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My name is Joshua Talgo. I stand six feet and three inches. My hair is a sexy, blonde, matching my ocean blue eyes. I am the star quarter back of the Jamesville football team, have a full ride scholarship to Notre Dame, and my girlfriend is the head cheerleader. Okay, I lied, but in a weird, warped world, this would be me. In reality, I have short, dusty brown hair, chocolate brown eyes, and a farm boy build. I am anything but the most popular guy in my high school. Though, I might be the most respectable. I am student body president, mock trial participant, editor-in-chief of the Jamesville school paper, and a member of about any other non-athletic organization in our school. I also play basketball and participate in swimming. I like football, but I do not exactly like the ego dominating personalities of the guys on the team. I have a scholarship to Ohio State University, where I will work toward a political science degree. I want to be a politician or lawyer. I have not yet decided between the two. I will graduate in May, which is about seven months from now. I will be valedictorian of my senior class, a well-rounded student, and an incredible athlete. Every single bit of success in my life is handed to me, and I am okay with that. I deserve it
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"Erin. Erin. Yoo hoo! Anyone in there?" my friend Jane said, knocking on my head.

"Yeah. Sorry. I was just thinking about something," I replied.

"Were you thinking about a boy?" Jane asked suspiciously.

"Oh, yeah. I was thinking of Brad Pitt," I said sarcastically. I could not help but roll my eyes at Jane. Why would I be thinking of a boy when there were so many more important things to think about, like my future?

My name is Erin Gardner. It has been written in the local paper more than one thousand times. I am a news staff copy editor, a yearbook manager, a mock trial participant, an employee at Subway, a Family, Career, and Community Leaders of America member, a National Honor Society member, and a member of about every other organization at Jamesville High School. I do not play sports on a team, but I do like to play them in my spare time, that is, when I have spare time. It is difficult to find time to do

much of anything. With school, work, and all of my extracurricular activities, most of my time is already taken up. I also have twelve college credits and am working on obtaining twenty-three more through online college classes and advanced placement courses before graduation in May. I will stop at nothing to become the senior class valedictorian. I work hard to earn my position in the world. Jane is my best friend in the world. She is down to earth and cares about me. Her and I try to make important decisions together. Jane is responsible for herself. Her parents decided that she was an adult by the time she turned ten. She gets free room and board and free food due to the fact that she lives with her older sister, Heidi. She pays for everything else. Jane works as a typist for an office in Heins. Heins is only fifteen miles from Jamesville. Jane is amazing, but she makes it clear that she does not know all of the answers to life. She is wise enough to admit it, and somehow, I think it makes her more confident to be that honest.
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My name is Jane Brown. I know, it sounds a lot like John Brown, but we are not related. I am seventeen, but I will be eighteen tomorrow. I have two younger siblings, two parents, and one older sister, Heidi. I live with Heidi. Heidi is engaged to a fellow named

Michael Garbo. I always tease her, telling her that her last name will be Heidi Garbage when they finally get married. I have no pets. I have no boyfriend, not that I have not had boyfriends in the past, because I have. I just cannot seem to find a guy that I actually would

like to spend my future with. It is so hard to find a guy that I even want to go out on a date with. Most guys get turned down on the spot, but a select few have made it as far as the second date.

I admit, I am not an immensely popular person. I do rely on my sister's support, and since, my parents live next door, I visit them on the weekends. They are genuinely nice and still tell me what to do, but my parents thought that it would help me evolve into womanhood easier if I lived with my sister. I like to dress up and wear makeup. I also like to play sports, but I do not play for any team. I would never be caught dead in a cheerleading uniform. I hate conformity, and I stand up for what I believe in. By the way, I believe in God and do not agree with the bogus idea of taking "under God" out of The Pledge of Allegiance or "In God We Trust" off of money. I am currently working a job in Heins. I am a typist for Arto & Company.

After work, every night, I watch Ellen DeGeneres' talk show. I think that she is a very hysterical person, and I love how she tries to identify with everyone regardless of his or her position in life. She is a very compassionate person, and for these reasons, I consider her my role model. I do know that she is a lesbian, and I understand that homosexuals are frowned upon in society. Many are harassed and discriminated against. I think that this is a horrendous problem. I do not see anything wrong with homosexuals. I think that if someone loves someone, he or she should be able to spend his or her life with the object of his or her affection. Dang! That was a lot of he is and hers.

Another reason that I do not mind homosexuality is that I think...well I...think that I might be one. I noticed my attraction for females a month or so ago. I just noted it as a hormonal overcharge, but now, I think that I might actually be attracted to girls. Nevertheless, even thinking about being a lesbian seems wrong, but there has to be a way for two people who are in love with each other to be together regardless of gender.

