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Sleeping Under the Stars

	It was my first and only camping trip.  After moving to Raton, New Mexico, my mother encouraged me, as a seventh grader, to join the Junior Girl Scouts to be a part of a good group of girls while living in this location.  This group was active; I learned a lot and participated in many different outings.
	This particular outing was a one-night camping trip, joining several other troops and hiking about a mile to the campsite through rustling leaves and tall grass.  Then we were taught how to set up a tent and care for the other equipment and supplies involved.  Working toward our camping badge, we learned to start a fire, cook in an iron skillet over the open flame, and clean up the meal’s remains so that critters would not visit us in the night.
	As an eleven-year-old girl who had never had the opportunity to camp in the wilderness, I found it to be quite a challenge.  After getting everyone settled, and dinner consumed, we gathered around the fire, listening to the crackling fire and belching wood, noticing the bright stars above, to sing campfire songs.  When a song was finished, the stillness was filled with crickets chirping and an occasional howl of a coyote.  With the wind blowing slightly, we each got occasional whiffs of smoke enveloping us.  This was unhealthy for an undiagnosed asthmatic with numerous allergies but not told I had asthma.
	At the age of ten, I had undergone a battery of sixty allergy shots, thirty on each arm, when living in Pasadena, Texas.  The only non-reactive shot was shrimp.  And what ten-year-old liked shrimp?  I began allergy shots immediately, and because I constantly developed bronchitis from my allergy and cold symptoms, they took my tonsils out.  
	After finishing our sing fest, each girl found her appropriate tent and settled into her sleeping bag.  Whispers between girls helped us ease into the calm of the night.  Shortly after that, I started coughing and wheezing, so I buried my face in my pillow, trying not to disturb the others.  One of the scout leaders heard me and came to my rescue with a cough drop, which was only a temporary fix.  
With minimal sleep, I woke drained and weak, and I knew I needed to dig deep to rustle up the strength to pack up and hike the mile out of the area.  Never again have I camped in the wilderness.  Now, my idea of camping is a nearby motel.
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