself going to sleep.
“Something tells me tomorrow is going to be a big day,” Jesiah said.
Kyle spoke up. “That’s weird about the radio suddenly not working. Something must be wrong with Mr. Swank’s radio. Did anyone else notice that he was trying to talk real quietly?”
Jesiah rolled over. “Yeah. He was whispering. That’s what tells me tomorrow is going to be a big day.”








Chapter 32
A Fast Hike Around the Lake
	




The sound of birds singing caused Luke to open his eyes. He was at first unsure where he was, but  soon remembered the campsite and the shelter they were sleeping in.
He also really had to pee. Luke looked left and right, and saw that the other boys were all still sleeping. Not wanting to wake them, he slid out of his sleeping bag, pulling the screen up enough to slide under it head first. Due to the level of the floor of the shelter, he ended up on his hands and knees on the sandy ground and quickly stood up and trotted to their slit trench.
Another boy was there already. In his morning fuzz, Luke thought it was Jesiah at first, but then he realized it was Okiye.
“Hey,” Luke said, quickly getting to business. “When did you get here?”
“Last night,” Okiye said as he finished. “I got here after you guys went to bed. I slept longwise at your feet.”
“You’re an angel, aren’t you?” Luke blurted out.
Okiye simply nodded in reply and gave a slight smile. “I now know where the lost boy is.”
Luke finished, and followed Okiye. Luke also noticed the other boys were awake now, and crawling out of their sleeping bags. 
Jesiah spoke up. “You found the boy? So where is he?”
“He’s across the lake,” Okiye said. “Some men have him tied up. We have to help him.”
Okiye stopped by the shelter as the rest of the boys were climbing out and standing up. He just smiled and waited as they stretched and came to join him.
“You said you know where the lost boy is?” Andy said as he rubbed his eyes.
“Yes. He is on the other side of the lake. We can get there easily.”
Okiye bent down and started drawing in the sand.
Andy frowned. “But you said men have him tied up. We need to get word to Mr. Swank.”
Luke pointed to the watch on his wrist. “Top of the hour in twenty minutes.”
The boys all rolled up their sleeping bags and started putting their packs in order so they could move out. Okiye just continued drawing in the sand.
“We need a plan,” Andy said.
Luke nodded. “In ten minutes it will be the top of the hour. We can call Mr. Swank, and hopefully he’ll know how to get ahold of someone back at camp. They can call the sheriff.”
Okiye motioned them over, and the five looked down at the very skilled and intricate drawing of the lake he had made in the sand.
Okiye pointed to a spot on the opposite side of the lake.
“There are four bad men here. They have the boy tied up with them. These men are armed.”
“That’s where we smelled the cigarette smoke!” Jesiah and Luke said in perfect unison.
Okiye looked startled hearing the two of them speaking simultaneously. A sly grin crept onto his face.
“Whiskey Twins speak truth.” he said in a very over the top, stilted Hollywood old west Native American accent. The five laughed as Okiye burst into laughter himself.
“See, I do have a sense of humor,” he said as he motioned for all to laugh quieter.
The boys did quiet down and studied the map as Okiye continued.
“The lost boy stumbled on the place where the men were making drugs. That is why they tied him up. Their hearts are black. They plan to drown him. You must all continue to travel on land around the lake to this point here,” Okiye pointed with a stick. “There you must wait.”
“We can talk to Mr. Swank on the radio in a few minutes,” Luke said.
“Your radio won’t work,” Okiye said. “The bad men used a scanner and know what frequency you and the camp are using. They have a device that jams radio signals. Standing Bear will know this by now.
“Who’s Standing Bear?”
“Your Mr. Swank. He used to be Little Bear, but now he is called Standing Bear.”
Andy, ever the planner, started asking questions.
“Does Mr. S…Standing Bear know they’re armed?”
Okiye nodded his head. “Not to worry. Standing Bear is armed, and a very skilled warrior. He will be able to fight the men and protect you as well.”
“Shouldn’t we just run back to camp?”
“No,” Okiye said, stabbing his stick into a spot between the boys’ present campsite and the main camp. “Last night, two more men used a canoe and came across the lake and landed here at the campsite where they thought you were because of a fire I left burning there. They are headed this way on foot. They are armed, and would capture or kill you. The men want this territory for their own use. They do not want camp Osihapi reopened, and believe if boys drown here, the camp will close for good. People will not send their sons to a camp where boys have died. One of these two men can track, but not very well.”
Andy nodded. “You said they were armed. Pistols, shotguns, or rifles?”
Okiye looked at Andy. “That is the question of a leader and a warrior. One has a pistol and a shotgun, the other has a lever action rifle with a scope.”
Andy studied the sand map. “If they have a scoped rifle, trying to get around them with a canoe to get back to camp would be a bad idea. What if they come after us in their canoe instead of hiking?”
Okiye smiled. “It sunk.”
Andy laughed, then looked at the others. “Okiye’s plan to follow the trail on around the lake is the best idea. It’s where Mr. Swank is, and also where the lost boy is. Agreed?”
Each of the boys nodded.
Andy then turned to Okiye. “You said one of them could track, but poorly. Could we set up a false trail to keep them from following us, or at least slow them down?”
Luke suddenly realized that Andy didn’t just look more like a man than the other boys. Andy also had a very keen mind, and was thinking tactically, as Luke’s own father was always urging him to do.
Okiye looked at Andy. “A very good idea. There is a stream bed that is mostly rock fifty yards or so from this campsite. An old unused trail leads to it. I will cut through the trail again to the stream bed, then make it look as if you were all continuing upstream toward the road. If you boys can carefully walk on the lake trail without leaving tracks for the first quarter mile, it might work.”
Suddenly, Okiye looked west into the woods. “The men are less than an hour from us. Sink your canoe and go.” 
The boys put several large rocks in the canoe, then waded out and sunk it where the water was five feet deep.
The boys all grabbed a piece of hardtack from the sack and readied their backpacks. Each helped the other make sure they were able to travel without making any noise, and that nothing tied to their packs would clank against the aluminum frames. Luke was glad that their packs weren’t a bright color, and would blend in with the woods.
Luke noticed that Okiye had a new knife in a new sheath.
“Hey, where’d you get that knife? That isn’t the one you had last night!”
Okiye flashed a smile, and handed the knife to Jesiah.
“This one says “Okiye,” Jesiah said.
“It was a gift from Standing Bear, who has regained his faith in The Great Creator.”
And with that, Okiye reached for the knife and put it back into the sheath as he walked away. 
Soon his tomahawk could be heard crashing through the brush to the north.
“We’d better get moving,” Andy said.
The five hitched up their backpacks, and headed out, carefully walking over some downed branches to an area where they could tread on some rocks beside the trail. They were careful not to bend or break any branches, yet were able to move fairly quickly through the woods.
There was a hanging bridge over a small stream, and the boys were able to get onto it and across, then back to the side on rocks again without leaving any footprints. Several times they had to cross the path to get from stones on one one side to stones on the other. This required them to walk directly on the path, but Andy was able to use a branch to gently remove the footprints.
After a good distance, the boys decided it was time to move faster on the trail, and not worry about leaving footprints. They took a short break, each drinking some water. When they resumed their hike, it was at a much faster pace.
Luke’s legs burned, but he knew the others were pushing hard as well. Each boy took the lead, walked 100 paces, then stepped aside and let the others pass, taking his place at the rear of the column of five.
They also decided they would try to step in the footprints of the person in front of them when they did have to walk on ground that left footprints. That would make it much more difficult for someone tracking them to determine their numbers, and leave them suspicious someone might have left the trail.
Luke was surprised how much ground they were able to cover. No one complained, though it was obvious the group moved faster when Andy or Jarod were leading.
By noon, the five were all the way to the middle of the east, or inlet end of the lake. They stopped for a break, finishing their water. Each boy carefully snuck down to the inlet stream and filled the empty squeeze pouches of their Sawyer water filters, then retreated to let it filter as they rested. They were able to fill their canteens, and part of their water bottles. They filled the squeeze pouches one last time and let the water filter as they hiked.
During this stop they realized they had become a little dehydrated as they pushed through the morning. It was decided they would stop at any small stream or clear pool of water and fill up their squeeze pouches, keeping their canteens full.
Andy had to poop, and they found some high ground they could get to easily and dig a suitable hole.  After Andy pooped, Jarod did, then the others decided they needed to as well. After another hole was dug, they were all able to go and get it covered properly. They washed their hands with bath soap and lake water, again being careful not to be seen. Washing their hands took some time, but they were all remembering from their wilderness training that dysentery would put a guy out of commission in a hurry.
“I’m glad we had toilet paper,” Kyle said as they moved out again. Indeed, Luke was glad that they had each remembered to pack a bag of toilet paper in their backpacks.
“Next time,” Andy said. “The toilet paper goes up higher in the pack so we don’t have to dig to get to it.” That brought a chuckle from the guys. 
The sun moved on, now on their left shoulder as they turned the corner of the lake and walked west on the south shoreline. There was more small talk, mostly wondering where Okiye was, and how much further on that side of the lake they should travel before slowing down and being cautious.
The concern was that if they slowed down too much, the men behind them could get on their trail and catch up to them. If they moved too quickly forward, they could make too much noise. In the end, it was decided they would keep moving as quickly as they could, but should stop all talking other than very low voices.
Luke re-adjusted his back-pack straps, cinching up the waist strap to hold more weight, and loosening the shoulder straps to ease the weight on his shoulders.  They were moving fast, and yet each was able to see a lot of game tracks — mostly deer, raccoon, and opossum.
The hardtack was filling, and took a long time to eat, which gave them something to do. It also forced them to drink more water, which was a good thing. Dark clouds were coming in from the southwest, and Andy had taken several pauses to look at them. No one was surprised when it began raining.






Chapter 33
Into the Storm




“Let’s pack our clothes so they don’t get wet,” Kyle suggested.
It was agreed, and they all stowed their T-shirts and shorts inside their waterproof backpacks, but their shoes and socks brought up a discussion.
Andy stopped them.
“It looks like a lot more rain is coming. Our shoes are going to get soaked, not to mention caked with five pounds of mud.”
“The trail is smooth and clear,” Jesiah said. “Could we hike barefoot?”
They all agreed, and removed their shoes and socks and put them in their packs to stay dry. Walking barefoot was definitely better than walking with mud covered shoes. They discovered their feet did get mud on them, but not nearly the amount that normally covered shoes, and it seemed to come off easier as well.
The rain increased in intensity slowly at first, then faster. Finally it was like sheets of water falling on them. Kyle, now in the very back, started laughing, and couldn’t stop. Andy finally stopped the procession and looked back at him.
“What’s so funny?” He had to shout over the rain.
Kyle was grinning a huge grin. “You know how we’ve been stopping to pee every once in a while since we started drinking more water?”
“Yeah,” Andy said.
“Well, I really needed to pee,” Kyle said. “I was waiting for someone else to need to go, but I suddenly realized with this much water coming down out of the sky, I could just pee while I was walking. So I did. It was tough to relax enough to do it, but I finally just peed as I walked.”
The others, one by one started laughing as well. It was now raining harder than Luke had ever seen it rain in his life. He remembered one time his dad had been driving and had to pull off the road because it was raining so hard, but this seemed worse. The rain pelted them, and almost hurt as it hit their skin. The sound of it hitting the brim of Luke’s floppy hat was deafening.
Andy was the last to start laughing. “Okay. I guess we can pee while we walk.”
Jarod suddenly stopped. “Guys, look!”
Everyone looked back at the lake behind them to the east where the water came in. A giant swell of water was flowing into the lake. The water was visibly much higher than it had been when they were there just hours earlier. They watched in awe as the flow increased, a roaring sound accompanying the now white torrents of water gushing into the lake.
“It’s a flood,” Jesiah said.
“It is,” Andy said. “And the two bad guys Okiye warned us about are trying to cross around that end of the lake right about now.”
“That’s right,” Jarod said. “I’ll bet that trail is waist deep, and remember how on either side of it there was soft ground? That soft ground will be deep mud now!”
“Right,” Andy said. “I wouldn’t want to be in their shoes.”
Everyone laughed at the joke.
“I think we just got help from God,” Jesiah said.
They all agreed.
“What about Okiye, though,” Kyle asked.
“Don’t worry about him,” Jesiah said with confidence. “He’s probably the one that prayed for this rain.”
The Anchors moved out, staying on the trail. The rain finally started slowing down, and Luke was thankful. His head felt sore from the giant raindrops that had pelted the top of his hat — now plastered to his head. It rained for another hour, though not as hard. During the brief times they could see the lake from the trail, they could tell that it was much higher, with lots of green grass, leaves, and branches in the water.
A ray of sunshine came through the clouds, causing them all to look up. The rain went to a sprinkle, then finally stopped. The world was suddenly very quiet. The five looked at one another. Andy grinned.
“The next campsite is just ahead. We can take a break there.”
They moved on, the sun now shining more and more, warming their skin. They walked into the small clearing under some oak trees, all of them ready for a well deserved break. Luke’s shoulders ached, and he was exhausted. The five were all surprised to find Okiye calmly sitting on a log waiting for them.
The five boys dropped their packs and immediately surrounded Okiye. Questions came at him quickly and from every direction.
“Wait!” he said. “You must be quiet!”
The boys all stopped talking.
Okiye sighed. “Alright. Yes, I am an angel. I’m not a guardian angel like the ones that each of you have.”
“What?” Kyle said. “Do we have guardian angels?”
“Of course,” Okiye said. “The Bible teaches you that you each have an angel. Your angel can pray along with you, and pray for you.  They cannot help you if you are doing the wrong things. They can help you greatly if you are humble and pray to the Great Creator.”
“Why can’t we see our angels — like we’re seeing you?” Kyle asked.
“I am a different kind of angel,” Okiye said. “Your angels are just as real, and have names and faces. You just have to trust they are there, and that they care about what you are going through. You can’t see them, because they don't want to be known by you. If you knew them, it would be possible for you to fall into the trap of praying to them or worshiping them, which would destroy their presence, as well as your faith. It would be a terrible thing.”
“Is my angel here now?  What is his name?” Kyle blurted out.
“He is always near you,” Okiye said. “I cannot tell you his name.”
“But you know his name?”
Okiye looked down, but remained silent.
“I’m sorry,” Kyle said. “I just want to know more!”
Okiye shrugged and suddenly looked sad. “It’s okay. Everyone does it.”
“We won’t do it again,” Kyle said. “If there is something we should know, we’ll wait for you to tell us.”
Okiye looked even more dejected. He looked at Jesiah as if pleading for help.
Suddenly Luke realized that he could see the large rock Okiye was sitting in front of. Okiye’s body was slowly getting more and more transparent. The boy was literally disappearing before their very eyes.
Jesiah quickly stood. “Stop! We’re driving him away. We can’t expect anything from him that we should be asking God for. It’s the same as worshiping him. Okiye is just a help for a short period that the Creator needs him to work where a person can’t.”
Jesiah sat back down.
“Thank you,” Okiye said. “I almost had to go.”
“I get it,” Andy said. “If someone tries to look to you instead of God, or place a special significance to you, it destroys you in their lives, right?
Okiye nodded. “Yes. That is why I could not allow Standing Bear to see me for a time when he was still Little Bear. He was looking for me to restore his faith, and praying that I could. If people pray to me, my presence will cease to exist for them.”
Andy looked thoughtful. “We thank God that you are helping us to help the lost boy and Mr. Swank…er…Standing Bear.  We want to know how we can best please God.”
Okiye looked at Andy. “You do understand. The Great Creator wants you to know that the lost boy is very scared. He is tied up, wet, hungry, and cold. He gets very upset if people touch him. That is my purpose here. I am to comfort him, and then convince him to accept your help. I will stay with him through this night. 
The two men behind you will have to wait until morning when the water goes down to continue following you. They are still on the other side of the lake at the far end. They nearly drowned in the mud, and had to turn back."
Okiye continued. “Later in the morning, the bad men intend to kill the lost boy and let his body float across the lake to be found by the campers at Osihapi. Standing Bear will stop the men, and you will be able to help the boy and Standing Bear return to camp.”
“Won’t Standing Bear, be helping us all back to camp?” Andy said looking puzzled. “Hey! You’re telling us he’s going to be hurt?”
“It is possible,” Okiye said. “At first light you will move on. There is an overlook to the left side of the trail just before the next camp. From there you will be able to see what is happening, and you will know when you can help.”
Okiye stood. “I must go sit with the boy.”
Kyle stood. “I’m sorry about what I was asking before. I understand now. We thank God for the help.”
Okiye grinned and put his hand on Kyle’s shoulder for a moment then quickly left the camp.
Andy pulled his backpack around. “You heard him. We need to get rest. Tomorrow is going to be a tough day.”
The boys ate some of the jerky, and each had another piece of hard tack. They considered a fire so they could boil the eggs, but decided against it for fear the smell of smoke might reach the bad guy's camp site.  
There was another elevated platform in this campsite, complete with mosquito netting and a roof. Andy was firm on the point that someone had to be awake and on watch during the night. He used the wrist watches, and set out a plan. Each boy was to watch for an hour and a half. Jesiah was to take the first watch, then Luke, then Kyle, then Jarod, then Andy. That would get them through to five o’clock in the morning.
Luke was certain he would never be able to go to sleep in the first place, but he was asleep almost instantly.






