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Morgan Shoop stood in the doorway. His eyes rested intently 
on his eleven-year-old son, Will. Morgan sunk his long hands into 
his trouser pockets and wedged his shoulder against the wood 
frame. His head tilted and touched the wood, but his eyes never 
left the boy. Morgan had not known how long he had been 
standing there-perhaps an hour, perhaps a few minutes. All he 
knew was that his thoughts were still. No matter how hard he tried 
to think about the cattle prices for next year, or the odds against 
another unrelenting winter, his mind always returned to the one 
thing he could not forget. 

Morgan Shoop was dying. He hadn't told anyone yet-not even 
his wife, Alice. On the following Tuesday, he would have known 
for three weeks exactly. Three weeks and not one word. The 
stooped shoulders, the sudden weight loss, the sunken chest, the 
eyes that saw no future, all told what his voice could not bear to 
hear. He didn't have long-maybe six months if he took it easy. 
But since Morgan didn't know how to take it easy, he figured he 
wasn't long for this world. 

His son, Will, lay sleeping-peacefully, unaware that life ever 
came to an end. Morgan thought back to when he was Will's age 
and how the days blended into each other. Back then, life was just 
one long day, with periods of night only serving to interrupt the 
perfect rhythm. Back then, only old people died. People who, 
when you heard of their passing, seemed dead long before their 
souls surrendered. Death was accepted and expected then. And 
then Morgan would try to remember something different, but 
once again, he could not. 

* * * * * 

5 1  



NORTH RIDG E REVIEW 

His worry had taken him through the house that night. From 
room to room he would wander, each time trying to make that 
decision. And each time he thought he knew the answer, he would 
suddenly forget and wander into another room, only to find 
himself more confused. 

So he stood in the boy's doorway and calculated he had stood 
there the longest without forgetting and without confusion. He 
l i fted his shoulder from the door frame and, keeping his hands 
deep into his trouser pockets, he approached the boy. His tall, lean 
body towered over the boy's small figure. With his knee, he struck 
the side of the bed. 

· 

"You, boy," he m uttered. 
Wi ll did not stir. 
"'You boy ! "  Morgan repeated, this Lime with more deter

m i nat ion.  
Will turned over and faced his father, his eyes opening only long 

enough to spot Morgan's figure. "What?" Will whispered, barely 
able to speak. 

"Get your clothes on. Put on your jacket. I t's cold." 
Morgan turned and struck a match to the lamp. Once lit, 

Morgan could see that the lamp had barely enough oil in it for 
another day's work. He turned to t he boy and held the lamp to his 
face. The boy stirred uncomfortably as the warmth from the lamp 
seeped into his cheek. 

"Come on," coaxed Morgan as he turned down the bed covers. 
Wil l  knew there was no getting out of this. He couldn't reach 

down for the bed covers, for his father had a firm hold on them. 
He couldn't turn away for the cold would awaken his body, giving 
him no choice but to get up and move. Gradually, Will sat up and 
swung his legs over the side of the bed, trying to wipe the sleep 
from his eyes. 

Morgan threw an extra pair of long underwear toward Will. He 
pul led out an old pair of overalls, a flannel shirt, and his fishing 
sweater, tattered at the edges from too many fish hooks getting in 
the way of the wool. 

Wil l  pulled the warm underwear on and turned toward the 
window. It was still dark. "What t ime is it?'' the boy whispered. 

"Don't know, " came the reply. "Don't forget to tuck your 
trousers into your boots. " 
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"Where are we going? " Will asked, but h is father was gone. 
Morgan walked into the dark morning, pu lling h is  heavy 

overcoat close to his body. He let out a low yawn and his breath 

fogged into the cold air. He snuck a look back toward the house 

and w ished that Wil l  would hurry and join him. 
The valley, clenched in the last hour of darkness before sunrise, 

held a mushroom of dense fog in its center. Morgan had known 

many a morning when he had ventured into such a fog and lost his 

direction .  He would panic and h is stomach would swell in fear as 
he would try to move toward the nearest opening of light, always 
afraid that he would never find his way out of the fog. Once he 
reached the l ight, though, he alwavs discovered to his never· 
ending delight that he was not that far away from w here he had 
started. 

Will came from the house, carefull y  closing the k itchen door so 
that it wouldn't bang shut. He crossed to h is father, wrapping his 
coat tightly against his body and cupping his hands to his mouth to 
warm them. 

