
 
 

Jesse’s Rock 

by ike mcintosh 

 

“We are living our best lives, my friends!” Jesse cries from an outcropping twenty feet above his 

friends, a statue of a war hero postured on a pile of rocks.  

The hero holds a large, flat stone, cradled in both arms.It has to weigh at least, what, 30 pounds? Jude 

groans and hangs his head. He looks up at Jesse and then down at Asa, a few feet below him. Asa’s 

delicate pianist fingers are shredded from a slip onto some rocks. He gasps for air.  

Jesse told them before the friends departed that they would get up to fourteen thousand feet high. Jude 

had trouble conceptualizing what that would feel like. He didn’t anymore.  

If this is my best life, I hope I never live my worst one, Jude thinks.  

“Wow. He’s really taking that thing all the way to the top.” Asa says between sips of water.  

“Always has been extreme, I guess,” Jude says. 

“Shit, man. Yeah.” Asa pants and continues upwards.  

Jude wipes his face with the bandana around his neck and lunges forward.  He slides off balance on a 

loose rock and leans his weight uphill, crashes against a rock. Jesse had instructed them to do this an 

hour earlier, when they dropped their backpacks and began to make their way up a talus field to the 

peak. Red runs from his knee.  

“Hope Lynette likes a mountain man?” Jesse says. Lynette, Jude’s fiancé. “We’re going to be rugged 

after this!”  

“This view better be incredible.” Jude says. “Damn.” 

*** 
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Jesse stops a hundred feet before the final plateau and places the rock tenderly against a large boulder. 

He looks down at his friends, old college roommates visiting his summer jaunt as a backpacking guide. 

Jesse gazes at the valley below, like it’s all new, verdant green and crosscutting streams stretching 

forever. His place.  

“Nearly there! Way to go!” 

Jude scowls. Asa extends a sarcastic middle finger. Jesse laughs. He takes a permanent marker from his 

fanny pack and crouches to write on the rock.  

“What are you doing?” Jude says, leaning on a rock below Jesse. He can’t see what Jesse is writing. His 

knee is darkened red that could be mistaken for dirt.  

“Always bring a sharpie to the peak. Something I’ve learned along the way.” 

“You sure do have a bunch of weird traditions. What are you writing on that thing anyway?” 

“Now that,” Jesse says, “is a very special secret.”  

*** 

“Welcome to the Rio Grande Pyramid! And welcome home!” Jesse announces. He readjusts the stone 

against his hip. Home. “Elevation fourteen thousand, two hundred and forty one feet!” 

“Holy shit, man. Holy shit.” Asa hangs on to the last expletive as he crumples and sits on a stone 

immediately. He possesses a musician’s disposition to adversity and aerobic strain. 

Jude looks out. Wow.  

“You can see forever up here.” he says. He looks over at Jesse, gazing across the horizon. They woke up 

early to avoid bad weather, so the sun has only recently presented itself to them in its fullness. “Do you 

get used to this?” 

“Never gets old, man. Unbelievable. Every time.” Jesse says. 
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 “I’ll give you that.” Jude says. “Why this peak? Why’s it so special?” 

“Few reasons. It’s freaking massive, for one. I think that’s just our human instinct -- we see the biggest 

thing out here and feel this desire -- maybe we need -- to get on top of it. And this gnarly fella is sitting 

right on the Continental Divide. The trail to get up here, about halfway up, before it petered out. 

“The Continental Divide runs up the Rockies, all the way from Mexico to Canada. It separates the east 

from the west, basically. In theory, if you peed off this side of the mountain,” Jesse gestures, rock in 

hand, the marked side facing down, towards the eastern half of the small plateau, where Asa sits, “It 

would flow all the way down, through to the Rio Grande and out to the Gulf of Mexico and the Atlantic 

Ocean beyond that.” 

“And the other side  -- it’d go to the Pacific?” Jude says. 

