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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, 

events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s 

imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to 

actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely 

coincidental. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

This novel is dedicated to my locker buddy. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was riding in the back seat of our family minivan 

wearing my long graduation gown. I couldn’t believe that I 

had just graduated a few minutes ago. I sat there looking out 

the window on the drive home, already missing Sarah 

Tealgate. My sister, with the same first name, said from the 

seat next to me, “Congratulations Sam!” 

I put on a fake smile and said, “Thanks Sarah.” 

My mom was sitting in the passenger’s seat, looking at the 

pictures she took of the ceremony on her camera, when she 

said, “Did Sarah have the curly hair or the straight hair?” 

“Curly,” I responded. 

“God, I think it would be so weird having a twin and 

having someone look just like you,” my mom said to my dad. 

“Yeah, it would be,” my dad said with a light laugh. 



 

 

“I can’t tell a difference between those two, can you?” my 

mom asked. 

I couldn’t believe that I had just graduated from high 

school, and would most likely never be in a classroom with 

Sarah Tealgate again. I met her in seventh grade, during an 

ISTEP test, she had a locker next to me from sixth grade to 

sophomore year of high school. I fell in love with her halfway 

through eighth grade and my feelings had gotten stronger for 

her ever since. Sarah felt the same way then, but both of us 

were too scared to say something, so we were too late.  

I took a deep breath and then said to my mom, “I can.” 

  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My parents moved in with each other when my mom 

turned 18-years-old, which worried me, because I am nineteen 

with absolutely no hope of having a girlfriend anytime soon. 

I was born when my mom was twenty-one, so I have that 

constant fear that I will die alone. My mom would get 

offended when I would make that comment. I would act like 

I was joking, but really wasn’t. Dying alone is a legit fear of 

mine, but I don’t want to marry just anybody either. 

I have a hard time believing in true love, because of the 

amount of divorces that happen every year in our country. 

My parents are no exception to this, yes they are still married, 

but like all married couples they have their ups-and-downs. 

They argue about the stereotypical stuff: not flushing the toilet, 

not unloading the dishwasher, my dad working late, leaving 



 

 

the turn signal on for miles instead of turning it off after the 

turn, you know the typical stuff. Being under one roof with 

the same person for the rest of your life will eventually cause 

them get under your skin. I don’t understand why anyone 

would want to marry someone, when that marriage will 

become a constant battle ground. I mean if you are single, 

you can do whatever the hell you want. Don’t get me wrong, 

I want to get married and be happy. I don’t want to have a 

heart attack in my apartment alone and then my corpse isn’t 

found until my landlord comes to collect my rent. 

What makes me worried is that I don’t think people 

marry the people that they are supposed to. I mean we date 

someone because we think they are hot and one-day hope to 

have sex with them, not because they are necessarily a 

fantastic person that will keep you happy when you both get 

old and ugly. People, especially nowadays, marry to satisfy 

their wants, not their needs. I believe that is why all marriages 

are usually doomed right out of the starting gate. 

My dad is an extremely hard working person, he has 

worked his way up promotion after promotion, but now he 

has been stuck in the same role for about four years. He has 

essentially been doing his boss’ job, so he has been fighting 

constantly to get a promotion; even if that means we have to 

move. My dad makes half of what his boss does, hence the 

reason that he is sick of being stuck in the same role, especially 



 

 

when he is doing essentially two jobs. My dad works for our 

local newspaper. He started out as a reporter and then kept 

getting promoted, until he became the assistant editor. He 

wants to be the editor, not the assistant doing the work of both 

positions. 

My dad works his ass off every day to provide for his 

family; he is a great dad and husband. Sure, he comes home 

late occasionally, but that is a constant thing you hear in any 

household. My younger brother, Stanley, and younger sister, 

Sarah, are major sports kids. My brother is an amazing 

basketball player and Sarah has always been an incredible 

softball player. I on the other hand didn’t acquire the skill of 

sports. When I was born, my dad was thrilled that he would 

have a son to teach sports to and have guy time with. Instead, 

he got an uncoordinated kid who would strike out in t-ball 

and if I did get lucky enough to hit the ball, I would skip to 

third base. 

I ended up becoming a theatre kid and acting became 

my sport. I loved it and my dad was supportive, but I’m sure 

he secretly worried that I would become gay. I didn’t, but my 

dad and I never became extremely close like he did with my 

brother and sister. He would coach my brother’s and sister’s 

sports teams, give them support, guidance, and would practice 

with them, while I would memorize my lines alone in my 

bedroom. 



 

 

My dad was not by any means a deadbeat; he is a 

fantastic father. He and I just didn’t have a whole lot in 

common. We also both have extremely different views when 

it comes to politics and sometimes the world. So, when it came 

to conversations with him and me, it was usually just joking 

around with each other or debating. I have never had a real 

conversation with my father, so we don’t know a whole lot 

about each other. It is neither one of our faults, we both just 

never tried. 

