Chapter 3

Jumping from rock to rock, straining to keep up because he is in better shape than I am, I race behind Chris. We now just run through this portion of the mountain, looking forward to the larger rocks that are further down the canyon. We have a tradition of climbing at Mt Diablo’s Rock City, and have developed a path we follow each time. Reaching our destination, we collapse on to the ground for a moment. It seems that both of us needed exercise. After a minute or two I look over at him. “Ready?” “If you are.” I get up slowly, but work up speed as I leap down the wall of rock that had seemed so frightening when I had first started climbing.


Eventually, we get to the farthest point that we go, a pillar of rock which we climb up to dangle our legs from the edge. At this point, the conversation always turns either philosophic or scientific, as each of us ponders the world from our new point of view. I feel like I can tell Chris anything, and many problems have been solved from this spot, or if not solved, then at least new insight gained. Sometimes no words our spoken – we don’t necessarily need them to communicate effectively.

My experiences in high school have been some of the best in my entire life. Generally speaking, as people get older, they get smarter, myself included. We realize that it doesn’t matter what other people think of us, or if we look cool, or if we have the most expensive toys. What matters is what we think of ourselves – Are we happy? Do we like who we are? If we do, then others will follow in tow. 
