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Foreword


“These are the best days of your life!”


Has anyone ever said that to you that about high school? They said it to us.


We grew up watching movies and TV shows and reading books that made high school out to be such a fantasy. Great-looking prom dates! Football games with friends! Cars! Freedom!


No one every mentioned that we might wake up the morning of the prom with a pimple the size of Mount Everest protruding from the tip of our nose, or that we would have to study like crazy, or that our parents would still tell us what to do. They also failed to tell us that the football team might continuously lose, or that the driver’s license doesn’t get placed in your hand until you pass the dreaded driver’s test. But even though high school has its blemishes, it’s guaranteed to be a special time.


That’s why we made this book for you. If you’re having a tough time adjusting, fitting in, or finding friends, there are stories from teens with similar troubles. If your prom wasn’t perfect or your driver’s test didn’t go so smoothly, never fear — you’re not the first or last person to experience these problems. If you have a friend or sibling in trouble, you will find stories from other kids who tell you how they helped someone deal with the same problems. If your life is going great, this book will help you understand that kid who sits alone in the cafeteria, or that boy who keeps staring at you... who maybe isn’t as sketchy as you think.


These 101 stories are like having a big group of new friends, sharing their own stories with you of embarrassing moments, painful crushes, mistakes, good and bad times... Think of this book as a high school support group you can carry in your backpack!


Whether you learn logarithms or lacrosse or life lessons, high school isn’t worth anything if you don’t walk away a different person. So find that person, love that person, and have a great four years. And keep in mind you’re still a work in progress. The best is yet to come.


~Amy and Madeline
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Happy to Be Me


Beauty to me is being comfortable in your own skin.


~Gwyneth Paltrow
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Not Perfect


Nobody can make you feel inferior without your consent.


~Eleanor Roosevelt


No one is perfect,
Yet so many still try.
To tell you the truth,
I really don’t see why.


My smile is imperfect,
But I love it anyway.
Neither is my face,
But I like it every day.


I love how I look.
Why can’t you?
I know I’m not perfect
Neither are you.


No one is perfect,
Much to your dismay.
I know I’m not perfect.
I like it that way.


~Shiori Miko
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Being a Band Babe


We are more than a bunch of nerds.
We can kick butts, too.


~Ryan Jacobson


This story is for all the marching band geeks out there who aren’t really geeks. We have friends and lives. We wear make-up and blow-dry our hair. We can hold a conversation without using the words “drill sheets” or “fermata.” But we may just happen to play the tuba or the trumpet and start a story or two with “At band camp...” We are regrettably — but proudly — band geeks.


I joined the marching band my sophomore year of high school because I had to. I was no longer doing a fall sport, and my band teacher had made marching band mandatory if you wanted to be in concert band class. I had played the alto saxophone since elementary school.


“Ugh, band camp,” I bemoaned to my best friend Natalie, when we both signed up and realized we were going to be joining the nerd brigade at the end of the summer. We looked at each other and made disgusted faces, deciding we would work to keep each other sane.


As we had expected, band camp sucked. From 8 A.M. to 8 P.M. we were outside in the sweltering sun or the rain for an entire week. We were forced to do push-ups when a trumpet gave some attitude. We had to run laps when the tuba forgot his music. I got a very unflattering tan on my chest from my saxophone neck strap and was sweaty, dirty, and exhausted. I’d come home, collapse on the couch, and pray the next day would be better.


It was a love-hate relationship between the Westhill High School Viking Marching Band and me. Because I played the saxophone, a heavily male-dominated instrument, I was the only girl in my section when I started. The boys were obnoxious and obscene and many of their conversations shouldn’t be repeated.


“Yo, that girl what’s-her-name in color guard has a nice rack,” our section leader would say, literally over my head to his friend.


“Yeah,” his friend would laugh. “You know what I’d like to do with her...”


I’d stare at them, trying to remind them with my burning gaze that I was present and not at all amused. Of course, our section leader disregarded this completely and continued.


But I found that, by the time I was a junior, I was friends with the whole band. I also not-so-secretly enjoyed the attention I got from my geeky but loveable male bandmates. Natalie and I would wear make-up to band practice and put ribbons on our instruments. I wore my pink pea coat when it got cold out and I fought vainly to feel feminine in the boxy, ugly uniform, waiting as long as I could to put everything on, including the hideous pants with suspenders and drillmaster shoes.


“You look so cute!” my mom would say after she watched a competition. “Just like a little man out there!” I’d then look at her pictures and realize she had taken photographs of someone else, someone who actually was a boy. It was hard to distinguish who was who when we all had on our tall, cylindrical hats with plumes.


