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The Trail of Woe 
 
There are few times in one’s life when a 

summer evening bike ride turns into an 

endurance test that is not only 

potentially life threatening but becomes 

a lifelong memory. I recently had such 

an evening bike ride.  

The story I’m about to tell you is true.  It 

happened on Sunday, July 10, 2022, at 

a park called Double Lake Recreation 

Area, a few miles east of Cold Springs, 

Texas. 

 

Double Lake Recreation Area in Sam Houston 

National Forest. A beautiful bike trail can become 

confusing when mile after mile looks similar with 

few distinctive land marks.  

 

An Evening Bike Ride  

Double Lake is a very nice park. It has 

two lakes and camp grounds under the 

shady trees of a national forest. It is in 

San Jacinto County about 90 miles 

north of Houston. Last summer, Sonia, 

my wife, and I went swimming there one 

afternoon. Afterwards we walked around 

the lake just enjoying the evening. While 

there, I noticed they had bicycle trails. I 

wanted to return with my bike and ride 

those trails someday. Fast forward to 

this summer. My wife went on vacation 

in Puerto Rico to visit her parents. I 

remained home. All year long I had 

been thinking about those bicycle trails, 

wanting to return and ride them during 

the summer and take a cool dip in the 

lake afterward while she was away. 

After she left, I kept procrastinating 

going there. Then, on the last Sunday 

before she returned, I decided to go. 

The weather had been very hot for 

several days. In fact, the temperature 

had been over 100° several days in a 

row and we hadn’t had rain to speak of 

in months. So, I waited until the evening 

when it cooled off a bit. I packed up my 

bicycle, and a bottle of water and 

headed off. I drank most of the water 

during the drive. It took me an hour to 

get there from my house. As I entered 

the park, I passed a man coming out on 



The Trail of Woe   Brian Turner  

2 

a golf cart. I waved cordially and kept 

going. When I got to the park, I saw no 

one else. I parked next to the showers. I 

got my bike out of my car. I left my 

phone in the car so I would not be 

disturbed. I looked at the clock. It was 

5:30 PM.  I locked up my car and hit 

the trail. The first thing I saw was a sign 

at the head of the trail that read “Trail Of 

Woe”. I chuckled to myself and thought 

this should be fun, and it was. The trail 

was well kept and continuously snaked 

around.  

I was impressed by how thick the forest 

was. The woods were so thick you 

couldn’t even get off the trail. I rode as 

fast as I could for about 30 minutes. By 

then I felt like I had a good workout, and 

I was ready to turn around and work my 

way back to the lake for a nice swim. I 

remembered that I had parked close to 

the lake and the trails were south of the 

lake. So, I started working my way 

north. I could see the sun setting in the 

west, so it served as my compass. I 

remembered that I had parked close to 

the lake. I noticed an old wheel barrel 

beside the trail. Everything else looked 

the same. I kept riding and the trails 

kept winding around. One moment I was 

heading north, the next moment I was 

heading south. There were trail markers 

but none of them said exit. The signs 

were very vague… Trail Lee, Crossover, 

Henry LK, etc. I presumed Henry LK 

was the lake. So, every time I saw that 

sign, I took that turn. But it never took 

me to a lake. I was already tired and hot 

from the ride. Eventually I saw the wheel 

barrel again. At that point I realized I 

had made a circle and was lost. I was 

sweating a lot and my T-shirt was 

soaked in sweat. It was still hot although 

it was the evening of the day. I could no 

longer ride my bicycle. I took off my T-

shirt and wrapped it around my 

handlebars. I began walking using my 

bicycle as a walker. Then a couple of 

long hours passed, and I was 

exhausted. I became very fatigued and 

less coordinated. I tripped and fell on my 

bicycle, cutting my fingers. I had a small 

Astros rally towel to wipe the sweat from 

my brow. I wrapped my bleeding fingers 

with the rag. At this point I tried hollering 

for help. But there was no point. There 

was no one around for miles and no one 

even knew I was there. I thought, Sonia 

won’t know I am missing until it’s much 

too late. I kept walking and I tripped on 

my bike again. This time I hit my face on 

the ground slightly scratching my nose 
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and forehead. I realized the bicycle was 

doing me more harm than good. I left it 

where it fell and kept walking. I took my 

T-shirt with me. I kept walking and then I 

saw the wheel barrel again, a third time! 