“Yeah, pretty much. In theory. Separates east from west -- and the past from the future. Beyond today is 

everything else in our lives, man. Cuts straight through time, our lives… I think when we go down, the 

Pyramid -- our experiences here will demand us to have changed.  

“That’s… poetic.” Jude says.  

Jesse grins. “I know, right? I’m good at coming up with this stuff.” He laughs.  

Jude falls into a silence. Breathes the thin air.  

“Wow.” 

“Yeah, wow is right. Takes your breath away. We live in a big world, man.” Jesse says. 

They stand there for a moment, taking it in. Jude notices his own breathing and the breath of Jesse next 

to him as winds -- not too cold, now, crash against them from the west. The sun illuminates the 

landscape.  

“Big world.” 
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“And,” Jesse adds, “it’s got some personal significance to me.” He places the rock on the ground and 

rolls up the sleeve of his shirt and lifts his arm. Underneath, etched into his right bicep a thin and strong 

black line in the shape of a mountain peak, a sharp edge. Jude recognizes it. He saw it this morning. He 

stands on top of it now. 

“No way.” Jude says. He remembers when Jesse came back from his first summer in Colorado, how 

proud he was of this act of silent rebellion, like rubbing toughened skin against sandpaper in comparison 

to the rest of their friends blemish free skin. “That’s where we are? On top of that thing?” 

Jesse grins and Jude shakes his head. He wonders what it would take for him to get a tattoo of a 

mountain on him. Lynette would probably hate it, he thinks. Definitely hate it.   

Jesse moves away from Jude and towards the north edge of the peak. Jude looks over his shoulder as 

Jesse waddles away, the rock seemingly growing heavier with each step. It must be something important 

to him. Jude looks back to the horizon.  

The Weminuche valley, Jesse had called it as they made the journey up it. And Squaw valley behind the 

next ridge. None of the mountains on the next ridge are as tall as the Pyramid.  

Jesse grunts and Jude looks back at him as he heaves the rock through the air. It travels a few feet at 

most, beyond the crest of the peak. It falls, leaving their sightline, and crashes into the rest of the stone. 

The rock rumbles down the down the northern edge of the mountain. Jude never saw what was written 

on it. 

“Jesse?” 

He pats his hands together, like he’s observing on a job well done. A secret smile. 

Then, Jesse vanishes. 

*** 
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Jude blinks. At the northern edge of the peak is… nothing.  

The rock rolls down the mountain and its tumble echoes upwards.  

How? 

“Asa!” His friend turns. “Where’s -- Where did he go?” 

“I… I didn’t see him.” Asa is taken aback by the panic in Jude’s voice. He stands up and peers over the 

edge. “He didn’t… did he fall?” 

“No, no -- I saw him. He… there’s no way.”  

Asa looks at Jude, and panic takes over their faces.  

Jude notices a dark cloud in the west -- the same direction the wind is blowing. A series of clouds 

forming behind it.  

“He just… disappeared.” 

*** 

“Shit, man. Shit.” Asa says. He peers looks across a ridge on the opposite side of the peak. No sign of 

their friend, from any direction. 

Jude looks to the west. The clouds draw nearer. They woke up early, before the sun rose, to avoid this 

exact same situation. Except it’s barely past nine AM -- they were told that storms roll in after noon. 

 Where is he? This can’t… happen. There’s no way.  

A streak of white lights across the series of clouds, which envelop the sky above the Weminuche.  

“Shit, man! What are we going to --”  

“Asa. We have to go.”  

“We can’t leave him here!” 

“He’s not here!” Jude says. Another bolt crackles, thunder rising behind it. 

5 



 
 

“But --” 

“Look, I don’t know what happened to him,” Jude nearly shouts over the wind. The clouds darken 

behind him. “But I know we need to go. We’re the tallest things up here. If we stay --” 

Asa stares at the ground and thinks about the proposition. A drop of rain taps his head and then his 

shoulder. More follow. He looks up and nods. 

Jude looks back at the valleys below them, Weminuche in the darkness of the cloud cover, and Ute still 

naive in the sunshine. Never gets old.  

