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    To Dan.


I should have been a better role model.  I’m sorry I wasn’t.  But I’ll never regret the adventures we had. 

      

    


The Shack in the Woods

by Amanda Blackwood

THE SHACK 

In The 

WOODS

I guess looking back on my youth I’m starting to understand just how reckless I was.  At the time I couldn’t understand why my parents were constantly in a panic about the things I would do.  I have to admit that even though I was a relatively good kid by my own standards, my parents themselves had completely different standards entirely.  When I didn’t live up to them, then it was instantly assumed that I was doing far worse than what I was actually guilty of.  I didn’t have the greatest of influences around me and I did enjoy my time with some of the worst influences I could find.  

My friend Jimmy taught me of the joys involved with skipping school on occasion in order to go bowling, or just driving around town with friends and flipping a coin at intersections in order to decide which way we would turn.  Living in Utah there weren’t a lot of other things to do in the late 1990s other than drugs, and that wasn’t a road I was willing to travel even in my reckless days.  Instead, the flip of a coin eventually had us exploring Antelope Island one day.  Jimmy identified as a “Goth” which meant he wore head to toe black clothing and black lipstick, so he clearly seemed like a much worse influence than he was in my life.  We were just a couple of broken people looking for something to feel in the world other than desperation and pain.  

Another friend of mine taught me the value of lying to my parents about her mother being home during a sleepover.  She was a very dear friend of mine at the time and we had always been close.  One night when spending some time at her house for a sleepover, there was an unfortunate accident that left me with a gaping wound on the back of my arm. Her mother had gone out that night to be with friends in a bar, and when I needed to be rushed to the hospital at nearly 11 o’clock at night, my father was much less than pleased with our decision to not tell them that an adult wouldn’t be home that night.  In all fairness, I didn’t know about that decision until after I’d arrived at my friends house.  Seven stitches and very much pain later, I was forbidden to ever go to her house again, and I was grounded for an extraordinary amount of time.  

Other friends of mine were very much into the drug scene I was dead set against getting involved in, but my young mind was still quite curious about it all.  I was constantly invited to the parties they would have at their homes, and though I rarely ever went, I never actually participated. Instead, I would sit in the room with them while they felt the effects of whatever drugs they were on and would voice to me their experiences.  I remember sitting back and laughing at them.  I also remember my parents finding out that I had snuck out of the house during one period of grounding in order to go to my friends house and being grounded and punished for an even longer period of time.  Being the rebel I was, I clearly was determined to not let anything curb my curiosity.  Part of me regrets that, knowing the kind of strain that it eventually put on my relationship with my parents, as well as knowing that they’d never believe another word that came out of my mouth for the remainder of my life, based on the choices I made as a rebellious teenager.  When things got far more serious in my life, they laughed at me and called me a liar yet again.  But I digress.  

By far I believe some of the most unusual friends I had in my youth were brothers, Steve and Don Shipley. For years I had an incurable crush on Steve, who was my age and grade. We had several classes together and I would tease him relentlessly.  I was always boy-crazy, but my mother was convinced I would someday marry this crush. Steve and Don’s mother was convinced equally that Don would one day marry his crush as well, except his crush just happened to be me. It made for many interesting stories involving the bus ride to and from school with the three of us being as close as we were. At the time, I wasn’t being a very good role model, but I also didn’t realize that Don looked up to me as much as he did.  It wasn’t until several years later that I realized a crush even existed.  

I was a rather poor student at the time one particular adventure took place. Well, I wasn’t exactly a bad student. I was actually quite a good student, when I was at school. I had started skipping classes, only a class or two at a time, the year before with Jimmy out of a sense of desperation and loneliness, and eventually it elevated to entire weeks the next year. That was about the time we drove out to Antelope Island, seven of us piled into a Volkswagen Rabbit.  We even went so far as to ask two passengers to lay down in the trunk of the car so that they wouldn’t be visible and it would appear that the car had a seatbelt for each passenger since the entry was manned by the highway patrol. I suppose I must have been about sixteen at the time, or almost that age. Not long after we got back from Antelope Island, I started spending a little more time with Steve’s kid brother, Don.  Don was most likely somewhere around the age of fourteen.

In the beginning, Don and I would just simply decide not to get on the bus in the mornings. Lynn the bus driver would occasionally ask us about our absences, but we were rather vague. I’m sure it didn’t look good to him.  When one of us was absent, so was the other.  Instead of getting on the bus, we would walk down to the park and meet at one particular place few other people knew about. From there we would decide on where to go and what to do. Sometimes we walked to the local western wear store and filled out job applications as though we were adults looking for full time work, knowing full well we wouldn’t get hired for the job. Other days we would go browsing through the local music store or big box chain nearby.  Occasionally we would be incredibly stupid and dodge the traffic on the freeway to get to the stores.. Nobody ever said anything to us about not being in school.  Teachers didn’t call, the principal never mentioned it to my parents.  It seemed as though the school system in general didn’t care if we showed up or not.  Looking back, that seems to be one of the most suspicious events of the time.  This was before the massive amount of school shootings we see these days, of course.  It wasn’t all that strange to the schools back then if the kids didn’t show up, and it appeared like nobody cared about us.  Eventually we were found out when our parents started to call the schools upon the discovery of report cards, but until then our secrets were safe, even as public as they were.  

He and I had quite a few adventures, but none so memorable as the day we decided to stay at the park on a snowy, cold, frozen day and we tried to find some shelter.  Don and I had explored the woods behind the old movie theater at the park many times in our adventures.  We knew the trees and the paths through them almost as well as we would have known our own backyards at the time.  It became our second home.  

We headed up the winding open sewage creek towards the top of the hill, clambering and clawing our way up the muddy banks that were difficult on an average day and nearly impossible on a snowy or rainy day.  Our feet slid through the mud leaving wide tracks as we scrambled our way up the muddy embankment past where the sewage pipe submerged from the sheer mud cliff. We emerged in a clearing and could see nothing around but trees.  Nearby sat an old, wrecked, stripped, and rusted old mail van with the logos barely visible, just as lonely and abandoned as we were. About 50 yards away sat  a tiny old wooden shack that we had never seen anyone go near.  It reeked of history that we could smell
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