I knew I was in serious trouble. I began 

praying out loud to God. God please 

don’t let me die like this! Please help 

me. If not for my sake, then for my wife’s 

sake (reasoning in my mind that she’s a 

better saint than I). I would have to stop 

and rest because I was breathing so 

hard, and I was so exhausted. I would 

lay my T-shirt on the ground and lay 

down with my back on the T-shirt. I kept 

telling myself to remain calm. I would 

rest for a few minutes and get up and 

walk again. This went on for a long time. 

The walks became shorter, and the rest 

became longer.  

 

Night Time  

It was almost dark, and I was still 

walking in circles. I came upon a trail 

that was very straight and went east and 

west. I had passed it before, but I was 

determined to try to head north. I knew I 

needed to be north, but I was having no 

success.  I was walking in circles. I 

decided to take the trail that headed 

straight west although it was not logical 

at all. Cold Springs was west but, it was 

miles away. There was no way I could 

walk to town without water, presuming 

the trail took me there. I was already 

dehydrated. I laid down again. After a 

few minutes I started walking again. 

Then I’d lay down again with my T-shirt 

on the ground. I got back up and 

resumed walking very slowly. I walked 

only a few steps when I realized I left my 

T-shirt on the ground. But I wasn’t going 

to turn around and get it. Those few 

steps became very precious. After a 

while my prayers became a whimper, 

and I could barely walk very slowly.  All I 

could do was walk, struggling to keep 

my balance and whispering Jesus help 

me, Jesus help me, Jesus help me. I 

was totally exhausted and losing hope. 

It was now dark, probably 10 or 11 at 

night. I could see the trail quite well 

because of the moonlight. We had a 

three-quarter moon that night. I was 

losing all hope and walking very slow, 

and then… faintly, I heard running 

water.  

I walked and came upon a spring. I 

could see a stream of running water 

sparkling in the moonlight. That was the 

most beautiful sight I had ever seen. 

The trail had a small concrete man-
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made bridge that served as a small dam 

also. That scene will forever be in my 

mind. What I heard was the waterfall 

from the water pouring out of the 

culverts downward into the stream. I slid 

down the embankment into the water. It 

was only a few inches deep on the 

edge. I sat in the water splashing it over 

my head and drinking it from the palms 

of my hands as it poured from the 

culverts. I was laughing and thanking 

Jesus. I’m normally pretty reserved, but 

at that moment I was the most 

charismatic holy roller you’d ever see. At 

first it occurred to me that the water 

could be polluted, but I didn’t care. That 

was the best water I’d ever drank. Then 

it occurred to me that the nearest town 

was named Cold Springs and that was, 

in fact, a cold spring. It ran fast like 

something you’d see around the 

Guadalupe River in the Texas hill 

country.  You don’t normally see springs 

like that in this part of the country. Not to 

mention we were having a dry spell. A 

normal creek in this area would be 

stagnant and not flowing if not totally 

dried up. But this was the best running 

water I ever had. I sat there in the water 

soaking my head and sipping water from 

my hands for a long time and thanking 

Jesus! I regained my strength and was 

feeling much better. I decided I was 

going to resume my journey on the trail 

heading west. But, if that trail did not 

look promising, I was going to come 

back to this spring and stay there all 

night. I knew I could live if I had water. I 

took my little Astros towel and my do-

rag from my head. I soaked them so I 

could suck the water out when I got 

thirsty. I was trying to climb the concrete 

embankment up to the trail, but it was 

too slippery. As I was trying to climb up 

my wedding ring slipped off my finger 

and down into the water. Oh no! I was 

hectic groping in the water looking for 

my ring like Gollum in the Hobbit. I 

found it and I was so relieved. I could 

not climb back, so I made my way 

through some brush (and thorns) at the 

end of the concrete embankment. I 

made my way to the trail. I walked for 

about 30 minutes and the trail started 

getting worse. I was running into 

spiderwebs that were across the trail. 

The first couple gave me the heebie-

jeebies. But after that, they didn’t bother 

me at all. After the trail got worse, I 

decided to turn around and go back to 

the spring and wait there all night, and 

that’s what I did. 
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There I was in the middle of the night. 

Not a shirt on my back. I had my shorts, 

my belt, a do-rag, my Astros rally towel, 

wet shoes and socks, and my car keys. I 

was impressed how grateful you can be 

for what little tools you have. I took my 

belt off and used it to run up and down 

my back to get the dirt off. That felt so 

good.  My Astros towel served as a 

tourniquet, then a canteen, and a pillow. 

I took off my shoes and socks and 

passed the time by ringing out my socks 

and banging them against the rocks to 

try to get them dry for walking in the 

morning. I made a makeshift pillow with 

my do-rag, Astros towel, and my socks 

and laid on the concrete bridge.  I 

looked up at the stars and the fireflies. 

