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I carefully put the small, 20 piece first aid kit in the front pocket of my bag and made sure it stayed there.  I was going camping, tent camping, for the first time in my life and boy was I excited!  I had been counting down the days since school let out and on July 18, the big day arrived.  I would look at the clock, literally, every three minutes, just waiting for Jack to pull up in her blue SUV.  Once she finally did, we met with a hug and she opened the back.

The truck was filled with 11 days worth of supplies, a tent, the blue cooler we take everywhere, bags of clothes, fishing poles, the tackle box, food, pop, bottled water, and iced tea.  We managed to fit my two bags, radio, and pillow in the truck and then proceeded to drive to Theresa’s place.  We talked along the way.  Talked about how long it took us to pack, talked about the weather and how hot it was, and talked about who was sitting in the crowded back seat.  We decided I would.

We arrived at Theresa’s place in about ten minutes.  Knocking on her door I smiled and waved through the screen.  “C’mon in,” she said looking at me.  I opened to door and was greeted by a room filled with people.  Her sister, mother and father were all in the living room.  Behind me Jack came in.  Theresa handed us a few of her things and gathered the rest of her stuff.
Jack came out and opened the back of the truck and placed everything inside.  Jack and I got in the truck and waited for Theresa to say good bye to her parents.

We then drove and got bagels, then hit the freeway.  I put my head against a pillow and fell asleep.

***

I awoke to the sound of the truck driving on gravel.  I looked around and spoke, “We here?”

“Yeah, we’ll be right back.”  Jack and Theresa got out of the truck and went to check in.  There they paid for 11 days, got the site number, and the ticket we were to place in the truck.

We drove to our site, but then had to go back and explain to the people in charge that the site was too small, if we could have the next one.  The girl gladly gave us a new ticket and we went on our way.

It took us under an hour to make camp.  We hung an old clothes line from two trees and used it as our personal drying device.  The tent was big; Jack said it was a two room tent.  We easily fit ourselves, our bags and a few paper items in the tent.

“So what do you wanna do?”  I asked sitting at the picnic table.  I watched as Jack moved the iron fire ring from its original spot to one further down, away from the tent.

“Dunno, what do you wanna do?” Theresa asked.

“Fish?”  I suggested.  The two girls nodded.  We got our fishing stuff and chairs and made our way to the fishing pond.  It was a short walk from our site, we had a good location.  We were close to the small store the campground ran, and close to the bathrooms.
We sat our chairs down in the comfort of the shade of a nearby tree and waited for Jack to open the worms.  I refused to bait my own hook.  Just the though of touching a worm gave me the chills.  With it being all squirmy and dirty, moving in my hand.  I just wouldn’t do it.
I cast my line and waited a second.  The bobber landed in the water with a small splash.  Within a few second it sunk.  I had a bite.  We fished for hours, catching small fish, no bigger than my hand.
We made dinner, and then lit a fire.  We starred into the fire, entranced with the dancing flames.  We sat there for hours and talked.  My mind drifted back to my little green first aid kit.
***

I’ll be the first to tell you I had a problem, back then I couldn’t accept it, that I did have a problem.  I denied it; I didn’t think it was a problem if I wasn’t hurting anyone else.  Going camping was supposed to be a vacation from my problem, but I insisted on taking it along with me.  I silently thought about it as we fished, when we made burgers, when we swam.  It was constant thought.  Constantly thinking, "When can I be alone? When can I do what I want to do?"
I wouldn’t be left alone though - No, not with a friend like Jack.  She knew leaving me alone when I was in one of my states could be dangerous - Not for others, but myself.

We had taken Theresa home that Sunday, and we came back to finish out the week. We would sit at nights around the fire place till mid night.  Talking, laughing, and looking at the sky.  I really liked doing that.  Sitting there, looking at the fire.  I remember her looking at me and saying “Don’t move.”  I listened to her.
“Why?” I questioned.
A smile fell over her face.  “There is fire in your eyes!  It’s freaking me out!”  We both burst out laughing.

***

Days passed.  Jack and I had a blast.  I told her one day that she had passed the roommate test.  If we could survive each other for the camping trip, we’d make perfect roommates if we were to move out and get a place.  We passed the test with flying colors.

We made burgers one night.  I always called grill a smore maker; she insisted it was a mini grill.  The grill was a square grid of metal with a handle.  We placed four burgers in it and listened to the grease pop.  I remember dropping two burgers and how devastated we were at our loss.
My mind would drift back to the green first aid kit.  I wanted it.  Wanted it bad.  I wouldn’t do anything with people around.  That’d be crazy.  They’d take it away and I couldn’t have that.  They couldn’t have my blade.  I taped it to the inside of the first aid kit, underneath the Band-Aids.  I held my feelings in, didn’t tell Jack how I was feeling, she would have taken my blade away.  So I didn’t do anything.  I didn’t act on my feelings.  I suppressed them, kept myself busy with fishing and swimming.
That night we did our usual routine of starting a fire.  Jack had gone out to the woods before hand and got more fire wood.  I picked out two sticks and took her pocket knife.  I started carving words into the sticks.  Little one worded inside jokes we had.  I held the pocket knife, twirling it in my hand.  She got up from her spot and went to do something.  I made my move.  Taking the knife, I tested its edge.  It wasn’t too sharp.  But I placed it against my finger and sliced downwards.  I looked at the open wound, captivated with the blood.  I squeezed my finger and watched as the blood dripped down.  I was relived.

I heard Jack come up behind me.  She reached for my hand.  I gave her the knife.  She closed it, put it in her pocket and walked away.  I heard her open the tent and shuffled around.  She came back a moment later holding a Band-Aid.

I blinked.  She didn’t just go though the first aid kit. I said in my head.  My heart raced.  She did!  Jack held out the Band-Aid.  I took it from her.  She didn’t find it, she didn’t find it!  I took a deep breath and stood up.  I then walked behind the tent where the running water was.  I ran my finger under the cold water and walked to the light we hung from a tree.  She watched me the whole time.  Her hand was in her pocket, where the knife was.  I wanted it back.  I placed the Band-Aid on my finger and thanked her.  We both sat down at the fire.  There was an awkward moment of silence.  “I’m sorry.”  I said, looking at the ground.
“You ok?”  She asked.  I nodded.  That was it.  She didn’t bring it up again.  Nor did I see the pocket knife the rest of the trip.
 We made a fire the next night.  I walked out of the tent, with my hand in my pocket.  The blade touched my fingers.  I wanted it, I wanted it bad.  Jack wasn’t anywhere in sight.  NOW, DO IT NOW!  My head screamed.  No, don’t do it.  Throw it in the fire.  Go on, throw it in the fire.  I walked to the fire and pulled my hand out of my pocket.  The tiny blade that came from a razor rested in my hand.  Do it now!!!  She’s not here!!  GO!  The voice came back yelling.  I closed my eyes and put my hand over the fire.  I then dropped the blade into the flames and sat down.
Jack came down the gravel path moments later.  I smiled at her.  She sat down.  We both looked into the flames.

***

Our trip ended, we went on with our daily routine and looking back I realized that I held the power to stop.  My mom didn’t hold it, neither did Jack, nor did going on a vacation, though I was hoping so much someone else could solve my problems.  I realized it was only up to me, but also with the help of friends and family.  The old saying goes, “You move two steps forward and one step back.”  That’s been my life for the past three months.  Two steps forward, one step back.  But I realized then, that this was my choice, my choice to stop and live a healthy life.  My choice and my choice alone.
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