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Introduction



Dear College Student,


The face of college has changed drastically since we published our last book created just for college students — and it seems to be evolving more every day. Tuition is higher, campuses are bigger, and the Internet and constant text messaging have made the way you find friends and form relationships even more complex. College is a thrilling but difficult time, full of fork-in-the-road moments that offer you new meanings for old vocabulary words such as perspective, growth, and maturity. It’s a time for you to begin to realize who you are — as well as who you’re not.


That’s why we’ve created Chicken Soup for the Soul: Campus Chronicles for you. It doesn’t have all the answers; in fact, half the fun of college is finding your own answers to whatever questions you’re faced with. But this book can offer you one thing: support. There are stories in here from students who have been through tragedy, like the death of a loved one, or who have been challenged and changed by a special professor or friend. Some students have written about learning to be away from home, about grappling with newfound freedoms — and about that ultimately perplexing question: What is my major? You’re in the midst of all this, but don’t worry — we’ve been there and our contributing authors have been there — so you’re hardly alone.


There are 101 brand new stories in here that we have carefully compiled with one purpose in mind — to give you something to connect to. It doesn’t matter if you’re sitting in your dorm room, alone for the first time and scared to death that you’ll never make a single friend, or if you’re awaiting your upcoming graduation day, satisfied that your college career has been everything you hoped it would be. Hopefully, there’s something in here that you’ll read and think, “I felt that,” “I did that,” or most importantly, “I needed that.”


We wish you much success and happiness, both in college — and beyond.


~Amy Newmark and Madeline Clapps
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Overcoming Fear


Courage is not the absence of fear, but rather the judgment that something else is more important than fear.


~Ambrose Redmoon
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Your First Night at School


Change always comes bearing gifts.


~Price Pritchett


Ahhhh... you made it. Can you believe it? You survived the stress of senior exams, prom, SATs, college applications, scholarships, and you’re finally in college. It’s a little weird, isn’t it?


So it’s your first official night at college. Time to relax; the hard part is over: your parents are (hopefully) out of your dorm, and if you’re lucky your stuff is all put away (or at least on its way out of boxes), your furniture is arranged (keep rearranging to maximize the space in that tiny room) and you are stress-free, lying in the bottom bunk (if your beds are bunked, fight for the bottom, you’ll get sick of climbing up to the top by November).


Get a good night of sleep tonight. Tomorrow, and the rest of the week, will be exciting. My first week of college, my roommate and I went to a cookout, an ice cream social, met a ton of people, and gave ourselves a campus tour. Maps in hand, we energetically explored the buildings and lecture halls, literally racing each other from building to building. At that point, walking everywhere didn’t seem that bad, but a week into classes, voluntarily climbing a flight of stairs was far from our list of leisure activities.


This first week is going to be a whirlwind, but take advantage of the energy while you have it. Go to everything you have time for, meet people and remember their names, and get to know your campus. Your impressions of it will change as it becomes your home, but that first impression will remain a cherished memory.


I bet you’re a bit scared, anxious, and unsure, but do your best to allow excitement to overshadow all of those emotions.


Classes haven’t started, exams are months away, and you’re just meeting your hallmates. Be who you are. You’re an adult, capable of making decisions, taking responsibility, and dealing with consequences. Be genuine, be caring, devote yourself to your studies, and to meeting people that aren’t like you. You’ll be surprised at how much you have in common with them. Expand your horizons, but never forget where you came from.


At college you will sleep through an 11 o’clock class, learn about things like NCAA football, international politics, dining hall food, and how incredible your parents really are. You will make lifelong friends, get an education, learn about yourself, and make memories that will be sweet for the rest of your life.


Rest well. The next few days will be full, exciting, challenge-laden, and stressful... but also fun and unforgettable. Sweet dreams.


~Amanda L. Southall
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Move-In Day


The family — that dear octopus from whose tentacles we never quite escape, nor, in our inmost hearts, ever quite wish to.


~Dodie Smith


On Wednesday, August 20th, my life completely changed. I went from being a child living at home with my family to an adult living in my own apartment. Move-in day was filled with excitement, anticipation, fear, and sadness. While in the line at the Residence Life Hall of Prairie Crossing, I was smiling and talking about how much fun the next year was going to be. We were all joking and laughing, but inside my heart was breaking.


On the very first day of my freshman year in high school I started counting down the days until this moment, dreaming of how wonderful it would be to live on my own, away from my parents. The dream had turned into reality. Tomie, my Resident Assistant, handed me the key... but all I wanted to do was hand it back to her.


When I stepped out of the office, I had to put my happy face back on. I managed a huge smile as I showed everyone my key. Then my parents, my sister, and I started unloading the boxes and bags from my car and my dad’s truck. The entire time we were taking the pieces of my life, stuffed into cardboard boxes and suitcases, away from the cars and into the apartment, my heart was shattering into a million tiny parts.


