At the time this story begins, Martin was an ordinary boy who did ordinary things. He lived in a wonderful little house in the city and had two parents who love him more than life itself. But this existence could only last for so long. When Martin was six, his parents were killed by a fire while they were going out to their favorite movie. Martin would always remember watching their car drive away, not knowing that they were never coming back. 


Some people came later and took him to an orphanage. With its forbidding iron fences and peeling paint, it looked just like a prison. He stayed there for years, bearing cruelty and drudgery. And what a bleak and dismal place it was. Sunup ‘til sundown he cleaned the floors ‘til they shined like the empire state building. When he was done, He would sit and wonder about what his life could have been. Sometimes he would cry, imagining his parents, wishing they were still alive. But it had never happened. His hopes and dreams had disappeared a long time ago.  And then it all changed. It was a day just like any other.  Martin stretched and sighed dejectedly. He sat up in his lumpy excuse for a bed and looked at his   surroundings.  The creaky floorboards and peeling paint in front of him were a hallmark of the orphanage in which Martin lived. Reluctant as he was to get up he knew would be severely punished if he didn’t. Martin reluctantly pulled himself out of bed and stepped down the dusty stairs, one at a time. As he reached the bottom, he caught a whiff of what Cook was making and almost threw up. He could practically feel his nostrils disintegrating. Cook’s dish smelled like sour milk and rotten eggs, except a thousand times worse. It was the worst smell he’d ever smelled in his unlucky life.


Martin ate as much as he could stomach, then shoved his plate to the side and headed into the room where Mrs. Cartwright was bestowing discipline on the other hapless inhabitants of the orphanage as they mopped and swept the floors. “That’s not nearly enough effort, Dreyfus!” she shouted unkindly. “What are you, a sloth?” Martin grabbed a broom and began to sweep vigurisly, not daring to cry. He would only put himself in trouble. He worked diligently and didn’t give Mrs. Cartwright any reason to punish him. But inside, he wept. 


He kept working until dinner, which was watery onion soup. Then he headed quietly up to bed. As he sat there his bed, staring out the window, he noticed something. It was the stars, sprinkling the night sky with their light. For some reason it reminded him of a quote he had heard a long time ago; the only thing we have to fear is fear itself. Thinking of that quote, He decided then and there that he was going to make it out of the orphanage, whatever the cost. He was not going to stand for any more of this. He opened the window. The night air brushed his face and he could feel it beckoning him onward.  He stepped onto the windowsill and jumped. He landed hard on some garbage bins, but in a few seconds he was up. He started running, ran and ran until he reached the edge of town, where the forest lay. Then he collapsed from exhaustion.


When martin woke up, it was noon and it was scorching hot. He had no idea where he was. Suddenly he realized that he had absolutely no knowledge of how to survive out here. Fear flowed over him. What in the world am I going to do? He wasn’t going to give up just yet though. He had to survive. I’ve got to find water, he thought. He got up and walked through the trees without any particular direction. He could just imagine a cold glass of water with ice. There had to be water somewhere, because how else would the plants and animals survive? If he walked long enough, he’d find some. He just had to keep searching. He was getting more and more desperate as more time passed. What if he didn’t find any? Voices in his head protested. Wouldn’t it be better to just go back to the orphanage? Just as he was beginning to consider going back, he heard a splash. He tried to run but he was exhausted, and he couldn’t remember exactly where the sound came from. It had been close, maybe 30 yards away. If only he could remember which direction it was! Then, through the leaves he caught a glimpse of blue. He knew where it was this time and in moments was plunging his face into the cool freshness of it and drinking and slurping as if he would never stop. In his whole life, he had never tasted anything so good. In the back of his mind, he remembered hearing that it wasn’t safe to drink water directly from lakes and streams, but he couldn’t stop.


After what seemed like forever, Martin sat up and got a look of his surroundings. Trees and bushes surrounded the clearing. The trees were some kind of poplar, but the bushes might have something edible. He decided to go check it out. The first few bushes he found were bare, but one contained several bushels of bright red berries. He tried one and found that it had a tart and bitter taste. However, they were edible, and as he had nothing else, he picked some and tucked them into his shirt to save for later. He resolved to look for something better later, and then began to focus his efforts on making a home for himself. 