"Jane! Pay attention!" my best friend Erin snapped. "Which dress is me? The black one or the red one?"

"Uhh...the black one. Black matches everything, plus you'll look thinner," I said, complimenting the color.

"Are you saying that I look fat?" Erin exclaimed in mock anger. She knew that I usually meant one thing and said another. I usually had trouble getting my point across.

"Yes," I teased. "You're a whale!"

Erin chased me around the Floral Boutique, waiting for the chance to hit me with her handbag. I dodged rack after rack, but I stopped short when I caught sight of the cashier at the checkout counter. Her expression was filled with both anger and irritation.

Thwack! Erin hit me in the head. "Erin, we better chill or the money magnet might kick us out."

"Jane, I thought I told you that I changed it to debit diva," Erin mused. We always named the employees at the stores that we went to. It was just a geeky habit.

"Ah reight me delr et es dabet deeva," I replied in an arrogant rich person's voice. I hate the word rich because it makes things or people seem better than they actually are. I am not fond of the phrase "well off" either. Just because someone has money does not mean he or she lives a life superior to the rest of the human race. In fact, most people that pack the pounds and use the yen are miserable and depressed.

"Jane! Earth to Jane! Is anybody home?" Erin asked, knocking on my head.

"Huh. Yeah. I was just waiting for you to decide on a dress," I answered, sure that I had covered up my temporary distracted state.

"I just finished paying for my dress. Where were you?"

"I don't know, but I liked it better there. You weren't bugging me," I laughed.
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"Josh! Are you going to pass me the ball?" Tiger yelled from across the court. It was a diversion. I knew the play inside and out. I was supposed to pass to Ethan when I got past the half-court line. Ethan was to pass to Kevin, and Kevin was supposed to make the layup. I strove to get down court, but the Harrison defense was all over my butt. I dribbled left, passed between my legs, and headed right. I had a clearing for about ten feet, but then, my man got all over me again. I saw Ethan on the other side of my blocker. He was left open because his man was on me too. My man was really tall, so I dribbled profusely and slipped it through his legs. Ethan picked up the hint, drove the ball downtown, passed to Kevin, and Kevin made the shot. The buzzer sounded, and the game was over. I felt sweat rolling down my forehead as if rain had decided to make its way into the Jamesville gym. I headed into the locker room. I sat down on the bench, while the coach highlighted the good and bad parts of our game.

"You guys were sloppy out there! You knew that you were going to win when you heard Harrison was playing, but why let them rack up points? Don't you understand that the more points you beat teams with, the more intimidated future opponents will be? I

do not want you guys to settle for good! I want you to strive for great!" Coach was irritated. His beat red face gave away his anger. Nothing ever seemed good enough for him. Nothing but his family seemed to please him. I knew his daughter, Erin. She was a senior at Jamesville High School. She was in almost, if not all, of the organizations that I was in. People saw her as a major political figure in Jamesville High and as my opponent.
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"Erin! Erin!" Jane called from behind me.

I turned around. "Hi. What's up?" I yawned.

"Nothing. I was just bored and wanted someone to talk to," Jane replied. "Guess what!"

"What?" I asked eagerly.

"I think that I'm going to change my name to GI Jane. I watched that movie last night, and Demi Moore gave yet another outstanding performance. Anyway, I think that GI Jane sounds tougher and more prestigious than plain Jane does. Jane is kind of a boring name. Don't you think so?" Jane inquired.

"No. I think that Jane is a beautiful name. It reminds me of the book The Pride and the Prejudice."

"Yet another Demi Moore film," Jane commented.

The bell rang, and Jane and I headed off to chemistry. As soon as I neared the door, I smelt something awful. "Mr. Rio must have caught something on fire," I noted.

"Yeah. Either that or the whole Good Year tire store caught on fire," Jane mused.

"Hello, class!" Mr. Rio beamed. "Sorry about the smell. I had a little...technical difficulty unloading my new chemicals from the boxes."

Jane headed toward the back of the classroom. She liked the back. For some odd and inexplicable reason Jane liked to watch people while Mr. Rio talked. She told me that people do the weirdest things in the world when no one is watching.

"All right, class. Who can tell me what shape this compound is in?" Mr. Rio questioned.

Joshua Talgo and I both raised our hands at the same time. No one else in the class even attempted to answer the question. They knew that either Joshua or I would get the

chance. I edge my hand as far up in the air as I could possibly stretch it. Joshua sat on his knee to gain his height. He always seemed to use the lazy man's way of doing things. I wanted for Mr. Rio to pick me so bad. If he picked me, it would mean that he thought that I was more intelligent than Joshua was.

"Mr. Talgo, what is the answer?" Mr. Rio asked.

"Is it a tetrahedral?" Joshua asked with mock insecurity.

