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HAPTER ONE

",

Winter o

I remember that winter, ea
ago, very clearly. It was the yeamghat
my dad grew a beard. “It will be
winter of adventure,” he said. But'every
day was an adventure for us. We lived
on the Hawaiian island of Kauai. The
tropics never get cold, so we fished,
swam, and explored every day.



“This year, we will hike the Kalalau
Trail, Daniel,” my dad said. I had heard
stories about that infamous trail from
my best friend’s older brother. It was
an 11-mile hike across rivers, through
jungle, and over a towering sea cliff.

‘Aze we old enough?” I asked. I was
d, and my brother, Oliver,
. Dad laughed. “We will




HAPTER TWO
&

p Ao

“Rise and shine,” my dad
the next morning, so as not to
our mother. “It’s time to drive tot
trailhead.” My brother and I got out of
bed and hurriedly dressed. Bacon and
eggs were waiting on the table.

We quickly ate and jumped into the
jeep with our poi dog, Jackson. Poi




dogs are what we call mutts in Hawai'i.
We thought Jackson was the cleverest
dog in the world. We took him with us
just about everywhere we went.

My dad started the engine and told
us t@ buckle up. Our adventure was

e . It was still nighttime, but it
to@ dark out. We could see stars
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Trai

Frogs were still croaking n
arrived at the trailhead. “The stg wil
be up soon,” my dad said. Before
even began to hike the first section, the
sky was getting lighter.

The first mile went up a gradual
incline, which was tiring and took lots
of steps. However, the path was safe
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and wide. Up and up we went. Some
teenage boys were running the trail and
energetically zipped by us.

We reached the trail’s highest
point at the first mile marker and had
a gargeous view of the blue ocean

owmWe then began the second

ile\dowm to the beach. It was much
easier Walking downhill! At the trail’s
end, eam moved rapidly, and
a posted siff w d people to watch
for flash fl d ngkto swim in

the stream.
We found so Q ‘@ hes and
used them as poles o ke@p*0

We sat on the beach, had a snack o
trail mix, and then hiked toward the

waterfall. It was just over a mile and
went through an incredible bamboo
forest! We arrived at a cool waterfall
and the second mile marker.



APTER FOUR

A Litt @

At the waterfall, my dad gaffa
look in his eyes. “Let’s keep goifig up
the Kalalau Trail a bit,” he said.
just hike up out of the valley. There is
another great waterfall just a few miles
up, and we can get a great view of the

falls from up high.”

1
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The next section of the trail was
narrow, all uphill, and full of brush and
briars. By the time we reached the top,
it was starting to get dark quickly. A
fast-moving storm was headed our way.

“Oh, no!” my dad exclaimed. He

bgen so preoccupied with our
adyewturg that he had not noticed the
thick, Wark clouds moving across the

ocea s. “If it starts to rain

hard, we
stream to

high vantage point,
stream was quickly beco

that way,” my dad said. “We
to get to the ranger station a fe
farther up the trail.”



&HAPTER FIVE
@@

Tropic

It felt like we were in a hunficaie—
the wind was fierce, the rain wa
torrential, and the trail was mud
My dad slipped. His left leg made™a
loud and gnarly snapping sound, and
it buckled. He lost his balance and
fell into a 15-foot gully. He cried out

13
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as he crash-landed on a pile of large
rocks below.

“Dad, are you okay?” I yelled
through the howling wind.

After what seemed like an eternity,
I heard a faint reply. “I think my leg is

en, he said in an anguished voice,

dSnaybe a couple of my ribs are
buste et help at the ranger station!”
ure was over, and a
S Iding. Cold, wet,

andal cautiously

rt’ with Jackson

nightmare
and scare
made our way

leading the way.



HAPTER SIX
&

%

Seekin

We knew we had to find t a
ranger. Even though we were tetgifie
we felt confident that help was ne
After a mile or so through the darkness,
we saw a large structure looming in
the distance. “It’s the ranger station!”
Oliver exclaimed. “Were saved!”

15



As we got closer, though, our hearts
sank, as the station was actually a
picnic table surrounded by three walls
and a roof. Oliver began to cry. I put
my arms around him, and tears began
to mix with the rain on my face, too.

shadow emerged from behind

IS cousin were sitting

ing to stay dry.

16



We ran to the shelter and told them
what had happened.

“You can't go any farther,” said the
redheaded boy named Kai.

“It’s way too dangerous,” his older
cougin, Andre, agreed. “The next mile,
ed Crawler’s Ledge, is only six

h&s witle at some points and more

t 0 feet up from the ocean
now a mudslide,” Kai

said omino ne slip could send

you to an ve! We're scared.

Were going to e storm here.
it’ : i @ ik the way
we came.”

Once it’s over, w

Despite Andre’s dire wafhing, I

knew I could not stop. 1 to

help quickly to save my dad.

to do. I left Oliver with the runner
They would double back and try to
bring dad up to the shelter. Jackson and

I continued on the trail.
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APTER SEVEN

Cli féQ

As I continued hiking awaygroifythe
shelter, the path was still slipperfyand
full of puddles. It wasn't much wor
than the previous section I had already
walked. The beach was miles away, but
I was sure I would make it.