He picks up a rock, about a third the size of his palm, and slides it into his pocket.  

*** 

The blood washes away from Jude’s knee as they scramble down the talus field leading up to the peak, 

with a speed and surefootedness neither knew they possessed. Rain falls, at first in scattered drops, 

clinking on rocks, and then in rapid sheets, like someone above the two fills a bucket and dips it towards 

the earth at random, unknowable intervals. Jude and Asa are single minded, focused only on a 

destination in the fervor of their descent, and they think of little else -- not their chances of survival. Not 

what they left behind on the peak, or the journey up it.  

*** 

Later, when they make it back to the trailhead and Asa’s Jeep parked there, they will not remember why 

there is still a chair in the backseat, even with all the luggage they brought with them on their road trip -- 

across the States before both friends moved on into the next phase of life.  

Maybe they picked up a hitchhiker?  
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Neither Jude nor Asa will think about this too much, or mention it to the other, though it will bother both 

of them. With shivering fingers, they’ll ignite the engine, turn on the car’s heaters, rotate the defunct 

windshield wipers -- and drive.  

*** 

They make it to their backpacks, parked on the trail lining the Continental Divide, right where they left 

them. The bags are spread out -- almost as if there was a space in between in the two, something that 

used to be in the middle. Why would we do that? Jude thinks. He touches the stone in his pocket.  

The willows surrounding the backpacks did little to shield them from the rain, so they’re soaked 

through. At this elevation, it seems unlikely that they’ll be struck.  

Asa shivers as he puts on his rain jacket. Jude struggles to find a point in it -- both their bodies and the 

jackets are totally waterlogged at this point. The main risk now is that they’ll catch hypothermia, soaked 

through in the chilled Colorado rains and with no dry clothes in their backpacks. They focus again on 

their descent -- probably eight miles, if Jude remembers right, from here to the trailhead.  

Jude looks up at the Pyramid, its peak nearly shrouded in grey, and wonders for a moment why they 

decided to climb this mountain -- a long trip, and far out, in an obscure region of the Colorado 

wilderness. The peak wasn’t even THAT tall -- there are taller peaks farther down the range, he read. 

But he knows there was a reason. He just can’t put his finger on it.  

Jude stares at the mountain, and it seems for a moment as if a figure is there -- five feet tall at least, if he 

has to guess. What is that -- he focuses harder upon the peak and it’s gone. A syllable, maybe two, sits in 

his mouth, unused.  

Jude turns towards the trail and follows Asa.  

*** 
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Jude and Asa will drive farther west, to California, and spend a few days with a friend on some beach 

and they will share the epic of the Pyramid, their frantic descent, the storm , their peak and near 

lightning strikes, in such a close proximity with their perceptions of the end of their lives.  

When they tell the story, Asa will ramble through, sharing all the details -- necessary and not. Jude will 

pitch in sometimes, a fun anecdote, or addition to the tale. But when he does, it’ll feel… off. Like he’s 

not really getting to the interesting part.  

What am I forgetting? 

When this questions presents itself in his mind, and it will, multiple times through the next years, Jude 

will choose to put aside, not think about it too much.  

*** 

The rain slows its downpour in the tedious section of their hike back down.  

“When it’s over, so they say,” Asa sings, boisterously skipping and rubbing his hands together against 

the cold, “it’ll rain a sunny day, I know! Shining down like water… I wanna know --” 

“Asa.” Jude walks behind him a few steps on the trail. Asa stops singing.  

Their route back is fairly simple - a few turns at forks, always on a well defined trail. They both 

remember it from their journey up, last night and in the morning, even in the sparse light from the 

sunrise.  

“Where did our map go?” Asa asks. He looks back at Jude. “I mean, we both remember how we got up, 

so it’s fine… but did we lose it somewhere?”  

Jude thinks about it for a moment. “I don’t know,” he admits. The holes in their experience frustrate 

him. 
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“Hard to imagine we’d lose something important like that.” Asa shrugs. “Well, I guess it’s fine. I mean, 

I’m pretty sure we’re on the right trail.”  