 He spied and the judge sitting up on the bench coughed.  Overhang with a good-sized space under it that might serve as a temporary shelter until he could find better lodgings. It would keep him fairly well protected from any passing storms. He grabbed some moss off one of the nearby trees to make a soft bed, carried the berries in and set them on the floor. It wasn’t much, but it was enough. I’m off to a good start, he thought as he chewed on one of the bitter berries. That assumption turned out to be very wrong indeed.

 As evening grew closer he began to be bombarded by swarms of mosquitoes. They bit him everywhere, for his torn clothing offered little protection.

At last night settled in and the mosquitoes disappeared. Martin collapsed on the bed of moss.


Martin was awakened by a loud noise. He looked around and saw what looked what some kind of animal eating his berries. “Hey!” He shouted, “Get out of here!” The animal turned and growled at him. Martin froze. It was a gigantic brown bear. The bear swiped its paw at Martin, creating a large gash on his right leg. The pain was so intense that Martin blacked out. When Martin woke up, his head hurt. He was lying beneath the underhang. The berries he had gathered were gone. Hot tears began to flow down his face. But slowly and surely, resolve formed in his mind I can do this, he thought. I can. I have to learn from my mistakes. He knew now that nature was not going to be like a perfect ideal, with clear springs to drink out of and cute animals running about. Nature had its hard sides, and he would have to deal with them. Otherwise, he didn’t stand a chance. First, he had to make the shelter a safe place to live. He needed some insulation.He grabbed some loose sticks and used a variety of materials to pin them together. Then he covered these with rocks and stones held together with tiny bits of soft mud that were applied in the cracks. He repeated this two more times making a hole in the last one for a door. The stones that covered the door didn’t have any mud in between them, so he could simply remove the stones to open the door and put them back to close it. It was quite an improvement. The next thing he needed was fire. It would be very useful in helping him cook his food and keeping him warm at night. How was he supposed to make a fire? He had heard somewhere that you could make a fire by rubbing flint and iron together, but he didn’t have any that he knew of. He would have to figure out some thing else. Think, he thought to himself, think. He tried to envision how fire was made. He new it took friction, as well as the right type of material. Now what things around here fit that bill? Then it hit him. There was lots of chipping bark on the trees. It would be perfect! He thought.


At first, they didn’t work. When he rubbed them together, they would get reasonably warm, but no more. Then he realized that what they needed was fresh air, some oxygen,   fuel. They needed a quick burst of energy to feed the flames. So he took them outside and rubbed them together until they felt warm in his hands. Then he gave a quick harsh blow. The bark sparked and almost caught, then died down. Excited by his near success, he got more wood and tried again. This time the bark sparked and…caught fire. Martin gave a whoop of joy. He had fire now.  Now the rest would come easily (or so he thought).


With the fire burning merrily, he set off to find some more berries. This time, he was more careful. When he found berries that looked edible, he would inspect them closely felling them and watching to see which if any, animals would eat them. Then if they seemed just right, he would taste them. He tasted many a tart and sour berry but in the end, he was rewarded with a bundle of berries better then any he’d ever tasted. They were juicy, ripe, and sweet. It was hard not to eat them all right there and then, but he managed to restrain himself, for he knew he would need them later. A smile as big as the sky lit up his face as he realized what he’d done. He had a start now. There was more to do, but he had a start. And that was something to celebrate. As evening fell, he closed the door, stoked the fire, and ate a few berries as the first stars began to light up the night sky.


Then next morning he woke up coughing. The air was thick with smoke. He pulled open the door and took a deep breath of fresh air. Whew! Well, now he knew one more thing he needed: a chimney! This presented a minor problem, as his roof was made of stone. But if he made a tiny hole in one of the walls, not too big so no animals could get in, the smoke could go out that way! He used one of his fingers and soon he had a hole that fit the description perfectly. Problem solved. Now he needed to figure out how he was going to hunt. He would have to have a weapon, some kind of spear or a bow and arrows. They would have to be made out of the right type of wood and crafted with deftness and skill so that it would do what it was meant to do. 


