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 Bear with me . . .  

 There is a place about two-thirds down our northern property-line which is rather special.  

My Father and I initially found this spot during our bush-treks almost fifty years ago.  As I have 

mentioned, (in previous wordy-digressions), our north-side property-line was cut out of the bush 

as part of the original survey.  As I have also mentioned, this property has all sorts of 

characteristics which deny direct cut-lines.  So when you reach this part of the trail, you cannot go 

straight, because a Beaver-dam, and its accompanying pond, get in the way. 

 Now there hasn’t been a beaver in residence for nearly forty years, but the dam and pond are 

still there.  The primary purpose of this obstacle is to almost guarantee a boot full of muddy water 

for those who wish to continue on the journey to the northwest corner of our property. 

 Carol and I love this spot.  We have built a fire pit, a log bench and tried to keep the area 

clear of overgrowth and tree-falls.  It has been a place to sit and rest and just listen to what the 

trees and birds and insects and wind have to say.  Hot dogs, in great numbers have met their 

demise here.   

 The last fifty years have made this spot a way-station.  It is a reference point.  It is a bit of 

a joke in our family: “When I’m gone  . . .  take me to the Beaver Dam!”. 

 The irony: this favorite spot of ours is not on our property.  It is a few feet on our 

neighbor’s land.  Fortunately, we have gracious and hospitable neighbors.  These Folks are 

Friends who willingly share this lovely space with us. 

 This is the way it works!  We are invited to trespass on our Creator’s Grace all the time! 

 In Jesus’ name . . . Peace. 