I could barely contain my emotions when we gathered the last few things from my car. I walked into my new living room, set my belongings on the floor, crawled up on my new leather couch, and cried like a child. My mom and my sister came over and held me while they dried my tears in an effort to try and comfort me. My dad couldn’t bear to see my raw emotions so he walked into my new bedroom. The whole time we had been unpacking, my dad had been trying to hold back his tears as well.


I wasn’t ready to live on my own, and the freedom I had dreamed about felt more like a nightmare. My parents had known all along that I wasn’t ready — they’d told me so all summer — but I just didn’t listen. The thought of being away from home scared me to death. All of my life, my parents had been just across the hall and my sister just around the hall corner.


The whole event began in January during my senior year in high school. I had interviewed for a very prestigious and much needed scholarship package through the Honors College at Texas A&M University-Commerce. To be completely honest, I hoped in the back of my mind that I wouldn’t be picked to receive it — I would have to move away from the only home I had known for my eighteen years.


The interview went well and I was extremely impressed with the campus, as well as the apartments that I would potentially be living in. I vividly remember telling my mom that although the apartments were very nice, they would never truly be home to me if I were to receive the scholarship package. The weeks went by without a letter from the interview committee; although I knew that the scholarship would seriously benefit my family’s financial situation, I was happy that I would not have to move away from home just yet.


On February 13th that year, I received the best and, at the time, the worst news in my entire life: I had been chosen as one of the fifty scholarship recipients out of the hundreds of applicants that had been interviewed. My family and I were overjoyed that I would be able to receive a debt-free college education and I was overwhelmed with all the newfound freedom I would have. Now, on move-in day, I regretted ever going to that interview and receiving my acceptance letter.


After my family helped console me and calm me down, we started to put my things away and make my new bedroom feel like home. Once all the goofy pictures of my graduation dinner were put up in my collage picture frame, I realized that living away from home might not be as bad as it seemed. I was only thirty minutes from home, and I had my cell phone, so I could call anytime I wanted. When my family left me at my apartment that night, I cried myself to sleep once again.


I am writing this during finals week of my first semester, and I have settled into college life extremely well. My fears subsided after my first trip home during the first week of school. A few months ago, I feared change and new surroundings, but now I am saddened that I have to leave all my new friends during Christmas break. Moving away from home helped me to grow and mature as a person. I’ve realized that fears about moving away are normal, but trust me — living on my own has been great, and since move-in day I haven’t regretted receiving my scholarship package once.


~Kally E. Hinton
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Freshman Orientation


Many of our fears are tissue-paper-thin, and a single courageous step would carry us clear through them.


~Brendan Francis


“At this time, we ask that parents and students separate into two groups for the remainder of the day. Parents and students will be reunited at the conclusion of the campus tour.”


Flocks of incoming freshmen happily abandon their parents upon hearing this announcement. I am less than thrilled at the prospect of starting college, let alone leaving my mother’s side to tour the campus with the rest of the wide-eyed incoming freshmen.


“Okay Laur, I’ll see you in a few hours, and remember, this is going to be a great experience for you!” Mom says, her big brown eyes alive with enthusiasm. I am amazed by my mother’s resilience, considering what my family and I have been through during the past four years.


My mother disappears into a sea of overzealous parents who look as if they have ransacked the campus bookstore; many of the parents, to the embarrassment of their teenagers, are proudly sporting university attire with slogans like, “I’m a Sunny Brook University Dad.”


We follow our senior tour guide. The other incoming students chatter and make casual introductions. I drag behind. How could I have believed I was ready for this? After all, it has only been a few months since I was discharged from the hospital. I am feeling better for the first time in years... but college?


My brooding is interrupted by a peppy voice. “Hi, I’m Jennifer.”


The voice is attached to a freckle-faced blond girl dressed in what can only be described as hippy-like sports attire. For some strange reason, I like her immediately.


“I’m Lauren,” I reply.


“Commuting or dorming?”


I fumble for my words, still caught up in my own thoughts. I would dorm, but I have spent the last four years overcoming a major depressive disorder that nearly claimed my life. I am still readjusting to living back home, in a place where I can come and go without asking for a “pass” or for a staff member to unlock the door to let me outside. I’m not quite sure I’m ready for this right now.


“I, uh, I don’t know yet. My parents think I should dorm, but I don’t really want to,” I say in my most confident voice.


“You should definitely dorm! I’m going to, and I think it will be a lot of fun!”


I can’t decide if Jennifer’s enthusiasm is annoying or refreshing, but I decide to give her the benefit of the doubt. Before I can utter my less than enthusiastic reply, the tour guide announces that it is time to create our schedules.


We crowd into the Student Activity Center, or as the true, full-blown university students call it, the Sac, a nickname that immediately reminds me of the warm, safe bed at home I wish I were nestled in. We are ushered towards stiff, metal-backed chairs that hungrily await our freshman flesh. Three seniors hand out course bulletins as thick as textbooks, and slap registration forms down on the tables in front of us. All around me, papers crinkle and pencils scribble furiously. These sounds blare like an alarm clock, screaming “Wake up, Lauren!” Students seem to be moving through the process at rapid speed and I have not even opened my course catalog.


