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“I have been one acquainted with the night. I have walked out in rain -- and back in rain. I have outwalked the furthest city light.” – Robert Frost

I’ve been acquainted with the night, with pavement, and wet grass from midnight dew. I’ve shuffled across seas of leaves, strolled aside knolls of snow banks, and danced under showers of summer moonlight. I have a fascination with perusing the maze of man-made infrastructure and observing the life within the dead of night; I have no destination, but my travels always lead me somewhere. 


Long before licenses, responsibility, and the age of seventeen, the most daring thing to do was walk. Quietly, we would scamper out the basement door, down the rabbit hole, and into a mystical, yet eerily familiar world. Unbeknownst to us initially, we had started a ritual - walking was repeated each weekend, but each time our feet shuffled us farther then before. Minutes turned into miles, and familiar routes lined with streetlights blurred into bridges and riverside outcrops. Seasons changed, circumstances rearranged, but our marches were constant. We spoke of shoes and ships and sealing wax, relationships and religion and Rousseau. We became conspiracy theorists, world-renowned scientists, Pulitzer Prize-winning authors; arguing, debating, and realizing the wonders of life.


Underneath the roof of the night sky, Iooking through the glass ceiling of our atmosphere only visible at night, I realized the beauty of the unknown. My eyes would adjust, and lying beneath what would eventually become my passion, stars would reveal themselves, with faint collections of gaseous orbs whispering between the dotted, more apparent spheres. We talked about what may lie out beyond what our eyes could see; we discussed how they had gotten there, how they formed, how they interacted with one another. Could scientists, if all the variables were known, predict the path of these millions of celestial objects? With such a massive amount of possible planets, creating an infinite amount of possible environments, there must be a place suitable for inhabitation – how and when would we find this place? 

Such a simple activity, learned as a child, had blossomed into fundamental part of our friendship, but had also aided me in discovering what I grew to love: the sky, celestial bodies, and classical physics. The walks were therapeutic sessions for discussing teenage situations, breakups, inside jokes, goals, and failures, but they were also the catalyst for my adoration of the world we were encompassed in. I yearned to learn more about astrophysics, a science abundant with clear-cut formulas and graph-able functions, from my reflections of arbitrary events of life. It seemed that in both realms, the walking had allowed my companions and I to take a step back and view the world from an objective point of view. Had we not, as juveniles, ventured out into the concrete wilderness, we would not have been able to step back and truly take a look at life and the universe around us.    
 
