
The Wind Blew 

Prologue 

The wind blew the wrong way. You may be thinking “what?” My answer will be, “ the 
wind blew the wrong way for my shelter,” now I am freezing my butt off in the Sandia 
Mountains. You may ask how I, Hector, a 10-year-old boy who had never camped 
anywhere before except in his backyard, got lost in the mountains of New Mexico. 

So it started when I read Hatchet and My Side of the Mountain. The authors made it seem 
way too easy for a kid to live in the woods. Stupid authors. 

Now I have been in the Sandia Mountains for 4 days, or maybe 5, whatever. All that 
matters is that I am cold, hungry, in pain, and mad because the books lied. And remember 
the part where I am hungry? Well sandia means watermelon in Spanish. Great, I will 
starve to death in mountains of watermelons.. 

Chapter One: I Ran Away (well, I guess I biked away) 

Instead of going to school with a backpack full of books, my backpack was loaded with a 
pocket knife, a ten foot length of clothesline rope I stole from my dad’s workshop, lots of 
granola bars, matches, toothbrush and toothpaste (what? I’m sanitary!), my hand crank 
flashlight (my mom got sick of buying me batteries since I always fall asleep reading 
novels under my covers), waterproof gloves, fish hooks and line, a full water bottle, a 
metal coffee cup, a bandana, string, beef jerky, packets of trail mix, a lightweight sleeping 
bag, and paperback copies of my two favorite books (yes, My Side of the Mountain and 
Hatchet). In addition to this heavy load, I was wearing two fleeces, two pairs of jeans, 
and two pairs of socks, which made biking really hot and a little bit hard, especially 
because the ride to the wilderness entrance was all up hill. 

I paid $2 at the National Park entrance—since I planned to stay for a long time—I didn’t 
use an envelope, I just dropped the money in the slot. I biked a bit farther then hid my 
bike under a sagebrush. 

I ran up the trail for maybe an hour until I was too tired to go farther. I hid under a pinon 
tree. I thought I might eat some pinon nuts, but I only found four that were any good. A 
pinon nut is about the size of my pinky fingernail so four wasn’t very filling. So I got out 
my snacks. I ate a small handful of trail mix and went to sleep. When I woke up the sky 
was black. I guessed the cops would be looking for me now but why should they look in 
the mountains for a 10 year old boy? They probably wouldn’t. 

Chapter 2: Shelter 

After I rested, I walked all night. I could see the trail with my flashlight. I could hear 



coyotes in the distance. They yipped and sang. I wished I had a dog, but if I did, the 
coyotes might come closer. The cold wasn’t terrible, because I was walking, but that 
might also be because I was still wearing two pairs of jeans, two fleeces, and two pairs of 
socks. 

When dawn came, it was like walking through a thick mist. I was in the clouds, but the 
clouds were low and cold. Soon, I would need a shelter. Then I felt the first drop of rain. 
Now I really needed a shelter. 

I decided to make one. I took out my sleeping bag and unzipped it. Then I draped it over 
two tree branches and crawled underneath. This seemed like a good idea at first. 

More drops of rain fell. Then came the wind. The wind blew and my sleeping bag, which 
was made out of that material that’s like a parachute, blew off the branches and into the 
ravine below. 

I ran after it. The rain got harder. And the wind blew. 

The sleeping bag didn’t go far, but it was stuck in a tree. I pulled on it. It was hooked 
over a branch. I pulled harder. I was getting soaked. Now I was really mad. 

RRRRRRRRiiiiiippppppp. The sleeping bag came free. 

Chapter 3: Water 

Two days after I left home, I still had food, but my water bottle was almost empty. There 
were no rivers in the Sandia Mountains, as far as I knew. New Mexico is a desert, after 
all. I had to climb higher, up above the snowline, to get water. I would have to collect 
snow and melt it. 

The annoying thing was, I had no water to drink, but I was still soggy from the downpour. 
My boots squelched when I walked. But I wasn’t about to suck my socks. 

To reach the snowline, I hiked for most of the day, even though that was risky because 
someone might find me. But I thought that was unlikely because no one would be up so 
high this time of year when only day hikers are out. And if I didn’t get water, well, 
everyone knows humans can only survive three days without water. 

As I climbed, I could see patches of snow, but they weren’t big enough to fill my water 
bottle. Above me, on the craggy mountains, I could see deeper snow. The rain down 
below had been snow at higher elevation. Too bad I couldn’t have a snowball fight with 
someone! 

Also, I wanted to boil my water so I would not get sick.
I would need enough snow. And I would need a fire.



I reached the snowline around dusk. This is the time of day that the Sandia Mountains are 

famous for. As the sets in the west, over the desert, the light that hits the Sandias turns 
them watermelon pink. 

But dusk meant I had to find shelter and soon. My sleeping bag was ripped and wet and I 
wouldn’t be able to stay warm. As I said, I needed a fire. 

Chapter 4: Fire 

This was my first time building a fire in the woods. I thought about my books. The kid in 
My Side of the Mountain had brought flint and steel. But they don’t sell flint and steel at 
the convenience store near my house. They did sell matches. 

I made a teepee out of dry sticks in a sheltered spot where I could sit underneath a pinon 
tree. I searched for sticks but they were hard to find in the snow so I broke dead twigs off 
of the bottom of the tree I sat under. I didn’t have any paper, and there are not a lot of 
leaves in the desert, not large ones anyway. I did find some bark that I thought might 
work. I struck a match. It lit and I held it to the bark strips. The bark blackened but did 
not catch. The match burned my finger and I dropped it. I tried again with a new match. 
This time the bark glowed a moment, but went out. 