Focus, I tell myself. You can do this. Just read through the catalog and find the courses you like and a schedule that works. No big deal.


Intro to Psychology A or B, Foundations of Biology 2, Calculus, Geology 101, English, History, sections 1, 2, 3, 4, 5,6,7... the list goes on, and on, and on.


I begin to panic. How am I supposed to know what to do? I’m just relearning how to live in the real world again, and they want me to make a schedule?!


Other freshmen are handing in their materials, grinning as they rush out to meet their parents.


I cannot breathe, anxiety is coursing through my veins, and my head is pounding.


In moments, I am sobbing.


Other students abandon their tasks to stare at me, making me wish that the earth would open up and swallow me whole. One of the seniors in charge walks over to my table.


“What’s the matter?” she asks gruffly.


 “I... I can’t do this!” I cry.


“All you have to do is make your schedule, just like everybody else,” she says, clearly annoyed.


I cry harder. Then, a warm hand on my shoulder... Jennifer.


“Everything is alright,” she tells the senior. “I’ll help her.”


The insensitive upperclassman walks away, and I feel the weight of the dozens of staring eyes lift. The other students quickly lose interest in the spectacle I’ve created and I can breathe again.


“What’s wrong, sweetie?” Jennifer asks.


I am touched by this near stranger’s concern. She hardly knows me, but seems to genuinely care.


Jennifer’s kindness gives way to new tears. If crying were a major, I would have earned my doctorate in it by now.


“It is just too much; it is just too overwhelming,” I say. “I... I have depression and I take medication.”


Why did I say that? She probably thinks I am a freak now. But Jennifer puts her arm around me and her words reach out and wrap warmly around my soul.


“I know all about that sort of thing,” she says. “My mother has depression. Besides, I think it’s pretty normal to feel overwhelmed right now.”


And with these words, just like that, the stigma of my mental illness is lifted for a moment and I am just a normal teenage girl with real fears about this exciting but frightening new adventure called “College.”


The room is nearly empty now, and I still have no schedule. The pages before me are watermarked with tears.


Jennifer reaches out and gently places her hand on my arm. “Okay, so you said earlier you wanted to be a Psych major, right?”


And with that, this girl who was a stranger to me before this day guides me through the process, step-by-step, until I have everything in place and my schedule is complete. I am amazed at how much more clearly I can see now that the veil of anxiety and tears has lifted. “See,” Jennifer tells me softly, “you knew exactly what to do — you just needed to believe in yourself.”


That was the beginning of what would blossom into a powerful friendship. With a hug goodbye and a promise to keep in touch, we left Freshman Orientation with much more than our schedules. As I went to meet my mother, I decided that I would give living on campus a try... after all, I had come this far, and with a little help from a new friend, I had been reminded of the strength that existed in me. Four years later, as I graduated from the university with the distinction of Magna Cum Laude, I looked back on Freshman Orientation, on all of my fears and insecurities, and smiled.


~Lauren Nevins
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People over Paper


One’s friends are that part of the human race with which one can be human.


~George Santayana


Everyone back home told me that one of the nicest things about college is the people you meet. They all assured me that I would make friendships that could last a lifetime. I would always smile and agree. Frankly, before I left for college, I really didn’t care. I was going to school far from home, and I wasn’t exactly thrilled about meeting new people. My plan for college was to get in, get my degree, get out, and get on with my life as fast as I could, not to establish an elaborate social circle.


I applied for every dorm except one, in which six guys live in two small connecting rooms. The rest of the dorms had doubles. As things turned out, I ended up in the dorm I didn’t apply for — the ancient and revered Slight. All my roommates seemed to be okay guys, but I didn’t really try to get to know them. I spent most of my time studying in the library and didn’t get back to my room until I was ready for bed, which was considerably earlier than my roommates. No matter what song my roommates blared, or what action-packed movie they were watching, I would be tucked in my bed with earplugs and a shirt wrapped around my head, usually entertaining unpleasant thoughts about my roommates.


I have always been rather quiet and have never been able to make friends easily. My first few weeks at college reflected this. Since I wasn’t trying to make friends, I would always forget names after I met people. When we passed again and they called out my name, I would reply with an embarrassed wave and a weak hello. I would try to keep any conversations to a minimum since I felt awkward for not remembering their name and was too proud to ask them to remind me of it.


This is how things went for the first month or so. After a while, things started to change. A couple of my roommates would try and keep me talking. Soon, these two roommates and I started becoming fairly close. We began going to the cafeteria together, exercising together, and meeting in the library to study. At one point, a girl asked me what room I lived in and seemed surprised when I told her I was from Slight #12. She went on to say that she knew a lot of guys who wished they lived in my room, because it was such a cool group of guys.


During this time, I also made a commitment to remember other people’s names. Whenever I would meet someone I would try and address them by their name at least three times during our first conversation. This helped, and now I was at last trying to build relations with other people. I began to rely heavily on the people God had sent into my life and I started viewing their friendship as a gift from Him.