Chapter 34
Into the Valley of The Shadow of Death



Luke woke when he was nudged by Jesiah. The night was cool, and the air still smelled of rain, though the sky was clear and every star shone brilliantly in the ink black sky. The moon was only about a quarter, so he couldn’t see very far down the trail either way even after he got to a vantage point.
The hour and a half of his watch seemed to take forever, but the time finally passed and he was able to wake Kyle and crawl back into his sleeping bag.
Before going back to sleep he took a moment to realize that being on watch was a normal thing a soldier would have to do. He silently said a prayer for any men on watch around the world during the rest of the night, and he said a prayer for the lost boy, and for Mr. Swank. His last thoughts before going to sleep were of the possibility that Mr. Swank could be injured the very next morning.
It was Jesiah again who woke Luke in the morning. Luke dressed as quickly as possible, then rolled up his sleeping bag and ground cloth and lashed them to his backpack frame.
All of them were nervous. Luke had dug the latrine trench the night before, and when he went to use the bathroom in the morning, it was far longer than it had been. Luke was able to go quickly, and again was thankful for having toilet paper. He dropped the used toilet paper into the trench and covered it and his leavings, digging more trench for anyone else needing it. He had to sneak carefully down to the lake to wash his hands as it was an almost open area.
The boys all topped off their water bottles and canteens with filtered lake water after drinking a good amount, then dressed, pulled their packs on and moved out, each working on a piece of hard tack as they went. They moved slowly in the darkness, but as light started filtering through the clouds they were able to move a little faster.
Luke figured they had only traveled about three quarters of a mile when they started up a rise and could hear men’s voices ahead. Andy motioned for the boys to huddle close so they could hear him without being heard.
“This must be the next camp up ahead,” Andy said. “I looked on the map last night, and this should be it. Okiye said we’re supposed to move through some brush and grass to the left of the trail and there’s a spot where we can look over their camp.”
The boys all nodded. They moved out, and started up the hill after Andy found a good place to leave the trail. There was indeed some brush and tall grass to navigate through. They all moved slower now, being careful not to make any noise.
The sound of mens’ voices was louder as they got close to the top of the ridge. An angry man was talking, but the boys couldn’t hear what was being said.
They dropped their packs at the crest of the hill, and continued on their hands and knees, dragging the packs behind them. The top of the ridge had some taller grass on it, and the boys were able to slowly push their way through the grass until they could see into the camp.
There were several broken down looking ATVs, a boat, and lots of trash and camp items. It was apparent the men had either been in the camp for a while, or were just not very clean campers.
There was a shelter in this camp as well, but the roof was damaged and looked rusted through in several places. Luke could make out at least five sleeping bags on it that looked to be wet. Three men were sitting around the fire area, though there wasn’t a fire. They looked dejected and angry. After a while a fourth man came out of the woods, hitching his pants up as he moved. Luke at first figured that the mens’ latrine area would be in that direction, but then he realized that such undisciplined campers probably just went anywhere they wanted to, rather than digging a trench.
Luke at first couldn’t see the lost boy, but a slight movement caught his eye beside a tree just past the men. Luke studied the area, and soon was able to make out the form of a boy, lying down in an odd position. The boy’s clothes were covered in the dark mud of the camp site, causing his form to blend in.
The men stood, and seemed to be arguing. Luke looked at them, and when his eyes returned to the form of the lost boy, he could clearly see Okiye there as well, holding a hand on the boy’s shoulder. Okiye looked back at the Anchor boys, and motioned behind him.
Luke looked several times, realizing that Okiye was telling him where Mr. Swank was, but couldn’t see anything. He kept looking from the men, to the lost boy and Okiye, then past. After twenty minutes of this, Luke was suddenly feeling like a clump of grass was in a slightly different position than it had been before.
He locked his eyes on the grass, and after a while, he was certain it had moved ever so slightly. When he looked down at Okiye the boy grinned back at him, and seemed to be speaking softly to the mud covered form of the lost boy.
When Luke looked back to the clump of grass, it was gone. Luke was sure it had been between two larger oak trees, but now it was completely missing from the landscape. The oak tree nearest to where the clump of grass had been was larger, and Luke focused on it for a while, yet could see no sign of movement.
The men in the camp were arguing angrily again, and this time the conversation was about the lost boy. As the men talked, they gestured toward the pitiful, wet, muddy form. Though Okiye was in plain sight, Luke knew the men couldn’t see the angel.
Luke looked closer at the men. One was holding a shotgun, and another had a rifle leaning against the tree next to him, but Luke couldn’t see it well. Both of the other two men had holsters on their belts, each with a large semi-automatic pistol. One of the men with a pistol had a lever action rifle, while the other had a bolt action scoped rifle.
The man with the lever action rifle stood again, pointing a finger at the other. This time his voice was louder, and Luke could clearly hear what he was saying.
“It’s time to drown that kid in the lake. When those two idiots get back, we’ll dump him in. He’ll drift with the wind right to their camp.”
Another of the men spoke up. “But Joe, he's retarded! He can’t even talk. If we let him go, how’s he gonna tell anyone in town about our operation?”
The first man seemed angry at having his leadership questioned.
“That don’t matter. He might know some kind of sign language. He can sink our business. He’s got to go.”
The man started walking away from the others, and toward the spot where the boy lay.
Suddenly a figure appeared from behind one of the larger oak trees. The figure was wearing camouflage and his face was covered in shades of green, tan, and charcoal. He had a rifle on a sling on his back, and was holding a large pistol.
“Nobody moves. Keep your hands where I can see them,” came the clear voice of Mr. Swank as he walked to position himself between the lost boy and the men.
The four men froze, though Luke could see that one of them was slowly moving closer to his rifle.
“Not a good idea,” Mr. Swank said, his pistol pointing at the ground between himself and the man. The men were all looking around, and it was clear they realized Mr. Swank was alone. Each of them started moving slowly away from one another.
Luke could tell that if the men were able to get behind trees with their weapons, Mr. Swank would be in a bad situation. It was one against four, and Luke knew from listening to his father that a pistol was no match for rifles and shotguns.
Luke caught a good look at Mr. Swank’s pistol. It was a 1911, and looked a lot like his own father’s.
Mr. Swank shouted another warning for the men to stop moving, but they each kept edging slowly away.
Suddenly the man with the shotgun swung it up towards Mr. Swank.
Mr. Swank fired twice in a split second. The man slumped back against a tree, but another man was reaching for his rifle. At the same time, both of the men with holstered pistols were trying to get them out.
Mr. Swank moved toward the men quickly, firing twice at each of the men as he was walking. One man went down hard after being hit, but the other man, obviously badly injured, was trying to crawl backwards.
The man with the rifle was now behind the tree, and Mr. Swank turned his attention toward him, firing once at the tree, causing bark to fly off the side as the bullet struck it.
Mr. Swank was still moving. He dropped the magazine out of the grip of the pistol and had another in its place in the blink of an eye. He fired again, slowly walking forward, each shot getting farther around the tree. As the man with the rifle moved around the tree to escape the onslaught of Mr. Swank’s fire, his leg was behind him enough that Mr. Swank saw it, and fired a shot that hit the man in the knee.
The man with the rifle screamed and fell back, swinging his rifle around as he did. Mr. Swank fired twice more and the man hit the ground with a thud, dropping the rifle. Luke noticed that the bullets had made a slapping sound as they hit the man.
Suddenly another shot was fired, this one from the man who was trying to crawl away. Mr. Swank took a full step back, but turned his attention toward the man on the ground. Mr. Swank moved sideways as he dropped the magazine and hit another one home. Mr. Swank fired four times quickly, and twice Luke heard the awful slapping sound. The man’s body went limp.
Mr. Swank was clearly wounded, walking unsteadily, yet still moving the 1911 between the different men on the ground. Luke reached back and grabbed his pack. He was over the crest of the hill and sliding down the grassy slope before he even thought out what he was planning to do.






Chapter 35
Stay Calm, Make a Plan




“Help the boy,” Mr. Swank said without looking at the Anchors as they all followed Luke down the hill. Mr. Swank began moving over to each of the men, checking them and pulling their weapons away from them. Luke could see that Mr. Swank was limping.
Okiye was still with the boy when Luke and the others got to them. The boy was slowly rolling back over, his eyes wide with terror. He was shivering, but his ragged breathing slowed as Okiye comforted him. Andy was trying to get someone to answer on the radio, but there was no reply to his call for help.
Okiye spoke softly to the boy, and pointed to each of the Anchors as he spoke. Luke recognized the language as the same one Okiye had used to speak to the baby deer they had rescued. The boy slowly looked at each of the Anchors as Okiye pointed to them. Something made him grin a little when Okiye pointed at Luke, then Jesiah.
“His name is Chris,” Okiye said in English.
The shivering boy wiped his eyes with his hands, but the mud on his face just smeared. Andy was already pulling the canteen off of his own pack and holding it out for the boy. “Here you go, Chris,” he offered.
The boy looked suspiciously at the canteen at first. Okiye spoke to him again in the strange tongue, and the boy finally reached out his hand. The cap was already off, and the boy sniffed the inside of the canteen carefully, looking at Andy as he did. He slowly raised the canteen to his lips. Tasting the clean, filtered water, the boy drank thirstily. He stopped only to breathe, and drank more than half of the canteen. The water spilled out of the sides of his mouth leaving clean streaks down his chin. The boy then held the canteen to his chest as if guarding it.
Okiye spoke to him again in the strange tongue, and the boy slowly returned the canteen to Andy, though he watched carefully as Andy put it back in the holder on the side of his backpack. Andy next pulled his own t-shirt off, and poured some of the canteen water on it. Andy pantomimed wiping his own face a bit, then handed the damp T-shirt to the boy. Okiye was still talking, and the boy slowly started wiping the mud off his face with Andy’s shirt. It was clear that the cool water seemed cold to the shivering boy.
Okiye spoke again in English to the Anchors. “Luke and Kyle need to help Standing Bear. The rest of you stay here with Chris and help him get clean and dry. He has been lying in the cold mud all night and is hypothermic.”
Luke turned to the scene behind him. Mr. Swank was trying to get out on the radio again. He had a grim look on his face, and was limping much worse. Luke walked to him and dropped his pack, retrieving the first aid kit from it. The man’s right pant leg was covered in blood, and Luke could see it was coming from a hole in his thigh.
Mr. Swank sat down on one of the tree trunks at the cold fire pit. Luke opened the small first aid kit. There were several bandages, each about three inches square, but nothing larger.
“Those bandages will work to start with,” Mr. Swank said as he stretched the leg out painfully and held them against the wound. “My kit has a battle dressing and some gauze to wrap it tight.”
Kyle started going through Mr. Swank’s small pack, taking things out and setting them on the tree trunk Mr. Swank was sitting on. He finally produced a small pack marked FIELD TRAUMA DRESSING, and handed it to Mr. Swank.
Luke noticed that one of the things Kyle had pulled out of the pack and set aside was a box of .45 ACP ammunition. Luke remembered that Mr. Swank had dropped several magazines on the ground during the battle. Luke quickly jumped up and retrieved them. He opened the box of ammunition and quickly began feeding the .45 rounds into the magazines.
Luke then went to Mr. Swank’s side, and pulled the pistol from the man’s holster. He pressed the magazine release on the 1911, letting the magazine fall into his hand before pushing in one of the full ones. He then re-holstered the pistol, refilled that magazine and put it with the other in the pouch on Mr. Swank’s left side.
Mr. Swank stopped working on the battle dressing and looked at Luke as he worked.
“Thank you,” he said. “I wanted to reload as much as I wanted to get patched up. You know your way around a pistol?”
“Yes,” Luke said. “That’s a 1911. It’s a lot like my dad’s.”
Luke helped Kyle cut Mr. Swank’s pant leg above the wound, then pulled it off quickly as Mr. Swank lifted the bandages. Once the leg was bare, Luke could see that blood was flowing from the wound freely.
“Don’t worry,” Mr. Swank said. “It isn’t bleeding that fast, and it missed the bone. If we get the battle dressing on it and plenty of pressure, it’ll stop. I just have to stay alert in case those two other men come back.”
Luke helped Kyle roll the gauze around the leg, having to adjust it a little tighter until Mr. Swank was satisfied.
Andy, Jarod, and Jesiah were soon beside them, with Chris — the lost boy — between them.
Luke was surprised Chris was calm, but was glad of it. The boy was now wearing a set of clean clothes, and Jesiah was naked. Chris was still shivering in the cool morning breeze due to having been so cold and wet during the night, but he seemed pleased with the dry clothes.
So now Andy was shirtless after using his own shirt to clean the boy’s face, and Jesiah was naked.
“Do you want my shorts or t-shirt?” Luke asked Jesiah.
“No,” Jesiah said. “I’m fine. Let’s just work out a plan and get Mr. Swank back to camp so we can get him to a hospital. We can’t reach anyone on the radio.”
Andy nodded. “I looked around. We have an aluminum jon boat, but the motor is all taken apart and doesn’t look like it can be fixed quickly. If we can find oars, we can get him and the boy back fairly easily. The whole east end of the lake is still flooded, so I don’t think we can walk out that way, and besides, those other two men are coming from that direction.”
Luke remembered his trip in the canoe with Jesiah.
“Hey, there’s a good wind still from the south like yesterday,” he offered. “It was trying to push us into the north shore all day. We had to keep paddling out to keep in the middle of the lake. That jon boat will catch a lot more wind than a canoe. We can take turns in the water pulling the boat.”
“I don’t know,” Andy said.
“Luke is right,” Mr. Swank said. “It’s the best way to get us out of here and out of rifle range. Get the useless motor off the back of that boat, and get it in the water.”
Suddenly Okiye trotted up.
“It is good to see you still breathing, Standing Bear,” he said with a slight smile.
“It's not bad,” Mr. Swank said.
Okiye motioned to the east.
“You all must move quickly. The two are making their way around the east end of the lake now. They are maybe an hour away at the most.”
“Right,” Mr. Swank said. “The radios are still jammed, and I wasn’t able to figure out where their jamming equipment was. We need to follow Luke's plan. Let’s get that boat seaworthy, gentlemen.”
The boys all ran to the boat, further inland on a small trailer behind a broken down four wheeler. The motor was held to the back with screw clamps, and the boys were able to get them loosened and the motor off the back fairly quickly. They undid the ratchet straps, throwing them in the boat, and found a light rope as well. They threw most of the contents of the boat out on the ground. Once the boat was off the small trailer, it slid easily on the sandy ground, and the boys were able to quickly pull it to the edge of the water.
“Luke!” Mr. Swank said.
“Yes, Sir,” Luke said as he trotted over to Mr. Swank.
“Gather all of their weapons and get them in the boat. Make sure all chambers are empty.”
Luke nodded, and Jesiah helped him. Jesiah looked confused at the lever action .30-30. Each time he worked the action, another round fed out of the tubular magazine. Luke showed Jesiah how to hold the feed gate open, then open the action, which left the chamber empty yet the tubular magazine still with rounds in it. Luke quickly fed the dropped shells back into the tube magazine.
Collecting the weapons made it almost impossible not to see the dead men, though thankfully Mr. Swank had turned each of the men face down. There was a lot of blood around their bodies, and the fact that they did not move, or breathe, unnerved Luke.
The two got all of the pistols, rifles, and the shotgun in the boat while the other boys were helping Mr. Swank walk to the craft. Andy and Jarod then grabbed all of their backpacks and pulled them to the boat, using them for fillers between the benches in the boat so Mr. Swank could lie down.
“I didn’t want to leave our backpacks anyway,” Andy said.
Luke stripped, and pulled one of the longer tie down straps out of the boat and tied a loop in it. Kyle did the same on the other side. Jesiah used the rope, which was longer than the straps even after cutting it in half and tying a loop in it.
Chris, the lost boy was on the shore and getting more agitated. It was clear that he didn’t like the idea of getting into the boat. Each of the boys tried to convince him to climb in, but he just kept shaking his head. Andy motioned to Jarod, and it was clear the two were thinking of grabbing the boy and forcing him into the boat.
Okiye trotted up again. He spoke to the boy in the same foreign tongue he had used to talk to him before. The boy at first shook his head, but then after a few more words from Okiye, he climbed into the boat.
Okiye next put his hand on Mr. Swank’s shoulder, and spoke in the language again. Mr. Swank grinned, and nodded. Finally Okiye turned to Kyle, and faced him directly, blocking his path to the water and the boat. Okiye slowly and deliberately put his hand on Kyle’s chest with his fingers on his shoulder. Kyle looked a bit confused and tried to speak, but Okiye silenced him.
Again Okiye spoke in the tongue. Luke couldn’t imagine what was being said, but Kyle nodded as if he understood.
Kyle quickly put his own hand on Okiye’s shoulder before moving to help pull the jon boat out.
“What’d he say?” Andy asked.
Kyle gave Andy an odd look. “You heard him just like I did. There’s another touch that needed to be given, and he couldn’t give it. He said I had to do it.”
Luke and Jesiah pulled on their straps and rope, and were soon joined by Jarod and Kyle on the other two. Andy pushed from behind, and the boat was quickly out of the mud on the shore, and into the water.
Andy, being the tallest, was able to push the boat out almost 25 feet before losing contact with the sandy bottom. Luke looked at Jesiah, and the two began swimming, settling into a steady side stroke, each with the loop of rope around their shoulders.  Kyle and Jarod were quickly swimming as well. They discovered that they had to swim in unison, with Jesiah calling cadence. Andy then jumped into the boat, and found another length of old rope to tie onto the front.
“Wait,” Jesiah said. “We’ll each need a break, and you can take over for the person taking a break. Besides, someone has to stay in the boat.”
Luke knew he should pace himself as he pulled in the water, and he could tell the others were trying to keep from overexerting themselves as well. It was going to be a long swim across the lake diagonally, but he was certain that they were moving at a good pace. As they got further from shore, there was more breeze, pushing them across the lake towards the camp. After 10 minutes, Andy relieved Kyle, who took his turn in the boat. Andy looked at Kyle and motioned toward Mr. Swank.
“Aren’t you supposed to touch Mr. Swank?”
Kyle looked at Andy with a calm expression.
“No. It isn’t for him,” Kyle said.
“What’s up with that?” Luke asked Jesiah.
“I don’t know,” Jesiah said as he swam. “I guess we’ll find out when we’re supposed to.”
Luke was next to get a break, and drank some water from his canteen. The lost boy looked terrified to be in the boat, but forced a smile at Luke.
Luke relieved Jesiah, and was happy to be back in the water. It felt like the wind was blowing harder than it had the day before. Luke heard Jesiah let out a grunted “Uh oh.”
Luke knew what that meant. The two men who had been chasing them had finally reached the camp, and evidently Jesiah was seeing them.






Chapter 36
Distance is Your Friend





Suddenly there was a loud crack over their heads.
“That was really loud,” Kyle said. “Was that a firecracker over our heads?”
“No, we're being shot at,” Luke said as he recognized the supersonic crack of a bullet over their heads. He had worked with his dad at the gun range some, and was used to the crack of bullets from working targets in the dugout.
Jesiah, in the boat, was helping Mr. Swank turn over onto his stomach. Luke urged Kyle, Jarod, and Andy to keep moving until Mr. Swank was ready to fire.
Several strokes later, Jesiah called out for them to stop. Luke and the other boys stopped as another crack sounded overhead. Soon after another round hit the water just to the side of Luke. The boys crowded to the midline of the front of the boat.
Luke shook his head. “Don’t try to hide behind the boat, They’re aiming for it, and rifle rounds will go right through it. Spread out!” Luke said.
Mr. Swank fired his bolt action rifle three times in perhaps ten seconds. Luke was now beside the boat, with a good view of the  men kneeling on the shore line. One of the men slowly slumped over after Mr. Swank fired the second shot. The other man quickly jumped up and stumbled back into the timber after the third, who was doubled over as he ran. Mr. Swank fired another two times into the timber and then shouted to the boys.
“Let’s get moving again,” he said.
Luke pulled hard and the others did as well. Soon the boat was moving again. Jesiah called out. “We’re almost to the halfway point.”
Jesiah called time and switched with Jarod, giving him a break. The wind seemed to pick up some more, and the boat seemed even easier to pull.
“What’s going on?” Luke asked. “The boat’s moving faster.”
Jesiah laughed. “It’s that kid, Chris, and Jarod,” he said pointing back on his side of the boat.
Luke looked back to see two of the large fishing poles standing upright and wedged in somehow. Between the two poles were three of the boys' shirts, like a sail. Chris was also using the folding shovel from Andy’s backpack as an oar.
Jarod, also in the boat, was trying to find a way to make another oar, though there was little to deal with. Luke could see him working. Soon, he had the backpack off of the aluminum frame, and was wrapping the remaining duct tape around the bottom to make another oar. He soon was able to row with it after a bit.
“That’s all of the duct tape,” Jarod said.
Andy shouted to the others. “Luke and Jesiah! You two are the best long distance swimmers. You two go on ahead and get help coming so it’ll be there when we get Mr. Swank to shore.”
Luke looked at Jesiah, realizing that the boat was moving fairly quickly on its own due to the rowing and the higher wind.
Jesiah flipped his tie down strap up and into the boat. Luke did the same, and the two started off. Being free of the boat made it seem like they were flying through the water. The same waves that were pushing the boat in the direction of the camp were also pushing them. Luke again had to pace himself, and the two settled into a good rhythm.
The two were soon a hundred yards away from the boat, and the distance grew quickly. Luke felt a burning in his arms, but knew he could keep up the pace until they reached shore. He looked ahead only to make sure he was on course as they continued on.








