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When pastors are outdoor-enthusiasts, it is not unusual for them to invite their flocks outside. That’s why I was on an old-fashioned church-hike on a climate-change Sunday afternoon.
This first Sunday in November was glorious with temperatures in the upper-50s,  a warm, blue sky and breathless air. Members of the hiking party soon were shedding their outer clothing.
There were 10 of us, including two pastors, three couples, a single older man, a couple of single young people, plus two dogs, belonging to one of the pastors. It was a perfect-sized group for a four-mile round-trip to the Staple Bend Tunnel.
This section of the Path of the Flood captures both the natural beauty and industrial defloration of the Little Conemaugh River valley. Steep, wooded hillsides on the valley’s opposite side still displayed much of the muted-color fall foliage so sadly common this season.

The valley’s near-side view was dominated by uneven mounds of off-white slag that has been remined, processed and piled. A company is now reclaiming the steelmaking waste that was dumped in this river valley for generations.  
As the group gathered at the trailhead near Franklin, one of the pastors hammered two stakes into some open ground near the parking area, promising to talk about their significance upon the group’s return.

Because people walk at their own pace – some faster, others more leisurely – group hikes typically string out into an extended line of ones and twos. The retriever-sized dogs were setting a pace and course of their own but doing a fair job of remaining with the group.

One delight of such hikes is to rather naturally fall into conversations with people who happen to be nearby. After a time, something happens to disrupt the flow of the group; that conversation ends; and, upon starting up again, another begins with someone else who is now nearby.

As most of us were older, at least some of the conversations took the predictable route of children and grandchildren. The trail’s simple joys also brought recollections of childhood, when we went off into woods and fields for hours to enjoy natural recreation free of concern and parental oversight.
But the Path of the Flood is rich in inspirational material. The pastors and single gentleman shared their knowledge of woodlore and natural features of the trail, such as the section where raspberries can be found during mid-summer.
Discovering a lack of knowledge – somewhat surprising given the local roots of the group – I shared a bit of the trail corridor’s history. And we marveled at the master craftsmanship and arduous labor that went into the stonework and engineering of the Staple Bend Tunnel, the first railroad tunnel in the United States.

Upon returning to the trailhead, the pastor retrieved his hammer and a third stake. Pointing out how the shadow of the tall stake had moved off its initial position, which had been marked by the second stake, he explained one can determine the four cardinal directions with the third stake.
At roughly the same distance from the shadow stick as the second stake, the pastor pounded the third stake into the shadow’s current position. With his left foot planted at the second stake, and his right foot planted at the third, he was facing north.
“That will work for you any time you can see the sun anywhere in the world,” said the pastor, who then proceeded to quote Psalm 5:8.
  Lead me in your right path.

  Make your way smooth and straight for me.
(NIRV)
So ended his hike devotional. Outdoors, pastors have it easy. All they have to do is make a point. God does the illustrating.

The sun’s shifting shadow also was a sign that this old-fashioned church hike on a climate-change Sunday afternoon was over. It was time to go home and check for ticks.

To respond to this column – or read other columns by Dave Hurst – visit www.hurstmediaworks.com.[image: image1.png]



How God Can Guide on a Sunny Day


By Dave Hurst


© 2021 Hurst Media Works