“Yeah, I think so, too.” Jude stops for a moment in the drizzle. Only the very tip of the Pyramid is 

visible above the swatches of trees and the hills they’ve descended.  

At the peak, it looks like the clouds are moving away. 

*** 

Asa will return home to Texas and stay with his parents for a while, and after a month and a half he’ll 

make the leap to Illinois to audition for the heavily lauded Chicago Symphony Orchestra for a stint as 

the backup pianist. It will be a long shot for him to make it, and Asa will fail three times before he is 

finally taken on. In the meantime, he’ll spill over stories, including his and Jude’s journey across the 

west and up and down the Pyramid between low-paying gigs at bars downtown.  

When he does gain admission into the Orchestra, it will consume his life. He’ll return home to Texas 

only for his college friends weddings or major holidays. He is surprisingly unconcerned with his 

personal lack of domesticity. He’ll date sparsely and live alone in an apartment on the east side, coming 

home only to sleep and sometimes eat. After fifteen months as an understudy, Asa will be promoted to 

the concert pianist when the previous one leaves for deeper waters.  

During his commute to performances at the Symphony Center, Asa will develop a habit for calling his 

friends -- roommates from school, usually. Jude, a lot of the time. The timing of it fits perfectly -- 

typically right after they’ve finished work and drive home, and as he’s making the half-hour walk. When 

he’s talking to an old friend, it makes the bitter cold in the winter feel a little less chilled.  
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They’ll talk often about their lives, and Asa feels a more palpable disconnect from each of the people in 

his life moving different directions. His ‘call list’ stays mostly the same, regardless of the differences 

between him and his friends as they’ve spread across cities, careers and life stages.  

His ‘list’ -- compiled in the ‘notes’ bothers Asa sometimes. The physical form of it. Sometimes he’ll 

rearrange the names, or recategorize them.  

What’s strange is that it always feels as if a name is missing. 

*** 

“Wait till Lynette hears about this, man. She’ll freak. I know she hates when we do stuff like this,” Asa 

says. He’s behind Jude now. They stopped for some beef jerky. Probably three miles out, now. The rain 

has started again, and it feels heavier, but more consistent. They hike faster in the cold, anyway.  

“She’s fine with it. Maybe not the way you’ll phrase the whole thing -- ‘We nearly died! Two months 

before your wedding! It was the stupidest thing ever! Jude is so irresponsible!’” he imitates Asa. “But 

the basic concept of it is fine. She knows I like stuff like this.”  

Asa says nothing. He’s getting under Jude’s skin and knows it. Jude looks back. He’s got his stupid 

antagonizing grin slapped across his face.  

 “Whatever.”  

There’s a pause for a moment in the conversation as the rain grows louder.  

“So. Marriage, huh.”  

“Marriage.” Jude says. “What about it?” 

“Coming up pretty soon. Obviously, you’re excited. But are you nervous at all?” 

“Asa.”  

“I’m not joking, man. Like, how are you feeling about it?”  
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Jude exhales something that could be mistaken for a sigh. “I don’t know, man. Good, I think. A little 

nervous, sure. Just like with any big change. I mean, you’re nervous about Chicago, too. I’m just making 

a change, with someone else. But I know it’ll be good. I won’t get to do stuff like this all the time. And 

life will look different… but obviously, I think she’s amazing. And worth the change.” 

“Yeah, yeah, don’t get all gushy on me. I get it. You’re in love. I’m happy for you. And excited for the 

wedding.” Asa says. “Yours is probably the first of a bunch, huh? Now that we’re out of school, 

everybody is gonna start locking it down for life.” 

“Yeah. I don’t really see it that way. Lynette and I decided to get married independently of the social 

trend or whatever -- but sure.” 

“It’ll be good, man. You’ll get married, all our friends will be together to see it happen -- and then you’ll 

be a unit. You and her, forever. It’ll be so good.” 