I’ve always been so impressed by fire 

flies. They look like something out of a 

Tolkien novel, and they illustrate 

creative design so plainly. Although it 

was a hot summer night, I never felt hot. 

In fact, the weather was perfect. I 

suppose the cool spring below kept the 

air cool. Although the only thing I was 

wearing was shorts, I was neither cold 

nor hot and to my surprise, I was not 

bothered by mosquitoes. I would hear 

one buzzing around my head 

occasionally, but they weren’t really 

bothering me. At this time, I actually was 

in good spirits. Although I was alone in 

the middle of the woods at night, I 

wasn’t worried. I felt like the miracle had 

already occurred when I was led to that 

spring. Before I found that spring, I was 

losing all hope but I was at peace now 

and was confident I was getting out of 

there in the morning. I laid there looking 

up at the stars thinking whenever the 

stars begin getting dimmer that meant 

dawn was getting closer. I would sit 

there listening to the bull frogs. 

Occasionally I’d be startled by the 

splash in the water from a frog or fish. I 

wasn’t worried about animals. After all, 

this was not the woods in The Wizard of 

Oz where there were Lions, Tigers, and 

Bears! Nevertheless, I kept the belt in 

my hand all night just in case. I saw an 

airplane passing overhead very high 

and I thought about the people 

comfortable in that cabin and me under 

them in the vast woods below. It was a 

strange feeling. I was not sleepy at all, 

and I wasn’t hungry at all. I had a good 

lunch the day before. I suppose the 

experience, or the adrenaline kept me 

from thinking about food or sleep. 

I had all night to figure out how I was 

going to get out of there. I reasoned in 
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my mind that the spring had to go to the 

lake. And, it is running north toward the 

lake. I told myself as soon as the dawn 

was here and there was enough light to 

see, I was going to backtrack east then 

north. I was going to take every left that 

I came to. That way, even if I got lost 

again, I’d be close to the spring. I 

thought I had to get out before 11 AM. 

The temperature was going to reach 

100 degrees again. I had no time to 

waste.  I couldn’t remember how far 

back I lost my bike. It could’ve been 100 

yards, or it could’ve been a mile. I 

decided if I didn’t see my bicycle before 

I found a left turn then I would lose the 

bike. That was the plan. 

 

Dawn 

I waited. Slowly the stars became 

dimmer. Then I noticed I could see 

things I couldn’t see before. That was 

the most beautiful dawn I’ve ever seen. I 

got up, put my socks and shoes on, 

soaked my do-rag and Astros towel, put 

them in my pocket and started 

backtracking. I finally came upon a trail 

that took a left turn and I had not seen 

my bicycle. I thought, I hate to lose that 

bicycle. I’ve had it for over 30 years. So, 

I decided to walk just a little way to see 

if it might be close. I walked about 50 

yards and sure enough, there it was 

where I left it. I got my bicycle and came 

back to the trail and headed north. I 

couldn’t ride my bike because the trail 

was too rough. It would make me tired 

too fast. Eventually, I came to a marker 

that had a map. That was a sight for 

sore eyes. The map showed that if I 

turned left at the next trail, it would cross 

a spring or creek and the trail would 

eventually take me to the campgrounds 

on the west side of the lake. That was 

my plan. I was actually parked on the 

east side of the lake. But that was a 

longer route and there were no springs 

crossing that trail. By that time, I had 

already sucked all the water out of my 

rags. I walked and found the trail. It was 

blocked off with yellow tape with a sign 

that said the trail was washed out. I 

thought, too bad, I’m going there 

anyway. I went under the yellow tape, 

but sure enough, the trail was washed 

out and there was no sign of water. I 

backtracked and made my way toward 

the east side of the lake. I walked 

probably for another hour. Then I came 

upon a clearing. To the right I could see 

an embankment where the sun was 

shining. It looked like a road I thought. I 
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walked up the embankment and the first 

thing I saw was my car!  

That car never looked so good. I opened 

the car and looked at the clock it was 

8:30 in the morning. I got a change of 

clothes and went into the shower and 

took the best shower I’ve ever had.  

 

 

Near the beginning of the trail there were a 

couple of wooden bridges over low and wet 

areas. Finding these on Monday morning 

made me believe I was close to finding my 

way out of the woods.  

 

I was so anxious to tell anyone I met at 

the park about my experience. But there 

was no one there. The only person I 

ever saw throughout the entire 

experience was the man leaving in a 

golf cart as I came in the day before.  