I hate to admit it, but marching band was fun. I remember long drives to competitions, on the school bus, with music blasting from a stereo. “We Are the Champions,” by Queen, playing and everyone singing along, the bus almost swaying back and forth from our intense jamming.


Competitions would run late and we would sit, fingers crossed, on dark bleachers huddled under blankets, waiting to hear if our name would be called in fourth, third, second, or perhaps even first  place. We would scream and hug if the outcome was good, or mope all the way back to the school bus if it was bad. But at least we moped together.


I remember, and sometimes even fondly, the smell of the bus after we’d compete. I’d climb the stairs and be smacked in the face by the vulgar odor of boys’ sweat, dirty clothes, and cologne that they thought would make the smell better, but in fact made it almost unbearable. I’d quickly strip down and change — we were all close at this point, and keeping my sweaty band uniform on was way worse than allowing a few teenage boys a glimpse of my bra — and run off the bus, my nose plugged, trying not to gag.


Natalie and I marched our way through three years of band, and by the time we were seniors, we were experts. We showed the freshmen how it was done and proudly put “Section Leader” on our academic resumes. We loved the band, and the band loved us back. Now that I’m in college, I find I have a special bond with people who did marching band in high school. We speak the same language and understand the band lingo that no one else really does. And, sure, we get looks from people as we start to go off on the subject of drum majors and basics practice. But the people I met in marching band and the things I learned from it greatly outweigh the geek factor — by a lot.


~Madeline Clapps
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Dancing Queen, Only Seventeen


There is just one life for each of us:
our own.


~Euripides


Storming through my closet, I was trying to piece together the perfect costume for the night. A pair of chinos matched my striped Oxford shirt. Along with my father’s vintage pretentious blazer, accented with an obnoxious chain necklace, and paired with some Ray-Ban aviators, my uniform was disco savvy for tonight’s 70s themed Homecoming Dance. I was ready to depart for my date with the dance floor. Entering the chauffeur’s room, I found her in front of the television watching a movie.


“Mom,” I droned, “let’s go.”


At that moment, I recognized the film she was watching. There was Julia Roberts sitting at a white, linen-covered table talking on her cell phone to her gay best friend.


“Maybe there won’t be marriage... maybe there won’t be sex... but, by God, there’ll be dancing!” Rupert Everett says as he swoops her onto the dance floor and closes the ever-popular film, My Best Friend’s Wedding.


With her own perfect timing, my mother turned around to find her son decked out in “Dancing Queen” dress. As she eyed me up  and down, her expression showed she was finally processing reality. She smiled and shook her head.


Lucky for me, I was not someone whose friends, family, and strangers all knew he was gay before he even uttered the word. I knew first, thanks to Leonardo DiCaprio. (I confess, those baby blues of his made me swoon.) As a child, I actually managed to come out of the closet, go back in, come out again, and, subsequently go back again. This joking-Jekyll and homo-Hyde routine tired quickly, and as the sharp sting of the word “fag” hit my prepubescent ears, I decided I was better off staying in.


Middle school was torture for me. Not necessarily because I liked boys, although that certainly didn’t help. As a refuge, I did what many boys like me did and adopted new identities. The theater allowed me to escape insecurity and take control of my surroundings, as well as integrate myself into an accepting group of my peers. Yet, however open they may have been, I still wasn’t comfortable with openly embracing that part of me. But, come sophomore year of high school, I was ready.


The joke is that I never actually “came out” of the closet; rather I sort of just “fell out.” I’d be with a friend of mine and accidentally catch the eye of a cute guy, pointing him out to her. Often, she would look back at me with an inquisitive grin and then agree. Likewise, I never formally told my parents, but I knew they perceived it.


However, let me say that being gay is not all it’s cracked up to be. There is one unfortunate detail that comes with the territory of liking boys — you have to actually deal with them too. My close friend came out to me this past summer. He has had a far rougher time than I, but I stuck by his side, always ready to listen and care for him. Sometimes I cared too much, but he didn’t mind.


It’s been good getting to know myself more. These experiences have taught me to love life and have given me a sense of humanity. With the greatest humility, I can only say thank you. Thank you to the friends who taught me to love myself. I think of them, how they treated me, and then I think of this quote by Carrie Bradshaw from Sex and the City: “...the most exciting, challenging and significant  relationship of all is the one you have with yourself. And if you can find someone to love the “you” you love, well, that’s just fabulous.”


~Kyle Kochersperger
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Change the Way You Look at Things


If you change the way you look at things,
the things you look at change.


~Dr. Wayne Dyer


“Hey, Molly, c’mon to the girls’ room with me before class! I have to fix my hair.” Every day, my friend, Rosie, would haul me off to the bathroom before I’d barely closed my locker.


