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1. The Boy in the Woods

I went to the woods when my dad died, to a thicket of
blackberry brambles ( #] #k ) shut off from the rest of the
world. When the preacher, Keith Gleason, came to find me, [
pressed my face deep into the thorns (#4748 ) and was still
as a stone. Hide for long enough, [ thought, and the world
would return to normal. The preacher would stop calling my
name, and my daddy would come home.

My daddy was a flying instructor and charter pilot ( €L
%47 A ), and my mother, brother and I lived with a fear
sharpened by icy mornings and low, cloudy skies. If he was
late from work, Mama would stand by the kitchen window,
anxiously looking for his car. One September day in 1994 it
happened: mechanical failure over the North Carolina foothills
forced my daddy’s plane into a fatal crash.

[ hid in the woods for hours, thinking about how, sudden-
ly, everything had changed. Without a daddy a boy has no
compass, ho one to guide him over the unfamiliar ground be-
tween the child and the man. Who would find the forgotten
places? Who would light campfires? I clenched my eyes and
wished the world away.

Then one Sunday a month later, Keith Gleason pulled me
1



aside in church. “Eddie,” he said, “how would you like to go
hunting next Saturday?”

Keith would return from hunting trips with tales that held
us spellbound (£ 4E45). To a 13-year-old who'd just lost his
dad, this young man with a grin and a weathered Jeep was a
genuine( B E49) hero.

I was no stranger to hunting. 1 spent my afternoons in a
patch of woods behind our house, stalking (' 138 3%) rab-
bits and squirrels with a slingshot (# 5 ) and an air rifle. But I
never strayed from earshot of the kitchen bell. Keith'’s invita-
tion was the real thing. “Sure,” I stammered. “But —"

“No buts about it. I've already asked your mother. I'll
pick you up at five,” he said, grinning. “And that’s a.m.”

I awoke Saturday morning to the sound of Mama’s voice.
“Little Daniel Boone,” she called, and calls me still.

And so it began — we would find a fallen oak on which to
perch (% #)and scrape away( 7 B #,8] ) the leaves underfoot.
I can still see Keith sitting motionless on a tree trunk, eyes
rimmed with (% #% ) the shadow of sleep and face rough with a
half-day’s beard. He’d point to the trees overhead, and my eyes
would follow. There — in the crook ( B #1¥¢ %~ ) above the sec-
ond branch. See the knot (# - &5 % %) ? The knot has eyes.

The woods were an open book, and Keith was my teach-
er. Once a bushytail ( % .49 B €.) skittered () 3h 4 Y ik 3k
WA %)) across the carpet of dead leaves in front of us and sped
up a tree. “Watch this,” Keith whispered, and hang his brown

2



hunting coat from a shoulder-high sapling ($3#4%). “Now fol-
low me quietly.” We stalked to the side of the oak where the
squirrel remained riveted (1#45 #] ) to the trunk. I took an easy
shot, and though I would later learn that other squirrel hunters
sometimes use this trick, I believed I'd just witnessed one of
the natural wonders of the world.

One winter moming as we were walking along, Keith sud-
denly knelt beside a ribbon of pockmarks (B-F 469 BTJR) in
the snow. “Look,” he said, “a fox was here. His tracks are
narrower than a dog’s, and he walks in a straight line. See how
he puts one foot in front of the other?” I studied the prints and
discovered the tracks crossed a rutted farm road, skirted (& %
""" #9344 ) a small gully(# ) and disappeared into a far-
row field (A # #). We followed the trail to a little nest,
where we saw bloodstained snow kicked in struggle. As we left
the field, I felt a strange kinship (¥ & % &) with the fox. In
the life chain of nature, man is only one of many hunters.

From bear in the Great Smoky Mountains to deer in the
Uwharries, from half-day jaunts (#2i#& 3£ 47) to four-day ad-
ventures, we hunted North Carolina from end to end. [ became
a regular in the hunting camps, a boy among men who never

complained.of my tagging along (&SR LG &) . D

@ became a regular in the hunting camps, a boy among men who never complained
of my tagging along. a boy £ a regular BIE N 1E, who 5| R & B E BN, B
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The woods became a place of peace. I lost my fear of the
woods at night, and Keith no longer walked with me to stands
a half-mile into the dark forest. As one thing led to another,
Keith and I no longer hunted together. Now a hundred miles
lie between my home and the man who taught me to hunt. |
have grown in the woods, learned not to measure a day in the
field by the weight of a bird in the hand. There are better ways
to judge those days: by the squeal of wood ducks at dusk, the
feel of crunching frost underfoot, the breathless few moments
before a dappled (. # ¥ ) fawn (% &) fades forever
1nto memory.

What is it about the woods, I've wondered, that can turn
a boy into a man?® Perhaps it it that they beckon us to explore
new, unfamiliar worlds, calling us from the flowery fields of
childhood to dark, mysterious trails. Perhaps venturing into
one new world teaches us to venture into another. For most
hoys, a father serves as a map into both kinds of wilderness.
But to a fatherless son, the trails have few markers, and the
woods seem to brood with a menacing countenance ( & 3
A ).

Perhaps Keith only finished what my father started, or
perhaps he was a landmark on a larger trail, one stalwart (%

8 ;4 H 4 ) oak at a fork in the path.