These feelings culminated one night when one of my roommates invited me to listen to a fellow roommate practice with one of our college choirs. I almost opted out, as I had a lot of homework to do and was feeling pretty tired, but in the end I agreed. Later that evening, my roommates and some other friends picked me up from the library to drive me across campus where my roommate was to perform.


It so happened that this was my birthday, but I had kept quiet about it. So you can imagine my surprise when we entered the recital hall and the 120-member choir began to sing “Happy Birthday” to me. After the choir finished the song, we left and allowed them to get on with their practice. Back at the dorm, my friends threw a small party for me, complete with a card and cake.


I was completely shocked to find that my roommates had arranged for the choir to interrupt their practice to sing me “Happy Birthday” and that they scraped together their funds to throw me a party. I felt totally unworthy of their kindness and proud to be able to call them friends. It was then that I realized that college means more than the piece of paper you receive at the end — it’s an education in both life and people. Thanks to the friends I made, I understood that the people back home were right all along.


~Travis Shelley
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Flight of Faith


The World is a book, and those who do not travel read only a page.


~St. Augustine


When my plane touches down in Guadalajara, Mexico, I disembark with a plastic-bound conversational Spanish guide and a small rolling suitcase. The agency arranging the homestay for my college-level study abroad hadn’t been able to give me any details about the woman I will be living with for the next few months. So I search the crowd looking for my mysterious hostess.


For the first time, it enters my mind to question whether she will be able to speak English. Uncertainty creeps in as I realize how difficult this airport, this city, this country, will be for me to navigate alone.


I scan the crowd. I am surrounded by tall, white cowboy hats and fellow travelers bearing cardboard boxes bound with string.


Then, I see her. Short, chestnut-colored hair. Cold eyes the faint blue of glacier ice. Polyester skirt past the knees. Orthopedic shoes. She looks to be nearly sixty, with stout fingers gripping a white piece of paper with my name scrawled across it in black ink. She looks more intimidating than I could have imagined, and I have a wildly active imagination.


I move toward the unsmiling woman, my stomach tightening at the impossible sharpness of her eyes. She points to the sign, “League Aun?” she questions in a pronunciation that’s new to me.


“Si, Leigh Ann.”


She nods and lets the sign drop to her side. She looks relieved, and I feel relieved that she suddenly has shown some warmth. She is, after all, the only person in Mexico who knows, well, at least how to spell my name.


“Mi nombre Leigh Ann. Soy de los montañas de Carolina Del Norte.” My name is Leigh Ann. I am from the mountains of North Carolina. This is the extent of my Spanish.


She nods again. My name is the extent of her English.


She begins to speak Spanish, her words flowing faster than river rapids. I can tell that she is not chitchatting; she’s trying to give me the information I need to adjust to life in Guadalajara, but I can’t even remember how to say I don’t understand.


The airport traffic moves around us. We are their obstacle, language is ours. She touches my arm, and I notice that her eyes have softened a bit more. She walks to a kiosk and after a completely indiscernible conversation with the attendant, she presents me with a bottle of juice. Then we sit surrounded by a nervous silence before taking a taxi into the city.


The first few days I live with Señora Montañas, it is impossible to communicate even the simplest things. Another American student boarder who has just arrived, Katie, becomes my translator and helps me get to and from the university where I am to take Spanish classes.


When we return after hours of scribbling in vocabulary books and sitting in on Sociology classes, Señora asks about our days. First, she addresses Katie, who always carries on a language-class-worthy conversation, then me. I simply smile, my only surefire form of communication. But still she asks every day, as if she already knows that soon I will be able to answer.


Every afternoon, an hour before mealtime, Señora plops lumps of gritty dough in my hand and demonstrates the making of gorditas — thick corn tortillas made through a process not unlike tossing a baseball hand to hand. As the dough takes shape, day after day, so does my voice. Over time, our conversations grow to fill the kitchen. Then come the mariachi songs, “Aye, aye, aye, aye,” she belts with gusto, watching my enthusiastic repetition with delight.


When Señora has her extended family members over for dinner, she invites me to sing or read or speak to them in Spanish, proud of my progress, however slow. Often, I pause for comically long periods of time, trying to find the right Spanish words, and the group laughs. But Señora tells them to hush, and reminds them in Spanish, “When she came she couldn’t say anything. Now at least she can talk!” I am touched by the pride in the blue eyes that had, not so very long ago, been those of a stranger.


When you travel abroad for any amount of time you must have faith that you will find your way, communicate, and learn something worth more than the frequent flyer miles. More often than not, you do. And more often than not, it is because someone with local knowledge takes you into their life and teaches you.


Whenever I become nervous about traveling to an unfamiliar part of the world, I will think of Señora Montañas. As I board my plane, take my chance, and rack up more frequent flyer miles, I will find solace in knowing that there are ambassadors of goodwill like her at work in the world. As I leap across cultural divides, I will remain ever faithful that, at each destination, I will find a place to call home in a language other than my own.