Chapter 37
Free Swim




The next time Luke switched sides of his sidestroke, he looked forward and could see in the distance a group of boys on the beach in the tan camp T-shirts and shorts. He wondered why no one was rowing out to help them, but then realized that they were all just new campers, and had no idea there was a medical emergency. He considered trying to shout, but had to think about what to say. He finally arrived at a simple sounding command.
“HELP!”
Luke went back to swimming, having to push hard to catch back up to Jesiah. When he looked forward again, it appeared some of the boys had gone, though he couldn’t be sure if they were going to get Mr. Steel.
“Your turn,” Luke said to Jesiah.
Jesiah turned and shouted. “HELP!” 
It did seem louder to Luke, and he knew the wind would help carry the shout to the new campers. The two kept on. Each was pushing harder now, the nearing shore giving them more encouragement.
The next time Luke looked forward he could see two men running toward the water with a canoe. It was Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson.
Luke stopped in the water and cupped his hands around his mouth.
“Need five oars. Swank injured! Ambulance!”
Luke continued swimming, this time not able to catch up to Jesiah, now farther ahead. He could see Steel and Larson grabbing oars, and returning to the canoe and shoving off. As Luke and Jesiah swam, the canoe grew closer quickly. A dozen yards out, Mr. Steel called out.
“Do you boys need help?” he asked.
“NO!” Jesiah shouted. “Go on to the boat. Mr. Swank is shot in the leg. He’s bleeding!”
Mr. Steel got a determined look on his face, and he and Mr. Larson set to the oars, pulling hard toward the jon boat. Luke kept swimming, now only fifty yards from shore.
Luke caught up with Jesiah, and they reached shallow water at the same time. The two slogged up to the shore and out of the water as they reached the beach. They moved a little off of the sandy beach to the grass where Luke saw Mr. Greenwood and all of the  new campers. A man they didn’t know was following Mr. Greenwood, and had a large camera on a strap around his neck.
“Give ‘em space, boys,” Mr. Greenwood said to the new campers as he moved toward Luke and Jesiah.
They were both out of breath. “Ambulance and sheriff,” they said simultaneously.
“Both are on the way,” Mr. Greenwood said. “Where is he shot?”
Luke and Jesiah both pointed with their index fingers to their naked thighs.
Mr. Greenwood addressed the new campers. “That’s why we call these two the Whiskey Twins,” which got a nervous laugh from the group.
“Did it go in the center of the leg, the outside, or the inside.”
Luke and Jesiah both made sure their fingers were just to the outside of the centerline of the leg.
“Pistol, rifle, or shotgun,” Mr. Greenwood asked.
“Pistol,” Luke and Jesiah said simultaneously.
It was only then that Luke realized that Mr. Greenwood was wearing a pistol himself, also a 1911. The man was also carrying a large first aid pack.
“Do you know the location of the bad guys?”
Luke and Jesiah both pointed.
“All of them are dead but one,” Luke said. “He was over in camp nine when we last saw him. He might be wounded.”
Jesiah coughed. “We’re worried about Mr. Swank. Where’s Mrs. Swank?”
“Her and Alex should be here soon,” Mr. Greenwood said as he led the boys over to one of the boulders, where they could lean against them. “Don’t worry about Little Bear. He’s as tough as nails.”
“Okiye says his name is Standing Bear now,” Luke said as he tried to grin.
“That makes sense,” Mr. Greenwood nodded with a smile. He instructed some of the new campers to get the boys some water and sandwiches from the great hall. Three of the boys raced away with a purpose.
Men were running down the hill toward them. Most of them were armed, and looked out at the approaching jon boat, but the man with the large camera was staring at Luke and Jesiah.
“Are you two alright?” he asked. Luke just nodded, still breathing hard.
Luke could hear sirens approaching. The new campers were still staring at them. One of the boys finally spoke up.
“Where are your clothes?”
Jesiah and Luke were both recovered enough now that they were standing taller. Luke looked at the boy.
“Jesiah here gave the lost boy his own T-shirt and shorts because he was cold and wet all night.”
“Well, what about your clothes?”
Luke shrugged. “When Jesiah gave up his clothes, I took mine off. So did the other guys. Our rule is to never clothe ourselves more than the least of these. Besides, we had to swim here pulling the boat. We can swim better without shorts.”
Another boy spoke up. “Did you guys really swim all the way across the lake?”
Luke gave a slight smile. “More than half of the way we were pulling that boat.”
“No one can swim that far,” another boy said. “You were really riding in the boat most of the way, right?”
Luke just looked at the boy for a moment, but said nothing.
Jesiah spoke up. “To be honest we did each get a five minute break in the boat.”
Several of the assistant counselors arrived after running down from the Great Hall. They had a large cooler of water and some sandwiches. All of them tried to give Luke and Jesiah sandwiches and water, but they refused.
“Aren’t you hungry and thirsty?”
“Yeah, I’m starved,” Jesiah said. “But the other guys can’t eat or drink yet.”
Luke looked back out to the jon boat. Now Jarod, Andy, and Kyle were up in the boat, using the real oars, while Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson pulled hard in the canoe tied to the front. They were moving much faster.
“So let me get this straight,” the tall man with the camera said. “One of you had to give your clothes to the lost boy who was cold and wet, so the rest of you pulled your clothes off as well? And you’re hungry and thirsty but won’t eat because your friends can’t eat or drink yet?”
Luke nodded. “Yeah. Like I said. Never clothe yourself more than the least of these.”
“So you boys are willing to shed your clothes and go hungry and thirsty to be in solidarity with your brothers?”
“Something like that,” Luke said.
“Doesn’t it bother you not to have clothes on?” a boy asked.
Luke laughed. “A week ago when we got here it would have embarrassed us to death, but a friend here helped us get over it.”
“But you’re totally naked,” the boy said as if Luke somehow didn’t fully understand the situation.
“We’re not naked,” Jesiah said. “We’re wearing humility. It makes us tougher. Like Luke said. Our brothers out there are tired, hungry, hurting, and naked. We’re not going to let them hit this beach in front of this crowd and be the only ones without clothes.”
The boy shook his head. “Wow. My dad said this camp would make me tougher. I don’t think I could do that, though. You guys must have been here for months.”
“No. Today makes one week,” Jesiah said. “Don’t worry. We haven’t learned anything you can’t learn if you want to.”
Luke heard a younger voice yell, and saw Alex running down the hill. Alex ran straight to Luke and Jesiah, using them to stop his forward momentum.
“Dad!?” he asked, hugging the two and crying.
“He’s good,” Luke said. “He took a pistol round to the leg, but he’s okay. We got the bleeding stopped. He’s in that boat and’ll be here in a minute. He needs to see you brave and smiling, not crying,” Luke said.
Alex began pulling his clothes off, wanting to swim out. Luke held him.
“Hold on. You need to be dressed and dry so you can go to the hospital with your dad,” Luke said.
Luke looked at the group of new campers. They all looked scared and uncertain of what was going to happen next. Luke thought it would be good to give the new boys a purpose, so he motioned to them.
“You guys kick your shoes off so you can help us land the boat when it gets here.”
The boys shed their shoes, and several pulled off their T-shirts. Luke could tell that a few of them were contemplating pulling their shorts off, but he said nothing to them. One of the boys that had been eyeing Luke and Jesiah with an almost shocked look suddenly pulled his shorts off, and threw them on his shirt and shoes.
It was a tense moment for the new campers, and Luke could see them struggle with each of their own inner fears. The now naked boy came over and stood by Luke, Jesiah, and Alex with his arms folded.
Jesiah nodded at the boy, knowing the nod spoke more than words could have.
“I know about you two,” the boy said out of the corner of his mouth. “That man called you the Whiskey Twins. My dad was here with your fathers, the first Whiskey Twins. You look just like them in the picture with my dad. He said your dads helped him.”
“We both have the same picture at our houses,” Jesiah said as he refused another bottle of water and sandwich offered by an assistant counselor.
“My dad was the boy on the far right,” the boy said. “He wanted me to go to this camp all summer with you guys, but I didn’t want to. I was afraid. Now look at me.”
Luke and Jesiah both chuckled at the boy’s comment.
A deputy from town was walking down to the water and looked at the boys. “What’s wrong with you three? This isn’t a nudist camp. Get some clothes on!”
“Not until our friends can get dressed, Sir,” Jesiah said evenly.
The man shook his head and walked on.
Several more men were arriving, and they also carried rifles. They seemed to know Mr. Greenwood.
Five firefighters came jogging down the lawn with medical gear and a longboard. One of them tried to give Luke and Jesiah emergency blankets, but they shook their heads and refused.
One of the firefighters seemed to be in charge, and had the word Captain across his helmet. He looked at them.
“You guys look like you’ve had a rough day. Don’t you want a blanket to cover up with?” he asked.
Luke noticed the new campers were watching closely, and it seemed like they were sure that he would accept the blankets.
“No, thank you, Sir.” Jesiah said. “Our friends are almost here, and they’ve had a rough time too. We aren’t going to put on clothes until they can.”
The firefighter looked stunned. “You guys have the camaraderie thing down. I need to send my son to this camp.”





Chapter 38
Under the Looking Glass




The jon boat was getting closer, and Luke and Jesiah waded out, the lone naked camper going with them. Luke carried Alex on his back. As the canoe in front of it grounded out on the beach Mr. Steel and Mr. Larson jumped out and pulled it on up the bank, pulling the still connected jon boat up to shore as they did.
Jarod, Andy, and Kyle jumped out of the boat as Luke dropped Alex in to be with his dad. They all grabbed each side of the jon boat and ran it aground. The new campers helped, and pulled the boat up further. Alex hugged his father. Mr. Swank grinned at them.
“Good work, gentlemen,” he said as Alex smothered him.
Jarod, Andy, and Kyle were exhausted, having pushed themselves hard the last part of the way. They stood with Luke and Jesiah, breathing heavily. Several firefighters were there with a long board to put Mr. Swank on, but he shook his head.
“I can walk.”
Mr. Swank slowly got out of the boat with Alex’s help and hobbled up into the grass. The firefighters had a rolling gurney there, and Mr. Swank sat on it. The medics began checking him out. He grinned when he saw Jesiah and Luke.
Suddenly Sheriff Moore was there. “What’s the SITREP?” he asked Mr. Swank.
“Six down for sure,” Mr. Swank said, wincing. “One wounded and at large. Camp nine. We brought back the lost boy.”
The firefighters were checking the bandaging on Mr. Swank’s leg.
“You Anchors get over here!” Mr. Swank ordered.
Luke and the others gathered on the other side of Mr. Swank.
“Yes, Sir.” Andy said with a grin. The new campers were looking at the whole scene with disbelief. Andy, Jarod, and Kyle were also saying ‘no thank you’ when firefighters offered them blankets to cover up with. The naked weekly camper was still with the five, Jesiah having pulled him along to talk to Mr. Swank. The lost boy stood behind them all, holding on to Jesiah’s arm.
Mr. Swank grinned. “I’m proud of you all. You’ve done what few grown men could have done the past two days. Now you’re going to have to help me teach these new guys until I get my leg healed up.”
“No problem,” Andy said.
The firefighters had pulled Mr. Swank’s belt off, and Mr. Swank then handed his pistol and magazine holder to Luke.
“Secure my .45. Get it to Mr. Greenwood.”
The Fire Captain was a little taken aback by Mr. Swank having handed a loaded pistol to a mere boy — and a stark naked one at that. The man had a clipboard, and after a moment of indecision went back to taking down information.
Three more firefighters headed toward the lost boy, who was still holding on to Jesiah.
“Are you Chris?” one of the men asked.
The boy backed up as the men approached, pulling Jesiah as a shield.
“Hold off,” Andy said as he noted the look in Chris’ eyes. “He’s afraid of you.”
“That may be, but we have to help him. Let us through,” the firefighter said.
The fire captain was quickly there and stopped his men. “Wait a minute guys. This boy is autistic, and he’s evidently been through a lot. He looks to be in good shape other than being filthy and probably hungry. His mother has been contacted, and she’s on her way here. He seems to be comfortable around these boys. Let’s just let him be and wait.”
The firefighters backed off. The boy was now completely hiding behind the five and their new friend. He was attacking a sandwich, with another in his other hand. Luke handed Mr. Greenwood Mr. Swank’s pistol and magazine pouch. The boys grabbed their shorts and T-shirts from the boat, then led the lost boy over to a sunny spot where they all sat down in front of the newly repainted Camp Osihapi sign. Luke noticed that Kyle didn’t want one of the sandwiches, but quickly forgot about it. Their new camp friend Chet stayed with them.
The firefighters rolled the stretcher and Mr. Swank up the hill to the ambulance. Alex walked beside his dad.
Mr. Steel walked over to the Anchors, and the tall man with the camera was with him.
“The Fearless Five,” Mr. Steel said with a grin. “Don’t you boys want to get dressed? There’s quite a few people here now, and you have your clothes.”
“We can’t,” Andy said. “Jesiah loaned Chris his clothes because he was wet, covered with mud, and cold. The rest of us aren’t getting dressed while Jesiah doesn’t have clothes.”
The crowd of men all looked at one another and it was plain that they were impressed with the boys’ resolve.
Mr. Steel shook his head. “All for one and one for all, right?”
“Absolutely,” Andy said as some of the men chuckled.
“I’ll have some more clothes brought to you,” Mr. Steel said and walked away, leaving the tall man. The man still had the camera, and had been taking pictures of the sheriff and firefighters. He told the boys he was a reporter for the town newspaper.
“I wish I could get a picture of you boys, but I’m not taking a picture of you naked.”
“Thanks for that,” Andy said.
Suddenly the man walked over to the sign. “Hey, will you guys come over here and stand behind this sign, please?”
The boys looked at one another and slowly got up and walked over to the camp sign. Luke stood next to Jesiah as the two realized the craziness of the picture. They were going to have their picture taken while stark naked, but only covered with the sign in front of them. Luke was too tired to put his arm around Jesiah, so he just leaned against him instead. The man snapped two pictures, then walked away, leaving the boys to sit back down with Chris and the still naked camper.
Andy looked at the camper sitting with them.
“Hey, I’m Andy. Who are you?” he asked.
“I’m Chet,” the boy answered.
Jesiah shrugged. “He’s one of us, now.”
Each of the boys shook his hand and gave their name.
“Well,” Andy said. “It looks like our lost boy Chris here has wolfed down three sandwiches and drank a bunch of water. We might need to slow him down so he doesn’t make himself sick.”
Chris grinned, and then very slowly and deliberately touched Andy’s arm.
“I am full. I will stop.” he said in a stilted voice.
One of the assistant counselors came over with several T-shirts and shorts, and the Anchors dressed.
Chet went over to the rest of the new campers and dressed. Andy told him to come back and sit with them, as the other new campers eyed him with uncertainty. The crowd of new campers slowly drifted over to the Anchors.
“Were you guys really in a gun battle?”
“No,” Andy said. “We just watched it from the hill over Camp Nine.”
Luke realized that the new campers were looking at them as if they were some sort of super heroes. He could tell the rest of the Anchors could sense the same thing. It was an odd sensation. Luke noted that Andy, Jarod, and Jesiah just kept interacting with Chris, keeping him involved in small talk to keep his mind off the things he had been through. Rather than soaking up the limelight, they were concerned with the least of these.
Luke looked up and saw a woman walking fast down the hill.
“Alright, Chris,” Andy said with a grin. “I think your mom is here.”
Chris nodded. He looked at Jesiah and pointed to the shirt and shorts he was wearing. “These…are yours?”
Jesiah nodded with a smile. “That’s okay. You can keep them.”
Chris let out a laugh. “I… hate clothes. But these I like. Because… you gave them to me.”
Chris’ mother came up and seemed a little shocked. Chris hugged her and laughed.
“These are my friends,” he said. “They… saved me from the bad men.”
The mother looked even more shocked. “Chris never speaks around strangers. Has he been talking to you boys?”
“Sure,” Andy said. “He was a little shy at first, but he warmed up to us.”
Chris shook his head and suddenly blurted out words faster and faster.
“I met a boy you could see through! He told me these boys would come and help, and they did. He was like…an…Indian. He had a bow and arrows, and a spear. He helped me be calm. He told me these guys were my friends, and would help me. I got in the boat.”
The new campers, now surrounding the Anchors, heard this exchange.
“So it’s true,” one of the boys said. “There’s a ghost here?”
“I’ve heard that rumor all of my life,” Chris’ mother said. “A ghost Indian boy.”
Chris shook his head. “He stayed with me, and prayed over me. He was an angel.”
“It sounds like this boy needs some rest,” Mr. Greenwood said, as if urging the mother to get the boy on up the hill.
The mother took the cue, and seemed a little embarrassed that her son was talking about angels. She lead Chris toward the parking lot. Chris broke free, ran back and hugged each of the Anchors. The boy’s mother was shocked. Mr. Greenwood walked with the woman and Chris up the hill.
One of the new campers spoke up.
“So there is a ghost?” one of the boys asked the Anchors.
“The boy said it was an angel,” another boy said.
“No, all my life I’ve heard it was a ghost,” the first boy said.
Chet, the camper that had humbled himself with the Anchors spoke up.
“It’s a ghost,” Chet said as he gave the Anchor Campers a look. “My dad went to camp here. He told me about the ghost.”
The first boy frowned. “So did any of you guys see this ghost?”
“No,” Andy said with a chuckle. “We didn’t see any ghosts.”
The firefighters left as Chris and his mother did. The sheriff and some armed men came back with a boat on a trailer and backed it down the hill with a large truck. The men, along with the sheriff started the boat and pulled away.
Luke felt exhausted, and knew the others did as well.
He looked around and realized that now it was only the new campers and them. The new campers just sat and watched them.
Mr. Greenwood came back down the hill. Luke noticed he was still wearing his pistol.
“You boys have been through a lot of things boys your age shouldn’t go through, and evidently seen things you shouldn’t have to see.”
Luke nodded, as did the others.
Mr. Greenwood continued. “After a conflict like that, the adrenaline dump wears off, and that leaves you feeling exhausted beyond just feeling tired. You boys go lay down and get some real rest. I’ll make sure you don’t miss the lunch bell.”
Luke looked at the others. No one objected to the idea of laying down and Luke was glad. They each grabbed their back-packs from the jon boat and carried them to the cabin. Luke unrolled his sleeping bag on his bed and smoothed it out. He could hear Mr. Greenwood and now another counselor talking to the group of new campers behind the Anchor Cabin. They were talking about getting something done, but Luke’s mind was drifting. He undressed, and fell into his sleeping bag. It was wet in a few spots, but he didn’t care. The last thing Luke remembered was Andy opening the screen door and talking to Mr. Greenwood.
“Sir? Could Chet come stay with us and keep watch?”
Luke heard footsteps coming back into the cabin and Andy asking Chet if he could stay awake and keep watch. Luke heard Chet answer that he would, and then he drifted off.