 

Going Home 

I drove out of the park, stopped at a 

convenience store, bought a gallon of 

water plus another quart. I Told the 

checkout lady about my experience. I 

stopped at Burger King got an egg 

sandwich. I ate it on the way home. I got 

home and looked in the mirror. I had a 

scratched-up nose and forehead, but it 

wasn’t bad, and I looked like I had the 

chickenpox all over my body. I called my 

neighbor, Cyndie, and ask her if she 

would bring a first aid kit. She came 

over and cleaned up my fingers and my 

various cuts and scratches.  

I didn’t feel any mosquito bites while 

there. But, something got me. I didn’t 

really start itching until the third day. 

That was odd. Thank God for cortisone 

cream. That stuff works great!  

It was Monday, I texted and canceled a 

couple students that I had scheduled for 

that morning. But I had a list of students 

in the evening starting at 2 o’clock. So, I 

took a couple hour nap, and then went 

to teach. I had to explain to my students 

why I looked so rough. The joke was, if 
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you think I look bad, you should see the 

guy that lost the fight! 

 

Brian, back at home doing that thing he does. 

 

Sonia called me the night I was lost. 

When I didn’t answer the phone, she 

just presumed I was asleep, never 

knowing what I had been through. I told 

the story on Monday to her amazement. 

Since that day I have had a lot of time to 

reflect on the experience and lessons to 

be learned. The first lesson is pretty 

obvious: Safety precautions. I broke 

every safety precaution all in one day. 1. 

Tell someone where you are going and 

when you expect to return. 2 Know the 

terrain, take a map. 3. Take water. 4. 

Take your phone. You can turn it off. 

Some people say I was lucky, but I say 

luck had nothing to do with it. The spring 

of cool, fresh, running water at the 

perfect time was nothing less than a 

miracle. Going west on that straight trail 

was not logical at all. I knew the lake 

was north, but I was going in circles. 

The Bible says, “Trust in The Lord with 

all your heart and do not lean on your 

own understanding. In all your ways 

acknowledge Him and He will make 

your paths straight.” Proverbs 3:5-6.  

On that hot summer night in Texas that 

scripture was very literal for me. God 

provided a straight path to living water.  

No one could ever convince me it wasn’t 

a miracle. 

 

Afterword 

In the days following word of the 

incident spread to my friends and family. 

My sister-in-law, Ada, who lives in 

Boston, told me she had dreamed she 

was lost and trying to find her way home 

three nights in a row, the last night being 

the night I was lost. The dream 

disturbed her so much she told her son 

about them the morning I found my way 

home before she was aware of my 

experience. My mother-in-law in Puerto 

Rico also dreamed she was lost in the 

woods, trying to find her way home the 

same night. You can draw your own 

conclusions about that. 

I still think about the experience all the 

time. Especially when I turn on the water 

faucet to have a drink of water and 

when I lay on my soft bed at night. 
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Epilogue 
 
Three Months Later 
 

I had told my good friend, Eric, about 

the incident. His immediate reaction was 

that I had to write this story down and 

share it with my family and friends. He 

kindly volunteered to help me with the 

process. We decided to return to the 

scene to take some pictures for the 

article when the weather became 

friendlier. This time we would be 

prepared. 

 

 

Brian and his wife Sonia upon their return 

trip to Double Lake to document the journey. 

 

To prepare, I studied a map of the park 

on my computer and printed a copy for 

each of us to take on the journey.  

 

Brian posing with the bike he abandoned on 

Sunday night and recovered on Monday morning 

while finding his way off the trail.   

 

Although I studied the map a long time, I 

could only speculate about my location. 

I wanted to return to the spring that 

saved my life especially. So we packed 

up water, cell phones with compass 

apps, maps, yellow ribbons to mark our 

trail, and then we returned to the park 

on a cool October morning. I had given 

much thought to returning to the spot 

where I had spent the night. I felt I would 

be able to find it. But when we 

embarked on the trails, it became 

obvious I would not be able to find the 

trail. There were so many trails that are 

not on the map that I could not retrace 

my steps. We took a few pictures and 

left the park. We drove to Cold Springs, 

had lunch, and enjoyed some time 

together.   
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The spring will remain a mystery to me 

because it was running north but the 

map only shows a branch running south 

from the lake. 

Wishing all of you safe and happy 

travels! 

Special thanks to my good friend, Eric 

White, and my wife Sonia for their help 

and inspiration.  

 

Brian Turner 

correspondence: 

brian@guitarlessonsbybrian.com 

 