~Leigh Ann Henion
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Hardest Decision


Everything in life is luck.


~Donald Trump


I stared at my school catalog. I had been through all 430 pages of it five times and still could not make a decision about the one thing that would set my entire college career on course and ultimately decide what I do when I graduate. It is also the answer to the one question that everyone — and I mean everyone — asks you. It can be summed up in one word: Major.


It was already my sophomore year. I had been through all the general questions: What fields will pay me the most money? What do I enjoy? How much math do I have to take? Still, there were no answers for me. I had even taken personality tests.


Stress was now starting to set in. I had professors, counselors, and the all-important parents asking me if I had chosen. Every day I dreaded getting the phone call from Mom.


Her greatest worry was that I would not make it out. She believed that I would spend the rest of my time taking classes here and there, wasting money. Trust me; I did not want to be stuck in college forever. I wanted to graduate. College was fun, but not fun enough for me to stay past four years.


Anyway, back to my dilemma. I came into college thinking that I would major in Communications. It had been my dream to be a sportswriter. I knew that it would be hard for a female to get into a male-dominated field, but I was going to do it. I was going to show all those male writers that I was just as good as they were. This would also be an opportunity for me to show off all the sports knowledge that my dad had taught me. That was my dream until I got the acceptance letter that stated I was not qualified for that major. Well, that dream went down the drain quickly.


It was on to Plan B. I thought about History. It sounded fun! I have always been a fan of European history, especially British. I had read countless books on all their monarchs; Henry VIII and Elizabeth I being my favorites. I knew random facts about British history that my friends always made fun of me for. Now I could see all those facts coming in handy. I could see myself excelling in this field.


I thought about History for a few days. I eventually got excited and leaked the idea to my dad.


“What are you going to do with a degree in History?”


 “Um...” He had me there. I guess I really hadn’t thought that one through. What was I going to do with a degree in History?


“Are you going to be a teacher?”


I really did not want to go into teaching. Maybe it had to do with seeing just how much teachers have to go through. No, thank you!


So, then it was on to Plan C. Plan C including asking my mom for help. Let me tell you right now — it was so not the thing to do. Her suggestion came from an article that she had read in one of her magazines that talked about the job market and what job positions were needed the most right now.


Her answer: Nursing.


My answer: No.


There was no way I was going to be a nurse. I could barely go to the doctor’s office without getting freaked out about getting a shot. How was I supposed to give them to other people? On top of that, I don’t do so great in hospitals. Once when I had to watch my brother get stitches, I almost passed out. I couldn’t handle seeing him in pain while the doctor tried to close his cut. The nurse had to hold him down. Yeah, nursing was not an option.


So, there I was, back at square one. What if I tried the “pick a random page” trick? I gave it a try and the result was: Mathematics. I couldn’t help but laugh, because math is the last thing I’ve ever wanted to do. I gave it another go and this time: Chemistry. Yeah, that’s not going to happen either. I almost failed my high school chemistry class.


“I give up!” I shouted, and tossed the book across the room. It hit the wall with a loud BANG and landed open on my bed, as if daring me to look again. Should I look? I figured it was probably just some dumb subject that I struggle with, like Biology or Political Science. Still, a small part of me wanted to see.


I slowly got up from my computer chair and walked over to my bed. There on the page was one word that caught my attention: English.


I had never thought about that major before. It included both things I love: reading and writing. I found a winner! I quickly picked up the book and scanned the English section, noting all the great classes. British Literature, Study of the Novel, and Intro to Shakespeare all grabbed my interest. I could do this and enjoy it! Why didn’t I think of this sooner? It had been right in front of me the whole time. I wanted to be a writer when thinking about Communications and wanted to read when looking into History.


I quickly picked up the phone and dialed my mom. I didn’t even give her a chance to say hello.


“I found it!” I shouted with joy.


~Robyn Schroder
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Blood Drive


Panic at the thought of doing a thing is a challenge to do it.


~Henry S. Haskins


All right, so I am basically a chicken. The idea of having a hypodermic needle jammed into my arm makes me shudder and the thought of having my blood siphoned away causes a pale, sweaty mask to form on my face. As a member of my university’s student service organization, I have enthusiastically recruited others to donate their blood to the American Red Cross, and smiled thankfully when they signed their pints away.


As for giving my own blood, that was always another matter. Every year, the excuses I gave to avoid it became wilder with each blood drive. Mononucleosis worked a couple of times, hepatitis, medication, etc.... The best one I came up with was “rolling veins.” While I did a grand job of fooling everyone else, I felt uneasy lying to myself. I knew that eventually I would have to go through with it.


This year’s blood drive marked a turning point and I decided that it would be better to die on the donor’s cot than to go on living with the guilt harbored in my chicken veins. Besides, my friend Ruth promised to give blood at the same time and I figured I could always hold her hand if I really got scared.


