                           SHOOTING RABBITS
Whenever anyone in the USAF women’s dorm barracks had something fun planned, I was usually the first to pack my bags. This time the plan  was to go hunting.  I didn’t like the idea of shooting animals or rabbits that my dorm mates were excited about.  I mean when I first arrived in Texas and saw the jackrabbits, I thought they were baby kangaroos, so hunting any critters was a NO for me.  I kind of felt like a party pooper but decided to have my 3 days of approved vacation so I could spend time with my roommate and friends.  
That night as we packed, even I was excited about going to the river near a campsite we rented, I decided to bring along my fishing gear.  They could shoot at rabbits while I fished for dinner.  We all agreed that a campfire, meals and camaraderie was something to look forward to. So, they next morning we all met at 6am at the campgrounds which was located a few miles from the base.  
I was the first one to arrive and I had to admit; I was already starting to relax.  As we assembled, my roommate asked if I could keep up with them while hauling all my fishing gear.  How hard could it be to tag along on the river bank until we set up camp and go our separate ways for a couple of hours.  My friends patted me on the back and snickered.  I laughed along with them but felt I was missing something.  What was the secret joke I asked them but they only laughed louder.
The rest of our group arrived and after looking at me, I heard nothing for the next 20 minutes except loud bellows of laughter.  Were they nuts?
So, there I was dressed in my fishing outfit, compete with hip high wader boots, my rod and tackle box.  As the giggles grew quiet, I took notice of their bathing suits, sun screen, towels.  The lunches were packed in waterproof coolers.  It was not until they pointed over my shoulder that I realized that I was the “joke.” 
There on the embankment was a guide sitting inside his raft laughing at me too.  There was only one thing I could do, I dug out spare shorts and t shirt from my duffel bag to change behind a tree while the laughing started up again.
Our three days together of shared friendship made for some terrific memories.  Once we got back to base, I made an appointment to get my hearing checked.  It was an embarrassing moment to find out the hard way from my friends that Shooting Rabbits and their plans for Shooting the Rapids were two very different animals.  My hearing mistake was the joke of the dormitory for the rest of the year.
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