It’ll be good. Jude thinks to himself.  

*** 

As they prepare for the wedding upon his arrival back home, Jude will find it odd that there are six 

groomsmen and seven bridesmaids. An odd number. Lynette will insist that it’s always been this way -- 

she has two sisters compared to his one brother, and a few sorority sisters that she just had to include, or 

they’d be furious, that was it -- and he’ll put it aside.  

Jude and Lynette will get married in a venue outside of Austin, half the year a vineyard. The ceremony 

will be outside, and it won’t be too hot that October evening under the shade of a small gazebo, 

overlooking a turtle pond. A modest wedding.  

Jude will stand during the processional and watch the groomsmen escort the bridesmaids down the aisle, 

two by two. Each of the men, his closest friends and his brother, will shake his hand after they escort 
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their partner. Asa will be the last of the groomsmen in the formation -- he’s shortest -- and he’ll escort 

two bridesmaids, one on each arm.  

Jude will feel, in this moment as if he left the oven on or otherwise forgot something important. He will 

hear but not process the wisecrack that Asa whispers in his ear as they embrace.  

When Lynette walks down the aisle, escorted by her father, Jude will forget about this completely. He 

will cry. She is so beautiful, he will think, and his concerns about the oven or the uneven numbers will 

fade quickly.  

*** 

Jude and Asa sit in the car with the heat blasting, backpacks forming puddles in the backseat on top of 

their assorted road trip gear. They are the only car in the lot. Everyone else must have cleared out of the 

trailhead. Asa fiddles with the radio, trying to find a signal. Nothing but static. Jude wipes his glasses 

and looks at him across the seat..  

“What happened?” Jude says. “To --” 

Asa looks down. “He… I’m not sure.” 

“It’s... like trying to remember a dream,” Jude says. “I guess people do that thing, where you write 

everything down right when you wake up.” 

“Maybe we could have done that. Written it down. I guess -- it’s too late.” Asa says.  

“And I didn’t even bring anything to write with.” 

*** 

Jude and Lynette will enjoy the early, easy days of marital bliss heartily. They’ll settle into an old house 

in an up-and-coming neighborhood near downtown. He will work well as a computer engineer. She will 
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teach art to children in the elementary school a few miles away. They will both like their jobs well 

enough.  

Jude will keep up with his friends from college. He and Asa will talk on the phone sometimes, every 

couple of weeks. His career in music is going well. He’s “making it, for real, man!” These times, usually 

on his drive home from work, are well spent. Some friendships will fade, naturally. But he and Lynette 

will make new friends, too -- neighbors and coworkers. Grown up friends.  

Jude will find himself looking forward to grown up adventures. He’ll realize liked things like climbing 

mountains and trekking across the country in a Jeep when he was a little younger. He will look forward 

to the next thing. He will browse catalogs of ski boats after work, sometimes.  

When they’ve been married three years, Lynette will become pregnant. They’ll have their first daughter, 

eight months and three weeks later. A week early, in May. They’ll name her Penelope, and she will light 

up Jude’s life. He will realize that she -- his small role in her life -- is the biggest adventure he’s ever 

embarked on.  

On Penelope’s first birthday, they will throw a party for her. It will rain, hard, like it does in May, in 

Texas. The baby will smash her face into a cake and grin and her parents will take pictures to be stored 

in the cloud and cherished forever. Jude will take a permanent marker and help her walk to the 

doorframe in the kitchen and with a permanent marker he will document her height against stained 

wood. He’ll place the marker in his pocket.  

That night, Jude will sit with his daughter in his lap and show her his old things. From when he was a 

kid, high school, college. Photos and such, assorted items he’d gathered along the way or just forgotten 

to throw out. He’ll tell her words and stories that she won’t remember as she holds each item, he’ll point 
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out old friends in photos. Sometimes she’ll put things in her mouth, and if it’s something that won’t hurt 

her or get gross, Jude will let her.  