"Where are your gloves? " Morgan asked. 
"Wore the fingertips out. Mom said she'd get me a new pair." 
Morgan felt inside of his overcoat pocket and pulled out a pair 

of thick gloves. "Here. You put these on. Push your fingers up as 
far as you can into the glove. They'll be loose but at least they'll 
keep you warm. " 

Will slipped the fur-lined gloves onto his small hands. He 
moved his fingers around and brushed the soft fur up and down 
the side of his finger. "One day, I'm gonna get myself a pair j ust 
like this," Will said as he and his father crossed to the truck. 

Morgan glanced at the gloves and then at Will. "You can grow 
into those. " 

The old flatbed truck was covered with heavy droplets from the 
evening dew. As Morgan passed the hood, he took a long swipe 
with the palm of his hand and brushed a thin stream of water onto 
the ground. He did the same w ith  the front w indow, th is t ime 
w iping the dew off with quick flicks of his wrist. 

W il l  got into the truck first and quickly closed the door, trying 
not to let any of the cool morning seep into the front seat. Morgan 
started the engine. The engine sputtered and started to die but 
Morgan pushed down on the accelerator, again and again until the 
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engine idled wi thout hesitation. Morgan stared straight ahead, his 
eyes canvassing the great expanse of territory that lay before the 
burgeoning fog. H is eyes became fixed on the land and not one 
muscle moved. 

Will turned to his father and waited. The boy looked in to the 
flatbed. "You forgot the poles," Will said, starting out of the truck 
to retrieve them. 

"We're not going fishing," came the reply. 
W ill sat back i n  his seat and stared into the darkness. He longed 

to be back in  his bed where i t  was warm and safe. W ill hesitated 
and then asked, "Where are we going?" 

Morgan slid out of his daze and took his foot off the clutch. The 
truck eased forward. "Ned Begley said that the North Bridge split 
apart. I figured we'd better take a look at it." 

Will sat up when his father said the word "we." The boy liked 
the sound of the word, especially when the "we" was him and his 
father. 

Morgan curled the truck around the gravel curves until he 
reached the main gate. Closed each evening at dusk and opened 
each morning at sunrise, the wooden gate stood as a kind of 
signpost that almost said, "YOU ARE NOW A RRIVING AT 
THE RANCH OF MORGAN SHOOP." It was his gate. Morgan 
had built i t  and every beam, nail, peg and hinge was there because 
Morgan Shoop had chosen to put it there. It stood as a sort of 
testamen t  that Morgan Shoop had lived and built a gate that had 

withstood the fiercest storms and a multitude of freak accidents. 
Deep down inside, Morgan liked to believe that i t  would always be 
there. 

Will started out of the truck to open the gate when Morgan's 
arm gently set him back in to his seat. Morgan set the brake as he 
got out of the truck and lifted the long wooden plank that held the 
gate closed at night. He swung the gate away from him and then 
secured the side w ith a piece of rope which he wrapped around the 
nearest post. Morgan took a few steps toward the truck and then 

stopped. 
"You slide on  over and bring her through!" Morgan called to 

W ill. 
W il l  stuck his head out of his window, "You kidding?" 
"Go on and slide on over! Put your foot on the clutch, take off 

54 



Dewey/Downstream Current 

the brake and then ease her on down here." 
"But I don't-" 
"Go on, now! I ain't got all day for you to think on it! You've 

seen me do it enough times, so go on!" 
Will reluctantly sl id over and positioned himself in the driver's 

seat. His left foot just reached the clutch as he struggled to keep 
his head above the dashboard. With his right hand, he reached 
over and slowly depressed the button on the brake handle and 
eased the handle down until he couldn't push it any further. 
Trying to be as careful as he could, he lifted his foot off the 
clutch. Suddenly, the truck lurched forward. His foot fell to the 
accelerator and the truck raced forward. 

Seeing it coming, Morgan pressed his body against the gate. 
"The brake! Push on the brake! ! ! " Morgan yelled as the truck 
jerked passed him. 

Hearing his father's call, Will immediately pushed his foot onto 
the brake and brought the truck to a deadening halt. Morgan 
padded over to the truck and opened the driver's door. 

He got in the truck as Will moved to the other seat. "A l ittle 
rough, but at least you didn't stall, " M organ said, closing his door 
tightly behind him. "From now on, you'll be in charge of driving 
her through the gate." 

