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The Outdoors
Our assignment is to type one half a page about almost anything you want to. I’ll tell you about my friend, Jack. I first met Jack when we were teaching at Dysart Junior High school. He was the shop teacher and I was the science teacher for eighth grade. I would stop by the shop every once in awhile to have him show me how to use a tool or do something with weed, and we got to be pretty friendly.
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Eventually we found out we both liked to hike, so we scheduled a three day backpacking trip to Mount Baldy in northeastern Arizona. On the way there, my truck broke down and had to have a new water pump. We were in some little town about 200 miles from a real garage, so I drug out my tools and started taking apart the truck. In the meantime, we found a gas station that ordered the water pump from Phoenix. The only problem was that they put the pump on a bus that would deliver it about 10 hours later. We spent the whole day waiting for the blasted water pump. 

[image: image3.wmf]Finally, we got going again, and camped that night at the base of mount Baldy. Mount Baldy is about 11,500 feet high, so it would be a long hike.. Well, Jack is quite a bit bigger than me; he probably weighs 300 pounds. So there we were, hiking up this mountain. And up. And up some more. We camped out that first night and he was really tired – so was I for that matter. 

The next day we started off again, carrying our backpacks, trudging away. We kept on hiking and hiking, up and up we went. One time we stopped and Jack was really tired. He took one look at the top of the mountain and said, “Is that it?” I said “Yes”. He said, “Well, if that’s it, I’m not going!”. I thought I would die laughing. I just went ahead and kept walking, and he kept following. That night we camped and he kept saying, “if that’s it, I’m not going!” and I just kept laughing at him. He was laughing too. The next morning we got up and made it to the top of the mountain. We also ran out of water at the same time. 

[image: image4.wmf]We really got very thirsty. On the way down we felt like we were on a death march. About two in the afternoon it started to rain and we crossed a creek at the same time. Well, we got out the pot and started boiling some water so we could safely drink it. Water never tasted so good! Finally, we got to the bottom of the mountain, got a drink, had a great laugh about the whole thing and went home. We were best friends for the next fifteen years.
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