It's amazing how time works. If there is something that you are nervous about or scared for, it seems that time will play in fast forward, speeding up to the very moment of the climax, where it will suddenly freeze, and every second will take hours. It is that moment- the moment before plunging off the high dive, before the starting pistol fires in a race, just before you speak in a room full of people that you don't know- that time will stand still, and you will notice more around you than you ever thought possible in the every day blur of life.

What I remember most is how hot it was. The sun beat down from overhead, while my sunglasses kept slipping down my moist nose; at the bridge of my lower back, beads of sweat ran slowly down beneath my yellow Camp Attitude shirt, moistening the top of my pants when they reached their destination. So slowly, it seemed, I walked across that massive field, with each step

bringing the sound of the crunching dead grass, the feeling of a bit more dust and grit forming between my toes, drawing with agonizing slowness towards the silver van which was making me so nervous. My shirt was damp on the spots where the straps of my backpack pressed

against my perspiring skin, and even my jeans felt grimy with the dirt and sweat that had so quickly stuck to them, but I was there to change lives, I was a martyr in my own mind, sacrificing myself for the good of the world; so as I rounded the corner of the silver van I brushed an irritating fly out of the sticky crevice where neck meets jaw, and hitched an utterly

superficial smile to my face, ready to charm whatever it was that I would find within the silver container that I was sure held the key to both my fear, and the praise that I was sure to earn for overcoming it.

His name was Connor. As I came up to his window, that superficial but oh so winning smile still glued ridiculously on my face, I saw him for the first time. He rolled down his window, and even in those few seconds it was rolling down I tried to think of something charming and funny, yet, at the same time, nice and Christian, to say. I stood there, still smiling vacantly like some clown doll. He looked at me for the first time, with his startlingly blue eyes-narrowed in a look of suspicion that told me that he wasn't fooled by my artificial smile and even more artificial good humor-and said something along the lines of, "hey".

For some reason, at that point, that horrible fake smile started to turn into a real one, morphing slowly from one to the other in some bizarre transfiguration. Just the amount of bizarre contained in that transformation must have been extreme, because the next moment he was

laughing, and the sound of his ridiculous, high pitched, wheezy laugh made my genuine smile turn into a genuine laugh, and suddenly the veil that I had been seeing him through fell away, and I saw Connor for the second-first time in less than a minute, but the difference was

extraordinary. The source of my fear, all fear of discomfort, feeling awkward, and looking like a fool, had come to naught, because here it was, sitting right in front of me, and it was just a guy; a guy laughing at one of the most ridiculous things he had ever seen-me.

His name was Connor; he was a year older than me. He studied advanced chemistry, had a British dad, loved the ladies, and had a more dry and sarcastic sense of humor than anybody I had ever met in my entire life. His name was Connor; he loved soccer, hated the Beavers, and he had one of the most alive and vibrant personalities I had ever encountered. His name was Connor; he loved people, and was always ready to go do something with somebody, just for the fun of it. He loved playing and telling jokes, as well as trying anything that he didn't think he could do. Really we were about as similar as could have been imagined, a perfect couple of buddies wandering around camp, causing mischief. We were just made for each other, or as he so eloquently described it to a friend of mine. "We're married." His name was Connor, and he was almost entirely paralyzed, moved by a motorized wheelchair, and breathed on a ventilator that made him sound like Darth Vader. He could not so much as bathe or feed himself, and was

entirely dependent on his family for everything, but his name was Connor. 

From that moment time began behaving strangely again; each minute quickly became an hour, and every hour turned into a day. But this time it was because I was having fun, and as such, time seemed to be flying. In the course of that week I got to do anything that the best summer camp could offer, but better yet, I got to watch Connor do it. I saw a boy that couldn't master his own legs get to ride on the back of a massive horse that I, being naturally afraid of horses, would not go near. I saw Connor, who could not get wet for fear of breaking his ventilator, go down a slip and slide; and I did it with him. More than anything I got to talk to him

about his life, and he listened as I talked about mine. But before I knew it the things we were saying began to sound an awful lot like "goodbye", and before I knew it, that silver van was pulling out of the gates of camp, and my phone was buzzing in my pocket with messages from a boy inside it.

That was the first year I had ever been inside the separate universe known as Camp Attitude, which really is just that; a whole other world, where time doesn't seem to work the way that it normally would. While you are within the walls of the camp, time seems to stand still and rush all at the same time. The week will fly by, and you will feel as if you have been there for your whole life; yet when you leave, it will almost feel as if you were never there in the first place. This happens because it is a place so radically different from this world we live in, a place where people truly become transparent, and you can see them all the way through, to the

very core of their being. Since that first year I have spent two more in the company of a boy named Connor. One week out of the year that we see each other, and the rest of the year taken up by only text messages and facebook. One week together a year, and we can be comfortable with each other no matter what we are doing, because I know that his name is Connor, and I find out more every day.

Yet, if I had met Connor at school, we would not be friends, and the problem is most certainly not his. It would not be because he was scared of talking to me, of breaking down any natural barrier that came between us, because in the end it was he who first said, "Hey", even though he was every bit as scared of me as I was of him. It was he who first broke down the ludicrous wall of superficiality and decided to be genuine with me from the very start. Although Connor had artificial lungs, artificial movement, and lived in an artificial world, it was he who decided to be real with me. I cannot make you realize just how much I don't want this to end with you thinking "aww.. he made friends with the poor disabled boy!", because if that is what you have gleaned, then you have missed the point entirely. The fact of the matter is- though it sounds incredibly gross, corny, and in all other ways unbelievable- Connor is not disabled to me; he is simply the most real person I have met in my life. Although I can never convey that properly, and as such the whole story is likely lost on all who have not had the pleasure of meeting him, I feel that it is my duty to help you understand one of the most remarkable young men I have ever met. His name is Connor, and he is my friend.