Freshman year is often traumatic. For me, the change was enormous: bigger classes, lockers, a revolving schedule, riding a bus instead of walking, lots of new people and activities, a much larger, maze-like building, and more competition. Also, as you can imagine, the 225 freshmen at my school had to adjust to a new social pecking order.


Our daily trip to the bathroom allowed Rosie and me to saunter past the corner where cool junior guys hung out. Once around the bend and out of sight, our maturity would vanish, and we’d scurry down the hallway dissolving into giggles.


Our destination was the quiet lavatory outside the band room. There we could fix our hair and make-up, and exchange gossip, minus the intimidating presence of upperclassmen.


Rosie and I had clicked from the first day of school. Students were arranged in homerooms alphabetically, and since she was an  “H” and I was a “G,” we had adjacent seats. When schedules were compared, we discovered that we were in every class together.


Back in those unenlightened times, when no one worried about self-esteem, students were placed in academic groups based on entrance exam scores. Rosie and I were placed in “Group A,” which contained forty of the overall top scorers.


Social placement took a little longer, but by the end of October it was well established which girls made up the popular crowd. A discouraging number of them had older sisters who were cheerleaders. Worse still, many of them were also in Group A, so Rosie and I didn’t even have an academic advantage!


It seems every high school has that one perfect girl, the poster model of all-American good looks and charm. Our representative in the beauty contest of life was Linda, who seemed to have it all. Linda was a petite girl with perfect hair, a winning smile, sparkling personality, and straight As. She could have any guy in the school, but she never flaunted her popularity.


Rosie and I were clearly outside the “in-crowd.” Socially, we were second string. Although we had our fair share of talents, we were ordinary compared to the glittering upper tier. I was moderately happy with our comfortable spot in Trinity’s ranking system, but Rosie aspired to the heights of cheerleader and in-crowd member, and she was trying to drag me with her.


“Rosie, I can’t believe you,” I said. “Why aren’t you ever happy? You have gorgeous blue eyes, natural blond hair, you’re tall and slim, and have a great personality. Be thankful for what you have.”


“I’m too tall, that’s one problem,” she responded. “If you haven’t noticed, I tower over most of the freshman boys, including the center on the basketball team! And I don’t have freckles or a cute little nose like Linda Carr.”


In the beginning, I listened patiently to Rosie’s long rants about not having the long brown hair and sprinkling of freckles that Linda had. I tried to help Rosie appreciate her own assets. In the spirit of friendship, I went with her to cheerleader signups and struggled through three weeks of splits, jumps, and routines.


The day of try-outs was the first time I lost patience with my new friend. After being cut in the third round, Rosie was crying and wishing herself shorter, prettier, and more popular. At first I was able to commiserate with her; after all I’d only made it to the second round. Then I tried to soothe her, but nothing worked. Handing Rosie a pile of tissues, I decided to get tough.


“Listen, stop wishing your life away! Not making cheerleader isn’t the end of the world. You have a lot going for you, and there are plenty of girls who’d like to trade places with you the way you’d like to trade places with Linda.”


“Yeah, right.” Rosie looked down at me through tear-reddened eyes.


“I wasn’t going to say anything, but I know something about Linda that might change your opinion. This is just between us, okay?”


Rosie nodded.


 “My mom grew up with Linda’s mother, and they ran into each other a few weeks ago. Mrs. Carr told Mom that Linda has to give herself injections every day. She has to watch her diet and exercise carefully because she has diabetes.”


“Wow. That’s serious.”


 “Mrs. Carr says Linda never goes to sleepovers or on overnight field trips because she’s embarrassed about her condition. She doesn’t go to certain activities because her insulin has to be refrigerated. If she exercises too much, her blood sugar runs low. She can never eat candy and drink soda the way the rest of us do.”


“I thought she always drank diet soda just to stay thin.”


“Yeah, once you know the truth, it changes the way you see things, doesn’t it?” I asked, hoping Rosie had gotten something out of our conversation.


After absorbing the news, Rosie hugged and thanked me. We freshened up and spread some strawberry gloss on our lips before exiting the bathroom to cheer for a friend who was still in the competition.


Of course, at the end of the day, Linda was one of the ten girls who made the squad, but Rosie and I were among the crowd clapping  for the lucky winners. Rosie turned to me smiling and said, “Hey, the majorettes and drill team are having sign-ups next week.”


In junior year, Rosie and I were still best buddies and the newly elected captain and co-captain of the drill team. Rosie was dating the 6’7” center of the basketball team, whom she later married. She’d finally come to terms with her own gifts and accomplishments.


