
For the west-bound traveler, 
White Sands National Park is a 
natural next stop after visiting 
Carlsbad Caverns. The park is 
located about an hour northeast of  
Las Cruces, New Mexico. Learn 
more at nps.gov/whsa.

Greetings From:

White Sands, NM
by Michael Boyink
mike@douglascountyherald.com

“It might have been the American 
tendency in travel. One goes, not so 
much to see but to tell afterward.”

John Steinbeck, Travels With 
Charley

11 simple words.
Written in the early 1960’s.
In them, Steinbeck effi ciently 

skewers a entire modern-day ‘travel 
writing’ industry, from travel 
bloggers, to YouTube vloggers, to 
#vanlife Instagram infl uencers.

And yes, also this very column.
I’ll confess. Part of the reason I 

write this column is simply to tell 
afterward.

But there’s more to it than that.
The rear view mirror can be 

clearer than the windshield.
The real value, the real lesson, 

or the real takeaway from an 
experience doesn’t always show up 
until years later.

Like White Sands National Park.
At the time, we were just checking 

another “National” something or 
other off our list (during our visit 
White Sands was only a National 
Monument. Since then it apparently 
aced the fi nal exam and graduated to 
full-on National Park status).

It happened to be my birthday. 
I decided I wanted to eat cake 
while barefoot on a gypsum dune 
somewhere in the 145,762 acres of 
the park.

We went to the visitor center 
fi rst to pick up a map. We found a 
trailhead parking area and drove to 
it. We took the requisite birthday 
photos and then booked it before a 
rainstorm swept through the valley. 
We went back and parked next to 
the visitor center for a half an hour 
while the worst of the rain poured 
down.

And then drove back to the 
campground where we’d left the RV.

Done and done.
Looking back at the photos, 

though, I see our day in a different 
light.

It’s a narrative. 
Almost a Psalm.
Our time in the park began in 

“life as usual” mode. Celebrating 

yet another birthday in a string of 
them longer than I care to count. 
Visiting yet another new place in a 
string of new places.

Then comes the unexpected 
drama.

A nasty looking storm. A curtain 
of black rainclouds moving in our 
direction. Tornadoes do occur at 
White Sands. People have died in 
this park.

David might say “my deadly 
enemies compassed me about.”

We scrambled fi rst for cover 
inside the truck, then for safer 
parking by the visitor center. We 
hoped there was a shelter inside if it 
came to that.

And, like David, we prayed for 
deliverance.

As the storm passed over the 
lighting became dramatic. 

Spooky, even.
It was like we had parked on the 

dividing line between day and night. 
Out the passenger side of the truck 
it was pitch dark. The driver’s side 
of the truck was lit up in a brilliant 
sunset.

And birthed out of that division?
A rainbow.
Literally a symbol of God’s 

faithfulness. A promise that things 
would be OK.

And just in case we maybe had 
a few remaining doubts about our 
safety? 

God doubled down.
A second rainbow appeared next 

to the fi rst.
We’re off the road now. 
But that doesn’t mean that the 

storms stop coming.
But we’ve been here before.
We’ll take the action we need to 

take.
We’ll fi nd shelter.
We wait on God.
And we’ll see His promise.
Just like at White Sands.

A dramatic view across the gypsum dunes at White Sands 
National Park in New Mexico.

Stories from eight years of living on the road in America

A double rainbow at White 
Sands National Park in New 
Mexico.

A rainbow arches across our 
truck during a storm at White 
Sands National Park in New 
Mexico.

A nasty rainstorm blows 
across the dunes at White 
Sands National Park in New 
Mexico.