From a box of especially random items she’ll pick up a stone. It will fit nearly perfectly in her hands. It 

is smooth and she’ll try and fail to chew on it. Jude will extract it and examine it, wondering where it 

came from. He’ll put it down at his side, sort through some more clutter, and then remember. The 

Pyramid. Jude will place it in his pocket.  

Later, he’ll go to bed in a hurry after staying up late with Lynette to watch a new episode of their current 

favorite TV show. The next day is a school holiday, but he still has work, and they’re up late.  

Jude will place all the things from his pockets --phone, wallet, marker, rock, keys--  on the bedside table, 

and then dutifully fall asleep.  

*** 

Jude doesn’t often dream, but he will that night.  

In the dream, there is a friend.  

The friend’s eyes are warm, long scraggly hairs dip from his chin. He wears a hat caked in dirt, and his 

head is cocked, like he’s listening to something Jude is saying -- but Jude doesn’t say anything. Maybe 

he can’t say anything. 

There is wind rushing. And the sound of water -- water falling. But even as rain hits Jude’s body, he 

feels a calm. He feels calm even when it feels like he is submerged in a swimming pool, there is so 

much rain.  

There is wind rushing.  

There is sunlight on his friend’s face. This doesn’t make sense.  

None of this makes sense.  
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*** 

Jude wakes up, clothed in darkness. Gasps for air, reeling from the dream. Lynette stirs beside him from 

the outburst, the sheets against her rising as he does from the bed.  

“Babe?” 

He fumbles in the dark. Need to remember this. Jude grabs a marker -- a Sharpie, strangely, he can tell in 

the dark by the distinctive feel of the clip upon the cap -- and the only other thing besides his expensive 

phone he can write on -- the rock. He scrawls something in the dark but can’t stay awake long enough to 

turn on the light.  

When Jude awakes the next morning, he goes through his usual routine, forgetting his bout of night 

trauma, the dream forgotten. He prepares to go to work and picks up his keys on the nightstand.  

The stone sits there, flat and smooth. Jude picks it up and turns it over.  

Etched in permanent marker is a circle.  

*** 

“Hey man, it’s early --” 

“What was his name?” Jude says, out of breath across the phone. 

“Woah buddy. Relax. Whose name? I can work through the old memory databanks, if you gave me 

some more description. But I just woke up--” 

“The Pyramid. There was someone else there.”  

“Jude, that was you and me. On the trip we took, after college. It was, like, right before you and Lynette 

got married. I mean, maybe there was someone else up there -- It’s probably a popular mountain to hike, 

but there was that storm --” 
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“I had a dream, last night. And now, I remember. Someone took us there. We didn’t go alone, man. I’m 

telling you.”  

“Are you alright, man? Have you been talking to Lynette about this at all?” 

“Asa. I’m telling you. I don’t know how to get you to believe me. But I’m telling the truth.” 

“Alright. Ok, I believe you, but I still don’t know what you’re --” 

“No no -- I just remembered,” Jude says. “He wrote something -- he wrote something on a rock. I never 

got to see it -- did you?” 

“No I…” 

Asa trails off. There’s a lull on the other end.  

“Asa?” 

“Shit, man. Shit.” 

*** 

It takes the friends three months to find a time when both could take off work enough days to go to 

Colorado. Jude explains it to Lynette as a way to reconnect with Asa, who ‘really needs this right now’. 

He can tell that she doesn’t buy it, but Lynette’s a gracious enough woman to go along with it. 

They meet at the airport. Both carry their old hiking backpacks and not much else. They take a rental car 

to the same trailhead and begin the hike up the evening of their arrival. It’s cooler than Texas and 

Chicago as the sun sets over Colorado in August.  

Jude and Asa camp in the Weminuche Valley that night, along the river in the same spot as their first 

journey. They share a glass of whiskey over a campfire -- they’re real adults now. They used to drink 

only Fireball. Asa brings bourbon that he claims was aged in some legendary musician’s cello.  

16 



 
 

Jude tries to evoke old memories, reveal something about what really happened those years ago. 

