Despite the current situation at hand, his mind went back a few days when he first ran into Kyra. The events that had brought them together and kept them together were moving so fast that Lance had a hard time comprehending it.

He had stayed at his cabin, located deep in the woods surrounding his mountains. Very few people knew of its existence and he liked to keep it that way. Not that he was a solitary person or didn't care for companionship. Quite the opposite actually, but he also valued his private time. His cabin was his refuge and quiet place where nothing could disturb him. He hadn't been able to spend any time there during the winter just past. Heavy snow falls and avalanche dangers prevented him from safely hiking up to it. When spring finally set in, causing the snow to start melting off, Lance became more and more anxious. It wouldn't be long before it was safe to go back. Finally, a few days ago he returned to his cabin.

He spent that day cleaning up the last remnants of the snow and got a fire started to chase away the lingering winter chill inside his cabin. The rest of the day was spent sitting by the fireplace and relaxing. Weary of the efforts of the day he turned in early and slept soundly.

The next morning Lance got up just before sunrise and a lovely spring morning it was with the mountain air fresh and crisp. After a hasty breakfast he busied himself with packing a backpack with bottles of water and food stuffs. He had to hurry up, he was running late already. The sun would come up over the mountain peaks shortly which would cause for an awesome display when it hit the snow covered mountain peaks and the clouds surrounding the mountains just right. The clouds would light up a fiery red and bright orange which in turn would cause the mountain peaks to glow a soft pink. No matter how often he saw it, it always took his breath away. He needed to get going soon if he wanted to arrive at his special place to witness his first sunrise back in the mountains.

Lance finished up packing and left the cabin. As he stepped outside he inhaled deeply and smelled the strong scent of the pine trees surroundig him. Sighed contentedly he looked up to check the sky. It promised to be a wonderful morning. He also did not have much time left, so he set a brisk pace and left the cabin quickly behind him.

Lanced wanted to arrive at his destination, Silverton Falls, before the the clouds lit up. The effect a sunrise has on the clouds and mountain peaks would not even last half an hour at this time of the year so he wanted to enjoy every moment of it.

The hike to Silverton Falls from his cabin was not necessarily an easy one. Not even for somebody as intimately familiar with the terrain as he was. The quickest path from his cabin to Silverton Falls could barely be called a trail. It only resembled a trail because Lance walked to and from the Falls so often, it was slowly turning into one. It was still a very rugged, nearly unspoiled stretch of wilderness. There were loose boulders strewn across the forest floor, muddy sections, slippery hills, and dense foliage.

As he descended a steep hill, a number of birds started to awake and greeted him with cheery whistles. He stopped for a second to catch his breath at the bottom of the hill and listened to the forest waking up around him. This was one of his favorite times of day and it always brought a smile to his face. He had made excellent time so far and it wouldn't be much longer before he would arrive. He checked the sky around him again and noted with satisfaction he would arrive right on time, too. He hoisted up his backpack and resumed the hike to the Falls.

He left the last hill and trees behind him and walked through a flat grassy meadow. Soon all kinds of flowers would bloom, but right now it was just grass with patches of snow here and there that the sun hadn't been able to burn away yet. Some of it would never be burned away.

After he left the meadow behind him and entered the trees again, he started to hear the sound of water in the distance. He scrambled over a couple of boulders and walked up the last hill. As he reached the top, he felt the fine spray from the waterfall on his face. He had arrived.

The waterfall starts out as a small glacial fed stream high up in the mountains. As it flows down and gathers speed, it is joined by other minor streams. Combined, it makes for a powerful, surging river that comes to an abrupt end at the ledge high above his head. There it cascades down from protruding rock shelf to rock shelf down into a basin, from where the river continues to flow again.

From Lance's current position he could see each and every one of the protruding ledges that the waterfall cascades onto. Great clouds of mist surround the rocky protrusions, making it appear as though the water is crashing through mist banks that seem to arise from nowhere.

Lance moved closer toward the bottom of the waterfall. As he drew nearer, the sound of crashing and rushing water increased. Right up close the sound would be deafening, so he preferred to sit a little ways away from the basin. He scanned the river that flows out from the basin and found what he was looking for. An enormous boulder still sat in the middle of the river about a hundred yards from the basin. The large tree trunk that connected the river's shore to the boulder was still there and hadn't moved during the winter. He liked to sit on that boulder and gaze at the waterfall and the mountains and glaciers above it.

He hurried down the hill toward the fallen tree and got ready to traverse it. This was the part he hated the most. The tree would be slippery from the spray kicked up by the waterfall as as such it was always treacherous and he cringed at the idea of slipping and falling into the water below. Especially it being this early in spring, the water would be icy cold. He had never fallen into the water yet, but he knew he was testing the fates every time he went to the boulder. He idly wondered how long before his luck would run out.

