Livin above the tree line - ridin high!

 

At the end of this article - check out the web site / slide show to see two old timers who live with honor and dignity. These men are two of the living legends among men who have earned the right to be called – old timers. They live above the tree line - see article to follow.

The Men are:


*Dwight Pentecost of Bible Exposition;

*Howard Hendriks of Christian Education, and Center for Christian Leadership.
Both men are legends and have taught/mentored men for decades. Basically, they have poured out their lives as drink offerings. They have imparted their lives as life changing truth. The message they left with us was: Jesus Christ alive from the dead and God's presence in the Scripture.

These are men God has honored with a place of mentorship and of molding the minds of young men. We have truly, been Graced.

My visit to Dallas Theological Seminary in May was a trip above the tree line. I renewed

acquaintances and was able to shake the hand of one of my profs - Mr. Hendriks. And also the hand of Dr. Pentecost. Sounds weird doesn't it - to shake the hand of men who are in their 80's and 90's and legends in our day. But it was truly my pleasure to shake the hand of men who molded my mind and gave me intellectual freedom yet within

the boundaries of God's character and His Word. Check out the DTS site for a view of God’s blessing in this life with a view to eternity.
<   http://dts.edu/
Getting above the tree line where the old timers live is a rare event and especially rewarding. I use this image as wanderer in the mountains of our great State of Washington and I find the heights of the mountains accessed by narrow trails to be heart pounding and breathtaking in the splendor of the view. Occasionally I run into an old timer.

In the coffee shop where I frequent as a place of ministry or keeping in touch with "the people," a youngster comes in about 6A. He greets me with several different phrases: "how you doin old buck?" or "hey, old timer." In my mind I have not yet arrived at the honor of those descriptions.

17 years ago, as fresh as the coffee on the table in front of me, is a trip to the Manastash - what we call them and basically a crik to enter the area of travel. It was a mid June trip when my mom was staying with us. I needed a break and the E. Side is always beckoning to me for some of my time.
I thought I could race across Snoqualmie Pass take a right at exit 101, fly up the dirt road and walk back into the wilderness where I had shot an elk the winter before. I wanted to see what was back in the trees and the meadows south of the road. My Dodge pickup did well and we made it to the place where the hike began.

In the vocabulary of the Swanson family, this hike is called bushwacking – no trails, no paths, just south reckoning by the sun, then, heading back it is north reckoning by the sun and landmarks.

My Shih Tzu, Benson, was eager for the hike. At many logs he needed help to get over. We managed to wander 3-4 miles back into the trees and along the sides of meadows. I didn't have a lot of time to wander, so we ran most of the way. Coming to a steep slope which led to the bottom of the mountain, we decided to head back to the truck. Benson asked if he could ride in my day pack, so I agreed.

I was enjoying the gentle, very warm breeze and the scenery as we walked across a Meadow. Toward some very tall trees, at the edge of the trees on the North edge of the meadow, was a giant, sugar pine. Walking along the edge of the meadow I spied a blue something in the pine tree. I knew it was a camp of some kind.

Even though I am Swedish and not real bright, when I spotted a slight whiff of smoke wafting out of the branches, I knew by the code, I was to announce my presence in an unthreatening way. I whistled and then yelled loudly; "Yo." Movement from behind the tree caught my eye, so I stood absolutely still. The movement came out from behind the tree with a 30 Cal. Winchester, looked straight at me across 200 yards of meadow and asked me why I was on his land.

Holding Benson in one arm I raised my other hand up, beside my head. I apologized for being on his land; "I didn't see the sign."  His response was that there were no signs and if I knew better I wouldn't be trespassing on his land and again I apologized.

He motioned me to come closer, and for which I obliged him. Fortunately for me, according to the old timer with the 30-30, I was wearing a red felt hat in pretty bad shape. He expressed that with a hat like the one on my head, I belonged in his camp to enjoy a cup of hot, late in the day, strong coffee (the kind my grandma used to say, could take the paint off a battle ship).

Camp coffee, reheated with some sugar and cream is a pretty good mix after a walk in the woods.
For you city slickers/dudes, the hike in the woods is probably better known as hike among the trees and meadow or just a walk in the trees – those with some time in the woods. To the novice, it is a walk in the forest. A hike in the woods is a hike. A walk into the trees is part of the hike in the tree surroundings.

The Forest is the whole of the stuff called trees in a geographical area – not a good word to use when talking about a walk in the woods when looking at trees unless you are a forester talking about the forest. Forest is the general word and not often used by an old timer – it just doesn’t fit. (I hope this helps - ::grins::).
He had made a summer camp under the branches of this gigantic pine with massive branches for cover. He had a neat bunk, a table for cook ware – not from Macys’s, a stove, a heat stove, a lantern and a blue plastic tarp spread as an awning under the branches to keep the rain off.

He thought I looked okay and asked me to sit on a piece of firewood. He poured the coffee and then began to talk. He was up 'here' in the mountains and had been coming up for 30 years - he was in his 90's – because he didn't like the rattlesnakes down in the Ellensburg Valley (old timer talk for Kittitas Valley).

I listened to stories of his pilgrimage through life and the delight he had in hiding in the mountains, watching for mountain men to come find him. His neighbor from the Valley would bring supplies and mail once a week. 
My few minutes with this true old timer, was refreshing. How enlightening to be filled in, on the history of the mountains. We shook hands, as he grasped my right bicep with his left hand, he said, "it was an honor to have you in my camp; you are always welcome to come back and stay a piece;" That my good friends, is a phrase which moves the heart deeply. It is the invitation of a fellow traveler in the woods and is only given occasionally to other fellow travelers who live the Code.

I find hiking and ridin at the edge of the tree line is where the mossy backs are. They live in the high canyons and narrow spots in the rock. The climb is hard but the reward of visiting with an old timer is enough to bring one back again and again. Then one day "you" begin to suspect you might be one of the old guys who live up at the edge of the tree line where the scenery is beyond spectacular.

Here at the edge of the tree line, the men who have earned the right to be called old timers, live and traverse the ridges. You have to work hard to find them and the reward is more than rewarding - it connects you to the mountains.

Philippians 3 - I press on toward the prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus!

Your brother

Dale