Four years later, on a beautiful afternoon during our junior year in college, a friend from home came to my dorm with shocking news. Linda had died unexpectedly from an infection. Before Tom finished telling me, the phone rang. It was Rosie.


“As soon as I heard about Linda, I thought of you, Molly. I remembered that day at try-outs when I was so down about life.”


During my thirty-year teaching career, I’ve repeated the story of my classmates, Rosie and Linda. Its theme, “Be happy with yourself, and make the most of what you have,” is ageless.


Sometimes students ask, “Why did God take Linda who was so sweet and talented when she was still young?” One teen, wise beyond her years, said, “Maybe it’s the other way around; Maybe God was compensating for Linda’s short life by giving her all those gifts.”


~Molly Roe
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Looking Back at Me


If I am not for myself, who will be?


~Pirke Avoth


When I look into the mirror,
I see all my faults and imperfections,
I see how awkward my stance is,
How small my ears are,
How wide my body is.


When I look into the mirror,
I see a girl looking back at me,
She’s the only one who really understands me,
She watches me when I laugh,
She watches me when I cry,
She watches me when I lose my temper,
She sees how beautiful I am inside.


When I look into the mirror,
I see everything you make fun of,
I see everything that identifies me,
I see everything I am.
When I look into the mirror,
I am proud of what I see,
I am an individual and I define me.


~Crystal Burgess
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Take Back Your Life


If nature had intended our skeletons to be visible
it would have put them on the outside of our bodies.


~Elmer Rice


As I watch the Girls Softball League warm up for their game, Jane, the beautiful seventeen-year-old daughter of a good friend of mine, waves and heads my way. Seeing Jane today, it is hard to believe that three years ago she was knocking on death’s door and we didn’t even know it.


This is Jane’s story as she told it to me that day. If you are one of the million young people in America suffering from an eating disorder, Jane’s story could be yours:


I was just starting high school when I decided I needed to knock off a few pounds, so I decided to cut out the in-between meal snacking. It worked. First one pound, then another, then five. It was great, the exhilaration of feeling “thin,” and the intoxicating sense of control whenever I stepped on the scale.


I didn’t realize it then, but that intoxicating feeling was the beginning of a frightening obsession, a mindset taking over my body and soul, voices in my head telling me, “Okay, you lost ten pounds. Now lose ten more.” It was the start of my descent into hell — the world of anorexia nervosa.


Looking in the mirror, all I saw was “fat.” Food became the enemy, yet food was all I thought about. I knew the calorie count of everything I put into my mouth. Eleven stalks of broccoli, sixty calories. One half can of green beans, forty-one calories. I could take half an hour to eat half a sandwich. I’d skip meals by telling my mom I’d already eaten. I cut my food into tiny pieces and ate them bit-by-bit, all the time priding myself on my “self-control.”


Hunger pangs became constant companions, but if I gave in and ate, the guilt hit hard, and I exercised like a marathoner to burn off those extra calories. My weight slid from 120 pounds to 110, then to 100, but the voices said it wasn’t good enough. So my goal became 95 pounds, then 90. Yet when I looked in the mirror, I wasn’t thin enough.


Schoolwork suffered because I couldn’t concentrate on anything but the pain in my stomach. When friends told me I should eat more, I’d snap, “I do eat,” then couldn’t believe I had lashed out at them like that. My friends drifted away, and I retreated further into my shell of isolation.


Things came to a head one day while doing my daily workout on the treadmill. My heart started pounding so hard I couldn’t breathe. I thought I was having a heart attack and was going to die right there. For the first time, I realized I was in deep trouble, but even then I wouldn’t admit to anyone that I had a problem.


Unknown to me, one of my teachers had contacted my mother and told her I was much too thin, that I needed help. When Mom told me she had scheduled a doctor’s appointment, I could tell she expected a real explosion from me, but I was actually relieved that the nightmare had finally been taken out of my hands. I was so tired of being cold, hungry, and crabby all the time. I couldn’t stand it any longer, but I couldn’t stop. So I agreed to an Eating Disorders Assessment.


“Not me,” I said when the report came back indicating severe anorexia nervosa. The doctor pointed to the Lanugo (fine hair) all over my stomach and back, indicating blood pressure so low my body could not maintain a normal temperature, a body that had been numb and cold for so long even two pairs of long underwear under my jeans could not keep me warm. When the doctor showed me the chart of anorexia warning signs, reality hit hard. I had every one of the symptoms.


The doctor gave me a high protein, high carbohydrate diet to follow as an outpatient.


“I’ll eat,” I insisted. “I can do it.”


