	
[image: image1.wmf]
	The Voyagers Into The Woods
1996


	Ann N. Videan, APR

722 West Nido Circle

Mesa, Arizona 85210-7589

t: (480) 813-2408

f: (480) 813-1965

cell (602) 769-8316

avidean@videanunlimited.com




She stood in the Forest, holding the hands of her two long-time friends. They stood hand-in-hand, drinking in the sweet smell of pine and listening to the breeze whispering through the needled branches overhead. Birds sang softly in the treetops. It was calm. Almost sacred.
But something lurked in the Forest.
She felt it first when the beautiful stillness was disturbed by a distant, dull whacking. It repeated rhythmically and slowly gained volume. She looked at her woman friend. Her friend didn't notice. Her friend was looking far off in the distance, hiding within mental folds and deadening any attempt at contact.
The whacking stopped abruptly, and she heard a muffled creak, followed by a dull thud. As she felt her friend's hand slip out of her own, she realized a tree had fallen. It was the tree of Communication.
As the three stood, the sound returned. It became louder and nearer. She looked at her male friend, but he didn't hear it. He was looking deep into her eyes, hearing nothing but the beating of his heart. Thud. Closer this time. Another tree felled. . .the tree of Loyalty.
A cold chill on the wind brought a shudder. Fear gripped her as she looked around the old Forest, hearing the commencement of destruction. She looked again to her woman friend, but only saw her back disappear into the trees. As she watched, a little bird swooped by her head. "She thinks you have an ax," it sang. She looked at her empty hands and heard another thud, very close now. It was the tree of Truth.
She turned to her male friend for reassurance, but he was looking past her to the place where their friend had disappeared. As she watched his face, he dropped her hand and began to slowly back away. Looking boldly into her eyes, he walked faster and faster until suddenly he turned and ran into the Forest after their friend. She heard the final tree in the forest fall: the tree of Integrity.
She jumped to the roar of a chainsaw ripping the silence and trees began falling all around. They were the hallowed trees of Honesty, Love, Sharing, Friendship and Joy. Her heart pounded with pain as they slowly fell around her.
She dropped to the ground, hanging her head in disbelief. Trees lay thick on the dank, needled floor. She could still smell the scent of living pine hanging in the air, but she knew it would soon be gone. The trees lay in silence, destroyed with her friendships. She knew she would never see those trees in the same light again. Nor would she have those friends -- too selfish and weak to care about the Forest.
She crouched there for the longest time, until darkness fell. With the hope of displacing the blackness, she struck a match. As she watched the flame ignite, she heard a footstep behind her, then. . .a breath. She turned and saw her male friend up close against her face. She thought he -- they -- had gone. Her hope to make it through the night alone and then move on was never to be.
Her friend blew toward the match, she thought to extinguish it. But it was instead a breath aflame with lies, torching the match and her hand. As the flames caught her clothes, she looked up questioningly into his face. "Why?" she whispered.
Her skin begin to burn. The pain became alive and she dropped to the ground in agony. She rolled across the blackened Forest floor extinguishing the flame.
Lying there smoldering in the darkness, she became bathed in the light of realization. While preoccupied with the destruction of the Forest and her first friendship, he was actually wielding the ax and the chainsaw. He had burned her. Her friend. . .selfish.
She lay there, cooling firebrands with her tears, until the faint tinge of yellow dawn appeared above. Sunlight filtered upon the fallen trees with golden rays of warmth. She slowly dragged herself against a tree trunk and looked across the desolation. The trees were felled, yes, but they looked renewed with a beautiful covering of fresh dew. She watched a spider in one of the nearby branches quietly dancing repairs on its pearly, watered web. She smelled the dampness in the rich earth and it called her.
Reaching out, she painfully traced her finger across the black soil, trying to figure out what to do. As she turned a pine cone in her hand, a tiny seed fell from between its petals into her palm. She peered at the little brown nut, and in it she saw healing. . .
Digging a tiny hole in the ground, she pushed the kernel inside with her finger and carefully covered it with rich earth. She stayed there kneeling by that Seed of Hope. . .watering it with her tears. When she could cry no more, she gritted her teeth and stood up.
She raised her head and clearly saw the forest and herself. Both were reborn through that tiny kernel of Hope. That seed, buried in the still-warm ground and nourished by the remains of her previous existence, would bring both Forest and Soul a richness of renewal, a lush future of growth and wisdom. It would re-create a Forest to be shared anew by other voyagers into the woods.
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