"Yeah? " W ill said, feeling as though a great honor had been 
bestowed upon him. 

"Yeah," came the reply and Morgan set the truck into gear. 
The first signs of light were still more than half an hour away as 

the truck made its way down the dirt road. The truck headlights 
seemed to absorb the dampness and hold it within its elongated 
beams. Twice the billowing fog obstructed Morgan's view and 
twice the fog cleared, leading Morgan each time toward the next 
opening in the fog. 

The headlights skimmed across the fence posts that lined 
Morgan's portion of land. Each post stood straight, strong and 
impenetrable. A thin coil of barbed wire was neatly entwined at 
the same height on every post and secured every second post with 
a bright red nail. Morgan slowed the truck to a halt and put it in 
reverse. Using his headlights as his only source of light, he sur
veyed the fence until he came to a stop. He turned off the ignition 
and set the brake. He shook his head as he folded his arms atop the 
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steeri ng w heel .  
"' Looks l i ke she's at  i t  agai n ! "  Morgan said with a s ing-song 

q ua l i ty  to his voice .  
He got  out  of  t h e  t ruck,  leaving the headl ig h ts on and poin ted 

toward t he fence. W i l l  joi ned h is fat her. 
The damage was appare n t  only to M organ's wel l-tra i ned eye. 

One or the posts had been pushed from i ts base and was leaning 
preca riously agai nst  t he coi l  of barbed w i re .  Morgan got down on 
h is haunches and su rveyed the damage. W i l l  matched his fa t her's 
posture and t r ied to appear as ad u l t  as he could w hen he spoke. 

"' Lucy must  be fired up about  some t h i ng!"  W i l l  said, as he 
pushed his hand against t he fal len post .  

"'She's d ue in  t he spr ing.  I don't  t h i n k  she's too set  on i t ,  
t hough . "  Morga n s l id h is hand up and down t he post,  as he peered 
i n  to the dark ness i n  search of L ucy. 

" 'Don't she wan t i t?" W i l l  asked . 
" 'She wan ts i t .  She j us t  wants i t  r ight  now, tha t's a l l . "  M organ 

pushed t he post u n t i l  i t  s tood upright .  W i t h  one t remendous pu l l ,  
he u prooted t he post from i ts base and se t i t  on  t he damp grou nd. 
' 'Dig down a l i t t le deeper." 

W i l l  proceeded to dig t he d i r t  out of the hole. One of his gloves 
al most  slid off b u t  he forced his fingers deeper i n to the glove's 
finger t ips u n t i l  t hey became secure. Once he was fin ished, he s tood 
up, brushed t he d i r t  off t he gloves and stood aside. Morgan 
t i l ted t h e  post toward W i l l .  "W hat?" W i l l  asked . 

" 'You ain' t  fin ished. You got a hole and no post. Go on." 
Wil l  took t he post from h is fa ther and looked at  i t  as t hough i t  

were foreign to him.  H e  pushed the  post i n to the hole and looked 
up at h is fat her. 

" 'That ain't  gon na hold," Morgan said quiet ly . "You gotta push 
it  harder and pack the d i r t  around the bot tom. Go on." 

W i l l  looked at  the post and then back to his fa ther.  " I  ain't  
s t rong enough."  

" You're s trong enough.  Now, go on!" . 
W i l l  cont i n ued to push and pack the dir t  around the bottom of 

the  post ,  but  every t ime he t r ied to let  t he post s tand on i ts own ,  i t  
would col lapse. W i l l 's frustration m ou n ted. Morgan's figure 
loomed over the s t ruggl i ng boy , w i thout moveme n t  or a word . 
The boy stopped and spoke i nto the ground. " I  can't do t h is 
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a lone." 
M organ reached i n to t he inside of hi overcoa t and brought out 

h is hunt ing k n ife. The ou ter casing wa clean ivory with one 
mahogany peg at each end of 1 he k ni fe. G i ven to M organ by an 
old Sioux I nd ian n his de�thbed more than t wenty year ago t he 
knife had nary a knick or cratch on it urface. It wa a ·  tough 
and u ny ielding as t he men w ho owned i t .  I t  wa alway there and 
alway eemed to remedy the i t uation, w hether the · i tua L ion wa 
cu l l i ng enough rope for a hor e's hal ter or tr imming the fa t from a 

ide of beef. M organ poin ted the handle toward W i l l .  "Pack t he 
dirt in more. Then make a cou ple of n'ew niches for t he wire to set 
i n lo.  I t'l l stand ·traigh t ." 

