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Hippie Hill 

 

Walk through the outskirts of Golden Gate Park in San Francisco, and tucked back in the corner, 

there’s a hill. But this isn’t just any hill, no. It’s the lump of green where every color, every 

gender, every walk of life gathers together to just exist. There’s something magical about the 

people in this place, something that pulls you in, and you just can’t help but people-watch in 

astonishment. 

 

The vibrant Sunshine throws her backpack to the ground, yelling at no one in particular when she 

says, “Hey guys, watch this!” and rolls down the hill, blissfully laughing until she reaches the 

bottom. She stretches onto the grass like a cat in ecstasy, basking in the golden sunlight. Her 

laughter never stops. 

 

A drum circle accompanies her giggles. Men and women surround her, dancing along to the beat 

of the djambaes. They drum and they sing, bringing life onto the hill that echoes in the winds. 

 

 
 

There’s a man named Dennis, who’s opening a bottle of Chianti wine by pushing the cork in 

with his stub of a thumb. He’s celebrating getting out of jail for the thirty-seventh time, musing 

over his series of mugshots. “Dude, if I made a flipbook outta these photos it’s, like, the history 

of my face, man.” 

 

Street kids from all over America come together, joining one another on their journey to 

wherever they’re “meant to go, wherever that is.” 

http://www.golden-gate-park.com/


Online Magazine 2 

 

 
 

A group of Christian boys walk through with stacks of pizza boxes, handing slices out to 

whoever wants a bite. 

 

Business men in their suits kick off their shoes and take a seat on the hill, their faces beaming at 

their surroundings while they eat their sandwiches in silence. 

 

A man sits on the top of a mushroom-shaped tree, the same one Janis Joplin sat on in the ‘60s 

and wrote “Me and Bobby McGee.” Smoke creeps out of its leaves and the man stares out in 

tranquility. He’s the caterpillar from Alice in Wonderland, only he welcomes us into his world 

instead of shooing us away. 
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Strangers become best friends on this hill, even for just an hour. They’ll swap stories about their 

lives, share their blankets, pass their joints. There’s something comfortable about this place, 

something trustworthy. This is where folks share their world with one another, where everyone 

can claim the same land as their momentary home.  

 


