


By Adrian

Step, step, step. The wind blew. The metal vibrated, hard. I held on like my life depended on it. Step, step, step. The wind blew again, this time it blew even harder. I felt like the tower was tipping, I was going to fall off. 


Okay, so maybe I wasn’t going to fall off, but it sure felt like that (I was afraid of heights back then). Okay some of you might be this question right now: where in the world is this guy. Well answering that question, I am in Basel, Switzerland… on one of my annual visits to my grandma… on a six floor tower… that’s called Gempen Stollen… that’s on a cliff… on a mountain. 


The tower itself was just six platforms and steps leading to the next platform. The tower was steal, that’s why it vibrated so much.


I was on the third platform, not very high up yet. I went to the stairs, which were in the middle of the platform, and started to go up the stairs. From the about top of the stairs I looked down at the ground, it seemed to be a mile away. I quickly looked away, and stepped onto the next platform. 

And then I realized it, I was almost above the treetops! This was amazing for me because the trees in particular were monolithic! I called to my mom second platform “Hey mom, it’s almost above the treetops up here, why don’t you come up.” “It’s high enough down here, on the second platform,” she called back. 

I sighed, my mom never wanted to do something interesting. I decided that I should go up to the highest and last of the platforms, the fifth. As I walked towards the stairs in the center I thought about not going. I pulled myself together and started to walk up the stairs. I looked down at the ground, and almost screamed; my grandma who was on the ground looked like she was the size of an ant. I quickly looked away, and climbed the rest of the way up the stairs. 
At the top, I walked over to the railing and looked at Basel, which was laid out before me in an immaculate picture. After, I’d had my fill of viewing the city, I decided it was time to go.

In the car, as we were going back to my grandma’s house, I knew I would never be afraid of heights again, and I was very, very, glad I had gone to Gempen Stollen. As we got to the house, I imagined once again, all of Basel laid out before me…

The end