The boy took t he knife.  Even through hi th ick gloves he cou ld 
feel  the ·mooth tex ture of !he iv ry. He flicked the handle and the 
knife prang from i1  case. Work ing ra pid ly, Wil l  packed t he din 
arou nd t he wmp a m uch as he could, then carefu l ly  carved t wo 
deep crevices into 1 he ide of 1 he post .  W i 1 h  one hand hold ing the 
po t, ! he ot her moved 1 he wire around 1 he po t and i n to t he 
crev ices. Once more around and t he wire was . ecu recl , nd t hen 
fa tened wi th  ! he l i l l ie  red nail thai marked the po· t .  Wi l l  tood 
back and gave the posl a l ight k ick. The po l did not move. Wi l l  

m i led and proudl y  stood t raight a he  looked at  h i  father. 
M organ nodded and turned toward the truck. 

"Hey, don't forget your knife," W i l l  said as he tr ied to sl ip t he 
kn ife i n to his father's coal pocket. 

M organ cont inued toward the truck. "Don't need i t ."  
The two got in the truck. Wi l l  looked at h is fat her i n  q uest ion. 

"What do you mean?" 
"You keep i t .  You can use it now." Morgan started the ign i t ion 

and released the brake. 
W i l l  looked down at the k n ife. I t  seemed far too big to belong to 

h i m-his father's name seemed to sti l l  be carved upon i ts casing. 
He placed the knife in hi coat p ckct and sat in si lence. 

"You're gonna be t here w hen Lucy throw her foal ."  M organ 
said with an ou t pouring of determinat ion. "Prom t he looks of her, 
t here' gonna be a w hole lol of k icking and a whole hel luva lot of 
hol lering, but you're gonna be t here and make urc he don't holler 
and k ick too m uch." 

Wil l  looked confused. "But I don't k now nothing about-" 
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Morgan set the truck in to gear and revved the engine. "Better 
get on down to that bridge before too long." 

W i l l  d idn' t  t ry to finish his sen tence. Suddenly, an uneasy 
feel ing came over the boy. Something was uneven in the air. The 
morn i ng l ight  was j ust begi nn ing to break into the darkened sky. 
The peacefulness of the dark ness was gradually being taken over 
by the shallow l ight of another day. Wil l  finally decided that this 
was the reason for t he uproar in  the a tmosphere. Yet, the more the 
morning broke through, the  more the boy doubted that such a 
l ight could be the cause of such confusion. As each hill became 
brigh ter and every color was released from darkness, the morn ing 
seemed to become a welcoming presence and not a menace. 

By t he t i m e  the t ruck reached the North Bridge, the sun had 
cleared the lower hills and t he whole valley was fill ing wi th light. 
A long the banks of the river, a bevy of yellow and white w ild
flowers sprung to life as t he sun opened each bud. The valley had 
j us t  gone t h rough t hree straight days and nights of heavy rain. 
The downpours had left the ground around the river saturated to a 
poin t  of a swampy consistency. Will had learned from ex
perience that one never ventured into the mushy banks unt i l  the 
earth had time to dry and harden. Once, Wil l  had forged ahead 
through the mud without thinking and his heavy boots had 
become locked i n to a bed of mush.  Only with the help of his father 
was he rescued from the swamp. 

More terrifying, t hough, than the mud were the surging waters 
that  dug their trail i n to the river bed . The week's storm had stirred 
the waters i nto a frenzied pace that cut  and gorged the sides of the 
riverwall .  The crashing sound of the water, hitting large rocks 
m i xed w i t h  the  loud hiss that erupted every time the current 
slapped the r iverwall ,  sen t shivers of fear through Will's body. This 
uncontrollable part of nature disturbed t �  boy for it was larger 
than anything he knew. 

The North Bridge, named only because it lay to the north of the 
Shoop ranch, was merely a forty foot suspension bridge that 
connected one bank of land to another. The rising waters had torn 
several of the cen ter planks from their foundations, and the rope, 
w hich held these p lanks together, had been scraped by the loose 
planks unt i l  only a few threads of rope were support ing the center 
of the bridge. 
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Morgan stood in s ilence and surveyed the damage to the bridge. 
Will tried to appear as casual as he could, but the threatening 
sounds of the current forced him to move back a few steps. Once 
Morgan's mind had sorted out the problem and figured out a 
solution, he moved to the truck and pulled out a long piece of 
thick rope. He returned to the banks and gathered t he rope into a 
loose circular formation. He spoke to Will, not as a child, bu t  as a 
fellow comrade. "I figure that if a body could slide down to t he 
center where i t's spl i t  and secure this rope between the planks, i t  
might j ust hold till we  could get a crew up  here." 