The appointed day came when the big semi truck arrived on campus. At my eight o’clock class, Ruth informed me that she had a funeral to go to later that day and couldn’t make it. I would have to face this one alone. As my appointed time approached, I hobbled to the parking lot. I walked inside the trailer and surveyed the blood-mobile setup. There was plenty of juice to drink, but I would have preferred a shot of something stronger.


I took a seat in a row of chairs against the wall while I waited for a nurse to call my name. When she did, I got up and walked over to where another nurse methodically asked me preliminary questions from a sheet. This was it; there was no backing out.


“Have you ever had grphnxlty?”


“No.”


“Xaklytany or krvanp?”


“No.”


“Are you or have you been pregnant in the last six months?”


“Ummm....”


“Please step this way.”


Another nurse pricked my finger to see if my blood met the minimum daily requirements. As she popped a thermometer into my mouth, I garbled, “Will this hurt?”


“No. Just relax. Good, your blood is red and your temperature is normal. Please step over there.” She pointed to a place where another nurse was standing next to an elevated cot.


“Hi there,” she said. “Would you please lie down?”


 “Sure, lady.”


“You seem a little edgy. Have you ever given blood before?”


“No, I’m a first-timer.” I thought about Ruth, who bailed on me. I asked hopefully, “Will you hold my hand?”


I climbed up on the cot and saw Smith lying on an adjacent one, already bleeding into a bag. From his looks, I thought about walking out. But it was too late.


“Hold onto this and squeeze your fist slowly,” the nurse ordered.


Attempting to defuse the situation with some humor, I looked at her and said, “Hey, if you strike oil in my veins, I’ll split the profits with you!”


“Very funny, young man. That’s the first time I’ve heard that one — today!”


“Oh, sorry.”


The whole experience was over as smoothly as it began. After the nurse put a bandage on my arm, I left the donors’ table for the one with cookies and juice. There was a whole group of people like me who had just finished donating blood. They were all milling around, munching and joking with cookie-filled mouths. One fellow was commenting about the nervous types who put on a show and try to act brave when they step into the bloodmobile. I laughed along nervously.


Walking out of the trailer, I felt like a real hero. After all, I did give a whole pint of my very own precious blood. And I had a bandaged arm to prove it. The fact that millions of people donate their blood every year didn’t matter at that moment. All I cared about was my personal glory, regardless of how short-lived it might be.


~David Hyman
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Love and Dating


We choose those we like; with those we love, we have no say in the matter.


~Mignon McLaughlin, The Neurotic’s Notebook
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Heathcliff in Jeans


My love for Heathcliff resembles the eternal rocks beneath — a source of little visible delight, but necessary.


~From Wuthering Heights by Emily Brontë


When I was a teenager, I was a hopeless romantic. I was a Romeo and Juliet, Heathcliff and Catherine, liebestod (love in death) sort of romantic. Love wasn’t real unless it was a dark passion. After reading Wuthering Heights far too many times, my idea of the perfect love was the ruggedly handsome Heathcliff, banging his head against a tree trunk, begging his love to haunt him for the rest of his days. What could be better than a man who loves even your ghost?


I went to an extremely small international high school in Nairobi, with only twenty-five guys in my senior class. Needless to say, there wasn’t much of a selection, and I graduated without having any romantic experiences. College would be the place where I would realize my romantic destiny.


When I got to freshman orientation, I ended up spending a lot of time with the son of one my dad’s former colleagues. Short and more than a little goofy, I couldn’t imagine him shouting my name into the sunset, his face strained with the intensity of his passion. But he did pay me a fair share of flattering attention, and I decided to give him a shot. When he kissed me a few days later, injecting his tongue into my mouth and letting it sit there like a paralyzed slug, I realized that he was no Heathcliff. Perhaps, love just wasn’t as grand as my favorite authors had convinced me it would be.


The rest of the year didn’t yield any promising entanglements — most of my suitors were frat boys or, in at least one case, an unfortunately creepy guy who wrote poems about me. I would be returning to Kenya for the summer and I didn’t have a single romantic story to spin to my high school friends.


Of course, that was when I met him — the night before leaving for the entire summer. We’ll call him Heathcliff. Tall and dark-haired, Heathcliff had a wounded past, which only made him more intriguing. Though I had only just met him, I wanted to soothe him and help heal his deep wounds. We talked through the night and went on a leisurely midnight drive through the rural roads surrounding our school. And it certainly didn’t hurt my growing infatuation that, upon discovering I had not yet learned to drive, he immediately insisted I get behind the wheel of his car. “Ah, this is it,” I thought. “This is what Emily Brontë was thinking of.” And it was — the thrilling, exuberant, and frightening high I had been waiting for. When he kissed me at the end of the night and told me that he looked forward to spending time with me the next year, I could swear I almost swooned.


And then I had to leave... for the entire summer. When I finally returned to the U.S., I couldn’t wait to reconnect with Heathcliff, who I had only spoken to a few times over the summer. I had grand plans for our reunion — I imagined that our first midnight drive would be repeated countless times. I dialed his number on my cell phone with trembling fingers. No guy had ever made me feel this way before — no one had made me experience this aching sense of anticipation and desire.