He set out at once to find some suitable wood. The pines were too stiff and hard, not easily cut or shaped.  The birches were light, but broke easily. The elms in the deepest part of the forest turned out to have the perfect wood, light and springy, easy to shape. He took a few branches, as he assumed that he would have to make more than one spear, and strolled back the way he had come, taking his time as he admired the beauty and calm of the forest. As he caught sight of the lake, he noticed a dark patch of clouds in the northwest. He took note of it and resolved to gather his materials as soon as was possible. He would need a sharp stone to cut the wood. Some of the rocks on the shore had been eroded so much that they had a distinctly sharp edge. When he tested it on the elm wood, it cut deeply and made a strip right down the middle. He worked at it until nightfall. When he was finished, he had a rough spear, with a point that wasn’t perfect, but sharp enough to kill small animals. He started practicing throws with it, trying to hit trees from five to 20 feet away. There were many failures, all of which he solved, one after another. He straightened his throwing angle and sharpened the arrowhead until he could consistently hit a tree from twenty feet away. It was evening, too late for hunting. But tomorrow. Tomorrow he would hunt.

 But something felt wrong. It was as clear as if a dark shadow had fallen on him. He needed to change something. But his tired brain couldn’t comprehend, and he drifted off. The morning came so fast that day that it felt like he’d barely slept a few hours when he woke up. He grabbed his spear. It was time. 

He grabbed his spear and headed into the woods. He searched and searched and searched but saw no animals, which was strange, as he had seen all kinds about before. Then suddenly, there was a caw, caw! A large grouse opened its wings and flew right above Martins head. He was so startled that he dropped his spear. He thought, how did I not see that? He thought for a second, and then concluded that it must be camouflage. The animals would hear him coming and disguise themselves, only to pop out when he least expected it. It was a challenge he hadn’t yet perceived. 



Well, he thought, since when have I perceived anything? He had to figure out how to see the prey before it saw him. He thought of how grouses looked, brown with some white markings. It was excellent camouflage. Now he had to learn to not only look at everything, but to actually see everything. He tried searching again, not looking at trees, but looking through them. That was the best way to describe it; he was trying to look through the trees. Soon he found a grouse, hidden so cleverly next to a maple that if he had not looked carefully, he would have missed it. He aimed carefully and fired. It hit the grouse right in the head. Blood gushed out as the grouse flapped around, crying mournfully. It was like a never-ending nightmare. Finally, it gave a feeble flap of its wings and was still. Martin just sat and cried and cried and cried. This was the most horrible thing he had ever witnessed. To see life snapped out like that, so brutally was something that took his breath away. Eventually, the darkness left him. But it left with him a new respect for life.  He would never think of food the same way again.  He felt like he understood the forest better now. But there was so much more to learn? He wanted to explore every part of it until he knew the forest inside and out He decided to take a few hours off to explore. He made sure to refuel the fire, grabbed some snacks then stepped outside. He involuntarily caught his breath. There was something in the air, an expectancy that made him jump. Something was going to happen, and the woods knew this and were waiting in complete silence, as if in prayer. Martin looked this way and that, but saw nothing. Then suddenly, without looking, he knew where it was. He turned around, slowly and carefully and looked. It was a web, just sitting between the trees. It had just been finished and the rays of the rising sun touched each silvery thread and made it sparkle. It was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.


Martin looked one more time. Then he turned and started heading away, into the dark bowels of the forest.

Sounds filled the forest, from the chatter of birds to the hum of bees. The wind whispered through the trees, adding to the music. It filled him with quiet wonder. His feet directed him towards a grove of solemn pines. There was something sacred here. He could feel it in the musty, damp air. A soft rustle behind him made him turn. There was a white-tailed deer staring at him from the shadows. Then, suddenly, it was gone, as if only a dream. He felt the need to climb a tree, and so, with some effort, he scrambled up one of the great pines. He reached the top and looked out towards the horizon.  With a sharp rushing of wings, an eagle swooped into the sky, its great wings barely beating. He stared in wonder as it circled once and headed off into the east. He smiled. His mind was calm and he was content. From behind him, Martin heard a sharp chattering. He looked a round and saw a squirrel, its bushy red tail twitching energetically. It made martin want to laugh, until he saw it leap from tree to tree like an acrobat, flying through the trees. He felt an urge to follow it, and so he did, jumping over fallen branches and rocks covered in orange lichen. The squirrel darted through the trees until it reached a second clearing full of aspens and poplars. The sunlight danced among the branches, making dappled patterns on the ground. The squirrel scampered nimbly up one of the trees and into a hole in the wood. Martin, too curious to hold back, decided to follow. It was a little bit tricky, but he managed it. He tried looking in and immediately got pelted by a bunch of acorns. He lost his grip and fell to the ground. He didn’t want to risk getting up, so he threw some berries up to the hole as a peace offering. For a moment, there was silence. Then the squirrel poked its head out, then climbed down the tree and perched itself on his shoulder, chattering nonstop. Martin smiled. “Looks like I have a friend.”