But I couldn’t. The food stuck in my throat. I couldn’t swallow. The voices in my head kept saying, “you’re too fat.” But the stubborn determination that made me refuse food finally came to my rescue, and I forced down everything on the list. When I checked back with the doctor, I was shocked into reality. I was still losing weight at an alarming rate. My body could no longer assimilate the food. I was fourteen years old and starving to death in the land of plenty.


I spent the next two weeks in the hospital under constant surveillance, with someone following me around twenty-four hours a day, even into the bathroom, to make sure I didn’t throw up or commit suicide. I was put on a 4,000-calorie-a-day diet. If I couldn’t eat or retain it, I was fed intravenously. For the next year and a half, I was an outpatient three times a week for physical checkups and behavior management counseling.


Going to treatment was the best thing that could have happened to me. It was there I learned how to fight back, how to eat, how to battle the voices in my head. Most important — I learned I was not alone in this battle. I joined a support group of girls (and boys) just like me who had heard the voices, struggled with the same demons, lived with the same fears. We learned from each other.


I love sports. Before the anorexia took over my body and soul, I had played right field on a girls’ softball team. The coach told me I would have to maintain a certain weight in order to get back on the team, so I forced down three solid meals a day, following a diet and exercise program prescribed and monitored by my doctor. I made the team.


That was three years ago. Today, I think I am winning the battle. But it hasn’t been easy. Eating is still a struggle. I still hear the voices. I may live with those voices for the rest of my life, but I am determined that the mindset that sent me into the hell of anorexia will not take control again. I have taken back my life. I am determined not to look like a concentration camp victim.


The game is about to start. As I watch Jane run back to the playing field, I thank God for the concerned teacher who had alerted Jane’s mother to her problem.


If you or someone you know shows any of the warning signs listed below, tell somebody: your parents, a school counselor, a doctor. As Jane would tell you, “Take back your life. It is too precious a gift to waste.”


Anorexia Warning Signs:


• Intense fear of gaining weight


• Severe food restriction even though not overweight


• Withdrawal from friends and activities


• Moody, irritable


• Obsessive counting of calories


• Extreme weight loss


• Hunger denial


• Compulsive exercising


• Cold chills


• Hair growth on body (Lanugo)


~Jacklyn Lee Lindstrom
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My Gay Red Shorts


Fashion can be bought.
Style one must possess.


~Edna Woolman Chase


My least favorite part of being on my school track team was participating in meets. I loved running every day, but I was always timid about running against fellow athletes. In one meet, I was sitting on the bleachers overlooking the high school football field and the 400-meter track encircling it. It was our school’s last track and field meet of the season with rivalry hanging heavy in the air. Our school was competing against another nearby school from the area, and I knew a lot of kids who went there. In every meet for the past three years, I was always one of the select long distance runners of the boys’ long distance team.


The first heat for the 400-meter event was underway, meaning that I would be running soon. I drank some water; my teammates were dropping like flies from the heat and humidity. It was no different from any other meet that I participated in, so nervousness overtook as it normally did. First, my stomach filled with the butterflies, and then the sudden urge to run to the nearest bathroom.


I breathed deeply and tried to ignore my worries. I had been in countless meets, so what was so different about this one? I had a couple of friends on the other team who I was looking forward to saying hello to. I walked over to some of my friends on my team who ran the 800-meter with me and started to stretch with them.


We were loosening up and getting ready when a girl from the other team came up to us. She was shorter than me and looked like she was in sixth or seventh grade. She had long blond hair and an arrogant, overbearing expression on her face. She walked right up to me and asked curiously, “What grade are you in?”


“Eighth,” I answered hesitantly, wondering what concern she had with me.


“What event do you run?” she persisted.


“800-meter.”


Then, flat out, with no expression, she asked, “Are you gay?” The question caught me off guard, making me wonder if I had heard her correctly.


“What?” I asked.


 “Look at your shorts!” she laughed. “Guys aren’t supposed to wear shorts that high. You must be a homosexual or something!”


Then I spied one of my friends from the other school, Rick. The way he treated me sometimes made me feel a little uncomfortable. Rick was approaching with a group of smirking guys, who I guessed were entertained by the situation.


“Mike, for God’s sake, put something over those shorts of yours, homo,” he laughed.


The word “homo” knocked me straight to the ground as I froze in shock. I didn’t know Rick that well, but we had known each other for a long time and I wasn’t expecting his taunts. My face red with embarrassment, I looked down at my shorts and finally understood. I had on my red Nike runner’s shorts. They were really short, but they were supposed to be — they were running shorts. I never worried about how I looked when I ran; I just ran! I quickly sagged them as much as I could and did the only thing I could: I walked away. I headed for the starting line area and hid behind a group of runners preparing for the 400-meter. As I walked, I noticed that I turned a couple heads, not helping the situation.