When Heathcliff finally answered his phone, though, I could tell something was off. He didn’t seem to be the same cool, witty, sensitive guy who had charmed me so many months past. He claimed that he was now the owner of two businesses that he had formed over the summer. Because of this, he would not be returning to college. He was too busy running his business and cruising around in his brand new Camaro. Not only did Heathcliff not sound like the guy I had been dreaming about for months, he also didn’t sound like a completely sane person. I left our conversation feeling confused and not a little bit stupid. Had I imagined everything? Did I create Heathcliff from thin air?


In spite of this, I wasn’t quite willing to give up. I tried to justify his odd behavior: Maybe the phone call had been a fluke? Maybe he was just joking around and I was too dense to get it? I called and left him a message, pledging to myself that I would give up if I didn’t hear anything back.


One day, my friend, Sarah, called with some juicy gossip. She’d talked to Heathcliff’s old roommate, who said that he had spent the entire summer on drugs — hard ones. Of course, instead of convincing me to stay away from him, this news made me want to help him all the more.


A few weeks later, I got a call, and when I heard the husky voice at the end of the line, I knew immediately who it was. Heathcliff! My heart sped up. He explained that he had spent the past month in the hospital. He had bipolar disorder and his summer had been consumed by a long, manic free-for-all. He had done drugs and spent money he didn’t have (that explained the Camaro). He said he’d turned things around now.


We started dating. I was certain that my love would turn him around. I gave him all I had, telling him my every secret and even arranging to bring him to Kenya for a month over the summer. Though his unstable behavior often made me cry, loving him meant being in pain, and I had convinced myself at the tender age of nineteen that losing him would mean the end of me.


A year later, he broke my heart, not only by rejecting my love, but by starting to do drugs and party again. And though at first I thought I couldn’t live without him, I eventually moved on. I didn’t embrace a life of revenge and anger, I didn’t commit suicide, and I didn’t join a nunnery. Instead, I lived one day at a time, discovering for myself what it was to be an adult and what it was to be a person on my own terms instead of someone else’s. I lost my first passionate love, and I am happier for it.


I learned that Heathcliff is not all he’s cracked up to be.


~Angela Polidoro
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Freshman Nuptials


Love is a gross exaggeration of the difference between one person and everybody else.


~George Bernard Shaw


By the end of the first week of college, I already had five different husbands.


Sure, we weren’t really married — and only one or two knew my name — but my hypothetical marriages kept me awake in my classes, and that was good enough for me.


The whole five-husband business came about as a way to contain my initial crushing. I figured that if I chose a boy from each of my classes I would not spend so much time scoping the student center or library for other potential boyfriends. Though in hindsight, I still found a guy to gaze at nearly everywhere I went on campus.


I had this theory going into college that every boy I met would be worth marrying. I chose a small private school which, according to my naïve, freshman mind, meant that every boy I met would be a good one — one who my parents would approve of, one who would have the same interests as me. But that wasn’t always true. Finding that husband was a lot harder than I had imagined.


I got sick of most of my “husbands” by the end of week three. My Speech husbands (I had an extra one as a backup) both had serious girlfriends. My Gen. Ed. husband reminded me too much of my ex-boyfriend, though he was the most intelligent of the five. My News Writing husband looked like a younger version of Mulder from the sci-fi classic The X-Files, and the spare husband I passed on the way to class (husband five-point-five) turned out to be a racist. The only husband that stuck was Caleb, my Communications husband, who already had a girlfriend. He was my favorite.


Caleb lacked one attribute that all my other husbands seemed to have in overwhelming amounts — arrogance. Caleb was your typical sit-in-the-back-of-the-room, carefree, bearded junior college guy. He didn’t pretend to know all the answers in class; he accepted whatever came his way. Even when my professor patted him on the backside to teach us about inappropriate nonverbal communication, he barely cracked a smile. I liked this guy.


Most of the time, I crushed from a distance. Meaning I would give him a half-smile if we made eye contact, or I initiated small talk if I deemed it appropriate. When I was really desperate, I would simply observe him through the reflection on my laptop screen in class — he only sat two rows behind me. But one morning I made my presence known to him more than I wanted.


On a Friday in October, our university had a special choir and band concert to replace the typical chapel service. I left my dorm room to meet a friend at the fountain in the middle of campus before heading to the concert. I went out the back door and followed the sidewalk to the fountain. The sidewalk connects to another pathway in the middle, and that pathway happens to lead to a boys’ dorm. But not just any boys’ dorm — it was Caleb’s hall. Just as I neared the intersection, Caleb exited the side door of his building. I noticed he was wearing a three-piece suit, clearly a member of the choir or band, on his way to perform. My gaze shot to my feet and I dawdled.


Maybe we won’t meet up. Maybe his pace is just fast enough and mine is just slow enough that we’ll miss each other completely.


