
 

 
 
 
“‘For I know the plans I have for you,’ declares the LORD, ‘plans to prosper you and not to 
harm you, plans to give you hope and a future. Then you will call on me and come and 
pray to me, and I will listen to you.’” Jeremiah 29:11-12 

 

Though I face difficult times in my life, I have learned through them to trust in God and in 
His sovereign plan for me. In James 1:2-3, God tells us to “consider it pure joy…when 
[we] face various trials of many kinds, because [we] know that the testing of [our] faith 
produces perseverance” (NIV). This biblical truth was made especially clear to me 
several weeks ago while I was on a backpacking trip in the mountains of Colorado.  

I was with my brother, as well as several friends and adult leaders, hiking for 6 
days through the Weminuche Wilderness in Colorado between the towns of Durango 
and Silverton. Our goal was to hike up the Vallecito Creek valley, cross over the 12 
thousand foot Columbine Pass, drop down into Chicago Basin, climb Mt. Windom, a 
14’er, and catch an old-fashioned steam train out to Silverton. Though our route was 
well planned, and afforded us plenty of time to make our roughly 35 mile journey, we 
had no idea of the challenges we would face.  

Our first setback arrived the moment we set foot on the trail: rain. Only those 
familiar with backpacking can truly understand the misery of trudging for hour after 
hour through mud and rain, with frigid raindrops endlessly beating down around you, 
seeping slowly through your poncho and pack and into your very soul. The rain was 
so torrential that if any of us had been desperate enough to put a message in a 
bottle and leave it on the trail, I am confident that it would have floated back out to 
the trailhead in minutes. As the trail wound its way along those rocky crags and 
through those dark forests, I no longer thought about the way ahead, but only of the 
water pouring down around me, dripping down my back, and squelching inside my 
boots. I plodded mechanically onward. 

And yet, in the midst of that storm, I was gently reminded of God’s sovereign 
control. He created the clouds that hung above me, and He could part them if He 
wished. Clearly, this storm was over us for a reason. 



When we finally reached our campsite late that afternoon, we immediately 
pitched our tents and climbed into our mummy bags in an attempt to sleep away the 
rain. Though the clouds were still above us when I awoke the next day, they were no 
longer emptying their contents on our heads. We quickly repacked our gear but were 
soon to encounter an even greater challenge. 

Mere minutes into our second day of hiking, the path took us to the edge of an 
ice-cold mountain creek, swollen to more than twenty feet across with the extra water 
from the storms. However, right at the river’s edge we encountered another surprise: a 
fellow backpacker named Collin, accompanied by an enormous pack and an eager 
golden retriever. Together, we scouted around the riverbank for a good crossing. 
Unfortunately, though we found where a bridge had once been, we soon realized that 
we would be forced to wade through the waist deep torrent. Dismayed by this enormous 
obstacle, we had almost resolved to turn back when Collin, with his dog, suddenly 
stepped into the river. With his gear on his back and his dog lashed to him with several 
feet of rope, he began to slowly push his way through the frigid current. Though he was 
forced to physically carry his dog across, and nearly lost his balance several times, 
Collin managed to safely ford the river, to our applause.  

Seeing that Collin had been able to cross successfully, our group decided to 
make an attempt. We crossed one by one. Several people fell face first into the river, 
and one was nearly swept downstream by the current, but we all managed to reach the 
other side safely. Hiking several more miles that day before pitching camp for the night, 
we all believed the worst was behind us. However, little did we know that the third day 
would be the real test of our faith.  

Awaking once again to clearer skies and higher hopes, we set off on what would 
turn out to be the most difficult trek of our lives. We planned to hike six miles up to 
Columbine Pass, nearly a mile in elevation above our campsite and the highest point of 
the trip so far. We managed to make several solid hours of steady progress up the 
valley before we realized the true magnitude of our challenge.  