Nothing really comes to mind for either of them. Eventually, Asa has too much to drink and begins to 

wax poetically about some percussionist he fell in (and out of, Jude presumes) love with last fall.  

The fire burns out and they go to sleep.  

*** 

“Shit! Dude, wake up!”  

The sun has already risen. Damn, Jude thinks as he peers out his his sleeping bag. They were supposed 

to get up early -- storms roll in, especially at high altitudes, much more frequently later in the day.  

“We need to hurry --” 

“What do you think I’m doing, man?” Asa snaps back.  

They gather their things and begin hiking, pushing their pace. Maybe because they’re older and out of 

shape, or not acclimated to the altitude, or are overcompensating for their late start -- but something 

feels heavier as they ascend the mountain. Like they’re carrying more than just their own stuff.  

Jude sees the outline of the Pyramid before it’s really there, in front of him. It appears as a thin, 

powerful black line in his vision. 

He wonders why it appears to him this way, and continues to hike.  

*** 

They drop their backpacks for the final push and scramble up the rock.  

Jude thinks for a moment that he remembers a move on the way up -- but the rock tips from under him 

and he falls, crashing his leg against a rock.  

Asa doesn’t even make a joke about it. There is silence in this effort -- perhaps out of the physical 

struggle of it all, or perhaps in solemnity.  
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*** 

Jude and Asa reach the peak. There are no clouds for miles. A strong, warm breeze brushes through their 

hair and clothes. 

“Do you remember it looking this incredible?” Jude asks.  

“No,” Asa says. “But I’m sure it did.” 

Jude nods. He takes a moment to stand there.  

“There was a rock. And something written on it,” Jude says, “We should find it.” 

“What did it look like?” Asa asks.  

“It was a rock. I don’t know.” 

Where Jude expects Asa to make a joke, he simply shrugs. The two of them spread out across the peak, 

lifting up and examining intently the facets of each rock, one by one.  

There are hundreds...  thousands… maybe millions of rocks on this peak alone. We can’t possibly look 

under and around each of them for some magic marker. And even if we did, who's to say what he wrote 

is even still there? It’s been years, it could have washed out in the rain --  

Jude remembers something and stands, reaches in his pocket.  A stone sits in there. Small, a third or so 

the size of his hand.  

“I found this here,” he says.  

“What?” Asa calls out from his position among the rocks.  

He turns it over. Etched on the back is a black circle, ingrained in permanent marker on the stone’s 

smooth face. A circle. Jude considers the imperfect draw of the shape on the rock -- wobbly, clearly 

drawn by the hands of an amatuer, unsteady arm. His own. Thinks about the journey the pen took 
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around the flat surface of the rock, the journey of the rock -- from here on this peak years ago to the rest 

of the world and now back again.  

Jude looks out upon Weminuche valley on one side and Ute on the other, gathers the stone up in his 

hand like he intends to skip it across a stream. He throws the rock. Full circle, Jude thinks. He watches 

as the rock taps down the hill, quieter than the first time, he remembers. Jude remembers.  

A current of wind whips across the peak. Jude looks back. Asa stands behind him, watching. Their gazes 

meet. 

“Do you remember?”  

“His name?” 

Jude nods. 

“Yeah,” Asa says. 

“Me too.” 

 “What should we do?” Asa asks. 

“I think… I think we should write it.” 

“On the rocks?” 

“Yeah.” Jude says as he reaches into his pocket and brings out two Sharpies.  

“Ok.” Asa says. He takes a pen from Jude and sits on the ground.  

Jude sits next to Asa and looks at the pen and looks at his left arm. With a steady hand he drags the 

marker across, under his bicep from shoulder to elbow. The ink leaves the stain of a mountain -- the 

Pyramid. 
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Jude takes his pen and scratches his friend’s name on one rock, and another. They’ll have to leave this 

peak, eventually -- both of them have lives down below, futures to attend to -- but for now, they 

remember and they write, stone by stone.  
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