It wasn’t long before I stepped up to the line for my event. My attitude totally changed as I realized that the 800-meter was my event, and I was going to do my best. Some stupid kid and his friends weren’t going to stop me now.


The official raised his cap gun and fired, as about twenty-five runners took off around the first curve. I had run this event in all kinds of weather and I knew exactly what to do. I sprinted up to the lead group, running in front of anyone who got in my way. Once I made it to the top runners, I pushed myself to keep up with athletes twice my size. I may be small, but I have great endurance.


I picked up the runner in seventh place and based my pace on him, making it a little bit harder and a little bit faster. One by one, I made it to the top four, bursting around the track. My anger fueled my energy while my determination stimulated my aggression.


I didn’t even hear the official ringing the bell, preparing me for my final lap. Before I knew it, I was on the last curve before the final straightaway. I breathed deeply and lengthened my stride, picking up my soaring speed with each step. I caught up to the runner in third place and we sprinted side-by-side down the last 100 meters — he beat me by a hair at the finish line. I had crushed my original time by at least twelve seconds. My coach gave me a high five as I headed back to the bleachers to see my mom, sitting and waiting for me with a big smile on her face.


I was feeling great until I spotted Rick and his group once again approaching. Negative feelings started to erupt from the pit of my stomach, taking away all the good feelings I just felt. Just then I noticed one of Rick’s friends who I ran against. Short-shorts or not, he knew that I had beaten him badly.


Rick was just about to open his mouth but I shut it for him when I said, “Rick, I don’t like being called a homosexual for the shorts that I wear and it wouldn’t make a difference if I was gay anyway. All that matters is that I run, and I would gladly whoop your butt in the 800-meter any day.” I smiled as I started to walk away, and turned around to add, “with or without my gay red shorts.”


~Mike Polanski
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Dating, Crushes, and Just Friends


Love is the flower you’ve got to let grow.


~John Lennon
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Not Like in the Movies


Many a true word is spoken in jest.


~English Proverb


He was so cute, standing on my front doorstep in his suit and his grin — the boy taking me to my first formal dinner dance.


For months, I knew I had to bring someone to this special party for the Confirmation class graduates of our Reform Jewish synagogue. But I felt like an old maid at age fourteen — no date and no prospects. I was doomed to die of humiliation, sitting by myself at a table of matched couples.


I called a girlfriend who had a boyfriend to help me out. He called one of his friends, and hallelujah! Here he stood. From our phone call a few days earlier, I knew that his name was Bart, he was almost fifteen, he was on the baseball team at his school, and he was not Jewish.


I was not about to be picky. “Shut up!” I yelled at one of my younger sisters who immediately dubbed my fantasy date, “Bart the Fart.”


I answered the door with my family gathered behind me. My sister snickered, “Bart the Fart!” one more time and ran out of the room. Bart and I pretended to ignore her, while my mother got her keys to drop us off at the dance.


At the banquet, Bart and I exuded “sophistication” as we maneuvered around the fancy food and made small talk. Bart mostly talked  about baseball and I mostly nodded and listened since I didn’t know anything about sports.


After much bragging and head nodding, the band started playing and everyone was invited to the dance floor. I looked hopefully at Bart.


“I don’t dance,” he said.


 “Oh,” I countered, trying not to look entirely devastated.


“Let’s go for a walk,” he said.


“Okay,” I replied. At least we wouldn’t be sitting alone at the table.


It was a beautiful, balmy spring night. Bart took my hand as we walked, and then put his arm around my shoulders. It was so romantic, I could hardly breathe. We stopped beneath a beautiful flowering tree and Bart stopped talking about baseball (finally!) as he turned to pull me towards him.


Yikes! What do I do? I closed my eyes and felt his face approach mine. As our lips met, suddenly there was this absolutely horrible noise! Was it supposed to sound like that? Didn’t he know what to do? I giggled. He pulled back, offended “What’s the matter?”


“Nothing.”


He leaned in to kiss me again and our mouths made the same horrible noise... again. In the movies, two people kissing evoked the sounds of violins, not flatulence! In my mind, my sister’s cruel but prophetic words played over and over again. Bart the Fart, Bart the Fart, Bart the....


I hate it when she’s right.


~Lynn Grasberg
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A Love Remembered


Why does it take a minute to say hello
and forever to say goodbye?


~Author Unknown


January has always been one of my favorite months. My parents take me skiing, and the second semester begins, meaning new classes and the opportunity to meet new people. Track season is at its peak in January, and my birthday is the 31st.