I cursed. 

I took out one of my books. Hatchet. I tore out the title page and the last three pages, 
which were blank anyway. I crumpled them up and tucked them into the wood teepee. I 
struck another match and attempted to light the paper by holding the match underneath. 

The paper took almost immediately. After a couple minutes of blowing and adding sticks, 
I had a decent fire. 

I felt like I had just achieved greatness. I had lit my very first fire by myself. One small 
step for boykind, one great leap forward for my life in the woods. 

I yipped like a coyote: yyyiiiiipppppppppeeeeeeee! 

After celebrating, and warming up my fingers, I filled my metal coffee cup with snow 
and tucked it into the fire. Immediately the snow started to melt. 

Chapter 5: Lost 

I woke up on the fourth morning. Snow had fallen. My fire was dead and I was freezing. 

I gathered my things. It was hard to find my metal coffee cup because it was buried in 
snow. But it was clean snow. I knew because the coffee cup was upright. No animal had 
touched it. Or peed in it. 



So I ate the snow for breakfast, with a bit of beef jerky. Eating snow meant I could save 
my water. 

Then I started walking to warm up. I took the trail heading down the mountain, to get 
below the snow. I wanted to dry out and get warm. 

I thought about My Side of the Mountain and how terrified that boy was during the 
snowstorm. Trees exploded from the ice hanging on them. 

The snow got thinner. Soon, it was just patches on the shady side of trees and rocks. I 
stopped and looked around. I realized that the snow had masked the fact that I was no 
longer on the path! 

I wanted to cry. But that would waste water. 

I had two choices: I could follow the trail of my footprints back up the mountainside, or I 
could keep walking and hope I found a trail. I decided to retrace my steps. 

As I hiked back up, the sun came out. I took off some layers and stuffed them in my 
backpack, which had extra space without my sleeping bag and because I had eaten most 
of my food. The problem was that the sun was melting the snow. Soon after midday, most 
of the snow was gone, and my trail was lost. I was lost! 

I sat down on a boulder. I ate some trail mix. I surveyed my supplies. I still had my 
flashlight, my clothes, my rope, two little bags of trail mix, six sticks of beef jerky, my 
nearly full water bottle (I had been careful only to drink a few sips that day), my fishing 
line and hooks (which now seemed 

stupid), and my books (which I was starting to want to murder because they made it way 
too easy-- you talk into a radio, a plane comes and rescues you, blah!). 

Chapter 6: The Fall 

Finally, I got lucky. Through the scrub I saw a large slanted rock. Under it was a space 
large enough for me to sit or even lie down. If I built a fire there, it would be as cozy as a 
little cottage. It was just what I’d imagined when I ran away from home. Except maybe I 
wanted a hollow tree stump like the kid in My Side of the Mountain, but whatever. 

First thing, I built another fire. It works magnificently, except this time I used a couple 
pages out of the back of My Side of the Mountain. I realized I’d need more wood. I 
walked out and started gathering medium sized sticks (I couldn’t find any big ones), and I 
brought them back to my shelter. Soon I had a big pile, but I wanted more. I wanted a big 
fire. 

I scrambled down a little ravine where I saw some good sticks. Before I got to the 



bottom, I slipped on a patch of ice and tumbled down! 

Pain flared in my ankle. I screamed. I had to. 

By the time I climbed out of the ravine, my ankle had already swelled to the size of an 
elephant rump. (Not Really. But it felt like it got stepped on by an elephant.) 

I tried to stand up, but my ankle hurt too much. I crawled back to my camp-cave. Weakly, 
I fed sticks to the fire. When it was hot, I could see my ankle better. It was turning purple. 
I took my bandana out of my backpack and wrapped it tightly around my ankle. That felt 
a little better. 

Then I ate all six sticks of beef jerky. And my two bags of trail mix. That made me feel 
even better. 

I lay down by the fire and watched it burn until I fell asleep. 

Sometime in the night the wind began to blow. I woke up because of it. My “shelter,” I 
realized then, had not been cut out from under that rock by water. It had been cut by the 
wind that now sandblasted me. 

Epilogue: Glory 

By morning, I was thoroughly cold, hungry, mad, and in pain. I just wanted to go home. 
But when I stood up, I couldn’t walk. 

There was nothing I could do. So I read Hatchet. The narrator failed more than the boy in 
My Side of the Mountain, and that made me feel better. He eats berries that aren’t good 
for him. A porcupine shoot quills up his leg, which I felt I could relate to. 

But Hatchet didn’t tell me what to do. He had a radio. I only had a flashlight. And it was 
LED, not very bright. 

I was halfway through the book when I heard a twig snap and a sniffing, snorting sound! 

Suddenly a big gray wolf bounded out towards me! It all happened so fast I couldn’t 
scream or stuff like that. The beast looked at me. Then it wagged its tail. 

Next, I heard a man's voice shout, “ Glory SIT.” The wolf stopped and wagged its tail and 
I realized it wasn’t a wolf but a dog! Then I heard another noise CLIP CLOP CLIP CLOP. 

Then, around the bend came a beautiful horse, and in the saddle was a ranger. “You must 
be Hector,” the ranger said. 

The End. 