Chapter 39
New Friends




Luke woke. It was bright outside, and he was confused. Daytime. He looked around and saw the new camper Chet sitting in the chair at the foot of his bed. Luke then remembered why Chet was there.
“Thanks for staying with us,” Luke said.
The others were waking up as well, and pulling on their shorts. Luke felt odd, as if in a fog, and could tell the others did too, because of the way they were looking around.
“What time is it? How long have we slept?” Andy asked Chet, not realizing he was still wearing the watch.
“A few hours. The bell just rang for lunch,” Chet said. “Mr. Greenwood yelled for me to wake you guys up.”
“Thanks, brother,” Andy said.
Luke’s mind continued to clear, and he saw Jesiah flash a smile.
“Thanks Chet,” Jesiah said.
The Anchors and Chet filed out into the sunlight, and headed for the Great Hall. Lunch was meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and gravy. Luke was sitting with Jesiah as usual. As he ate he felt a return to normal. Kyle didn’t eat, and Luke could tell that the others were concerned, as he himself was. Kyle usually ate a lot more than Luke. He wondered what could be keeping Kyle from eating.
Mr. Greenwood came and sat with them. They apologized for leaving his dutch oven and canoe at Camp Six, and he only laughed and said it’d be a good excuse to take the new campers on an excursion to retrieve it. With that he relieved them from any kitchen clean-up duties and assigned new campers to the tasks.
The Anchors filtered out of the Great Hall and back down the grassy slope to the cabin. Andy was insistent that they clean their gear. Jarod’s backpack frame was still off the pack, and had duct tape wrapped around it from when he had turned it into a make-shift paddle.
They pulled their packs out on the back porch, and dumped them out to re-organize them. Chet helped, and showed an interest in their packs, their knives, and how things were stowed. He was happy to find out that after knife safety class he would be issued one of the knives to carry himself. When the boys told him it would be his knife to keep, he was thrilled.
Luke was concerned that Kyle was keeping to himself. Luke tried several times to engage him in small talk, but Kyle would just smile and move away from them.
The Anchors were feeling better, yet none of them were at first ready to talk to the new campers other than Chet, who was quickly showing himself to be a friend. It was fascinating for Luke and Jesiah to hear how their own fathers had led Chet’s father to a humble understanding of God.
Chet spoke of man having a body, mind, and spirit, and that humility was the thing that bonded the three together in a strong shape.
Jesiah laughed. “I’ve heard about the mind, spirit, body thing all my life. I could even teach it, but I didn’t really have any experience with it until recently.”
The new campers had filtered down to the cabin and gathered around the back porch. Luke noticed more than a few of them were looking like they wanted to ask about what Chet and Jesiah were talking about. Luke stayed busy and was glad that Andy encouraged them to keep working until all of their gear was cleaned and stowed.
They first hung their wet knife scabbards up to dry in the breeze. After the rest of their gear was done, each of the boys checked their knives and applied another thin coat of oil before leaving them in the sunlight to dry.
Through this whole process, each of the Anchors were aware that they were being watched by the new campers. Feeling somewhat refreshed, they were careful to be helpful and supportive of one another. Kyle was having trouble with things. He seemed as if he couldn’t concentrate, or was thinking about something else.
Jarod patiently helped him with his gear, and Luke was amused that Kyle and Jarod’s work on knife sharpening was so fascinating to the new campers. They gathered around and watched with rapt attention as the two worked carefully and with a brotherly rapport. Luke noticed that Jesiah was praying quietly, and Luke prayed too. He hoped Jesiah was praying for Kyle, who Luke was getting more worried about. The Anchors needed God’s help now for one of their own.
One of the campers spoke up.
“I guess you guys have all known each other a long time?”
Jarod shrugged. “No. We all just met a week ago.”
“You’re joking, right?” another boy said. “You guys have been good friends for years, haven't you?”
“Nope,” Jarod said. “Like I said. We never met before this camp.”
“How is that possible? You guys act like…you…”
“Really care about each other?” Jesiah said.
“Well, yeah. I guess so,” the boy said. “I’ve never seen friends care about each other like you guys do. Does it have something to do with the thing Chet was talking about? The thing about us being three parts?”
Jesiah nodded. “It does. If you want to know how it works, gather ‘round.”





Chapter 40
Jesiah’s Sermon




Jesiah stepped into the cabin and returned with something in his hand. Luke watched with amusement as the new campers all scooted closer on the grass. 
Jesiah was always praying to have the right words at the right time and in the right situation. Luke was watching those prayers being answered. Luke also realized that Andy and Jarod were enjoying the exchange as well.
Jesiah waited until the boys were all sitting, and then gave a little extra pause.
“Like I said, the five of us have never met ‘til we got here, and this is the first time any of us have been to this camp. We’re good friends now because we were given the chance to learn something most people will never understand. Your friend Chet was taught it by his father. Now you get to hear it from me.”
Jesiah held up the mind, body, spirit triangle decoration from the wall of their cabin. Jesiah unwrapped the small cord that secured the three pieces of wood, leaving himself with a long piece of twine and the three round pieces of wood. Jesiah dropped the three pieces on the porch one at a time.
“These three pieces of wood are marked “mind,” “body,” and “spirit.” Those are the three essential parts of a person. How stable are these three pieces right now?” Jesiah asked as he put pressure on them with his hand and rolled them around.
“They aren’t stable at all,” a boy said.
“Would they be stable if they were bigger, and made of stronger material?”
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This was the triangle Jesiah used. The part none of us knew at the time, was that this was the very triangle that Jesiah’s dad had carved when he was at Osihapi. - Kyle

“No,” one of the boys said.
“Would it be more stable if we added two or three more sets just like these and made a pile?”
“No. It’d be worse.”
Jesiah smiled then picked up the pieces of wood and the cordage, and began lashing the joints together until the entire triangle was once again firmly held together. He then laid it on the porch and stood on it, showing that the three pieces no longer could be rolled around.
“Now it’s a triangle, the strongest geometric shape,” Jesiah said. “It can be joined together with other triangles to make some of the strongest structures known to man. But the question is, what changed to make these three parts into one stable and strong structure?”
“The cord,” Chet said with a grin.
Jesiah pointed at Chet, “Exactly. A man can have a very strong body, a very good mind, and a very good spirit. But if the three parts of man aren’t properly connected, he’s unstable. If he tries to connect his unconnected mind, body, and spirit to other men’s untethered sets, nothing good comes of it. Does everyone follow me so far?”
The new campers all nodded.
“Okay,” Jesiah said. “Pay attention to this corner where “mind and body” meet. Satan wants you to be insecure, and ashamed of yourself, so he can use shame, fear, and intimidation to make you do what he wants you to do. Satan knows shame and intimidation will make you buy the clothes he wants you to buy, learn to like the music he wants you to listen to, and like the famous people he wants you to like.
“You guys got to see us Anchors when we came in naked, and you got to see some of the shame and intimidation the world heaped on us. Most of it came from well meaning people, not bad guys. Let me see your hands in the air if you thought we’d cover up after we were shamed.”
All of the boys but Chet raised their hands.
Jesiah continued. “We all know how well shame and intimidation works. We’ve all been on the receiving end of it. We know how the story ends. The person being shamed folds and does whatever it takes to stop it. Yet the five of us stood our ground, and that seemed really different to you, didn’t it. What we did has all of you thinking the five of us are tougher than most boys. We aren’t.”
Jesiah pointed to the cordage holding the triangle together.
The five of us have taught our minds to see our bodies and accept them as normal and good. When you saw us working together, what did you see? Was it five triangles lashed together, and then each lashed to the next one in a shared purpose, or did you see five groups of this?” Jesiah said, as he pulled the twine off again and let the three round pieces of wood drop to the porch decking where they rolled around.
“Put it back together,” one of the boys said as if offended by Jesiah taking them apart. “That’s how you guys were.”
Jesiah grinned and picked up the three pieces and lashed them together as he talked.
“Like I said. It all starts right here at this joint where your mind meets your body. It’s how you see yourself, how you think of yourself, and how you feel about yourself. This connection is what has to be made strong first. If your mind and your body aren’t on the same page, this connection is weak and it’ll fail when shame attacks.”
“So how do we make it strong?” one of the boys asked.
Jesiah grinned. “Humble yourselves before one another. Make yourself take a shower with the rest of the camp, or wash in the lake.
When we do that we see our own body more clearly, almost like we’re seeing it from the eyes of the guys around us. Suddenly we can see ourselves as normal, even though we’re all very different.
Then we can make the other two connections strong. Suddenly we can connect our minds to our spirits just like we did with our bodies. When our mind, body, and spirit are all connected, we can understand ourselves and others better, relate to them better, and be there for one another.
But right now you guys are mostly worried about the body thing, so we’ll stick to that. Being naked is scary to most people, and that is a fear Satan can really use against you. Are you ashamed of the way you look? Satan loves to beat you up with that one. Or, maybe a person feels like they’re too good to have to be naked where others might see them — like a king would feel. The devil loves to use pride to lead people around like a slave.
Maybe something bad has happened in your life, and that causes you to associate your body with that bad thing. That’s a pain that needs healing, but it is also something Satan can use to cripple you. When you look that painful thing in the face and call it what it is, you free yourself from Satan’s power over you.”
One of the boys frowned. “My dad tells me I shouldn’t be ashamed of myself when we shower at the “Y.” I can go with him, my brother, and my cousins and we have a blast in the shower after we finally jump in. It actually feels good to take a shower with all of ‘em, and sometimes we stay there forever. But the very next week when we go, it seems like I’m just as afraid as before. I have to fight that same awful feeling and get over it again.”
“That’s true for all of us,” Jesiah said. “When we regain an innocent feeling toward our body and the body of others, we’re taking back territory that Satan once owned. He’s going to fight hard to get it back and secure it, and that’s what gives you the uneasy feeling.”
“But couldn’t it also be God telling me it’s wrong?”
Jesiah tilted his head. “Let’s think about that awful feeling you’re telling us about when you’re headed for the showers at the “Y.” Do you have that awful feeling when you’re playing video games all night, so you’re a zombie in school the next morning?”
This brought a laugh from the boys. “No.”
Jesiah held up the triangle. “But everything you do to make yourself stronger—like working out, or studying the Bible, or doing your homework. Those things we dread looking forward to, right?”
“That’s true,” the boy admitted.
“Satan makes you dread what makes you stronger,” Jesiah said. “But God gives you free will. If you want to sin, God doesn't stand in your way or make you feel bad. God doesn’t shame you or intimidate you to get you to do the right thing. That’s what free will is all about.”
“Yeah, but the guys in my church think it’s weird to shower with other guys at the “Y,” the boy said. “And I’ve never heard a preacher teach that it was okay to swim naked with a bunch of other guys.”
Jesiah nodded. “So Satan and the modern church are in agreement about something? So they both believe that the naked human body is sinful?”
“Yeah.”
Jesiah raised his eyebrows. “Shouldn’t we be very careful when Satan agrees with the way many church leaders are thinking?”
“But I’ve never heard of any preacher who thinks it’d be okay.”
“You might not have heard them, but there’s a bunch of preachers who see the body as good, and realize God created man and woman in His image and naked, and he called it very good.”
“But it’s even against the law to skinny-dip in most places,” the boy said.
“It isn’t against the law at this camp,” Jesiah said. “But by God’s law, Jesus was supposed to wash at least once a week, and if possible in flowing water — like a river if one was available. It was a public area. So we have to figure that Jesus bathed in the river with lots of other boys. His father, uncles, cousins, and others would have been there as well, right?”
“I suppose so,” the boy said slowly.
Jesiah continued. “And by the way, Jesus never had a flushing toilet. He never had a bathroom with a door, or stall dividers, or a private shower. He pooped in a hole he dug just like everyone else did.
My question to you is this: Right now if Jesus walked past us to go bathe in the lake, in the same spot us Anchors have been bathing every night, would you join Jesus? Would you wear more clothes than Jesus was wearing?”
The boys all looked at one another. Each of them agreed that they would join Jesus in the water.
Jesiah grinned. “Jesus isn’t here, but what you do for “the least of these,” you do for Christ himself. If you shower or change in front of other boys, making them more comfortable with themselves, you are doing it for Christ.”
A boy nodded. “So earlier, when you were naked around us, that was partly because you wanted to help us?”
“It might have helped you,” Jesiah said. “But I’d rather have waited for a better time to do that. It was still a little embarrassing, but not like it would’ve been if it had happened on the first day we were here. By now I’ve gotten pretty used to people seeing me, and the world’s shame doesn’t have much power over me anymore. This week I got strong enough that I didn’t want to be standing in clothes when my brothers got here in front of the crowd.”
“Okay,” The doubting boy said. “So I’ll take a bath in the lake tonight if it’s after dark. I guess we have to do it sooner or later. But it seems kind of foolish.”
Jesiah smiled. “To this world it is foolishness. The Bible teaches us that God uses the lowly things, and the foolish things to confuse the people who think they are wise but are really fools.”
Several of the assistant counselors were there, and one had been leaning against the corner of the cabin for some time, waiting for the exchange to reach a stopping point.
“No camper is getting in any water until he passes his swim test,” the young man said. “All new campers meet me at the swim dock in five minutes. Camp issued swimsuits are the only shorts you can swim in.”
The counselor then looked toward the Anchors. “You guys don’t have to do any chores or work, but I could sure use some help with this since Mr. Swank isn’t here. I’ve never done a swim test on my own. You guys can just wear your camp clothes if you want. There is something at the swim dock you need to see though.”








Chapter 41
The Five Get Promoted




“Sure, we’ll help,” Andy said, though Luke knew Andy was just as tired as the rest of them.
The five were sitting in a line. As was their custom now, Jesiah stood and pulled Luke up, who then pulled Kyle up, who turned and pulled Jarod up, who turned and pulled Andy up. The process was funny to watch, and the new campers laughed and agreed to learn to do it themselves in the future.
Luke and the others headed for the swim dock with the two assistant counselors. Luke put his arm around Jesiah as they walked.
“I don’t think I’ve ever heard a preacher explain the three parts of man any better than you just did. I know you were praying earlier. That’s where the right words came from, isn’t it?”
“No,” Jesiah said quietly. “I’ve been praying for Kyle. He’s not eating, and he’s been praying this whole time.”
Luke nodded. “I’ve noticed. I’m praying for him too.” 
The assistant counselor said he was sorry he only heard the last of Jesiah’s lesson. He then asked Jesiah if he would take over organizing the saying of the evening prayer at the flag lowering.
Jesiah said he would, yet Luke noticed the boy wasn’t the least bit prideful about the praise.
Luke also could see that Andy was uneasy.
“What’s the matter, Andy?” he asked as they walked.
“Our parents have heard what happened by now. Think about it. There’s a good chance they’re going to come and try to take us back home.”
This sudden thought brought the entire group to a standstill just before reaching the lake and the swim dock.
The boys looked at each other with wide eyes.
“I’m not going home,” Luke and Jesiah said simultaneously.
“I have to stay,” Kyle said.
Andy nodded in agreement. “We need a plan to talk them into letting us stay when they get here.”
“Do you really think our parents are coming?” Jarod said, looking up at the parking lot.
“Of course,” Andy said. “They’re bound to come. We just need to meet them together and explain how important it is for us to stay.”
“He’s right,” one of the counselors said. “I’ve already talked to my parents on the phone, and they want me to see a therapist to “talk about it.” I told them I was fine, and not to worry. Hey, I have to get to the dock before the new campers get there.”
“Yeah. We’ll be there in a minute,” Andy said. He then turned to the others.
“All of our parents will want us to see therapists if they think we’re messed up about this,” Andy said. “We have to be able to openly tell them about it like it wasn’t any big deal.”
“Good point,” Jarod said. “And like you said, we need to do it all together. Meet with all of the parents, and all of us. We tell the story, and leave nothing out. Let them see that we have gotten it off our chests, and then we move on to talk about how much we have learned at camp.”
“Wait a minute,” Andy said. “If we leave nothing out, we’ll be talking about Okiye. Our parents will definitely think we’re nuts if we start talking about an angel.”
“We have to leave that part out,” Jarod said.
“No,” Jesiah said slowly. “We can’t leave that part out. My dad, and evidently Luke’s dad met Okiye when they were here. I think our moms know too. If our parents know an angel was helping us, they’re going to talk the rest of your parents into letting you stay, too. So we call Okiye by his name, and tell what he did for us and for the lost boy. We don’t have to tell the other parents that he’s an angel.”
“So you’re saying we just tell the story like he was there when we got there, like he was just out in the woods for a walk?”
“Maybe not.” Jesiah said. “But we have to let Luke’s parents and mine know God sent an angel to help us.”
Kyle turned and walked away from the group, stopping at one of the boulders on the shoreline.
“What’s up with Kyle,” Jarod asked. “He didn’t eat lunch, and he didn’t eat any of those sandwiches when we got back. I had to help him sharpen his knife. He’s usually helping me with mine. It’s like he’s a million miles away or something.”
Andy shrugged. “Kyle’s really upset. That’s another thing that worries me. If he acts this oddly when the parents get here we’ll all be sent home. I’ve tried to talk to him, but he just walks away.”
Jesiah shook his head.
“Guys, I don’t think Kyle’s just not eating. I think he’s fasting. He’s been praying ever since Okiye put his hand on his chest and told him something about Kyle needing to touch someone, remember? We all thought he was supposed to touch Mr. Swank, but he said it wasn’t for him. We all need to be praying for whoever Kyle is supposed to touch.”
Andy looked down. “I should’ve seen that. Let’s all pray the rest of the day.”
The four of them made their way onto the dock. Kyle followed them a few minutes later.
The sun felt good. As the new campers came down the incline to the dock wearing only their bright orange swim shorts Luke pulled his own shirt off. The rest of the Anchors quickly did as well. The assistant counselor looked at Luke questioningly.
Luke gave a smile. “Never clothe yourself with more than the least of these is clothed.”
The young man nodded his head, remembering them having said that on the shoreline, and took off his own shirt. Then he laughed.
“I know the whole reason they got this camp running again was to see if guys could once again be comfortable with their own skin. I really didn’t think it’d work, but with you guys here, it just might.”
Luke could tell the new campers didn’t like the giant swim shorts any better than he did. One of the boys said loudly that they were awful and they should be given proper fitting ones.
The assistant counselor loudly announced that the Fearless Five had passed all swim requirements and had now achieved “Lifeguard” status. He moved the Fives’ swim chits over to one of the “Lifeguard” pegs.
The Five were all stunned. The older boy grinned.
“Mr. Swank told Mr. Steel you guys earned it before he left in the ambulance,” he said. “The only thing you had left was the half-mile swim, and you guys swam farther than that!”
The young man then pulled a bag from his cargo pocket and called out the names stamped on the brass washers. As he called each name the new camper came forth and took his chit. Then the campers were instructed to get in groups of three and put the three chits on one of the pegs.  
There were 30 boys in all. Three groups of three were sent into the water at a time. The two assistant counselors each watched a group, and the Anchors watched the third group. The assistant counselor ordered the boys to tread water, then each be dunked, then swim to the opposite dock and return. All did well and passed. The groups kept rotating into the water until all of the campers were tested.
The campers all got out of the water and listened to the instructions and rules the assistant counselor read from the clipboard. The other counselor was busy marking all of the swim chits by stamping them with a hammer and metal stamp that looked like a check. He then stamped each of the Fives’ chits with a larger punch shaped like a star.
The new campers began complaining about the giant swimsuits, and the assistant counselors both just shrugged.
“Hey, don’t look at me. I didn’t order them,” one of the counselors said.
“Are your swimsuits this huge?” the boy demanded of the Anchors.
“Yep,” Andy said. “But we wear a different swimsuit instead.”
“That’s right,” Jesiah agreed quickly. “I’m never going to wear my camp issued swimsuit again.”
“What!” the camper said. “He said these camp swimsuits are required!”
“We were loaned some special swimsuits,” Andy said, causing the assistant counselor to look at him with a worried expression, as if Andy was trying to cause a riot.
Luke folded his arms with a mock superiority and the rest of the Anchors did as well, though Kyle wasn’t really paying attention.
“The swimsuits we use fit perfectly, and are made of a special material that dries really fast. They can’t be lost, and they’ll never wear out.”
“That’s not fair!” the boy said.
“Where’d you get ‘em?” another boy shouted.
“God loaned them to us,” Andy grinned.
The new campers all suddenly were silent, trying to figure out what Andy was meaning.
“Guys,” Chet said, “They’re just having some fun with us. They swim in their own skin. You saw them wearing their special suits earlier.”
“Wait,” one of the boys said. “That counselor just told us these swimsuits were required!”
Andy grinned. “The rules say the camp issued swimsuits are the only shorts you’re allowed to swim in. The rules don’t say you have to swim in shorts.”
Chet, near the back of the group of new campers, suddenly dove into the water. It wasn’t until he surfaced that it became plain he most definitely was not wearing a giant bright orange swimsuit.
The five all dropped their camp shorts and put them on the hooks along the railing.
“Why are you guys getting undressed?” one of the boys asked.
Luke answered. “Because we never wear more than the person wearing the least.”
Chet let out a war whoop in the water as he reached the dive tower. Two other campers left their suits on the dock and jumped in as well. Other boys then began dropping their shorts and diving in, most of them doing so in such a way as to not allow anyone to see the front of their bodies.
In the end, there remained only one camper on the dock, still wearing his orange suit. Luke recognized the boy as one who had seemed especially troubled by his and Jesiah’s nudity when they had swam ashore. The boy turned to Jesiah, tears rolling down his cheeks.
“I can’t,” he said. “I just need to go home. Everyone will laugh at me if I take mine off.”
Jesiah walked over and put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Why do you think they’ll laugh at you?”
“Because my di…my penis is small. It doesn’t even stick out of me. It’s more like a hole. My brother says I have the world’s only innie penis.” he said, still sobbing.  
Luke suddenly got a chill inside. The rest of the new campers were now staring at the boy, coming closer and all treading water silently up to the dock and holding onto it. Luke could see that this moment could spell disaster for the crying boy. Could the very freedom the Anchors started end up destroying a boy’s mental health like this? 
Luke had noticed that one of the campers was missing an ear. Another was missing two fingers, and another had a giant scar on his chest just like Kyle’s. Luke could see how all of that could be overcome. But this was something Luke had never considered.