That evening, Martin didn’t go back to his home. He lay out beneath the dark sky, watching the stars. It didn’t really matter to him anymore whether he was inside or not. The whole forest was his home.


In the next few weeks, martin learned a lot.  

 He learned where the best berries were and the salt lick where deer always gathered. He knew the forest inside out, upside down, forwards and backwards. He made friends with some of the animals, though none would be as close as the squirrel he had met first of all.  Sometimes he could even hear the trees talking. He was wild and free. He fell in love with it all; fell in love with the trees and the animals like never before. He felt like he had come back to life after being dead

And then it all ended.


It was a day like any other. Martin awoke, took along sniff of the fresh air than stepped outside. But something was wrong. What could it be? Then the air blew toward him and he smelled something that made him take a step back. It was the scent of human. He thought he was mistaken at first. Then, across the valley, he saw them. They were cutting the trees down, ripping off their wide crowns of leaves and their slender boughs and heaving the remains onto the back of a pickup truck, leaving the area where the trees had been empty and dead. It felt like the end of the world. He wanted to die too, at first. But then he came to his senses. He couldn’t let himself die. He needed to leave. He grabbed what he could, as well as some extra clothes just for emergencies, and after one last look at the forest that had been his home and headed out. 
He heard a whippoorwill call mournfully, like a last goodbye.



He walked all day, never stopping for a rest. He didn’t stop until it was quite dark.


Then he sat down quietly and lay down on the ground. He was too tired to hunt and wasn’t that hungry anyway. He was content with sitting and looking up at the stars. As he watched, a shooting star fell, making a path of light in the darkness of the sky.  And even though he knew it was really a comet, he made a wish anyway.


 The next morning he awoke and was shocked by the beauty of the spot he inhabited. Green was everywhere, all kinds, from the dark of the moss to the vibrant of the leaves. He could hear a waterfall roaring in the distance. Insects and birds held every color of the rainbow in their wings, from glittery emerald to ruddy red. There was so much life it sounded as if the trees were breathing. It was an earthly paradise. Yet it could not chase away the horror and sadness of what he had seen. That would never go away.

 He felt a sudden urge to climb a tree. He found one with low branches and scrambled up like a squirrel. He stood up on the tallest branch and looked out. He could see the waterfall, close to the horizon, could see the sunlight dancing on the water as it poured down. It was one more thing of beauty in a scene of splendor. Why not, he thought, walk over to the waterfall. He would be able to both collect more food and explore at the same time. About midway through his hike, he spotted a clump of what looked like plum trees. He tried some of the fruit and found that they were. The plums were just ripe and carried with them a huge variety of flavors that made his mouth water.  They tasted so good that he had to eat another…, another…, and another. As he continued walking, he had juice completely covering his face and hands.


 As he got closer to the waterfall, he could see that he would have to climb some rocks to reach it. It made him nervous, but it was the only way up. 


Once he found the right holds, the climb was pretty easy, and in no time, at all he was scaling the top of the waterfall. The view was beautiful. From here, he could se where the forest ended and the mountains began. They were the first mountains he had ever seen. From here, they looked grand and majestic, covered in white mist, like kings of the wilderness. It was the kind of beauty that called for complete silence.  He kept watching and realized that the mountains weren’t as far away as they seemed; if he walked fast, he could get there by nightfall. He climbed down quickly. He had to go.


As he walked through the forest that evening, he smelled something different, something that he didn’t know. It was sharp and tangy. What did it remind him of? Pine, he thought, it smells like pine. The air had a crisp edge to it, and it was a little colder. And even though he had never seen a mountain before, he knew that that’s what this was; the smell of mountains. He wanted to start climbing right then, to go up the mountain, but he was exhausted and needed some rest. The mountain won’t move, he reassured himself. You can climb it tomorrow morning. With that thought in his mind, he drifted off to sleep.