My love for this month only grew after I started dating Logan during January of my freshman year. We had met the first day of school when I couldn’t find my geometry class. Mistaking room 213 for 231, I walked in and sat down at an empty desk. Two seconds later, Logan came and sat beside me. He was no taller than I was, and he didn’t really look like your average high school junior. He had a mouth full of braces, a baby face and a head full of uncombed thick, black hair. Naturally, I assumed he was just a freshman from the other middle school that fed into the high school.


“Are you new this year?” he asked.


 “Well yeah, aren’t you?” I replied. For some reason, I felt nervous and my knees went weak under the desk. I thought he was beautiful.


“This is my second year here. I’m Logan. Are you a sophomore? You look a little young to be taking Calculus A.”


I looked around and saw a bunch of kids who were definitely a lot older than I was. I left, completely embarrassed.


During cross-country practice, I told my two friends, Jessie and Maren, about what had happened, and about the cute boy named Logan.


“A junior?!” they both exclaimed.


 “Check out all the boys from the other middle school, please,” said Maren. “A junior is going way out on a limb, Tash.”


Conveniently, Logan was a runner too. After cross-country, he came up to me. “So did you ever find the class where you belonged?”


After that it became routine. He would run the warm-ups with me, then we’d split up into boy and girl drills and meet up after.


We soon started spending every moment together, even getting each other Christmas gifts that made no sense to anyone but ourselves. We had become best friends fast, but I didn’t even consider that I had a chance to be anything more.


It wasn’t until New Year’s, when he screamed “Happy New Year, Tasha!” and gave me a huge hug, that I realized I was falling in love with this boy. I had to tell him how I felt.


But I didn’t have to tell him. In January, on his birthday, he got his license. A warm feeling came over me when I heard a minivan pull up that night. I went out to hug him, congratulate him, and wish him a happy seventeenth birthday. The second I stopped hugging him, he kissed me. The kiss was everything I had thought it would be, and more. It was almost like I was dreaming, floating in his touch.


We became an item and dated throughout the rest of the school year. He was my first love, he was all I needed, and I was happy.


That summer, however, I was so caught up in how I felt about him that I didn’t notice how distant he was becoming. Finally, right before school started up again, he drove over and sat with me in the humid air on my front porch. We were never the fighting kind of couple, so I guess at this point we had a lot inside that we never let out.


He started explaining how he just didn’t feel the same about  me anymore. How now if he said, “I love you,” it wouldn’t mean as much. I held my breath for what was coming. I knew it would eventually come, but I wasn’t expecting it this soon. I thought he would take me to his senior prom and we’d smile big smiles and laugh and kiss until he went to college.


“It’s just not working, Tasha. We shouldn’t see each other anymore.”


With that, instead of understanding and reaching over to hug him goodbye, I got angry. I exclaimed how he shouldn’t have led me on. I yelled at him for abandoning me. In the middle of my rant, he got up and left.


I spent the rest of the summer whining to my friends about how much I missed him and how much I still loved him. I would wait up some nights for him to appear and reclaim me. I continued like this for months, taking most of my anger and misery out in my school-work and running. I matched the county record three times over the fall season and even broke it during the playoffs.


To make things worse, Logan acted as if I didn’t exist. He was a senior now, he’d pass me in the halls without even saying hi, and it just made me more miserable. For the whole first semester I cried on and off, and rejected any boys who asked me out, saying I wasn’t ready for anything new.


The more time went on, the more it felt as if I had meant nothing to Logan. I finally decided that I had to tell him how I felt. Coincidently, it was January again, one year from when we had started dating.


I wrote a full, thorough letter about everything, including how I wanted him back in my life. I wrote about how angry I was that he was ignoring me, but that I was willing to forgive him. I left the note on his windshield after school one afternoon.


A week later, I heard a familiar car engine outside my window. I thought my heart would beat its way out of my chest. I ran downstairs to find him holding the letter in his hand.


“I love you, Tasha. I’m sorry,” is all he could say. He didn’t have to say anything else. I moved closer to him and started to close my eyes. This is it! What I’ve been awaiting for the past five months!


Instead, when his lips met mine, it wasn’t what I had expected at all. I had thought that if we ever kissed again, it would be magical and I’d feel the same way I felt the first time I kissed him a year ago. But it didn’t feel like that at all. It was just... ordinary. When it was over, and we pulled away to make eye contact, it was written on his face, too. Our love just wasn’t there anymore.


He smiled at me and gave me a big hug goodbye. With tears in my eyes, I knew that it was time to let go.


I watched his car leave, and instead of crying, I smiled to myself. It was the first time in months that I could handle the thought of moving on. The next morning when I woke up, my heart didn’t hurt anymore.