Chapter 42
Kyle Steps Forward




Luke felt himself shaking with fear. All of his ideas of humility and freedom to swim without suits came crashing down as he realized that this boy might very well be destroyed by his visit to camp, and it could scar him for life. Luke had already figured some boys would have various physical abnormalities. Even an abnormality to the penis could be dealt with. A penis that was not visible was something entirely different. How could this be overcome?
Luke looked over at Jesiah — hoping to see the other boy ready with something to say. Jesiah only returned Luke’s helpless glance.
Suddenly Kyle was between them. Kyle gently moved Jesiah and Luke, then carefully folded his arms and stood beside the crying boy.
“Brother, you just shared your pain with every one of us. That took a lot of courage. Look out among all of the faces in the water in front of you. They all recognize your courage. Do you see any faces out there that look like they’ll laugh at you? Do you think we'd let them get by with laughing at you?”
Chet had been climbing up the dive tower when this exchange began, and had remained frozen until Kyle started talking. Chet dropped back in the water, swam over, moving the crowd out of the way, and climbed up onto the dock to stand next to the boy.
“I’m standing right here next to you Larry,” he said. “I got your back.”
In a flash, other boys were climbing out of the water, and standing around the boy.
Each stated “I got your back,” just as Chet had done. 
The boy Larry was crying even harder now.
Kyle slowly unfolded his arms and very deliberately put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. Luke was certain that he felt a pressure in the air around him when Kyle’s hand touched Larry. 
Kyle dropped his head. “Dear God. Give Larry strength right now. Help him to have faith that the body you have given him is your holy temple. Help him to take care of it, and have real joy in it. Help him to see the good his body can do. Help all of us to see one another through your eyes. In Jesus' holy name, Amen.”
The group echoed the amen.
It was so quiet that it seemed no one was breathing. Larry hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his giant orange swimsuit and stepped out of it. Naked, he slowly turned around in a circle until he had faced each of the other campers, tears pouring from his eyes. He finally stood still.
“Hey, Larry,” Kyle said, causing Larry to look back at him.
Kyle shrugged, looking down at Larry’s waist, then back up to his face. “Okay, we’ve seen all of you. We just think you’re a tough guy, and we’re done thinking about it. So what do we do now?” Kyle asked, nodding toward the dive tower.
Larry’s sobbing slowed as he looked into the eyes of the campers around him, each seeing him but simply nodding that they were done looking and were ready to swim.
One of the boys spoke up as he pointed. “Hey, bro, my uncle’s penis looks just like yours, and he’s got five kids. He told us how embarrassing it was to take a shower at school when he was a boy. He just laughs now and tells us his penis has stealth mode.”
Larry shook his head and gave a crooked smile. He looked at Kyle one last time, then turned and dove into the lake. The other boys quickly followed. The noise was almost deafening with their screams and shouts as they climbed the tower.
“Are you okay,” Luke said, noting the exhausted look on Kyle’s face.
“Yeah. I was terrified. I had faith, but I was really, really scared.”
“Me too, brother,” Luke said.
Jesiah and Luke helped Kyle back over to the bench. The two assistant counselors were standing at the lifeguard station. Tears were still streaming down each of their faces, though they said nothing. Luke nodded at them, as they both were completely confused.
“You guys are wondering what just happened, aren’t you,” Luke said.
“Yeah. It’s impossible. How’d he fix that?” one of them asked Kyle.
Jesiah put a hand on Kyle's shoulder. “He’s been praying all day, even when we were swimming across the lake before he knew about Larry or had even met him. He’s been fasting too, but wouldn’t tell us why. None of us even knew what he was praying about, but now we know. He was asking God to give him the right words, and a healing touch. Now we just saw God answer that prayer.”
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This is Larry Farmer. Only in this drawing he isn’t crying or upset. This is a week later, and Larry is showing off his swim chit, which just got stamped with the life-guard star. My original drawing of him had him behind one of the boulders, but he didn’t like it. He wanted all of him—including his stealth penis—in the drawing. Larry is one tough guy, and he’s been invited back as an Anchor camper next year. - Kyle

“I feel like I should strip down too,” the counselor said.
Andy let out an ear piercing whistle that caused all of the campers to pause and look his way.
“Hey, these two assistant counselors have to have your permission to wear their God suits.”
The boys all shouted their permission in one way or another.
“You can now,” Andy said grinning.
Andy walked back over to Kyle.
“Hey, are you hungry?”
“I’m starving,” Kyle said weakly.
Luke turned to run to the Great Hall for food, only to see Mr. Greenwood stepping onto the dock with two baskets, followed by several assistant counselors carrying boxes and a cooler. Mr. Greenwood opened one of the baskets and revealed hamburgers.
“How’d you know we needed food, Mr. Greenwood?” Andy asked when the man stopped in front of him.
“Oh, I just had a hunch,” Mr. Greenwood said as he handed Kyle one of the burgers. Kyle grinned and started eating. The baskets were full of hamburgers.
There was also iced tea and cups. The campers all got out and started eating as well, even though they’d had lunch earlier. One of the assistant counselors that was acting as a lifeguard spoke to the two counselors helping Mr. Greenwood, and they both pulled their shirts and shorts off.
Mr. Greenwood reminded all of the campers about the environment, and the need to not drop any cups or trash in the lake. They were all respectful, and all had appetites.
Luke enjoyed watching the laughing boys climb out of the water, eat a hamburger, jump back into the lake, then come back for another. Several developed the ability to eat their burgers while floating on their backs in the water.
Mr. Greenwood smiled and put a hand on Kyle’s shoulder before taking the leftover food and containers back to the Great Hall kitchen. Luke’s respect for the man, his wisdom, and his prayerful attitude grew even more.
Kyle looked truly happy, and grinned as he watched the new campers swimming. He was also very much back to his old self.
After almost an hour, the sheriff’s boat could be seen approaching from across the lake. Luke motioned to the others, and they watched the boat slowly get larger.
Andy looked back at Luke, and then motioned to the two lifeguards.
“We should just let the campers keep swimming. You know what the sheriff and his guys are bringing back. They won’t want us around when they trailer that boat, and these guys don’t need to think about it either.”
“Good idea,” the older boy said.
Sitting up on the bench, the Anchors could see the boat approaching the boat ramp. There was a large tarp covering the area between two seats, strapped down with several ratchet straps. Luke didn’t want to think about what was under the tarp, but he knew.
The men backed the trailer down into the water, and got the boat loaded and secured. Ten minutes later, the truck pulling it was moving up the hill and was gone. Luke was glad when it was out of sight. None of the new campers even noticed it leaving.
Sheriff Moore looked over at the swim area from beside his Blazer, and waved to the Anchors as if he wanted them to come over. Luke made sure one of the other counselors could help with the lifeguard duties, then they grabbed their camp shorts and T-shirts and headed off the dock.
They looked at their swim chits, each wanting to see the large lifeguard star now stamped into the brass metal across from the two check marks they’d received for their basic swim qualification and open water swim. Luke was going to put his chit on the “W” peg, but then saw another peg on the bottom row, with the words “Fearless Five,” written neatly in black paint.
“Who do you suppose did that?” Kyle asked.
“Another mystery,” Andy laughed. 
They dressed and went over to where Sheriff Moore was standing.
“Hello, Gentlemen,” he said. “Are you all okay?”
The boys all nodded.
“I’ve talked to your parents. They’re all going to be here in the morning.”
Andy nodded. “We figured they’d come, but we don’t want to go home. We need to stay.”
“I know,” the sheriff said. “This camp needs you boys here.”
“Thanks,” Andy continued. “We’d like to meet with all of our parents at the same time. That way we can tell them what happened, and that we’re okay. Could you be there, too?”
“Of course,” Sheriff Moore said. “It sounds like you have a plan. I’ll help in any way I can. Just take some time and sort out what you’ve been through.”
“We will. Are any of those men still out there?” Andy nodded to the other side of the lake.
“No, Sir.” Sheriff Moore said. “None of those men can ever hurt anyone again.”
“I guess we got pretty lucky,” Andy said.
Sheriff Moore scratched his beard. “Well, there wasn’t much luck to it. God was watching over you, and Mr. Swank is a very disciplined man. He takes good care of himself, stays in good shape, and practices tactics and shooting. In the end, the only thing that stops a bad man with a gun is a good man with a gun.”
“That’s true,” Andy said. “But there were six men, and they all had guns too.”
The sheriff looked at Andy and the others. “Boys, just because a man owns a guitar doesn’t mean he can play a tune and sing a song. The same is true with firearms or any other weapon. Your Standing Bear is a real warrior. This morning you saw him stand between evil and an innocent boy. You saw what a good man can do with the right training and discipline.
By the way, I’m sending some workers out the first of next week to clean up all of the vehicles and other junk those men accumulated over there. You boys stay away from the area until we get it all hauled away.”
“I don’t think any of us want to go over there for a while,” Andy said.
Sheriff Moore hooked his thumbs in his belt. “I want to tell you gentlemen that you all did a fine piece of work the past two days. I’m proud to know you. I guess you know that there aren’t many young men your age that could do what you’ve done, and you certainly helped save a man’s life in the process.”
“It seemed like God was helping us every step of the way,” Andy said.
Sheriff Moore looked closely at all of the boys, and seemed to carefully choose his next words. “I was a camper here many years ago. Help always seems to be out in these woods.”
The boys each looked at one another. Luke clearly remembered that Okiye’s name literally meant “help.” He knew the other boys were thinking the same thing.
“So you’ve met him too?” Jerod said quietly.
“Okiye?” Sheriff Moore correctly stated the angel’s name. “I met him a few times. And I met both of your fathers as well,” he said, pointing to Jesiah and Luke. “It was the Fearless Five that helped me find God. 
I was a truly troubled young man. I was angry and confused. I learned humility here from them, and that helped me to open up and pour out my problems. Once all that bad was emptied out, I had room for the healing that only comes through the Holy Spirit.”
“Wow, thanks for telling us that,” Jesiah said. “Now a new group of Anchors are here. We want to do all we can to help others. We’ve discovered that by praying a lot, and letting God do the talking, we’re able to see people heal.”
The sheriff looked past the boys. “I couldn’t believe what I was seeing over there,” he said, looking at all of the new campers swimming as campers did in the early 1960s.
“I was glad when I heard this place was opening up again, and I knew Greenwood had a vision. But I never thought it’d work in today’s warped society.
Most people just wouldn’t go for it. When I saw you boys drag in out of the lake this morning and the way the rest of the campers were looking at you, I realized there might be a chance. I was shocked to see you boys had learned Godly humility, or at least I was hoping it was Godly humility.”
“It is,” Jarod said. “It sure helped me to see myself clearly, and I feel different now.”
Sheriff Moore nodded once again to the new campers over in the swim area.
“It sure looks like you’ve opened a few eyes. Some of those boys over there might even be as messed up as I was. I’m glad they’re here.”
Sheriff Moore said goodby, and drove off in his truck. It was slowly getting darker now.
Jarod let out a sigh. “I want to use the shower house tonight. I’m tired, I need to poop, and I don’t want to come back down to the lake after I poop and we get our towels and soap.”
“Me, too,” Kyle said.
Jesiah and Luke walked over to the swim docks while the others went to get all of their towels and soap.
Back on the dock, the two nodded to the counselors, and the new campers started begging them to get in the water with them.
Luke grinned. “Guys, there aren’t any lights down here yet, so it’s time to get out of the water now. We’re all beat. Can you hit the showers with us so we can pray and tend to the colors?”
“Colors?”
“The flag,” Jesiah said.
The two assistant counselors grinned at them, then started herding the boys out of the water.
Luke’s legs felt like rubber as he hiked up the hill to the shower house. He was glad that the others were bringing his soap, but many of the new campers had run ahead and were already in the showers. The shower house was pandemonium with all of the campers yelling and laughing.
Luke and Jesiah shared a nozzle as well as a bar of soap. As tired as Luke was, he was glad to see that Chet and another boy were showering and talking to Larry, who looked happy.
The two assistant counselors that had been helping as lifeguards came in shortly after the Anchors. Soon the other assistant counselors were filtering in as well.
Luke noted that even though most of the counselors were standing in the shower room waiting for a shower nozzle, they went ahead and stripped down in a deliberate manner that showed they had either been instructed to do so, or they were adopting the Anchors’ rule to never be dressed more than the least of these. 
One of the older assistants walked in and was busy talking, still fully clothed. Luke saw another of the assistants point to him, causing him to say “sorry,” and quickly get undressed as he was talking. The scene reminded Luke of the odd situation when a boy or man was nudged for wearing a hat when prayer was being said before Sunday dinner or in church.
Luke and the other Anchors finished showering, and sat on some of the benches around the fire and waited for the other campers and boys to finish. Luke had no idea who’d started the fire, but he was thankful for its friendly glow in the evening light.
Mr. Greenwood appeared, and said he had heard Jesiah was going to take over evening prayer. He explained that the duties didn’t mean Jesiah had to say each evening’s prayers, but that he should use the opportunity to get others to pray. Jesiah looked relieved, as he was so tired. He flashed a questioning grin at Chet, and the boy nodded and said he’d be happy to pray.
Luke also noticed that although each of the boys had towels, none of them were wearing the towels like skirts as they came out of the shower house. Most were carrying them over their shoulders, or sat on them. Jesiah announced the ceremony to begin, and asked that “Brother Chet give thanks to God for this day.”
Chet started speaking in a clear voice.
“Dear God Almighty,” he started. “I feel better right now than I’ve ever felt before, and I think I speak for some others as well.”
This brought a warm murmur in the crowd.
“Tonight we see ourselves more clearly for who we are. You are the Great Creator, and we stand before you as your simple creation. We stand in humility, as empty earthen vessels, and ask you to fill us up. Help us do your work here on earth. Use each of us during this camp session, just as we’ve seen you use the Fearless Five to help us understand ourselves a little better today. Help us to make our brothers stronger.” 
Another louder murmur moved through the crowd. 
“Help us to be safe, healthy, and especially we ask that you heal Mr. Swank quickly so he can be back here with us. Amen.”
There was a resounding Amen from the campers. It was discovered that John, the assistant counselor who played taps on the bugle every night was away on duties, but none other than Larry stepped forward and picked up the instrument. He played taps almost perfectly.
The colors were carefully lowered by two of the assistant counselors. The flag was then folded and put in the wooden box along with the bugle. Two campers were allowed to help so as to pass on the process of folding the flag.
The Anchors started to make their way out of the circle area, each thinking only of their beds. One of the new campers called out to them.
“Hey, Fearless Five,” the boy said. He looked around nervously, then seemed to regain his courage as the Anchors turned around to face him and the others.
“We heard your parents are coming tomorrow, and might take you home.”
There was more murmuring in the crowd, as others added their concern.
“You guys gotta stay here,” the boy said. “I mean, you don’t know how scared I was, and now I’m not. But I’m afraid a bunch of us will be scared again tomorrow, and…well…we need you guys.”
Luke was so tired he felt ready to drop, and Andy and Jarod were literally holding Kyle between them.
Jesiah let out a sigh. “We intend to stay.”
“But your parents…”
“We can’t control that,” Jesiah said. “But even if we all have to leave, you guys can do this without us. God used us to help you and Mr. Swank because we prayed that he could use us, and we were practicing Godly humility. You just saw God use Kyle to help Larry. That was possible because of his prayer, fasting, and humbling himself before God.
You all came here knowing you needed to push yourselves to learn the skills to survive. Now you know you need to practice Godly humility and make yourselves strong. You guys have the counselors, and Mr. Swank will be back soon. Raise your hand if you can give your life over to God so he can use you for the time you’re here, and for the rest of your life. Let me see a show of hands.” Jesiah asked.
Every camper raised their hand. The counselors did as well.
“See,” Jesiah said. “We’ll all be okay.”
“Just do your best for us tomorrow,” the boy said. The other boys were nodding.
“You’ve got it,” Jesiah said.
Luke and the others slowly made their way back to the cabin. Luke got out his toothbrush and brushed his teeth on the porch, spitting into the grass beside it. He was joined by the others, who all complained they had not intended to brush their teeth but now they had to because Luke was.
The Anchors heard a loud voice from one of the cabins behind them.
“Look up! Up in the sky!”
The five all looked up and could see a huge meteor slowly burning across the sky in a colorful blaze of orange, green, blue and gold. After the meteor had faded, there was a loud cheer from the camp.
“I’ve never seen anything like that before,” Jarod said. “Let's go to bed.”
Luke pulled back his sleeping bag and sat on his bunk.
Jesiah looked at him and grinned. “I sleepwalk when I go to bed this tired. Just a fair warning.”
“You don’t pee on your friends when you sleepwalk, do you?”
Jesiah laughed.
Luke fell back onto his pillow.
He thought for a moment about the meeting tomorrow with their parents, but pushed it out of his mind. He then thought about the meteor, and wondered if it was supposed to mean something. He pushed that thought away as well, and drifted off.