"Yeah," said Will in agreement, and he nodded toward the 
bridge. 

Morgan ran the rope between his long fingers. He paused and 
t hen swung the entire circle of rope toward Wil l .  "There you go," 
said Morgan. 

Will caught the rope before i t  swung away from him. He stood 
looking at his father and then looking toward the river. He turned 
to h is father, his mouth dropped at half-mast and he tried to speak 
but  the words became stuck on their way out. "What . . .  I . . .  I 
t hought . . .  I . . .  " Will t hrew down the rope and stepped back as if 
the rope were a snake, coiled to at tack. He shook his head in 
defiance. "No! Not me!" 

"Pick up the rope," said Morgan, an undertone of anger l ining 
h is speech. 

"No!'' said Wi ll as he stepped back a few more paces. 
Morgan's tone was becoming increasingly strained as he moved 

toward the boy. "Bridges don't mend by themselves, boy !  Now 
pick up the rope! ! !" 

"I never done it before! I don't k1 10W nothing about i t !  I could 
get k illed out there!" 

This hit Morgan the hardest. He stopped and h is eyes studied 
the mucky banks. He caught h is breath and pinned his eyes firmly 
upon the boy. "You're not gonna get ki lled ." 

There was such conviction in Morgan's voice that the boy felt 
as if God had just spoken to him. Will gathered the rope into h is 
hands and approached the bank. 

He posit ioned his feet on several scattered patches of green grass 
that sprouted a temporary plateau within the muddy banks. He 
had to move quickly, though, for his weight could easily push the 
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pla teaus i n to t he swamp. He grabbed hold o f  a tree t runk t h a t  
grew precariousl y be tween t he edge o f  t he bank a n d  t he flowi ng 
water. He leaned against the t ree and s lung the c ircle of rope 
around his neck, leav ing h is hands free to support h is bod y. He 
hesi ta ted and looked back at  h is fat her  who had not moved si nce 
he had given his son the order. W i l l  turned toward t he bridge and, 
holding onto a low branch, worked h is way down t he side of t h e  
r iverwa l l .  

T h e  water rushed d i rec t ly below h is hanging feet .  Each t ime h e  
reached up t o  ge t a better grasp on the branch, h e  could feel t he 
curren t brush up against  t he t i ps of his boots. W i l l  kept h is head 
look ing straigh t ahead , never once lett i ng his eyes h i t  the rushing 
water. H is heart beat so fast and so loudly t hat  he feared i t  would 
fa l l  out of his chest. Once he got w i t h i n  a foot of t he bridge, he 
swung h is left foot forward and caught h is heel on t he topside of a 
p lan k .  W hen he fel t  secure, he did t he same w i t h  his r ight foot .  He 
moved h is hands down t he branch u n t i l  he could feel t he sharp L i p. 
W i t h his r ight  hand, he reached forward a nd grabbed onto the 
bridge's roped side. He took a breat h  and quickly grabbed another 
piece of the rope w i t h  his left hand. 

There he stayed for a momen t ,  perched upon the edge of t he 
bridge l ike a b i rd before fligh t .  Only  t hen did he look down below 
at t he rushing current .  The cool spray rose up and sk im med t he 
seal of h is pan ts. He t u r ned away from t he water and maneuvered 
h is way onto t h e  bridge u n t i l  he lay flat on h is stomach w i t h  h is 
head toward the center spl i t . 

Plank by p lank,  he m oved h is way up toward t he cen ter of the 
bridge. Every now and then a gush of w i nd would sweep dow n t he 
cen ter of the r iver,  sending the bridge i n to a rhy t h m ic sway i ng 
motion. A t  t h ose poin ts, W i l l  would lay perfect ly  s t i l l  u n t i l  the 
bridge stopped wobbl i ng. . 