(@ What is it about the woods, 1've wondered, that can turn a boy into a man? ['ve

wondered BAEAE , —BEIFN FREmER AR,
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I doubt if 1 could even find our squirrel woods today. Still,
when the autumn woods begin to lure me from my desk, [ can
still see Keith Gleason motionless on a fallen tree trunk, and I
still follow his gaze into the branches for the eyes hidden there.
Sometimes I find that bushytail. Other times 1 find the eyes of
a lost young boy. And sometimes, 1 find the eyes of a father.

Exercises
I. Comprehension
1. The author’s father was
A. a driver B. a charter pilot
C. a flying instructor D.both B and C
2. The author’s father’s plane crashed because of
A. cloudy skies B. bad traffic
C. hitting the mountain D. mechanical failure
3. When his father died, the author was
A. ten years old B. fifteen years old
C. thirteen years old D. twenty years old

4. What did Eddie think of Keith’s invitation?
A. He wouldn’t accept it because he didn’t like hunting.
B. He would not accept it because he often went hunting in
the afternocon.

C. The invitation was the real thing. He did hope to go
5



with Keith.

D. He would not accept it because Keith was not his

father.
5. What was Keith in Eddie’s eyes?
A. Afriend. B. A teacher.
C. A father. D. All of the above.

II. True or False

1.If Father was late from work, the boy would stand by
the kitchen window, anxiously looking for Father’s car.
(T/F)

2. When his father died, the boy went to the mountains
shut off from the rest of the world. (T/F)

3. Keith would return from hunting trips with tales that
held us spellbound. (T/F)

4. In the hunting camps, men often complained of the boy
lagging along. (T/F)

5.For most boys, a father served as a map into both kinds
of wilderness. (T/F)



2. The Deer under the Ice

Every year in the late fall, our family gathers at a lakeside
cabin in the Catskill Mountains of New York. We go skating
and ice fishing if the lake is frozen, or we fish from the canoe if
it’s not.

One year the lake was covered by a thin layer of ice. There
were nine of us: three from my sister’s family; my husband
John and I; our daughter Liz and her husband Alan; our son
Donn and her wife Lorraine.

In midafternoon we heard a brittle (K #] #5) tapping
somewhere outside. “A deer!” someone shouted. “Look — on
the lake!”

We rushed to the window and saw a slender doe running
across the ice. As we stared, her hoofs went out from under
her on the slippery surface. In an instant she scrambled (J&)
back to her feet. Again and again the doe fell, struggled up and
plunged on, driven by some unseen terror.

She had reached the middle of the lake when she fell once
more. This time there was a splash (X3 7 ; ¥ 3 ) as the ice
gave way beneath her. The doe’s head reappeared above the
water. She flung (M1 /14 %) her front legs up on the ice,

thrashing (£ 43 &; X B7# 3h ) with her hind ones. For a
7



full minute the surface churned (3778 A2 6 ; 8985 ). At last she
let her forelegs slide back into the water, only to hurl (3&#§)
herself at the ice again.

We ran to the water’s edge. Donn took a few steps on the
ice, crashed through into two feet of water and splashed back
to shore. While he dried off by the stove, the rest of us tried in
vain to work a channel open with the cance.

I grew chilled and went back inside to watch from the
window, muscles straining with the deer’s ©. Lorraine came
up from her silent vigil (¥4#; 5 &) at the shore. “She can't
last long in that cold water,” she said.

A swift death was denied the struggling creature, how-
ever. As the afternoon shadows stretched across the lake, pathetic
(1R ) flurries (R%E; HL5K) of kicking continued.

The cold drove the last of us inside, but the tragedy taking
place beyond the window held our attention. Eating dinner was
the last thing any of us felt like doing. Came the clatter of
Jorehoofs(81%) on the ice. @ Liz placed the pies in the oven.
From the lake came another flutter (844 ;4E3h) of kicks.

With that, Liz jerked (&d#;.%35)off her apron. “We can’t

sit here eating dinner while an animal’s out there drowning!”

@ 1 grew chilled and went back inside to watch from the window, muscles straining
with the deer’s. muscles straining with the deer’s ZEiX B B 7 845 .
@  Came the clatter of forehoofs on the ice. X & E%EH], IFHIEF R The

clatters of forehoofs on the ice came. -
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The minute she said it, there was a rush for jackets. We
didn’t know what we were going 10 do — that’s so often the
case when problems confront (1& & 3t ;1€ @ & ) us — but we
knew we had to do something. I turned down the oven and fol-
lowed the others outside.

Hiking (3 47) to the far side of the lake, we found a row-
boat on the shore. Sturdier (4 %65 ; 2B 4)) than the canoe,
perhaps it could break through the ice. We pushed the boat
down the bank until it broke the surface and became wedged
(FHAGEN) tight.

“Rocks!” someone suggested.

We scattered into the woods and staggered back with the
largest rocks we could carry; then passed them to those in the
boat, who hurled them onto the ice beyond the bow. Most stm-
ply skittered away{ R 4% F 1) ; a few made small holes, but
nothing a boat could {orce its way through.

By now the sun was setting. The doe’s hours of beating at
the ice had opened a considerable (#8 % X #7) circle around her
in the center of the lake. Her head, motionless, showed above
the rim (3% ) of ice half a football field away.

“A sledgehammer ( X 4% )!” my nephew Doug said. He
raced back to the cabin for it, and soon the men were taking
turns, one standing in the bow battering at the ice, another
swishing (P H. ¥ 3h ) a paddle at the rear. It took several
blows to make a foot of progress as the sledge ( T #) stuck,

was wrenched free, then stuck again. Slowly the boat edged
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