Chapter 43
Meeting New Campers




Luke woke to the now familiar sound of the bell at the great lodge. He rolled out of bed feeling good but sore. Jesiah’s eyes were barely open, and Luke looked to see the others were stirring too. They all stretched, and headed for the shower house, then dressed and headed to the Great Hall.
Breakfast was sausage, eggs, and biscuits, and Luke was glad to see Mr. Greenwood’s friendly face behind the counselors who were serving. He gave the Anchors a nod.
The boys sat at their regular table, but quickly noticed that none of the other campers were sitting at their table or near them. As the boys ate, Chet walked up.
“Hey, sit with us,” Andy said to Chet.
Chet nodded and sat. “My dad’s on his way. He’ll be here this morning.”
“Really?” Andy said. “Is he worried about you being here?”
“No way,” Chet said. “He’s coming to see both of you guys’ dads," he pointed at Jesiah and Luke. I think he also wants to make sure the rest of your parents let you guys stay here with me.”
“That sounds good,” Andy said, motioning around the table they were sitting at. “Why aren’t any of the other campers sitting by us?”
Chet grinned. “Well, everyone thinks that you guys are kind of important, and none of them think you’d want ‘em here.”
“I was afraid of that,” Andy said. “We need to come up with a game plan, and I wanted to do that while we ate, but we can’t let ourselves be set up as being too cool to hang out with. Let’s each go find a space at a table and be one of the crowd. Chet, you come with me,” Andy said.
The five all got up from the table and spread out. Luke carried his tray to a spot on the far side of the hall near the stage.
“Hey, guys, is anyone sitting here?”
The boys all just looked at Luke blankly.
“You want to sit with us?” a boy asked in disbelief.
“Yeah, if that’s okay,” Luke said.
“Sure!” several of the boys said. “We’re from Cabin Four.”
Luke studied the names on the shirts and the faces they belonged to. The boys at the table were talking about the Anchors’ meeting with their parents, and the possibility they might have to leave. The talk also touched on who was the best on the dive platform on the top of the swim tower, and who would be the strongest swimmer, though the boys were quick to tell Luke they knew none of the campers could swim as well as the Fearless Five.
Luke shook his head. “You can. It’s just a different swim stroke. We’ll be teaching you, and you’ll be able to swim across the lake yourselves if you want.”
The boys all thought that was impossible, but Luke told them not to worry.
“So are you and Jesiah really brothers?” a taller skinny kid asked.
“No,” Luke laughed. “We’re just close, and we sometimes say things at the same time and jinx each other. The whole Whiskey Twin thing was about our dads.”
“Yeah, we figured that out,” another boy said. “We read the plaque.”
Luke was puzzled and looked at the boy. “What plaque?”
“It’s over there on the wall by the fireplace. There’s a couple of things there about the Fearless Five.”
“Huh. I didn’t know that,” Luke said as he made a mental note to go find the plaque among the hundreds of chits and photographs on the wall.
The boys from Cabin Four were a good bunch, and it seemed there was no end to their stories. At one point several of the boys were laughing about something, and a boy named Ben down at the end said “I still want my hundred dollars back.”
Luke laughed. “Hey, I heard someone yelling that last night while I was brushing my teeth. Was that you? What’s up with losing a hundred dollars?”
Pandemonium broke out, with several boys trying to tell the story all at once. Finally a boy named Randy got the others to let him talk.
He grinned at Luke. “I’m not circumcised either, and when we got back to the cabin last night, the others were asking me about it, because of what Jesiah said, and then seeing you two. So I showed them how it skins back while someone held a flashlight on me. I never in a million years would believe I could ever have talked about it with someone, let alone showed them, but I did. The guys were great about it, and even said it was cool. I explained they all had the same skin, but it was cut off when they were babies.”
Another boy jumped into the storytelling, unable to contain himself. “At first we didn’t believe him, but then we could see our scars where it had been cut, so we realized it was true. Anyway, out of the blue, that guy over there named Ben asked how much it costs to get circumcised. So that guy named John told Ben it had cost a hundred dollars to circumcise his baby brother a few years ago. So then Ben gets this mad look on his face and suddenly shouts “I want my hundred dollars back, and my skin too!”
The whole end of the Great Hall erupted in laughter, revealing that the campers around them had been listening to the exuberantly told story along with Luke.
Luke laughed hard, and was glad he had joined the table.
Ben said, “Why is it that here we can talk about this stuff so easily!”
Luke nodded, but then caught sight of Sheriff Moore coming into the dining hall. The sheriff spoke to Mr. Greenwood, then sat down at the small round table where Mr. Steel was already sitting. The pair looked serious in their discussion, and finally both of them started looking around the room. Luke realized the sheriff was looking for the Anchors.
“Hey, guys,” Luke said. “You’re going to have to write that story down. I want to start a book of stories about real life stuff that happens to us here at camp, and that’d be a perfect one. But right now, I think I have to get ready for the meeting with our parents.”
The boys all wished him luck.






Chapter 44
The Parents




The Anchors all met at Mr. Steel’s table and each shook hands with him and Sheriff Moore.
“Gentlemen,” Mr. Steel said. “Sheriff Moore and I have been praying about this meeting with your parents all morning. We understand that you boys want to meet with your parents all at the same time, and we’ve conveyed that to your parents. They’re going to be arriving at 09:00, and we think it would work best to let you have your meeting in the pavilion down by the lake.”
“I think that’ll work for us,” Jesiah said looking around. The others nodded.
Mr. Moore continued. “We’re not the only ones who’ve been praying. Are you boys familiar with a camper named Chet?”
“Sure,” Luke said. “His dad was at camp with Jesiah’s dad and mine.”
“Yes he was,” Mr. Steel said. “Chet’s been praying, and has actually lined up a few boys that want to give testimony to how much this camp, and the Fearless Five in particular, have done for them. He’s given a short description of each of the boys’ stories, and he’s also come up with a way to make an opening for them to speak. I also understand that you boys want Sheriff Moore to be in the meeting with you and your parents?”
“Yes, sir,” Andy said. “We’d really like Mr. Swank to be there too, but since he’s hurt…”
Mr. Steel nodded. “I understand. Now you gentlemen go on. We have work to do, and you need to be putting your thoughts together.”
“We’ll be praying,” Jesiah said. “We have some things to do to get ready, too.”
The Five did a turn at kitchen duty, then made their way back out into the morning sunshine.
“What were you meaning when you said we had some things to do to get ready?” Andy asked Jesiah.
Jesiah shrugged. “We need to make sure our cabin looks squared away, and then we need some time to clear our heads before they get here.”
The cabin was in fairly good shape. Sweeping it was all Jesiah thought they should do.
“If it looks too good, they’ll definitely think we need psychiatric help,” he joked.
The boys then went out to the back porch. Each found a place to sit quietly. Luke was worried, but knew his own parents would be solid, and figured Jesiah’s mom and dad would be as well. He silently prayed for a few minutes.
He looked up to see his and Jesiah’s dad standing at the top of the hill watching them.
When the two saw Luke had spotted them, they started walking toward the Anchor Cabin.
“Hey, guys, My dad is here, and so is Jesiah’s,” Luke said quietly.
Jesiah stood, and waved to his father.
The two men walked over to them, and each hugged their son, then each of the other four boys. No one was speaking, and finally Luke broke the silence.
“Dad, why didn’t you tell me that Jesiah’s dad was your friend in the picture?”
“Ditto,” Jesiah said to his dad.
Jesiah’s dad answered. “Well, boys, we didn’t want to mess it up. We both had a feeling you two would be friends, just like we were.”
“Did you meet Okiye when you were here?” Luke asked.
The men looked at one another. “What do you know about him,” Luke’s dad asked.
The boys all laughed, and all five started telling the story of the deer in the mud pit beyond the obstacle course.
“We called that mud hole the Slew of Despond when we were here,” Jesiah’s dad said. “I can’t imagine getting into that awful stuff!”
Luke’s dad looked squarely at Luke.
“We were thinking of having some tea after the meeting.”
“I’d rather have hot chocolate,” Luke said, answering the security question his father just asked.
Andy grinned. “That is so cool. I’m going to teach my parents to do that.”
Luke’ dad gave Luke a disapproving look, but the look softened immediately.
“I guess anchor campers have never kept much from each other.”
Jesiah was just grinning. “Go ahead, dad.”
Jesiah’s dad smiled in return. “Would you like a good cup of coffee, son?”
“Sure, dad. I’ll take mine black, straight up.”
Andy, Jarod, and Kyle were impressed with the security phrase from each of the dads and the replies from Luke and Jesiah.
The rest of the parents were coming down the hill now, so Jesiah’s dad said they’d tell their story about Okiye later. The Anchors, along with Luke and Jesiah’s dads walked over to the pavilion so the other families and their mothers would head there.
Mr. Steel was walking the other parents down with Sheriff Moore. The boys each realized their duties as sons and went up the hill to meet their mothers and walk them down. Luke was glad to see that his mom and Jesiah’s didn’t seem upset at all, though they were both glad to see them.
Sheriff Moore gave Luke’s dad and Jesiah’s dad a hug, and promised they would talk later. Soon everyone was situated at one of the tables in the pavilion where a pitcher of lemonade and another of iced tea was waiting.
Andy served everyone drinks, starting with the mothers first. After everyone was seated Mr. Steel stood.
“I am so glad all of you parents could come here today. We have Sheriff Moore with us to walk you through what has happened the past few days.”
The boys were sitting on the opposite side of the table from their parents, as they felt that would work better. They were also facing the direction of the parking area, and could see another man coming down the hill whose face seemed familiar.
Mr. Steel continued. “Here comes the father of another camper here, Chet Morgan, who was at camp with Mr. Westin and Doctor Westin.”
“I still just call them the Whiskey Twins,'' the man coming down the hill said as he pointed. Both Luke’s dad and Jesiah’s dad nearly turned their chairs over jumping up. The two hugged Chet’s father and laughed. Sheriff Moore simply beamed.
Finally they were all seated again.
Mr. Steel remained standing. “Let me introduce Sheriff Moore, who was in charge of the investigation concerning what happened over on the far side of the lake.”
Luke watched all of the mothers as Sheriff Moore got up. Kyle’s mom had her jaw clenched tight, and looked a lot more nervous than the other moms.
Sheriff Moore cleared his throat. “I’m glad to get a chance to speak with all of you parents about this incident. It all started three days ago when I came here to tell the camp staff that a young man with autism had wandered away from his home and gotten lost in the woods somewhere in this greater area.
Three law enforcement agencies and six fire departments were spread out in the county to look for the boy. When I stopped by here, your sons volunteered to check the area along the north side of the lake.
The boys had walkie talkies, and were in communication with Mr. Swank. As is standard procedure at this camp, Mr. Swank had also scouted the route the boys intended to take, and stayed a quarter mile or so ahead of them as they hiked, able to observe them.”
Luke and the others exchanged glances, none of them knowing that Mr. Swank had been in front of them on the trail.
Sheriff Moore continued. “Unbeknownst to any law enforcement in the area, a group of men had set up a drug lab about a mile into the woods on the other side of the lake. Their access to that area was through some private property and a washed out logging road. As it turns out, the lost boy from town happened upon their drug lab and they tied him up. 
Their plan was to kill the boy, and dump his body where it would drift across the lake and wash up on these shores. They wanted to do that to terrify all of the campers’ parents, and shut down this camp.”
This story caused the parents to all look at one another in horror.
“Luckily,” Sheriff Moore said. “Most of the men here at this camp are retired from the law enforcement, military, or fire service. These men have a schedule worked out, and at any given time at least two of them are armed. The good part is, they’re also very observant. Mr. Swank used his military training and was able to learn of the criminal plan and stop it before anyone was hurt.
These boys were a distance away, and out of harm’s way when Mr. Swank fought the criminals. After the area was safe, your sons hiked in. They were able to rescue a very agitated young autistic boy who was soaking wet and freezing cold due to being tied up in the mud all through the night. That boy was scared to death. Your sons got him out of his wet clothes and one of them gave him their own.
One of your sons actually went naked so a cold, wet, scared kid could have dry clothes to warm up and be comforted.
In case you didn’t make the connection, I can’t think of a better example of Jesus' parable of the sheep and the goats in the 25th chapter of Matthew. Your sons found someone without dry clothes, and they gave them those off their own backs.” The sheriff paused to let this fact sink in.
“I’d be proud if that were my son,” Andy’s dad said.
Mr. Steel spoke up. “It was actually all of your sons. You see, this group of five boys have a code of honor they live by. None of them will allow himself to be clothed more than the least clothed person around them, nor eat when another is hungry. When Jesiah gave the lost boy his clothes, the other four boys shed their’s as well.”
The sheriff nodded. “Mr. Steel is correct. Next, these boys pulled a broken motor off of the drug dealer’s boat, dragged the boat to the water, then swam all the way across the lake towing the boat with the injured Mr. Swank and the lost boy in it.
As they got close, they sent Luke and Jesiah ahead to get an ambulance started on the way. Myself and the fire department were just across the road, and were here in moments.
Because of the actions of these five boys, Mr. Swank didn’t bleed to death, and an autistic boy didn’t die of exposure.”
The Sheriff continued. “This camp has a perfect record of no serious injuries for campers. For you parents, I might want to add that my department has a database concerning the vulnerability of the businesses in my jurisdiction. I don’t know of any business that is more secure than this facility. My grandson will be old enough to come to this camp in two years. I intend for him to do just that. The word is out, and I can assure you that no one with criminal intent will want to be anywhere near this facility.”
Sheriff Moore then asked if there were any questions.
Kyle’s mom looked at the sheriff. “How do we know that there aren’t more drug labs in the woods?”
“That’s a good question,” Sheriff Moore said. “Because of this incident, the game and wildlife department will be using one of its planes to patrol the refuge, and over this campground as well. In addition to that, because of some of Mr. Swank’s contacts in the military, we’ll also be getting some chopper overflights by a training group from the air base. These helicopters specialize in finding drug smuggling operations along our nation’s southern border, and usually fly training missions just east of here. Now they will be using the game refuge to fly at night and observe. This campground is now the most secure in the country.”
Sheriff Moore looked at the other parents.
“That sounds fine,” Jarod’s mom said. “But these boys witnessed a gun battle. Won’t they be traumatized?”
“Gentlemen?” Mr. Steel said, looking at the five boys.
“No, mom,” Jarod said. “We never saw so much as the face of any of those men after we got there, right guys?”
The boys each agreed.
“Mom,” Jarod said. “I know you’re worried. But you can’t imagine how much this camp has taught me so far. I’ve learned so much about myself, and my walk with God. I understand self-discipline better now. I love being in the woods, and it used to terrify me. We saved a baby deer that was drowning in some mud! Mr. Swank taught us how to swim in such a way that we all swam from that point way across the lake past that crooked tree. Do you see that? It’s almost a mile, and we did it while pulling a boat! Would you ever think I could learn to do that? We’ve been able to help the campers here too. Mom, if you order me to go home I will, but I need to stay!”
Jarod’s mom looked torn. “Okay,” she finally said, and his dad grinned.
Andy’s parents looked at their son. “Do you want to stay, Andy?” his father asked.
“Absolutely,” Andy said. “Mom, Dad, I love you, and I miss you every day, but this is really important to me. We’re doing good things here.”
Luke could tell that Jarod’s mom and Andy’s parents were going to be solid. Kyle’s mother, however, had a hard look on her face and looked as if she had already made up her mind.
Chet walked up with one of the young campers and approached the end of the table. Mr. Steel motioned to Chet, then he introduced the camper.
“This is Joey. He has something to tell us.”
The boy had been looking at the ground but slowly looked up at them all.
“I gave my life to the Lord last night after prayer. Since I was old enough to think for myself, I decided I was an atheist. But one of the first things I saw at this camp was how the Fearless Five…er…your sons…treated each other, and how they treated us. I’ve been around a lot of people who were telling me how to be a Christian. The Fearless Five showed me how to be one.
Then I listened to the Anchors teach outside their cabin about Christian humility, about how man’s mind, body, and spirit have to be connected. It’s what I’ve been missing for so long. I’ve got a big scar on my chest from a surgery that didn’t go very well. It’s pretty messed-up looking. I never take my shirt off around anyone. But if one person is without a shirt, these guys pull theirs off, too, even though Kyle has a big scar on his chest. I need to be around them more. Please let them stay. Thank you,” The boy turned and walked out of the pavilion.
Kyle’s dad looked unconvinced. “Okay, maybe another kid had open heart surgery and Kyle helped him by running around without a shirt, but we’re just not sold on him staying. Some of these boys can stay, and it sounds like they’re doing some good, but I don’t see how that means we should leave Kyle here.”
“I agree,” Kyle’s mom said. Kyle lowered his head, and Luke could see the boy’s frustration.
The tension seemed to grow.
Chet spoke up again.
“If you don’t think Kyle should stay, then there’s another camper who’d like to tell you something.”
“Well…okay,” Kyle’s dad said hesitantly.
Chet swallowed noisily, and looked into the woods. Luke and the others turned as well. Larry slowly walked out of the timber, with Okiye walking beside him. Okiye was wearing a camp T-shirt and shorts, which looked odd on him. The two walked over to the pavilion and faced the parents. Luke looked at Jesiah and the others. They each were as stunned as he was. Luke’s dad, and Jesiah’s dad were staring at Okiye, who put his hand on Larry’s shoulder.
Larry was fumbling with a coil of rope in his hands, then spoke. “This is tough. I have a…condition. My…uh…penis stays inside of me, like it's in a hole. My dad wanted me to come to this camp to get comfortable with my body. But…I came to this camp to kill myself.”
Everyone looked at Larry with shock, and gasps were let out from both sides of the table.
“It’s true,” he said. “I’ve always hated my body, and never even liked to look at myself in the mirror. I’ve been planning to kill myself for over three months, but I decided to wait and do it here at this camp when dad told me I had to come. I figured I’d rather do it here than at home, so mom and dad wouldn’t have to think about where I did it.”
“I figured on the first day I’d have to get in the shower and everyone would laugh at me. Then that night, my plan was that I would hang myself. I brought the rope from home,” Larry said as he dropped the coil of rope on the table.
“When I first saw the Fearless Five, and how tough they were, I just knew they’d be the ones that would laugh at me the most. That was when I picked out the tree I wanted to use,” he said. “It was that one over there,” he pointed.
“But my plan didn’t turn out the way I thought it would. I wanted to hate the Five. But as I watched them work together, I started liking them. They were a team, and they took care of each other. Kyle was kind of keeping to himself and praying a lot. I kept hearing the others asking each other what was bugging him, and they said he wouldn’t eat when they got back to shore.
They kept saying that he was usually right there with them on everything, and usually doing more. Jesiah kept telling them to not bother Kyle, that he was praying, and not eating so he could pray harder.
I was close enough to Kyle at times to hear him praying. He was asking for the ability to listen to the Spirit, and to be able to comfort, and for the right words to be in his prayer, and to have the touch of healing for a broken mind. It didn’t make any sense to me that someone would pray for what he was asking.
Then came swim class right after that. Our swimsuits here are way too big and they’re awful. None of us like ‘em, and after class everyone pulled them off to swim. That left only me. I was the only one still wearing the big orange swimsuit. Everyone was staring at me.
All I could do was cry, and when Jesiah asked me what was wrong, I told him about my penis. I was ready for them all to laugh. Then Kyle came over and stood by me. He didn’t touch me at first, but after he said a little bit, he put his hand on my shoulder and started praying.
Suddenly I knew that he was sharing my pain, and the comfort I felt was unbelievable. I know it came from God. I could hear all of Kyle’s prayers through his holding my shoulder. He’d been praying for me the whole time he was swimming across the lake pulling that boat. He’d refused to eat, and was fasting all day long, praying about me, even though he didn’t even know who I was, and had never met me.
You see, God was working through Kyle. God helped him understand what was going on inside me. Kyle didn’t even know I was the one he had been praying for until that moment on the dock. When he put his hand on my shoulder, something left me. It was like an angry darkness just washed out of me, and inside I felt a bright light.
I could even feel the pain of how hungry Kyle was, and how hard he had pushed himself swimming to save Mr. Swank. I felt God’s peace wash over me, and suddenly I realized that God was my real Father. God had work for me to do, and it wasn’t right for me to focus on what I didn’t like about my body.
So right there on the dock, I wanted more sunlight. I pulled my shorts off and turned so that every boy in the camp could see the part of me I’d been so ashamed of and kept hidden. Not one of them laughed.
They just wanted me to swim so they could. In that moment, the way I felt about everyone around me changed. I’ve lived my life making sure no one knew about the real me, and that made me feel like no one knew the real me. But on that dock, I wanted everyone to see me, and suddenly I saw myself as I am. Now I like myself. I don’t think I’d care if anyone did laugh.
Kyle was touched by God, so he fasted and prayed hard all through what must have been a terrible day. Because of that, I’m alive, and I’m happy. I’m free from the dark feeling that was inside me, and I’m never going to let it come back. I like myself, and wouldn’t trade my body for anyone else’s.
In fact, I’m going to stay over till the next group comes, and make sure they see me shower. There might be another kid like me somewhere, and I want him to know he’s not alone. My dad told me there’s a surgical procedure that’d fix my penis after I get through growing, but right now I don’t care if it ever gets done.”
Larry took a deep breath.
“And the really crazy part is, the old cook here at the camp had been praying that whole day too. As soon as Kyle had prayed away the evil that was inside me, the old cook showed up a few moments later with a bunch of hamburgers. Everyone thought the cook brought the food for all of us kids because we didn’t like the meatloaf, but I know it was for Kyle. God is working in this camp. Kyle is a part of God’s work. We need him here.”
Luke was crying so hard he knew he couldn’t have spoken. The others were as well, and so was Chet. Tears were also running down all of the adults’ faces.
Luke wasn’t sure what to do. Larry was still standing there, his arms at his sides, a calm look on his face.
Kyle’s mother was sobbing.
“Young man, I’m so sorry you had to go through telling us all of this. You wouldn’t have had to if we had agreed earlier to let Kyle stay.”
“That’s okay,” Larry said. “I’m tougher for having admitted it, and it’s worth it if Kyle gets to stay with us.”
Kyle’s mom was wiping her eyes. “Kyle can stay. Oh, What happened to your friend that was here with you?”
Larry pointed his thumb to the vacant spot where Okiye had been standing beside him during his story.
“Oh, that guy? He had some things he had to do. But he’s around here somewhere.”
She sniffed. “He was so nice to come here to support you.”
“Yeah, he’s always helping someone. It’s almost like his name should just be “Help.”
“Well, I hope his parents get to hear how much he’s helped you, too.”
“Yeah, his father is in camp. I already made sure and told him.”
The humor of Larry’s talking to Kyle’s mom about Okiye stopped Luke's tears, and that of the others as well. They were suddenly all trying not to laugh, and Larry seemed pleased that he was sharing the joke with them.
Luke realized that Mr. Steel was suddenly aware that Okiye, who had come out of the woods with Larry, had not been one of the campers. Mr. Steel was looking back and forth between the Anchors and Larry, trying to figure out what had just happened, and where Okiye had disappeared to.
Larry left at a run after Chet hugged his father, and the boys all hugged their parents. In two weeks it would be parent’s night, and the boys each made sure their parents would be there for the evening.
Mr. Steel kept looking back at the spot where Okiye had been as he stood to walk the parents up to the parking lot. Sheriff Moore remained behind for a moment to speak with the boys.
“Do you think Mr. Steel is going to be alright?” he asked with a slight grin. “That was quite a shock for him.”
“That had to be one of the funniest things I’ve ever seen,” Luke said.
“Thank you for everything, Sheriff,” Andy said. “Remember Family Day, we want you here. And next weekend is Father/Son Day. You said you had a grandson that could come to camp in two years. Please bring him if you can.”
“I’d like that. Thank you,” Sheriff Moore said as he started up the hill. “Oh, I almost forgot. Standing Bear will be back here tomorrow afternoon. The hospital is going to release him. Alex is already back here somewhere.”
“Thanks,” Andy said.
Suddenly The Anchors were alone.
“There’s something I need to see,” Luke said. “Come with me, guys.”