The next morning came bright and early, waking Martin with a start. He hopped up and started heading up the mountain. It wasn’t that steep and he was setting a good pace, so he would occasionally stop to explore the biome. The plants here were lower and clung to the ground, whereas the plants in the forest grew more freely. Another thing was that he saw practically zero animals. Every once in a while he would see a chipmunk, looking like a naughty child with its cheeks bulging, but nothing else. Where could the animals have gone? He heard a growl directly behind him. He turned and saw a full-grown mountain cougar staring at him. Martin almost had a heart attack. He almost bolted, but a voice in his head stopped him. Coward, the voice whispered. Stand your ground. It was against his every instinct, but he listened to the voice. He stared back, as if to say, don’t you dare. To his amazement, the cougar walked away. It was something he should’ve known; if you didn’t prove yourself in the wild, you were dead. He was getting hungry, so he tried some of the plants that looked edible. They tasted horribly bitter, worse even then the first berries he had gathered. He could barely choke them down.


Suddenly a screaming filled the air. He knew what that sound was from all his time in the forest; it was the scream of a dying animal. He hurtled through the trees, paying no mind to anything in his way. There was no time to think; he had to move now. All at once, the trees cleared and he found himself in a mid-size clearing. He noticed nothing unremarkable at first. Then a familiar smell hit his nostrils, one he remembered. It was the smell of blood. He almost immediately saw the moose. It was obviously dead, its blank eyes staring into nothing. The sight repulsed him. But who had been screaming? He scanned the clearing and almost missed it; a small calf. It looked to be pretty young, maybe 2 or three months. It was still screaming. It looked so small and helpless. Like me, he thought. He felt a sudden rush of tenderness. He couldn’t just leave this animal out here. He thought. The calf turned and glanced at him warily. Martin knew it would take some time for the calf to trust him. But he would be patient. The sight of the calf had made him remember what it was like to be an orphan. If he let this calf die, he would never forgive himself. 

He had no idea what moose ate, so he went grabbed bunches of plants he found near the lake and brought them back by the handful. He put them a bout ten feet away from him and waited. Sure enough, he soon heard the sounds of munching and chomping. He turned around slowly and saw that everything he had put out had been eaten, but he couldn’t see the calf. He turned around in a circle and almost had a heart attack. The calf was right behind him, sniffing his pockets! Martin smiled. “It looks like I have a new friend. I’ll go find you some more food.” As he hurried away, there was a warm, happy feeling all about him. Was it…perhaps…something like…love? 


That moose calf must have eaten something like 50 pounds of vegetation.  

By the time it had had enough, Martin’s arms and legs were sore from carrying so much back and forth, but he was all right. He felt 

As if some empty part of him had been filled. He had been missing something, but it was righted now that he had a friend to share his life with.

Evening was coming and the calf was shivering in the cold. Martin sat next to the calf and it snuggled into his lap. When evening came they lay down and looked up at the stars. If somebody had told me a few months ago that in a few months I would be in the middle of the wilderness caring for a moose calf I would have said they were crazy, he thought. But look at me now. He searched around and found the North Star. Now I’ll always know where I am he thought, as he drifted off to sleep. 


Then next day, they started heading up the mountain. The calf was bouncy and perky, and they made good time. When they laid down to rest that evening, he could tell they were close to the top. I can’t wait for tomorrow, He thought as he drifted off to sleep. The next morning, Martin woke up and turned to look at where the calf had been the night before. But it was gone. Martin searched frantically, but all he found were hoof prints leading east. He had to find him. It was getting cold now, a bitter, biting cold, but he didn’t care. He would find that calf if it was the last thing he’d do. 



He should have listened to nature’s calling card. Now it was too late. Winter had come to the mountains. There were blizzards whipped around in utter chaos, ripping at his clothes and tearing at his hair. And at night, if the wind wasn’t howling, it was cold into the negatives. The cold that had destroyed his mind had also taken his body. 


On the best days he would open his eyes and see something so beautiful his eyes almost popped out of his head. The whole mountain was covered in a white carpet of pristine, untouched snow, sparkling in the early-morning sunlight. It was the kind of thing that only happens on the rarest of winter days. But those days were few and far between. There were blizzards that lasted for weeks or months. But he kept going, even when he caught frostbite and lost a few fingers. He kept going for months that seemed that years, until the snow had melted and the sun came back. He was almost to the top of the mountain. The trees disappeared and he found himself climbing up bare rock. He almost slipped more than once but kept climbing until at last he reached the top. It was cold here, but not freezing. It made him feel free, able to do anything. From here he could see for many miles in every direction. He could see where the mountain ended and descended into a series of rolling plains. They had always seemed boring to him before, but now he thought it looked beautiful. He heard a scurrying sound and saw a pika just behind him. It had a look of thoughtfulness, and even though it was so tiny, it reminded Martin of a wise sage. It made him laugh.
Suddenly, He felt like he could run forever…and ever…and ever. 


