Waking Up Outdoors
By Justin Branch


With my eyes closed, I awaken to the serene surroundings of the outdoors.  The pleasant sound of the orchestra of birds singing their morning songs fills my ears.  The crash of fish belly-flopping and the crackling of the campfire accompany them, as if they were band members performing alongside the birds.  I roll onto my back and open my eyes, only to be greeted by the bright rays of the fiery sun beaming through the blue and grey canvas tent, piercing my eyes like flaming daggers.  I lie there, hesitant to crawl out from under the old, blue blanket, which is littered with lint and is as warm as a mother’s touch.  To my left, my girlfriend sleeps peacefully, oblivious to the surroundings.  The chill in the air is apparent as I slither out of bed, like a snake sneaking through the grass, trying not to disturb her.  I slip on my plain white shirt, soiled with a penny-sized mustard stain from the hotdog I ate the night before.  As I stretch, I clean the gritty, sand like sleep from the corners of my eyes, preparing for the beautiful sights outside.


As I unzip the door of the tent, the sights, sounds, and smells of the outdoors overwhelm my senses.  The thick smoke of the dying campfire, which is directly in front of the tent, waters my eyes as it seemingly comes to greet me as I step out.  As a gentle breeze scatters the smoke, the sweet aroma of bacon causes my mouth to water.  To the right, the first few people march toward the lake as the sun warms up the air.  Over head, birds streak effortlessly through the brilliant, bright blue sky, ducking in and out of the thick treetops.  To the left, squirrels playfully chase each other across the damp, lustrous green grass as if they were playing a game of tag.  Further down, on the lake ripples scatter the calm, tranquil water.  Along the coast, hundreds of tiny frogs, no bigger than a pencil eraser, cover the ground.  In the distance, the sound of the first boat on the water cuts through the air like the buzzing of a bumble bee.  Soon, waves crash against the shore, carrying some of the frogs helplessly into the water as if they were pulled by something from underneath the surface.  The splashes become more widespread indicating the fish are becoming more active.  A cove on the right side of the lake soon reveals more wildlife joining the feeding frenzy as curious geese peek around the corner.  Eight beautiful grey geese, swimming in a line as if they were soldiers marching, head toward the commotion.  I decide to put my feet into the comforting water, lying back and relaxing.  I take a deep breath as I take in all of my surroundings.

As I lie there, I can’t help but to imagine that this is what heaven feels like.  There is something about being at the lake with my feet in the water that makes all of my worries of the daily life disappear.  I know that the feeling can’t last forever, but for today I’m going to enjoy the peaceful feeling of camping. 

