
“Reborn”  

Sara Register 

The pebbles skipped over the bottom of the culvert before ricocheting off the sides and clattering before 

coming to a stop underneath the middle of the road. The property didn’t belong to any of us, though for years I 

had thought the spring in the woods belonged to my family. Many years before, when I was four years old, my 

mother took me on a little picnic at the side of the creek. We ate sandwiches and crackers and it was as grand an 

adventure as I could think of at the time. And what a creek it was! I could hear little waterfalls trickling along it 

when standing on my driveway if it was quiet enough outside. Ferns grew on its banks and I was sure that the 

fairy folk lived around this sylvan world. How could a child not be enchanted by it?  

 So that’s why the neighborhood gang was there. We had the good fortune to be within a few years of 

age of each other. There was Allison, Brian, Kenneth, and sometimes my neighbor Kristi depending on the 

week and if we were being nice to her. It was a time of bicycles and exploring the woods and being out until 

dark and my mom would call out in the dusk, “Sara! Miami Vice is coming on!”. But on this early Saturday 

morning it was just us kids and the sun coming through the mist in the trees. And some pebbles, of course. And 

that culvert. 

 The creek in question flowed towards and underneath our street and emptied out into a pond in a 

neighbor’s pasture. It provided a clandestine meeting spot. “Meet you at the culvert!” became our speakeasy 

password. It was fun to throw pebbles into it. And then it became a passageway to…well, not adulthood, but 

some older, braver version of childhood. One that had been proven in adventure. 

 Who was the first to climb into the dark passageway? My money is on Brian. He was our resident 

daredevil and grew up to be a wilderness guide and rock climber. The light only penetrated a few feet into the 

opening and the center was pitch black with only a small circle of light in the distance. He had to feel ahead 

with his hands as he crawled in a stretched out position straddling the thin stream of water in the center. When 

he disappeared in the darkness, the rest of us ran to the other side to witness his emergence. His face appeared. 

He had passed through. 

 Of course, now we all had to do it. The next Saturday morning, we met up, ready to take our own 

passage through the underworld and assume our places next to Hercules and Luke Skywalker in Joseph 

Campbell’s eyes. Kenneth went. Allison went. Kristi wasn’t there because it was an off week. And with a few 

deep breaths, I went inward. 

 A few wispy strands of spider web brushed my face. I felt along the concrete with my hands reading the 

bumps and ridges like braille. As I reached the middle, I was immersed in darkness. I could hear my friends’ 

voices behind me and then above me, muffled. Allison’s face appeared in the opposite end. “You okay?” she 

yelled. I crawled faster, ready to get out of this death trap. I had visons of the culvert collapsing. The passage 

closed in on me and I wondered what it was like to be buried alive. What was that? Was it a snake? Oh sweet 

Jesus this was a waterway, what if there is a cottonmouth, WHATIF. 

 And then I was out, awkwardly spilling out of the end of the culvert and taking again sweet breaths of 

summertime air and exclaiming “I did it!”. Years later, when I was rising from the literal and metaphorical fires 

of my life, I found myself on a journey upward. On the east face of Pikes Peak, at 14,000 feet up, I was fighting 

for every step through thin oxygen and hurting knees and the weight of all my ashes. And when I finally sat 

down at the top, and collapsed and looked at all that I had risen above, I said to myself through tears, “I did it. I 

did it.” 