Logan graduated and went to college across the country. I’ll always remember him as my first love, a first love that couldn’t be rekindled. It’s January again, and my birthday is four days away. I’ll be seventeen. I sit in my car, remembering him and smiling, while I wait for Maren to come outside so we can get lunch. I learned so much from Logan. Occasionally we talk online and I called him a couple weeks ago to wish him a happy birthday.


I’ve started seeing someone new and I’m happy with myself. No matter what, I’ll never forget Logan or the times I spent with him. I loved him deeply, and it showed when I finally let him go.


~Tasha Vemulkonda
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Summer Dreaming


Real elation is when you feel you could
touch a star without standing on tiptoe.


~Doug Larson


It was the summer before I went off to college in Chicago. I was happy to finally be free of my horrible high school, and I was ready for the fresh start that college would provide. Yet my thoughts still lingered on one girl, the one who I had been off and on with during my last two years at school. She was none other than Brittany McMannon. She was the only thing that anchored me to St. Louis, the only tie that prevented me from total flight to Chicago.


She really affected me that summer. I couldn’t get her off my mind. She was stuck fast and there was no removing her.


I tried several times to contact her over the summer, through e-mail and by phone, but she did not respond. This made me feel so heavy, the kind of weight that only girls can make you feel. I hated it; I couldn’t enjoy my summer. I couldn’t enjoy hanging out with my good friends, because there was Brittany, always in the back of my mind. It was that nagging depression, the kind that prevents you from having a great day because your thoughts inevitably drift back to what really matters.


June passed and became July. Still, there was no word from her. I couldn’t understand it. I became paranoid (as I usually do with girls) that she disliked me, and didn’t want to talk with me. However, she had never shown signs of distaste or negligence before, so I couldn’t  buy the idea that she would just completely abandon me. I had to hold onto some hope, if only for my own sake.


Then, one sweltering summer day, when July was almost at an end, I remember vividly getting a phone call.


It was her.


Her voice was so jubilant and excited. It felt as if she were breathing air directly into my lungs. Her cute mannerisms instantly sparked my heart back to life. She said she had been on vacation — that was why she didn’t get back to me sooner. When she said she would come over the next day, I could scarcely believe my ears. I don’t even remember responding. I barely slept that night, my head contorted with all of the wild scenarios it could muster.


The early afternoon of the next day arrived. I quickly took a shower, brushed my teeth, combed my hair, and got dressed. I was excited and nervous about seeing her, but then again I had never felt so much for her until this particular summer.


The doorbell rang. I had to stop myself from bounding upstairs. I took careful steps over to the front door, and opened it.


There she stood, her slim frame outlined by the shady glimmer of a partly sunny day. My eyes were drawn to her hair. She had grown it long over vacation. The curly, dark blond locks swayed near her rosy cheeks. Her high-set cheekbones almost pinched the shape of her luminous blue eyes, which sat behind square-framed glasses.


She was grinning. She smiled like it was the first time she had seen me in a million years. I had to make sure to keep my own smile under control. Otherwise, it would have crept upward and ripped through my cheeks, breaking away from my face, out of control.


After some timid pleasantries, we made our way down to my room.


We sat in the two doughy blue chairs I had in the middle of my room. We talked about the summer, about me going to school, about nothing important. We talked about watching a movie. However, I felt like if I didn’t say anything before the movie, it would mean the guillotine for everything that had built up to this moment. I distinctly remember shaking uncontrollably. My hands convulsed, everything  seemed to become a lot colder. The bottom of my stomach was nowhere to be found.


Then, like a fifth grader, I uttered, “Brittany, I, uh, like you. I mean, I’ve liked you a lot for a while now, you know?”


She turned towards me gracefully, and a very pleasant smile crept across her face. It took her a moment to process the information, but when she did, it was like the words had turned something on inside her.


“Really? I mean... really?” she asked.


I nodded about seventeen million times. I found it hard to make direct eye contact with her.


I took her bewildered expression as a cue to start the movie. We watched it for a good hour. She didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t dare look over at her.


Then the mood changed completely. We began to joke around, laughing and smiling sheepishly at each other. She ran her fingers through my hair, complimenting me on how full and soft it was. Her fingers felt like warm water pouring across my head.


Not to be outdone, I too ran my fingers through her hair and commented on exactly the same thing. It was silky and tender. Electricity surged through my fingers as they met the warmth of her scalp.


Brittany crawled over the two chair arms and nestled herself on top of me. She reminded me very much of a cat, crawling so carefully over thin surfaces. She straddled herself over me, raising her torso as she looked down at me.


I looked up at her as she did this, but I didn’t have much time to comprehend anything, because almost immediately she moved her face towards mine.


The first kiss was a particularly long one. She took her time once she set her lips on mine. I could feel her smile as she connected this first kiss.
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