Chapter 45
Learning About History




The guys followed Luke to the Great Hall and then inside, walking toward the stage at the end.
“They guys from Cabin Four told me to look for something about the Fearless Five just to the left of the fireplace,” Luke said.
The Five looked over the many faded pictures. Some were yellow and old, but the faces of the boys were kind, friendly, and happy.
“Hey, guys,” Kyle said. “I found it. Come see this.”
The boys gathered around, and looked at the wall where there was a plaque for “The Fearless Five.” Starting at the top it read, “Camp Osihapi recognized the Fearless Five for acts of bravery in the face of extreme danger. Below the names were listed Jesiah Westin, Luke Westin, Chet Morgan, Chris Lowe, and Marc Dupont.
Below the plaque was a photo of the Fearless Five — the same picture that Luke and Jesiah had seen in their houses. There was also another, simpler looking plaque marked “Camp Osihapi recognizes the Whiskey Twins Jesiah and Luke Westin for Acts of Godly Humility in the face of Enormous Ridicule.”
“Will you guys look at that picture of the Fearless Five?” Andy said. “We just took the same picture yesterday! That reporter had us get behind that same sign.”
“Yeah, but we were naked,” Jarod said.
Luke and the others looked closely at the faded picture. While it was clear the boys didn’t have shirts on, and their legs were bare below the sign, there wasn’t any evidence they were naked. Yet there was something about the defiant way they were standing.
“So what did the real Fearless Five do to get this?” Andy said.
“You boys really want to know?” Mr. Greenwood said as he walked over to them.
“Yes, Sir,” Andy said. “What’d they do?”
Mr. Greenwood grinned and looked at the picture of the five up on the wall.
“Yesterday was “Déjà vû at Camp Osihapi,” Mr. Greenwood said. “That’s a French term meaning “seen this before.” The first group known as the Fearless Five rescued a ten year old boy who’d gotten lost west of here. It turns out he’d fallen into a sinkhole. The Fearless Five discovered the boy, and wove vines together to make a rope. Then it started raining harder than anyone here has ever seen until yesterday. It became clear that if The Five waited on a rescue party, the boy would be lost for sure.”
“So the Fearless Five conducted their rescue, and were able to pull the boy up just in time before the sinkhole gave way completely. The Five and the lost boy all made it back to camp covered in mud.”
“Is that all you know?” Luke asked.
“Well, any more details would have to come from one of The Five who was there,” Mr. Greenwood said, motioning toward one of the lunch tables, where Chet’s dad sat drinking coffee. The Anchors thanked Mr. Greenwood, then went to see the seated man.
Chet’s dad smiled when he saw them approach. “Sit down, gentlemen.”
The boys all sat after shaking Mr. Morgan’s hand. Andy asked about the rescue.
Mr. Morgan smiled. “Well, just like you, we had some guidance and protection when we were here as Anchors.”
“Okiye?” Jesiah said.
“Yes,” the man grinned. “We were about worn out when we got back carrying the boy. He had a badly sprained ankle and couldn’t walk. We had to lie to the reporter, and the sheriff because we didn’t want people to find out about Okiye.”
“We understand why that’s so important now,” Andy said.
Mr. Morgan nodded. “The boy we rescued talked about a ghost. That’s why we had to start the legend of the ghost Indian boy who leads lost kids away to never be seen again. Kids might run off into the woods and purposely get lost just to meet an angel so they can talk to him. They won’t do it to meet a ghost who will get them more lost.”
The boys all laughed in understanding. Mr. Morgan continued.
“As I heard it, the autistic boy you rescued sort of spilled the beans, too. Luckily, I hear he doesn’t talk much. But you five have to repair the damage. Okiye is this camp’s guardian. But the boys in the Anchor Cabin are Okiye’s guardians in a way, or at least the guardians of his identity.”
Each of the boys looked at one another.
“We owe him that,” Andy said.
Jesiah pointed at himself and Luke. “What was the plaque about the Whiskey Twins showing great humility in the…”
“…In the face of enormous ridicule?”  Mr. Morgan finished the sentence laughing. “I helped write that line. It was the first day we were all here, and some of the kids from town were here helping us dig new outhouse holes and move the old outhouses onto the new holes.
While we were moving one of the old outhouses from a used hole, some dirt gave way, and one of the kids from town slipped down into the hole, and came out covered in total disgusting filth. It was awful.
His father made him strip, and some of the boys from town started laughing at him. Luke and Jesiah…er…your dads, both stripped naked faster than you can blink your eyes. They told the city boys that if they wanted someone to laugh at, to pick them. 
The rest of us Anchors then quickly stripped like your dads did. That act had all of the boys from town so embarrassed they all stripped and washed off in the lake with us and the kid who fell in.
From that time on, the Fearless Five started the tradition of never being dressed more than the least dressed boy.”
“So they’re the ones who wrote it on the wall of our cabin.” Jarod said.
Mr Morgan looked sheepishly at them. “Well, that bit of defacement of camp property would be my work,” he said. “But I’m glad I did it, as it’s a good tradition for the Anchor Campers to have.”
Jesiah nodded. “Tell us about the rescue.”
Mr. Morgan shook his head. “Oh, that. Okiye is the one that led us to the kid, and he helped us with the rescue. See, it had rained harder than you could imagine. We’d put our clothes in our packs when it started raining—just like I heard you guys did. By the time we got that kid out of the sink hole we were covered in mud. We knew we had to get him out fast, but he was so cold, wet, and confused he couldn’t tie the vines around himself.
I was the lightest, so the guys lowered me down, and I tied the vine around the boy so the guys could pull him up while I held on to some roots. Then they lowered the vine again and pulled me up.
After we got out, it suddenly stopped raining, and the sun came out. We stripped the boy out of his muddy, wet clothes, and then had to carry him back because of his leg. We made a litter, but when we got to the edge of camp, he wanted to walk in on his own legs, but with our help. By then we were so tired we hardly knew our own names.
There were a lot of volunteers in camp who’d been waiting out the rain so they could go searching for the boy. We showed up so muddy we looked like fudge pops. We were all exhausted, and none of the rescuers could tell which of us was the lost boy.
The boy had warmed up a lot, and he hobbled right into the lake with us to wash off. We all just walked right past everyone and plowed right in the water. We washed off with the sand, and then they wrapped the boy in a blanket and carried him away. He was furious and wanted to stay. After we were clean, we sat in the sun by that sign.
A reporter from town was here, and had seen the whole thing. He wanted to take our pictures. We just said go ahead, not wanting to move, but he didn’t want to take our pictures naked. He finally badgered us into standing behind the old sign. And that’s how that picture came to be. The part I remember most, though, was that night there was an unbelievable giant meteor that crossed the sky.”
The Anchors looked at one another.
“I know. God has a sense of humor,” Mr. Morgan said. “Chet told me you boys took the picture wearing just what we did, and he also told me about the giant meteor. Imagine what the world would be like if everyone prayed like you boys have been praying.”
Jesiah laughed and nodded in agreement “Who were the other two guys that were the Fearless Five?”
Mr. Morgan smiled. “Chris Lowe and Marc Dupont. Chris was killed in combat. They say he fought like ten men and saved an aid station full of wounded that was being overrun. He was a good friend. Marc Dupont was, too. He spoke French because of his grandparents, so we all learned to speak French fairly well by the end of summer. Today he lives in a small farming community in the south of France. He has a family and a large farm.”
Jesiah nodded. “It’d be good for us to write to him. Maybe the six of us could all write him a letter.”
Mr. Morgan looked at him, puzzled. “Six?”
Andy grinned. “Chet told us you wanted him to stay for the season, but that he’d thrown a fit and didn’t want to. We think he wants to stay all summer now. D’you think he could?”
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This was Chet Morgan watching some perch in the water chasing minnows. Chet was able to become an Anchor Camper, and fit right in with our group. Chet was self conscious because he had big puffy nipples, which he learned a lot of boys have. Another one of those things that bug a lot of guys  until they learn that it’s normal. 

“That’d be great,” Mr. Morgan said. “I’ll talk to Mr. Steel and see if he’ll let him.”
“Don’t tell Chet,” Kyle said. “Just let us know if it’s okay, and we’ll move his gear and let him find it in the Anchor Cabin.”
Mr. Morgan smiled. “Well, you’ll be seeing a little more of me in the future here as well. I have accepted the offer to be the camp chaplain.”
“That’s great!” Andy said. “When did that happen?”
Mr. Morgan looked a little sad. “I’ve been the pastor of a church for over ten years. I resigned a week ago.”
“Why?” Jesiah asked.
Mr. Morgan laughed. “Some of the congregation found out I was sending my son to this camp, and they heard the boys would be showering together and maybe even skinny-dipping. Shortly after that Chet and I were taking a shower in the old church gym showers. Some of the other men and boys came through and saw us. Many of the older men had used that very shower after basketball games in the gym and saw it as normal. But the younger fathers were all shocked and offended.
When I explained that Chet and I had been showering together so he’d be comfortable coming to this camp, they thought I was in error spiritually.
So last Sunday, I preached a sermon explaining that it was Satan who left man with shame and fear. I explained man’s trinity of mind, body, and spirit, and how Satan wanted man’s three parts to be untethered and out of harmony.
I then laid out all of the scripture that showed men with honored positions humbling themselves in nakedness. Then I went over foot washing, and explained that Christ did it as an example of how church elders should humble themselves. When I said that, some of our church elders got up and walked out.”
“It doesn’t sound like that went over too well,” Jesiah said.
“No. Many were upset and thought I should leave the church. I’d been thinking of taking this position here for the summer anyway.” Mr. Morgan said.
“I’m sorry you lost your church,” Andy said.
Mr. Morgan shrugged. “Well, the good news is that some of the more sensible fathers from church have decided to send their boys here this summer. One of their sons is here now, and according to Chet, he questioned Jesiah quite a bit when he laid out your biblical reasons for accepting Godly humility. Jesiah, I heard your sermon on the porch was fantastic.”
Jesiah shrugged off the compliment. “I remember him. He’s already a good friend.”
Mr. Morgan finished his coffee. “You boys haven’t heard, but the story of your actions during the rescue, and the picture taken of you, is in the news all over the world. Your names weren’t included, but everyone in the country is talking about how five boys swam nearly a mile pulling a boat carrying a wounded man and a confused mentally challenged boy.
The story even includes that one of you gave your clothes to the lost boy, so the rest went naked in solidarity with your unclad brother, and were still that way when you got to the crowd on shore. The story did leave out the part about you being naked behind the sign when the picture was taken, but there’s been some speculation about it.”
“What are they saying about us,” Andy asked.
“Everyone thinks you’re heroes,” Mr. Morgan said. “The phones in the office here have been ringing off the hook. This was going to be a light summer as far as the number of campers was concerned. Now it’s going to be full the whole season. There are a lot of families that want their boys to come to a camp where bravery and honor are taught, where it’s common to swim like boys did fifty years ago, and where they could learn to think for themselves and survive. It looks like the camp will turn a profit this year.”
“I guess that’s a good thing,” Andy said.
There's another part to tell you, too.”
"What's that?" Andy asked.
"The research aspect of this camp also was part of the story. As a result of that, research scientists from all over the globe are interested in the study. Several universities and organizations have offered grants for their people to be allowed to observe the research."
The boys looked at one another, but none were very interested. “Since you're going to be chaplain here, have you seen the chapel?” Luke asked.
Mr. Morgan smiled. “Yeah. It’s beautiful. I always loved it as a kid because of the library there. It’s been renovated, but they kept things like I remember them.”
“We noticed it had a basement,” Andy said. “The door’s locked with a giant padlock, though.”
Mr. Morgan shrugged. “It’s nothing to see. The door is locked because of the rules against having small closed off spaces.”
They talked a bit longer, then the Anchors went out into the bright sunlight. Alex was standing in the pathway, his arms folded and looking at them.
“Hey, Brother,” Andy said to the boy. “I’m glad you’re back, and I hear your dad’ll be back tomorrow.”