He pushed those thoughts out of his head and took a deep breath while making sure his backpack was properly secured. He dropped to his hands and knees and slowly crawled over the tree toward the boulder. The sun had already started to do its magic on the clouds and mountain peaks. Lance had to will himself not to get impatient and hurry up. No matter how quickly he wanted to get to the boulder, he did not want to go for a swim just now.

Minutes later he got to his boulder without accident although he had gotten very close going for an early morning swim in the brutally ice water once. Having become impatient he had tried to crawl over the slick wood too quickly and nearly lost his grip. Only strong arms that wrapped around the trunk in a reflex action, fueled by a hint of panick had kept him dry. When he finally sat down he took off his backpack. Then, finally, he looked up at the sky and smiled, awestruck. It was just more glorious than he remembered it being. Breathtaking came close to describe it, but still did not do justice to the display of nature above.

The sun had come out over the mountain peaks in front of him which had set the clouds on fire. Fiery red mixed with bright orange created an awesome display of moving clouds. The clouds didn't look like clouds. Instead, the very sky seemed to be on fire and the clouds seemed like smoke more than anything. The snowy peaks started to glow a soft pink which was nothing short of surreal and astounding. The sun continued to rise and the trees lining the mountains began to be touched by the sun too.

Lance felt as if he was the only living human who would see this, or could appreciate it as much as he did. It made it a special moment to him. He cleared his mind of any and all thought and just gazed at the heavens above him. Slowly but surely the effects started to fade as the sun continued to rise higher and higher. The fiery red and orange streaks faded first. The soft pink glow faded next.

Lance still stared up at the mountains long after the sunset effects had gone. He was lost in thought when he heard a sound. It sounded like the snapping of dead tree branches. There it was again. “An animal?” he thought to himself No, the sound was too erratic and no animal would make that much noise. A prey animal would be quiet as to not draw attention to itself. A predator would be quiet too, to sneak up on its prey. And there was the sound again. And again. Whatever it was, it did not try very hard to be quiet.

He looked intently in the direction the sound was coming from. It came from the forest off to his left side, so he couldn't see anything yet. The sound was definitely coming closer, which put him on guard. What if it was some kind of wild animal anyway? The idea of being chased by a bear or a cougar had never been high on his list of things to experience. Maybe he would be lucky and it would only be an Elk or Moose. As curious as he was, he did not go back to shore to check it out. He was curious, but he also valued his life, just in case it wasn't something friendly. Even if it was a black bear or a grizzly bear, he would be quite safe where he was. As long as he would leave the animal alone, it would more likely than not leave him alone too.

Yet, his mind went through all the worst case scenario's anyways. It was a precaution. In case he did not end up being lucky he would have planned his escape routes already, saving him precious time. Maybe even his life. Sitting on a boulder in the middle of a river was not necessarily the best place to be. Of all the wild life likely to be out there, a bear was the only dangerous one really. An elk would never chase him, nor would a moose or a deer. A bear in a bad mood would also not be hindered by the river as much as he himself would be. Just thinking about those things made his worst case scenario a lot worse. Maybe he should start to move to the other side of the river which would mean wading through the water, just to be on the safe side. Reluctantly, he go ready to jum into the river. He would be going for a swim, afterall. He slowly moved down the boulder and he could already feel the icy water before he even touched it. He was sure the temperature  of the water just dropped five degrees (however ridiculous that notion in itself is) just because he tempted fate one too many times. Then he froze with an incredulous look on his face as he glanced back in the direction where the sound had come from.

Of all the things he imagined and expected could walk out of the forest, he did not in the least expect a woman to stumble out from the trees. He wasn't even sure that anybody knew about this place. She did not appear to be doing very well, either. She seemed to have a hard time walking and the she just stared straight ahead as if unaware of her surroundings. He was about to yell back to shore and ask if she needed any help when she suddenly collapsed to the ground.

He did not hesitate and jumped off the boulder and into the water. He had to reach her quickly and crawling would take too much time. The shock his body felt at the icy water was sudden and quite unexpected, but it barely registered on his mind. The water came up to the middle of his chest as he waded through the deepest section of the river. A minute later he jumped onto shore and rushed to her side.

When he reached her, he quickly glanced around and wondered if  she had tripped over something, but he did not see any tripping hazards. Listening intently for a minute, he didn't hear any other sounds. He assumed she was alone then. He tried to wake her, but to no avail. To his relief she was still breathing but had slipped into unconsciousness. Seeing she didn't appear injured on the outside, he decided to carry her back to his cabin. There was nothing else he could do for her here. It wouldn't be easy carrying her in his arms hiking across the rugged terrain, but what was he to do? He couldn’t leave her alone of course, that just wouldn’t do. In a corner of his mind he resigned him to the fact that he couldn't do anything about him being soaked by the icy water and would probably catch a chill or a fever. It didn't matter.