When he reached the bottom of the mountain, he didn’t stop. He just kept running. The grass was wet, and the ground was muddy. It was wonderful to feel his feet sinking deep into that mud. Suddenly, the wind blew toward him, and he caught a strong scent of moose, maybe a mile or so away. If this was really what he had been looking for this whole time, then he had just possibly had the greatest stroke of luck since the dawn of time. There was no time to waste. He had to find the calf be fore it was swept away from him again. The sun was just setting, painting the sky what seemed like all the different shades of pink and red. It brought a smile to his face as he remembered how many times he’d seen that by now, yet how beautiful it still was. He gave a sigh and began his trek. The scent was easy to follow, and he made a good pace. He was content with the warm sun and the fields of grass that surrounded him in all directions. Once in a while he would see buffalo, moving slowly and languidly, reminding him of the grass. It was funny how everything here was so peaceful and quiet here. The troubles of the world seemed a million miles away. He thought he saw an animal a few miles away. It was hard to make out, but martin was sure that it was the calf waiting for him. He had to keep going. The sun sank down beneath the sky, but he kept on, even when he felt he would collapse from exhaustion. Finally, he got to where the thing was. It was the calf! But something was wrong. He couldn’t figure out what it was. Then he saw the red tranquilizer dart in its side. Where had it come from? He looked around and saw a vast plain of emptiness. The only thing that was left of the beautiful prairie was a few drooping stalks of grass, a few tree trunks. It was all gone. No. No. He felt like he would never be happy again. He looked up in time to see a jeep with two people in it drive up. For a moment he was in shock. He hadn’t seen any human face in at least a year. But then he unfroze. “What is a kid like you doing so far out here?” one of the men asked. “You tell me.”“We’re from a company that’s thinking of using this land for an oil rig.” Martin looked into the back of the jeep and saw machinery and barrels of black oil. He was hit again by a wave of despair and everything went black.


Martin awoke in the back of a bus. At first he wasn’t surprised. He had gone on many buses during his time at the orphanage. Then he remembered the events of what he supposed had been the past few hours. He would have cried, but he was too empty for tears. He had lost everything worth fighting for. He wanted to die. They were on the outskirts of a town, which one he didn’t know. In front of them was a big building with the words JUVENILE DETENTION CENTER on it in big black letters. Martin just sat there. There was nothing that could make him despair more than he already had.

His captors led him into a small room. The only light came from a tiny window that looked out on the town. He could see the prairie, but that only made him sadder. He turned back while the guard explained his situation. “You will have meals 3 times a day. A therapist will come and see you once a week. Any questions?” Martin shook his head. The guard left. 


He would sit and look out the window all day, pining. He was drowning in an ocean of despair.  He ate his food without complaint. There was nothing he wanted to do, nothing that sparked his interest.  For all practical purposes, he was already dead. 

The therapist came on what he thought was a Friday. It was a man with a knowing genial face, but Martin didn’t care in the least. At least, he didn’t until he heard the man’s first question. “Tell me your story.” The man said. And suddenly, staring into the man's deep blue eyes, Martin found himself pouring out his whole life, how he had left the orphanage for the forest and had grown to love it just before it was taken away from him. “But what does it matter?” he asked. “It’s all over.” “No,” the therapist replied. “This is only the beginning. We both know what you have to do. If you let go of the sadness and learn to love again, you can get back what you’ve lost.  You can save the wild.” Martin stood up. “You can count on me.” The therapist smiled. “That’s it. You should get to know some people in the city as well.” The therapist left, and as evening came that day, Martin began to hope.
At last, the time came for him to be released. The guards brought him out and he stepped into the warm sunshine. He was surprised by how wonderful it all was. People bustled from place to place with an air of purpose while storefronts glittered, from small family owned bakeries to huge department stores. They held everything martin could possibly want or need and then some. It was a menagerie of intriguing colors, sounds, and smells.
His mouth fell open into a giant O. He didn’t know where to go first. He wandered aimlessly down one street after another, and then turned into a coffee shop. He ordered a small hot chocolate and sat down to wait. A few minutes later, another boy came in about his age. After he had ordered, he turned towards Martin. “Mind if I sit down?” “Not at all.”