One important piece of advice about hiking in the mountains: you don’t want to 
get struck by lightning. Generally speaking, lightning strikes at the highest point in the 
area, which can include large rocks, trees, and hikers. And lightning doesn’t have to hit 
you directly to cause serious injury; electrical charge propagating away from a strike 
will take any path it can to dissipate from the point of impact, including through human 
bodies. Lightning storms are formed when anything forces layers of air up into higher 
layers of air of different temperatures, a task which mountain slopes perform very well, 
especially in the afternoons, when air is warmed by the sun. All these facts combine to 
make lightning a huge danger for hikers in the mountains. For this reason, it is extremely 
important to watch the clouds, and to stay in the tree line in the afternoons.  

Unfortunately for us, by the time we stopped for lunch, we were nowhere near 
the pass. We could see the ridge of mountains we were to cross, and above them, a vast 
arch of clouds. But right in the middle, just above our pass, was a small patch of blue. 



We faced a difficult decision: we appeared to have just enough time to exit the tree line 
before the weather could change. However, with what we believed to be at least an 
hour of hiking left before we would reach the top of the pass, we did not know whether 
the patch of blue before us would remain, or be overtaken by a storm forming out of our 
sight beyond the ridge. We could press on, with the risk of being caught at the top of the 
pass in a lightning storm, or camp in the valley several miles short of our goal, and face 
the prospect of not reaching the summit the following day. 

Unsure of what to do, we examined our options and prayed, eventually deciding 
to press on to the pass. Without any knowledge of what we would face at the top, we 
took a leap of faith and chose to follow what we believed to be God’s will. Hebrews 11:1 
says that “Faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do 
not see.” As we shouldered our packs and pushed on up the trail, I vividly remember 
thinking: “This is what faith is. We’re stepping out into the unknown, not knowing 
what waits for us on the other side of that ridge, but trusting in God to protect us.” We 
stepped out in faith, out of the tree line and up towards the pass, with the hope that that 
small patch of blue meant clear skies beyond.  

Hiking on up the mountainside, we soon realized that our trail was much longer 
than we had anticipated. We knew from our maps that we would pass Columbine Lake 
right before our final push up the pass, and believed ourselves to be very close to it. 
Hiking for at least an hour, each moment we expected to round a corner in the trail and 
see the blue sheet of water stretched out before us. But it never came.  

Soon, our counters read nine miles, well beyond the distance we had planned to 
travel that day, and yet we had still not seen the lake, and seemed no closer to the 
pass. Some of us suspected that we had somehow passed the lake, while others began 
to doubt if we were even on the right trail. But just when we had almost given up hope, 
we came over a small rise and saw it: a perfect sheet of pure mountain water, and 
above it, no longer obscured by trees or distance, the pass, only a few hundred feet 
up the trail. 

That final push was physically excruciating, and yet it was made so much easier 
by our nearness to our goal. Now that we could finally see our destination, we had only 
to keep our eyes on the pass and inch our way up the steep switchbacks etched into the 
mountainside. 

When I finally reached the top, I was elated. Behind me was a magnificent view 
of the valley up which I had just climbed, with Columbine Lake spread out below. And 
ahead of me, for the first time, I could see Chicago Basin, and our way forward. Above 
us still was the vast arc of clouds, darker in places as the afternoon worn on and 
thickened their ranks with even more moisture. On down the valley behind us, and 
several miles ahead of us, we could see sheets of rain pouring down. Yet miraculously, 
the storms had not touched us. 

Several days later, we managed to summit Windom, towering above the 
surrounding range at slightly over 14,000’ above sea level. We hiked out the day after 



that, rode the train out to Silverton, enjoyed a hearty meal at an old fashioned café 
there, and returned home to take our first showers in six days. Despite the other peaks I 
climbed that trip, and the other goals I achieved, I will always remember that day on 
Columbine Pass best of all. Whether I find myself climbing mountains of stone, or 
filling out mountains of paperwork, whether I face the unknowns of weather, or of the 
daunting challenge of choosing a direction for the rest for my life, I will always 
remember: God is in control, and He knows what He’s doing. 

 
Martyn (second to left) at the top of Windom Peak ‘the 14ner’, and the pinnacle of the trip. 

	