Caleb and I met side by side.


Of my five husbands, Caleb is the only one with whom I’ve exchanged words. So, if I ignored him while meandering down the sidewalk, I would have seemed like a jerk or just terribly shy. I’m neither. So I said something, the only thing that seemed to fit the occasion: “Lookin’ good.” I turned to him and awkwardly smiled.


He looked back at me and said thanks matter-of-factly, as if I’d just complimented his shoes and not just revealed my secret attraction. My eyes found the ground once again. We crossed paths, not saying another word.


After that, I expected Caleb to mock me in class or ignore me completely. But nothing happened; he must have forgotten it had occurred. We still made small talk and I occasionally caught a distorted glimpse of him through my computer monitor, but the luster faded and my heart moved on. I began searching for husband number six.


Okay, so I’m starting to realize that college isn’t all about finding the one I’m going to marry. That may seem very obvious to most people, but after meeting numerous married college sweethearts, it’s hard to believe otherwise. Maybe I will meet my “real” husband here, or maybe I won’t. But I know that a relentless search is not worth it. College presents numerous opportunities just as important as a male-female relationship — friendships, parties, road trips, education, freedom. I’d miss out on a lot of those if I had a guy glued to my side.


So for now, and for the rest of my college career, I’m not going to care as much about locating my next husband. Now I can wear sweats and watch movies all Saturday or spend hours studying for an exam with no distractions. And I’m okay with that. Husbands number seven, eight, and nine can wait.


~Lauren Sawyer
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A Name among Thousands


When you realize you want to spend the rest of your life with somebody, you want the rest of your life to start as soon as possible.


~Nora Ephron, When Harry Met Sally


I was a junior in college at Arizona State University in Tempe, Arizona. I had been dating a senior, and in May I found myself attending his graduation from ASU’s School of Business. We were sitting high in the stadium, watching a very long ceremony and I was bored. The procession of students seemed endless, and the air horns were giving me a headache. It would be at least another hour until his name was called.


To pass the time, I began thumbing through the directory of graduates looking for my boyfriend’s name. A name other than the one I was looking for caught my eye. Brian Geiger. My favorite uncle is a Geiger, and in all my years in Arizona, I had never met anyone with that last name. It jumped off the page at me. Laughing, I pointed it out quickly to my mom, and then kept searching through the thousands of names. Little did I know I had just picked out my future husband’s name — nor did I know that fate would introduce us a few short weeks later.


The next month passed without much incident. I was working as a research assistant in a university science lab, and because I was employed by ASU, I had a summer pass to the campus gym. My relationship with my boyfriend had deteriorated since graduation, so I spent a lot of time at the gym playing volleyball. A group of us played every Tuesday and Thursday. That day, I had signed up for research lab time but didn’t feel like being alone in a sterile science lab. I decided to stop by the gym and see if the regular crew was there to play.


The minute I walked in, I noticed a new guy playing on the far court. Wow. He was amazing! He hadn’t seen me, but all I saw was him. I felt my face flush, and I knew I had to meet him. Luckily, I did. By the end of the afternoon, there were only enough people left for two teams of three. I was supposed to go to work at the lab, but that would have left uneven teams. I knew I should leave, but I still hadn’t officially accomplished my goal of meeting this new man. When the game was over, the new guy, Brian, and his friend, Matt, asked me to go with them for drinks. Volleyball and drinks gradually became a weekly routine: just Brian, Matt, and me. However, it wasn’t until a few days later that I actually realized who this Brian guy was.


In order to check out a volleyball, students use their ID cards. When the ball is returned, the ID is given back. One afternoon, I had checked out the ball, but I had to leave before everyone was ready to quit. So my new cute friend, known simply to me as Brian, gave me his ID to exchange for mine. On the walk down the hall, I looked at his name. I got chills. It was Brian Geiger.


If he had graduated, why was he at the campus gym? I later found out that he had intended to move back to his home state of Illinois immediately after graduation, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave Arizona. And he had persuaded the gym to let him have a free summer membership. I was stunned. ASU didn’t give out free memberships. He never should have been there. We never should have met. I hadn’t ever put a lot of stock in destiny, but I was becoming a believer.


By August we were dating. He took me to meet his parents and we laughed that we were all in that same stadium, watching that same graduation ceremony. I knew after four months that he was the man I would marry. Looking back at the graduation ceremony, I am now fully convinced that I didn’t notice his name by chance. It was just too unlikely. Thousands of names, and I saw his, which was later to become mine.


~Lisa Geiger
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Dreamboat


The heart has its reasons that reason knows nothing of.


~Blaise Pascal


Even when the sun was out of my eyes, I was totally blinded — by him. Sitting on the sidelines of the field in the evening summer heat, I listened as the other girls nearby whispered about him. Whispered about his wind-swept shaggy hair, about the way he jumped and ran and moved. I looked over at them, and we shared a knowing look. Everything about him was so perfect. In fact, he was so unattainable I figured I could stare as much as I wanted. So I kept on staring.
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