W i l l  reached the center and removed the circle of rope from 
around h is neck. W i t h  one hand hold i ng a firm plank,  he used t he 
other hand to s t raigh ten out t he rope. He t ried t o  toss t he rope 
ahead of h i m  to get i t  in between one of the planks on the opposite 
s ide of t h e  spl i t ,  but each t ime he would overshoot h is  mark and 
have to d raw the rope back toward h i m .  He wan ted to cry out  for 
help b u t  he k new there would be none given. 
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After the fifth attempt, Will became impatient H is fear of this 
roaring monster turned into a slow anger that just wanted to get 
the job done and get off the bridge. With his impatience keyed, he 
drew the rope back to him and, using the bridge's roped side, he 
worked h is way up until he stook upright on a wide plank. Sud
denly, a loud crash erupted and Will jerked his body around. The 
bridge swayed and in one sweep he flipped over t he side of the 
bridge. He yelped as the current pushed him under with all the 
force i t  could muster. He grabbed for the bridge plank but h is 
oversized gloves hindered his hold. 

Morgan approached the bank and straddled the marshy  center. 
"Let them go, boy!" 

Will's head peeked out of the water and he turned to h is father. 
He couldn't yell or cry. All of his emotion was trapped in his hands 
as he fought to hold onto the plank. 

Morgan's bellowing voice echoed once again through the river 
canyon. "Let them go! Lose them!!!" 

Will shook his right hand and the glove slipped off, fall ing into 
the water. Then came the left glove and it too washed into 
oblivion. His hold on the plank was stronger and he managed to fit 
the end of his rope between h is teeth. He hung there, unable to 
move h is legs up onto the bridge but too frightened to let go. 

Morgan balanced h is body against the same tree trunk from 
where Will had started his journey,  and called to h is son. "Will! 
Your knife! Use your knife!" 

Will turned to h is father, not understanding what was meant. 
"Cut your rope in half! You can get it in between the planks 

from down there if you cut the slack! " And then with a burst of 
impatience. "Go on, boy! ! ! "  

Will carefully let h i s  left hand leave the plank momentarily as  he 
quickly pulled out the ivory-cased knife from his coat pocket. 
With the knife in hand, he grabbed for the plank just as a wave of 
water slapped against h is back, causing the bridge to sway un
controllably. 

"Cut i t  now!" Morgan yelled. 
With the rope still secured between his teeth, Will pulled it away 

from h im, stopping only to get a better hold on the plank. Once he 
had a large enough portion, he flicked the knife open and brought 

61  



NORTHRIDG E  REV I EW 

i t  dow n toward h is mouth.  The curre n t  rose a nd t ried to force 
h i m  down b u t  he l ifted h is body w i t h  t h e  wave and was able to gel 
his r ight  e lbow upon the bridge.  Once secure, he q uickly w e n t  to 
work and moved t he k nife back and fort h  t h rough t he rope u n t i l  
t he slack d ropped i nto t h e  water a n d  washed downstream. W i t h  
h is left hand. h e  swung t he port ion of rope up a nd o n t o  the bridge 
and over t he center spl i t  p lank.  E nough rope was left dangl ing 
over t he plank so t hat  he was able to bring the end toward h i m  
w i th h is left foot .  H e  grabbed hold o f  the  t w o  ends a n d  moved t he 

ce n ter  planks toge t her. 
He s tarted to t ie a knot when t he k n ife began to s l ip  from 

between h is fingers. The knife d ropped and W i l l  watched the 
ma hogany pegs s l ide past h is t h umb. W i t hout  a momen t's 
hesi tat ion.  he fl icked his wrist  and caug h t  the  kn ife before the 
curre n t  could s teal i t .  He plopped t he k n ife i n to h is coat pocket 
and t he n  t ied four t ight  repe t i t ive knots, end i ng each one w i t h  a 
quick t ug to ensure i ts hold. 

W i l l  reached beh i n d  him and grabbed onto t he tree branch. 
Work i ng back wards, he moved h is watersoaked bod y toward t he 
banks. M organ moved around t he tree trunk and caugh t W i l l  as he 
reached the  banks. 

Wil l  grabbed a hold of Morgan and h u ng o n to h is t h ick 
overcoat .  H is brea t h i ng was labored and h is head ached . H is heart 
had slowed but each beat was a t h robbing pou nd i nside his chest. 
The boy brushed his forehead agai nst his fat her's coat ,  then looked 
up i n to his fa ther's eyes. Morgan held his son t ight  to h is body but  
kept his eyes on the downst ream cu rren t .  And for the first t ime, 
the sun crested in the  d is ta n t  waters. 
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