“Are you new to town?” the boy inquired as he took his seat. “In a sense, yes. It’s quite a long story.” The boy looked at him curiously but said no more. Their drinks came and they sipped for a while in silence. Then the boy turned towards him and said kind-of quietly, “Once you’re done, if you’re willing, there’s something I want to show you.” Martin nodded. ‘Sounds good.” When they were finished, they played and left. They turned down so many streets that martin lost count. Then at last, they came to a building with modest wooden doors and burnished bronze lettering that spelled out BOOKSTORE. He could practically feel the books calling out to him. They pulled the doors open and stepped inside. It smelled of fresh, crisp paper and words. It filled Martin with wonder. They walked in silence among the bookshelves until the boy found the book he was looking for. The sat down on the ground and began to read; “Once upon a time, in a land very far away…”

When he finished, night had fallen upon the town. The therapist had reserved a room for him in an apartment complex, so he waved goodbye to the boy, promising to meet him tomorrow. He felt like his heart could fly with gladness.


The next morning he woke up before the sun had risen. He watched as the sun rose over the rolling plains and shone down on him with gentle warmth. “This is going to be a fun day,” he said. “I’m sure of it.” It was the most exciting and cool day martin had ever had since…well he couldn’t remember he met the boy by the library, and then followed him around town. They went to the arcade and played until they got bored, then went to the park to watch a high school baseball game. They followed that up with the amusement park, where martin when on roller coasters until he was too dizzy to stand. Finally, they grabbed some ice cream and sat on a park bench. His troubles seemed miles away. Eric yawned. “I’m really tired,” he said to martin. “Do you mind if I go home now? Martin gave a quick nod, and then turned back and continued eating his ice cream, then stopped in mid-lick. A thought had just hit him, nothing more than an insanely brilliant, wonderful idea.  He knew what he had to do. !”  He checked some thing and then started running back to his home. He didn’t have much time. When He got to his room, he grabbed some paper. Then he sat down and began to write a story. He wrote about every moment that made him laugh and every moment that made him cry. He wrote down everything. Then he stapled it together and rushed up streets and down streets until he reached a big black building that had a sign saying URGENT MEETING OF THE ENVIROMENTALIST SOCIETY. He opened the door and went inside. There were some people sitting around a big table. When he entered they turned and stared at him. One of them asked him, “What are you doing here?” he replied, “My name is martin, and I want to join you.” “Come on in, then, son,” said another member of the group. “And welcome!”

He had many more talks with the environmentalists over the next few weeks, slipping away whenever time allowed. Finally, the day arrived when the city was going to decide whether to keep the land protected or let the oil companies develop it. It was the day that everything hinged on. He gathered his papers and walked down to the courthouse. But something didn’t feel right. As he approached the big glass doors that led inside, martin wondered if he was really doing the right thing. Was it really right, he wondered, to just throw the oil people out, when they were only people trying to make a living? It was a hard question to answer. By the time he arrived at the courtroom, he’d reached his decision. He knew what he would do. There were many people sitting on the benches in the courtroom, from people he knew quite well to people he didn’t know at all. Everyone was gathered here. The judge coughed. “The court will now come to order,’ he announced. “Bring up the first witness.” Martin walked slowly and steadily to the front of the court. He held up the papers in his hand and began to read. He read and read until almost everyone was crying into their handkerchiefs, whether in sadness and joy he didn’t know. He read until hot tears poured down his own face, thinking of all the terrors he had endured and all the terrors that were still to come. He read until he had read it all. The judge spoke. “Everyone who agrees that the land should stay, raise your hands.” Every hand was raised, even the hands of the oil workers. Now I know you think that this story will have a happy ending, but it won’t.  This is your last chance to step away from this book and not continue to read the dreadful ending that follows. You have been warned. Just as the judge began to speak again, there was a cry of “Fire!” Everybody started running for the doors, each only thinking for his own safety as they rushed to get out the door.  When martin escaped, he took one look back and started to run away towards some other future. Perhaps he would see these people again, but for the moment. This was the best for which he, and you, the reader can hope. 
The end.