"No," Mr. Rio said.

"No? For real? I was sure that it was a tetrahedral. Hold up. Let me look this up in my book," Joshua sputtered showing a small portion of real insecurity.

"It's a pyramidal trigonal," I answered before being asked to do so. Joshua sneered at me and muttered something under his breath.
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As soon as the 3:30 bell rang, I was rushing down the stairs to the auditorium for a drama team meeting. I walked into the main door of the auditorium, down the hall, and onto the stage. "Hi, everyone!" I beamed. I loved being on drama team. There is such a diverse group of people that try out for Jamesville High School plays. I love being able to know so many people from one club.

"Erin! Come sit over here!" a girl named Gina Davis shouted.

I headed over to the empty chair beside her. "Hi. How are you doing?" I asked politely.

"Fine. How're you?" she asked.

"Good," I answered.

"Hey, baby!" Gina's boyfriend, Tony King, said as he sat down in the chair on her right. "How're you, Erin?" Tony asked, acknowledging my presence.

"Fine. Did you have a good day?" I asked him.

"Yeah. I bombed a trigonometry test, but I won a bet against Mr. Bowley and got a twenty," Tony replied.

"Oh, baby! Are you going to take me to dinner?" Gina teased.

"I'd buy you a castle if I had to," Tony answered her.

I liked both Tony and Gina, but I did not really care to hear their love talk. I had no relationship and had not ever had a serious one. Therefore, it kind of hurt to discuss romance. I scanned the room and found that twenty people had showed up. We were all seated in chairs that were arranged in a circle. I spotted Joshua Talgo seated right across from me. Joshua was so conceited! I do not understand how anyone can stand him!

"Hey! Is everyone pepped up and ready to find out what part they got?" our drama coach, Tad Berton called. He was an enthusiastic guy and made acting fun.

"When did we try out?" a small kid on my right called.

"Last week," Tad replied.

"Oh," the kid sighed, depressed.

"Don't worry. We'll have another play in the spring, and you can always be an extra, and paint scenery, or do the technical work," Tad comforted.

"All right," the small kid settled.

I was so excited. I had tried out for Lady Capulet, Lady Montague, and Juliet. I really wanted Juliet but so did almost every other girl that was present. I did not mind getting one of the mother parts though. I just hoped that I would have a decent Sir Capulet or Sir

Montague.

"All right. Everyone here should know that I am not as organized as I should be. I had to rush my wife to the hospital last night because she thought she was having her baby, so I wrote the parts in a scrambled order," Tad explained. "First up will be Sir Capulet, and that will be Ethan Rivers. Sir Montague will be Lee Fulton."

Yes! I was so happy that Joshua Talgo had not gotten those parts. I would not have to play opposite to that chauvinistic, egotistical, arrogant jerk! Yah!

"Playing Juliet will be Erin Gardner. Romeo will be Joshua Talgo. Mercutio will be..."

Did Tad just say I was Juliet? Yeah! Who is my opposite? Did Tad say Joshua Talgo? No, I must have misheard him. "Sorry to interrupt you, Tad, but who did you say was Romeo?" I asked in a shy voice.

"Romeo," Tad said, scanning his notebook, "is Joshua Talgo."

No! The world has ended! "Crap!" I shouted loudly. Then, I realized that I had voiced my thoughts out loud. "I'm kidding," I smiled, trying to retrace my steps.

"Yeah. You're smooth, Gardner," Joshua said rolling his eyes. He did not look hurt. He looked angry.

"I know," I replied confidently. I could not let my ego get bruised.
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"Hi, Jane," my friend Rena Green said.

"Hi, Rena," I replied. I turned to my locker to hide the huge blush on my face. Rena, along with Joshua Talgo and Erin was one of the top students in the senior class. She had achieved an all-county and all state award in volleyball. She was in Mock Trial, Future American Lawyers of America, our class treasurer, the Family, Career, and Community Leaders of America secretary, 4-H participant, and she was in speech. Rena was one of the most admirable and most amazing people that I knew, and for those reasons, I wanted to date her. She is the first girl that I have ever been attracted to, and I have known that I am attracted to her for about a month. I have had some clues throughout the years, but because I consider myself a religious person, I doubted all of those clues. I have just recently come to terms that I may be homosexual. I do not want to accept that I may only be attracted to girls. I think that I am too young for that. I need to have some experience in love before I decide what I like. I have had sex before, but I have also been raped. Now, every time that I am with a guy, it feels creepy, as if he will take advantage of me. I could initiate the sex or intimate gesture, and still it feels like the guy that I am with is the bad guy. I really do not understand it, but it has hurt my love life a lot. I really should think about something else, or I will ruin my whole week. The horrible experience that I had is one that I wish to forget. I actually wish that it never happened,
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