Introduction





     I have stood at the rim of the Grand Canyon and gazed out at the wondrous expanse that lay before me.  For as many years as man has waked in this area we have had the privilege of doing this.  In the early morning you can feel the crispness of the air upon your cheeks and as the sun inches higher you feel the change as the hot Arizona sun begins to flood your cheeks with warmth.


     Gazing out into the canyon, your heart begins to beat a little faster in anticipation of what you know is about to happen.  For even though in the semi-darkness what lays before you appears to be a big gaping hole; you know there is more.  Your eyes strain to see the valleys that slowly began to appear throughout the canyon snuggled between its walls.  They all are different in sizes, shapes and texture yet they share variations of the same color and all lead ultimately to the same place: the center of the canyon where the river flows.  To try to describe this wonder of the world belies its greatness.  It is an experience one must have personally.


     While quite beautiful and wondrous you quickly realize that to get to the river below you must descend the cliffs and travel through the  valleys.  Done properly with caution and protection you will learn and experience wondrous things, not only about the canyon and its valleys but about yourself as well.


    As I watch this unfold before me I am reminded of the many valleys in a person’s life which ultimately all lead to the same place, that place which makes us the person we are and are to become.  All of those valleys have their own importance; this book is about only one.  The one that starts us out on our journey called life - The Valley of Childhood.






































