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				A Foiled Camping Trip
          My grade school friends and I were on a poorly planned camping trip
in Roppe’s Woods, a thickly forested tall hill about two miles from my home.
          This had all come about when Sharon, my classmate and I were spending
one of our usual weekends together. We’d spend one weekend at her house, the
next one at mine.
          Her home was an old farmhouse, where she lived with her mother and dad
about a mile and a half from mine, and in plain sight of the woods. 
         Bored of our usual routine of television programs, card games, and her attempts
to teach me to knit, we started brainstorming about something exciting we could do.
 “Let’s go camping in Roppe’s woods!” 
         I don’t know which of us produced it, but we quickly latched on to the idea.
       “I’ll ask Betty to go with us. And Connie, too. Sharon went on.
        “Oh, no, not Betty!” I thought. Connie and Betty were Sharon’s neighbors.
I didn’t mind Connie, but Betty was Sharon’s bossy next-door neighbor. 
         With her heavy, dark-rimmed glasses, chin-length hair, and her pointy
chin, bossy old Betty reminded of Poindexter. She just happened to live across
from the woods.
         No matter. 
         In counterattack, I replied, “I’ll ask Linda and Louise to go with us. The two 
were sisters. While I couldn’t quite call them neighbors, they were rural friends
from the other side of town.
     Somehow, this motley crew assembled for a planning meeting. “I have a camp
popcorn popper,” offered Louise.
      “We can cut limbs off the trees to make roasting sticks for our hotdogs and
marshmallows,” chimed in Sharon.
      “I can bring the ketchup and mustard,” I offered
.    Older and wiser, Connie commented “We’re going to need tents and sleeping
bags or blankets”
         Linda came back with, “We have a couple of tents. Our family camps quite 
often. And everybody bring your own blanket and pillow.”
Somebody knew what they were doing. Surely it wasn’t me.
        I’d never been camping, but had made frequent trips with Mom and
my younger sisters to the nearby river and countryside to “explore.” 
I was quite excited about this new adventure.
     If she were healthier, Mom probably would have taken us girls on a camping 
jaunt or two. Her spirit was full of adventure. Surely, she’d be in favor of our idea. 
      Not so much. “You want to what? She asked in alarm when I presented the
idea to her.  “Don’t you realize there are wild animals, as well as other dangers
in that woods, among them poison ivy and poison oak?”
      I’m sure she was thinking skunks, raccoons, and many other sources of
rabies, not to mention an abundant supply of poison ivy and oak.
     I was thinking bears, not even the more likely deer. “Oh, Mom, there’s
none of that there.” I replied, undaunted.

      After quite a bit more planning, the day of the campout arrived. Nobody had
bothered to check the weather forecast. On that hot, sultry day, fighting bugs and
mosquitoes, swatting away branches, we trudged our way up the hill with all our 
camping gear. We started laying out our campsite. As we worked to get things set
up, heavy clouds were rolling in.
      As dusk was falling and we were preparing to roast marshmallows, I heard my
 mother’s voice, “Linda, you have to come down and get out of there. There’s a
storm coming!”
       My mother. How did she manage to get up here? I finally get on this camping
trip and she’s going to worry us off this hill!
     “No, Mom,” I said presenting a bravado I didn’t necessarily feel. “We’ll be all
right!” I was scared to death of thunder and lightning.
      “At least come down, out of the woods and camp on Betty’s lawn. You’ll be
a lot safer there than in the woods.” My mother, the worry wort.
       At Mom’s insistence, we reluctantly put out our campfire and tore down our 
campsite.
       We wound up on Betty’s lawn. We just got settled in there when the first crack
of thunder and lightning hit. At the same time, rain started coming down in 
buckets.
      I made a mad dash to the house, being the first in a line of all of us to get my hands
on the door handle.
      So much for bravado.
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