Then, the trail came out of the
jungle. My jaw dropped and my spine

19
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tingled as I saw what was ahead. The
trail became pure sludge, hugging a
vertical cliff wall. Small waterfalls were
cascading down to the ocean, hundreds
of feet below.

ere was no time to think. I took a

ath, said a prayer, and started
ing my way toward Crawler’s

After a few hundred feet, I
knees. I would certainly

have to craWl at
frozen wit

Now, I woul e tobe rescued!
Jackson must & -@ my terror.
He somehow made%his Wi,

me to take the lead. Now

safe. I mimicked his movements, slg®ly
making it over the steepest point. Back
on my feet, I grew more confident

with every step. Before long, we were
across and back to the jungle. We had
survived Crawler’s Ledge!



From that point on, it was all
downbhill—literally! Descending Red
Hill was an adventure in itself. The
red dirt for which the hill is named
was thick, sticky, and wet. It was like
walking through glue. I lost both my

esand had to carry Jackson. I
% aking wet, covered in mud,
angd baretoot, but I finally made it to

21



22



CHAPTER EIGHT
&

Sandy @

The storm was now nearingfits &ad,
as the wind had stopped and théain
was barely a mist. The campers at
Kalalua Beach came out of their tents
to see us. We must have looked like
two mud-covered monsters heading
their way.

23
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“Did you just come across Crawler’s
Ledge and down Red Hill?” asked one
of the campers in disbelief.

“I did,” I replied. Through my tears
of exhaustion, I told them my story and
about my dad’s situation.
have a radio here at the camp,”
mper, named Sandy, assured
will call for a rescue unit
as a firefighter and was
camping vacation. “I was

scared hik trajhin just the

sunshine!” she gaifl. #Youynust be quite
the hiker.” She on my
shoulder. “Let’s get’you a¥d r dog
cleaned up.”



HAPTER NINE

Back at the picnic shelter, réscue
went smoothly. Kai and Andre Wgre
able to help my dad out of the rayj
but he was not doing very well. The
helicopter arrived quickly. It carried
a medic, who loaded dad and Oliver
onboard. Together, they were flown to

25
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the hospital. “It was scary and fun at
the same time,” Oliver later told me.

I wanted to see my dad, but the
helicopter was only allowed to go to
places where there was an emergency.
I was now safe, warm, and dry on the

The storm was over, but the
rail Was®losed. It would take awhile

ifWlor out for days. I was

agh, orgo I thought.
o
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Ocean

Sandy saw that I was feeli
She came over to the campfire [Ngas
sitting next to. “Have you and Ja
ever been on a kayak?” she asked,
pointing to the ocean. It was fully
loaded and ready to go. She said it
would only take us a couple of hours to
get back to the trailhead.

27
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I put on a life jacket and got into the
kayak. Jackson jumped in behind me.
Sandy sat behind us, and we pushed
off from the beach as the sun began to
shine. We had one last adventure as we
paddled back. Our ocean route took

algng the Kalalau Trail, and from

ety of our boat, the cliffs that I
crossed mesmerized me. In
rainbow appeared. It
nd where my mom

had ju




APTER ELEVEN

Summer of re?

“Your dad was lucky,” the d@cto
said. “He might have died if he%had
arrived at the hospital any later.
he’ll be back to adventuring in a few
months. You are a hero!”

I was not the only one, though.
Without Oliver, Kai, and Andre, I
wouldn’t have been able to find the way
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back to the gully where Dad was. The
helicopter pilot and medic also braved
a terrible storm to help us. And Sandy
gave up the rest of her vacation to get
me home. We were all heroes. But
the biggest hero, in my opinion, was
His courage on Crawler’s

dge hawl given me courage.

ook like you could use a nice
om said to us. “Let’s go
ig@yfrom the hospital

nﬁe I could get

get some s

cafeteria.”
Now, that’s

behind!

31
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Roger Sipe is the former managing
editor of Hawai'i Magazine. Many
yeafago, he hiked Kauai’s Kalalau
i imself and camped at the

a currently lives in
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Daniel and¥li and a collie named
Jackson. sogi, he hopes to

take his family, i #8 hike the trail
with him...but o @wo miles,
of course!

The Illustrator
Neil Evans (aka Nelson Evergg€enMives
on the south coast of the UK wi
partner, Susannah, and their imagi
cat. He’s a comic artist, illustratory and
general all-around doodler of whatever
appears in his head. He also makes

music and plays lots of video games.




Book Club Questions

. Who helps Daniel’s dad get out of
the ravine?

What is the setting of this book?
w does it change from the
edinning to the end?

ouldgg@u rather be rescued with
r a helicopter? Why?

. Wha like most about

. Who is the macter
in the story? How

character brave?

. If you could hear this or
from another person’s pot o
view, whom would you chod%e?
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