“He will,” Alex grinned. “I’ve got something to show you.”

The boy pulled out his sheath knife. It was clearly not the brand new knife the boys had been issued. It was an older knife that was well worn, though in good condition. He handed it to the boys to look at.
“My dad gave it to me,” Alex said. “He said it was his knife when he was a boy here. He said a friend returned it to him, and he wanted to honor me with it.”
“That’s awesome,” Luke said, seeing the word “Swank” etched into the handle on one side, and “Little Bear” carved in the other.
“You take really good care of that knife,” Kyle said. “A really nice guy kept it safe for your dad all these years.”
Suddenly the rest of the campers came from every direction, and the Anchors and Alex were quickly surrounded. The campers were laughing, shoving and pulling them toward the lake.
Luke felt as if the weight of the world had been lifted from his shoulders. Mr. Swank was healing fast, and all of the Anchors had been allowed to stay. He looked out at the wooden “Camp Osihapi” sign as they went to the swim dock.
Luke had fallen behind somewhat as he reflected on his good fortune. When he got to the dock the grass before it was covered with T-shirts and shorts scattered everywhere in individual piles. Luke saw where the guys had dropped their and put his with them.
The sun felt good, and the breeze off the lake tickled his skin as he trotted to the end of the dock and did a somersault as he jumped in. Luke noticed Kyle was standing on the dock explaining the survival side stroke to Larry, who was standing wide open to the world and laughing. Other boys were listening and learning as well
Jesiah was waiting in the water for Luke, and grinned at him.
“Well, I guess we got to the bottom of all of the mysteries,” Jesiah said.
“There’s still the biggest mystery of all,” Luke said.
“What do you mean?”
Luke motioned around them. “It’s this. The biggest mystery is why everyone today thinks swimming like this is wrong or weird. Why do Christians think it’s sinful? Shouldn’t they be the ones that understand it the best? Shouldn’t this be how people are baptized?”
Jesiah nodded. “That is a mystery. Everyone thinks it’s fine to see movies where people are hacked up, stabbed, shot full of holes, or have lots of dangerous sex. But they’d never accept a modern movie showing guys like us just swimming as Jesus did. This world is upside down, but it’s our job to teach the truth to those God sends us. Anyway, this is going to be a great summer.”
“It already has been,” Luke said as he and Jesiah watched Kyle and Larry talking on the dock.
Jesiah laughed. “The friends we’re making here are so much different than the friends we make in the regular world.”
“You’re right,” Luke said. “But don’t you think this is the kind of friendship God intended for guys to have?”
“Yeah,” Jesiah said. “It should be more common for guys to be friends like we are. It’s funny you don’t see more of it. It's almost like the world doesn’t want friendships like ours to be normal.”







Chapter 46
Father/Son Day

The week flew by. A construction crew finished the new archery range, which brought about the discovery that Jarod was a nationally ranked competitive archer, and capable of incredible accuracy and an ability to teach others.
Mr. Morgan held worship services, but most just seemed to happen in the middle of the common area, or even on the swim dock. He and Mr. Greenwood both sat in the lake at the sandy beach every evening after dinner, and campers were able to go talk to them alone and get things off their chests. Mr. Morgan actually had a waterproof Bible.
All of the regular campers got their advanced swim check mark and their woodcraft skills badges, so the Anchors started a rotation taking guys out for overnight camping trips that were a big hit. When Luke and Jesiah took a group out, Luke found a wild black rat snake and was able to teach each of the other boys how to catch it. He even told them about vomiting the first time he tried to catch the snake that was now in the terrarium in the Great Hall.
Father/Son day was Saturday, and Luke met his dad and little brother as they entered the Great Hall for breakfast. Luke hugged his brother, then grabbed him and looked him in the face.
“Ben, I’m sorry for the way I’ve treated you at home. You’re awesome, and I should never have ignored you or put you down like I have.”
Ben looked warily at Luke, but seemed to accept the apology.
Jesiah’s two younger brothers were there as well, and one was eight, the same age as Ben. Both Luke and Jesiah’s dads were called over to the table with Mr. Steel, Swank, and Larson, so Luke took Ben through the serving line and introduced him to Mr. Greenwood. He also made sure Ben sat next to him at their table with Jesiah and his brothers.
After breakfast Luke showed his dad and Ben around the camp. There was a display with fire starting material, where Luke made sure Ben was able to start a fire with a ferro rod and steel. They visited the archery range, the obstacle course, and of course the Anchor cabin.
Most of the time Luke and Jesiah were able to keep their two dads and brothers together as one large group. All of the little brothers got along great.
After they had seen everything, most of the dads and sons headed for Lake Osihapi.
“What do you want to do now?” Luke asked Ben.
“Why are you asking me?” his brother asked with an almost suspicion in his voice.
“Because you’re my brother, and it’s how I’m supposed to treat you,” Luke said.
Ben nodded, but still looked confused. “Can I try the zip line,” he asked as he pointed to the tower. Jesiah’s oldest little brother was wanting to go as well, so they all went together.
Luke walked next to his brother. There were already several boys walking toward the tower with their dads. Luke knew it would be interesting, because the evening before all of the campers had gotten together as a group and decided to swim in their God suits for Father/Son day. Many of the campers didn’t even know where their camp issued swim trunks were any longer, though it was well known that the lost and found bin held dozens of them.
It was funny to Luke and Jesiah watching the reaction of the fathers and brothers when all of the campers hung up their shorts as they got to the lake. When they saw the looks from their dads, the campers simply said, “We never clothe ourselves with more than the least of these.”
That statement got a confused expression from many of the dads, and especially the older brothers that were closer to adulthood. Luke learned later that there were several older brothers who had been asked to be assistant counselors, but had refused because they didn’t like the idea of the open showers.
Now that they were at camp on Father/Son day, those older boys were suddenly hit with the experience. At first only a few pulled off their shorts, and then more did as they saw the other older teens were liking it and stating they wished they’d gone to camp.
A few of the fathers had brought swim trunks and were wearing them, but Luke’s dad dropped his shorts when Luke did, and so did Jesiah’s dad. After that Ben and Jesiah’s little brothers couldn’t wait to try skinny-dipping. Most of the other fathers who had been campers at Osihapi shucked their shorts, and then most of the others followed suit.
Ben went down the zip line with Luke, then with his dad. Then he joined Jesiah’s brother for a zip.
Luke could tell that Ben was watching him closely as he interacted with Jesiah and the many other campers. After the zip line Ben tried the canoes, then Luke showed him the side stroke. Ben was able to easily make it out to the floating dock, which he thought was a mile away.
Lunch was homemade pizza, then everyone headed back to the lake for canoe races. For Luke, the day became a treasure when Ben was trying to climb the large boulder on the shore that boys liked to get to the top of.
Jesiah showed Ben the “Friend Rope,” and Ben got Jesiah’s brother Jordan to work with him.
Luke, Jesiah, and their dads watched as the two boys learned the trick of staying on opposite sides of the boulder, with the rope stretched over the top. On their third attempt, they both made it to the top. They shouted, then threw an arm over each other’s shoulder and held their other hand up in the air. Seeing the look on their faces was priceless.
Silas Greenwood happened to be walking past with Mr. Morgan. He pointed at the two boys on the boulder.
“Those Westin boys are something, aren’t they? It looks like in another few years we’re going to have another pair of Whiskey Twins at camp.”
Mrs. Steel made Luke and Jesiah throw the boys their shorts so the camp photographer could get a photo of them.
Jesiah grinned at Luke, as did their dads.
Dinner was skewers of meat and vegetables that each boy and father could roast over the fire at the sandy beach.
In a moment that Luke decided he’d remember forever, the little brother of Reiley, one of the campers, asked Reiley how long he had known all of the other campers, as they were such good friends.
Luke knew that every camper was thinking about the Sunday before, when one of them asked the same question of the Anchor Campers. Everyone turned their attention to Reiley as he explained.
“None of us knew each other before we met last weekend,” Reiley said.
“But you guys had to know each other from somewhere. You’re better friends with these guys than you are most of the guys from school.”
Reiley laughed and looked at Luke and Jesiah.
“It’s just what happens here at Osihapi. There’s something different about the way we live here, and it brings guys closer together. You know I wet the bed until last year because of problems with my bladder. Mom and Dad threatened you with near death if you ever told anyone that, and so did I. Well, everyone in my cabin knows because I told them.
I know it probably sounds crazy, but here at camp, guys share all of the goofy, embarrassing stuff about ourselves. It’s taught us how much alike we all really are. Some of the stories are sad, but most are funny. We all just laugh along with the guy telling the story, but we never laugh at them. When I told my story about having trouble wetting the bed until I was ten, two other guys told me they had the same problem. No one thought it was strange at all.
“Wow,” his brother said, “What makes it like that?”
Reiley shrugged. “I don’t know. The Anchor campers were like that when we got here. It just seemed so right we all took it up. I don’t know how they got that way.”
Jarod spoke up. “Do you guys want to hear the story?”
There was a chorus of “Please!” and “Tell us!” At that moment a tradition got started at Camp Osihapi. Jarod told the story of the Anchors arriving at Osihapi scared, insecure, and worried, and then being thrust into the situation of rescuing a baby deer. Jarod described Okiye as being “a kid who’s dad was at the camp on business, and liked to play in the woods.” None of the boys questioned it, But Luke could tell that Larry saw through Jarod’s attempt to keep Okiye’s identity a secret. After all, Okiye had helped Larry get over his own fear and shame. Luke also noticed that several of the dads gave each other knowing looks when they heard about “the boy in the woods.”
The crowd laughed often as Jarod told the story. He described the fears that all of the Anchors had, but when he was talking about a fear that one of the boys carried alone, he let that boy tell about it. Andy was first in telling about how much being dirty bothered him, and how he didn’t like the idea of the showers.
Jarod did the same with Kyle, and paused and let Kyle tell about his insecurity about the scar on his chest, even adding his shame at his nipples being so large and puffy. Luke and Jesiah told about how they each were worried there wouldn’t be other uncircumcised boys, and they might get laughed at.
There was a great deal of laughter when Jarod got to the part of the story where the Anchors found themselves face to face with Mr. Steel and Larson while covered with mud and naked.
Jarod was such a quiet boy, but he had a way of telling a story that made it fun and interesting. After he was through, the little brothers started admitting their own insecurities, always with one of the campers admitting to the same thing. All of this was going on with their dads sitting right next to them.
Finally during a quiet moment Luke’s dad turned to him.
“There’s something I have to tell you,” he said. “I’ve taken a job here for the rest of the summer. Your mom has, too. We’ll be moving into one of the staff family cabins on the other side of the Great Hall tomorrow morning.”
Luke couldn’t believe it. “That’s great!” he said. “What will you be doing?”
His dad shrugged. “They say God works in mysterious ways. Because of the publicity that you Anchor Campers got after the rescue, a lot of research groups want to learn more about the study that this camp was started for. Research scientists from all over the world are interested in what we’ve learned here, and a lot will have to be done to accommodate them. Jesiah’s dad is considering taking a leave of absence and staying the rest of the summer, too.”
Luke hugged his dad again. “That’d be great. It’ll be good to have Ben here, too.”
“You actually want me here?” Ben asked.
“You bet I do,” Luke said. “You met Alex Swank today. He’s your age, and he lives here with his family. He hangs out with us all the time, and you can, too. This camp is important, and some really good things happen here. You need to be a part of it.”
All of the boys invited their dads to wash in the lake with them, and by then all of them were comfortable with the idea of washing in the crowd. It was a beautiful sunset, and though a lot of the visiting kid’s brothers were loud, most of the campers and their dads sat and shared the moment. Luke sat with his dad as the last rays of sunset changed into brilliant colors. The flag ceremony, Taps, and the prayer were awesome as well.
Luke considered how differently he thought of himself after two weeks at Camp Osihapi. Before camp Luke often thought of himself as being weak. Now he considered himself to be tough, resourceful, and intelligent. He had to wonder how much his change in attitude about himself would change his future life.
He was sure that more great adventures were in store for the Anchors at Osihapi, but the most exciting thing he could think about was being able to see other boys shed their fears and be the boys they could be. In his mind it was like many people were in prison, and didn’t know the doors were unlocked and standing open.
How powerful a feeling it was to realize that Luke himself had been in that prison, and he had willingly allowed himself to be pushed into it. He had walked out of the cell after he learned how, and was free to be the boy he had always wanted to be.
He knew more things were going to happen at Camp Osihapi. He was glad he had the chance to be a part of whatever was coming next.
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This is my favorite drawing from my time at Osihapi. It was at sunset, and Andy told me he’d go with me when I went to draw some of the trees with the sun behind them. I had no idea this image would present itself. Andy sat still up in that tree for twenty minutes. The sunset was the prettiest I think I’ve ever seen, and the colors were unbelievable. I wish you could’ve seen it.
My summer at Camp Osihapi was a turning point for me. Can you imagine hanging out with a group of friends that you could tell all of the dumbest things you did, and they’d just tell you dumber stuff they’d done? I’ve always felt like such a dweeb in school, but now I realize we’re all weird in one way or another. In other words, we’re all just normal. - Kyle





Epilogue


If you enjoyed this story, please take the time to give it a review. If there is enough positive feedback, I will write the second book in the series. This is my second naturist young adult book. "Chain Breakers, A Novel About The Naked Truth," was the first I wrote.
If you are a young person, and you wonder if skinny-dipping really did happen at camps in the 1950s and 1960s, then I must tell you that it did.
Today the very idea of skinny-dipping at a summer camps or open showers in school terrify  kids of all ages. Why? Because the world is conditioning you to think it is strange.
Movies, TV shows, and the books you read portray casual sex as something normal. There are lots of highly sexualized situations where perfectly tanned and toned actors wear clothing that just barely covers the tiny areas that the world wants you to be fixate on. The intent is to make you so curious about those body parts that you'll seek them out on the internet.
Media today is careful to portray normal people naked as something to shield your eyes from. The same teen that is trained to seek out porn on his phone is also trained to say "Oh gross, I didn't want to see that!" when seeing his father, mother, or even sister or brother change clothes. In short, you are being trained to accept any display of the human body that disparages it, yet you are also trained to be horrified by seeing casual, innocent displays of the human body.
The porn industry today makes billions of dollars each year. Today over 50% of pastors, and over 54% of youth pastors admit to having a problem with pornography. It is assumed to be much higher for the average teenager. Once teens get into porn, they quickly become addicted.
Meanwhile, naturist teens aren't interested in porn. The average fifteen year old naturist has seen fifty or sixty young mothers openly breast feeding their babies. It's not uncommon for a naturist kid to actually watch for a few moments and say, "Hey, that's so cool!"
Naturist teens go through puberty right in front of their parents and friends at naturist resorts. Kids of all ages tend to play and swim together, and older teens look out for the younger kids.
Naturist kids laugh about the fact that in movies it is common to see the human body shot full of holes, stabbed, taking drugs, or having lots of unsafe and casual sex, but you never see innocent nudity like they accept and enjoy. They realize that their own friends from school or the neighborhood would run if they knew they were naturists.
The fashion industry produces one hundred million tons of new clothes each year, and the environmental impact of the dyes, chemicals, and depletion of water sources is staggering. The very people who want to save the planet can't wait to buy a black T-shirt that tells others about their caring.
So what can you do if you want to try social naturism? You might be glad to learn that millions of people enjoy innocent naturism with their families and others. They are able to do this in private campgrounds set aside just for naturism. If you are interested in finding such a venue that is safe and family oriented in the United States, start by contacting AANR:
American Association of Nude Recreation www.aanr.com 1-800 TRY NUDE 1703 N. Main Street, Suite E Kissimmee FL 34744-3313
I caution you not to go to a naturist venue that the AANR does not approve of. Unfortunately there are sexually motivated people who pretend to be naturists in an attempt to lure people in.
I am part of a group of Christians that meets every year at a naturist venue to have a Christian Naturist retreat. For one week each summer, we get together and have more innocent fun than you can imagine. We worship and sing each morning, then spend the day in the pool, riding bikes, hiking, playing pickle ball, swimming, talking and laughing. We do that all without a stitch of clothing between us.
We have discovered that such a life is nothing like the world thinks it would be, and far removed from the sexual situations people think would exist. In fact, the atmosphere is far less sexually charged than beaches and water parks where people wear bikinis and skimpy outfits.
As it turns out, life is much simpler in the naturist world, and there is much less strife. Kids and teens are well behaved, and no "cliques" develop. They are confident, and learn to accept and like their own bodies and the bodies of others. It is because of my seeing the teens at our revivals that caused me to write the book about Camp Osihapi.
While most teens today are heavily invested in the world of pornography, naturist teens see it as fake, cheap, and ugly. Naturist kids are far less likely than their textile friends to drop out of school, get pregnant before wedlock, get a criminal record, or develop body insecurity issues.
God is the one who instituted naturism in the Garden of Eden. In some twist of reason, most of the world today considers that Satan was the adult in the Garden, and had to set things straight for God, who had kind of gone off the rails with the naked thing. It's too crazy to believe that nudity is Godly!
To many Christians, living as God intended is now impossible, impractical, and sinful. I feel so sorry for those people. They mean well, but they are missing out on a greater joy than they can imagine.
Though in this book there was a sociological study that was following the kids at Camp Osihapi, there are precious few actual studies that have been done concerning the effects such freedoms have on kids as they grow up.
There is a new set of studies by Professor Keon West, University of London. These studies show that "starting from an early age, spending time naked has positive effects on our mental health that stay with us throughout our lives."
A quote from the article: "The second study confirmed that nudity is harmless, even during the childhood years. Children of 7-17 years old (average age 15) were surveyed for their self-esteem and mental wellbeing, while their mothers were independently surveyed for the frequency with which the child encountered nudity and the attitudes to nudity within the family.  The children only knew that they were completing a survey about their views and were unaware of the questions being answered by their parents, thus ensuring that answers were not distorted by embarrassment.  The study reveals that concerns about negative effects of nudity on the wellbeing of children are misplaced.  No negative impact of nudity on mental wellbeing among the children was detected, indeed, there are indications of a possible positive effect on body image."
Keon West (2023) Think of the children!: Relationships between nudity-related experiences in childhood, body image, self-esteem and adjustment, Children & Society, https://doi.org/10.1111/chso.12743


Helpful Links

If you are suffering from porn addiction or poor body self-image, I recommend the following resources.
MyChainsAreGone.org
The book "Surprised Into Freedom," by Phillip Oak
AchingForEden.com
If you are researching the benefits of naturism or how it aligns with the Bible, I recommend:
The Biblical Naturist.com NakedAndUnashamed.org
Again, if you like this book and want to see another, please leave a review.
God Bless You!
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