I have the real, deep, serious conversations with my 

mom. My mom is a very open person, I could ask her 

anything and tell her anything. The relationship I have with 

my mom is one not common with most people, because I 

have told my mom things that most people wouldn’t tell their 

parents. My mom is my biggest supporter in life and also the 

first person to tell me if I am being stupid. The amount of 

conversation that my dad and I share is very limited, but it’s 

made up to me by my mom. Every day after work and school, 

my mom and I would pour a cup of coffee and sit at the 

kitchen table and talk about our day. My mom and I agree 

on most things, but even when we don’t, we never necessarily 

debate, like I do with my dad. Instead, my mom and I try to 

see eye-to-eye. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’ll never forget my last day of fifth grade; I had to leave 

all of my friends that would be going to different middle 

schools, which was most of them. I lived on the other side of 

town and somehow ended up in Watgate Elementary’s district 

lines, which always confused me, because Edward Elementary 

was just a mile from my house. Watgate is where I went 

though, it was eight miles away, and I loved going there. 

Elementary school was where it was at! After you go to 

elementary school, you will never be able to truly experience 

happiness again. In elementary school, there were: school 

carnivals, field trips, birthday parties, holiday parties, and my 

personal favorite…recess. Recess was the greatest thing ever 

invented. My friends and I would spend it chasing each other 

around and playing tag; smacking each other as hard as 



 

 

humanly possible. We would smack each other so hard that 

I’d come home with bruises. In first grade, the bruises caused 

my mom to freak out and worry that I was getting bullied. 

“Who hurt you? You can talk to me honey, I promise!” 

my mom asked me with tears filling the pockets of her eyes. 

 “No one mommy, we were just playing tag,” I would 

answer to reassure her. 

 “Sam, you don’t have to lie to protect me! You can trust 

me with anything! I love you!” 

 “I love you, too.” 

 “So, who is bullying you? If they said something about 

hurting me and dad if you told us, they were lying! They can’t 

hurt us! I promise!” 

 “They didn’t say anything about you or dad, all they said 

was, ‘tag you’re it!’” 

 My mom laughed and then said, “Okay, I’m sorry. Your 

mom just cares about you, and would never want anything to 

happen to you. I love you, Sam!” 

 “I love you too, mom!” 

 I hugged my mom and was amazed by how tall she was, 

as my head came to her belly button. My mom is the person 

that I’m the closest to in my life, and she is even the one who 

had the conversation with me about the exciting topic of sex. 

 I was riding the bus home in third grade, when Robbie 

Daniels, a kid a year older than me, asked me if I had ever 



 

 

heard my parents have sex. I didn’t know what sex was, so I 

asked him. He wouldn’t tell me, instead he just laughed at me. 

So, when I got home, I ran into the house, found my mom 

and asked her. 

 My mom looked at me with shock for a second. I could 

tell a bit of nervousness came over her, but she took a deep 

breath and started to tell me, “Sex is something that two 

people do once they get married, so that they can start a 

family.” 

 Once my mom got to the part about the seed going into 

the dirt, I was disgusted, and for the life of me couldn’t figure 

out why anyone would want to put their penis into someone’s 

vagina. Thankfully, I could now tell Robbie Daniels that I had 

in fact heard my parents have sex, as all of those loud noises 

coming out their bedroom on Tuesday nights could now be 

explained. 

 But, here I am, experiencing my last bus ride of fifth 

grade. I watched my elementary school get further away from 

the bus window, and I could feel a few tears streaming down 

my face as I was leaving all of my friends to go to a new place. 

A place where I would know no one. As I rode home, I 

looked up two seats ahead of me and saw my first girlfriend. 

I had just broken up with her a month earlier. She asked me 

out and I told her I needed a day to think it over, so all night 

I was nervous. However, I thought she was pretty, so the next 



 

 

day I said, “yes.” 

 Now this was fifth grade, so a girlfriend was nothing but 

a title. I thought she was so beautiful, even though she was 

half my height and could be classified as a midget. None-the-

less, I loved her as much as a fifth grader could really love a 

girlfriend. We lasted a week. She broke up with me because 

I didn’t hold her hand during recess and spent more time 

small talking with the teachers, instead of spending time with 

her. I remember running into my house with my face covered 

in tears. My mom quickly grabbed me and hugged me tight, 

while asking me what was wrong. 

 I cried even harder as I said, “She doesn’t love me 

anymore! She said that she wanted to break up with me!” 

 My mom let go of me and looked me directly in the eye, 

as I could now see tears forming in her eyes. She said, “Sam, 

you are the greatest guy I know! You just wait, because one 

day you will find a great girl and she will make you really 

happy, and you will make her very happy. This girl doesn’t 

know what she is missing, and she will regret it when she sees 

you with someone better than her.” 

 I laughed as my sister, Sarah, who is three years younger 

than me, walked in and asked me about my fifth grade 

breakup. She said that she overheard my girlfriend and me 

talking on the bus. I confirmed it and then my mom, my sister, 

and I made midget jokes for the rest of the night. This cheered 



 

 

me up, and surprisingly these jokes became useful in a 

completely different situation, which would happen years later 

in my life. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Can guys and girls be just friends? 

No. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 My first day of middle school was a terrifying one. It was 

raining hard and I had to stand outside for fifteen minutes 

waiting for the bus to come around the corner. I was pissed, 

because everyone I would meet today would see my hair 

ruined from the rain, and my shoes would make some 

obnoxious squeaking noises with every step that I would take 

in the halls. The only positive that I had, was that my best 

friend from down the street, Brent Marks, was a year older 

than me. Brent was a seventh grader, so he knew what he was 

doing with this whole middle school thing, which was good 

for my inexperienced, sixth grade self. Brent went to the same 

bus stop as me, which made it comforting to know that I 

already knew someone at this school. The only bad thing is 

that since he was older and had already been there for an 



 

 

entire school year, he had an entire set of friends, that he 

talked to while I would stand awkwardly behind him at the 

bus stop. I felt like the wife of a rich business man, 

accompanying him at a work party as he talked to all of his 

coworkers and never introduced you, because he’s a dick. 

Finally, the bus came around the corner, we were all soaking 

wet and I was relieved that the bus stop conversations that I 

was not a part of had to come to an end. 

 I climbed onto the rotten eggs covered in Pine-Sol 

smelling bus. The bus driver reeked of alcohol and marijuana, 

as she told every student good morning. I was one of the last 

stops on her route, and only the older kids could sit in the way 

back, so I had to sit in one of the only seats left in the front, 

right behind the bus driver, while Brent sat in the back with 

his friends. Sitting up front wouldn’t typically bug me, but the 

bus driver also drove an elementary school route, so I had to 

sit on top of a booster seat. 

 The building was huge, I had no friends because Brent 

ran off with all the other seventh grade friends of his, and I 

had a schedule full of classroom numbers with no map. I 

didn’t want to ask an eighth grader, because I’ve seen the 

movies where the high school freshman asks the senior for 

directions and they direct them right into the girl’s bathroom, 

and I was assuming that middle school was no different. My 

first class was science and it was in room 231, so I assumed 



 

 

the class was upstairs, because of it being two hundred. I went 

upstairs and the first number I saw was 227, so I kept walking 

down the hall and the numbers kept increasing: 228, 229, 230, 

and then a teacher’s only bathroom…shit. I was officially lost 

in this giant school and I would be late to my first class on the 

first day of my middle school career. 

 I turned around and started walking the opposite 

direction, which continued to stress me out, as I had thirty 

more seconds before the bell was going to ring and I had no 

clue where my classroom was. It also didn’t help that the 

teachers for each classroom would stand in the hall and yell, 

“Get to class, you have thirty seconds!” or “If you’re late, 

you’ll go to detention!” There were hundreds of different 

phrases that the teachers used and they all made me feel 

equally uncomfortable. So, I started walking extremely fast 

and felt like a dork holding all of my books and speed 

walking, making me pretty sure that I was going to most likely 

get beat up by an eighth grader by the end of the day. 

 The bell rang, but thankfully my eye caught the room 

number: 231. It was right next door to the teacher’s only 

bathroom, so if I would’ve just walked an extra three feet, I 

would have found it and wouldn’t have been late, but instead 

I wasted time by going in a circle. Thankfully, the teacher 

didn’t get mad at me since it was the first day and I was only 

in sixth grade. However, since I was late, there were only two 



 

 

seats left in the class. The two seats were next to each other in 

the front row. First the bus, now in class, long story short, I 

was not having a very good first day. 

 After about three minutes of class beginning, this student 

comes flying in and yells, “Sorry I’m late, I got lost!” The 

entire class couldn’t help but laugh, but the teacher, like all 

teachers with no sense of humor, didn’t even let out a little 

smile. Instead, she said, “We can do without all of the 

distractions, take a seat!” There was only one seat left and it 

was next to me, so the late student had no other choice but to 

take a seat in the front row of the classroom next to me. 

 After the student sat down, the teacher continued going 

over the rules and guidelines of the class, in other words, the 

same thing that every teacher is going to do today, because 

it’s the first day of school. As the teacher went on and on 

about her rules that are common sense, the student that came 

in late whispered to me, “This is garbage!” 

 I laughed and whispered, “Yeah it is.” 

 “I’m Adrian.” 

 “Sam,” I said, while holding out my hand for him to 

shake it. 

 Adrian laughed and shook my hand while saying, “You 

are so proper. Were you homeschooled?” 

 “No, I went to Watgate Elementary before this year.” 

 “Really? No offense, but you just come off as a 



 

 

homeschooled kid.” 

 “Why?” 

 “You just seem shy and bad with conversation.” 

 “Oh,” I replied very disappointedly. I couldn’t believe 

that I was coming off as an awkward homeschooled kid. 

 “Hey, it’s not a bad thing, just loosen up a little bit. I just 

don’t give a fuck what people think about me! We are forced 

to go here, the teachers who say that this is America and we 

don’t have to show up, are fucking liars, because I skipped for 

forty days in elementary school, and the choice thing ain’t 

work out too well in court for my mom.” 

 “Court? What happened?” 

 “Nothing, my mom didn’t know I was skipping, so the 

judge let it fly and told my mom that she need to pay closer 

attention to my attendance. That was actually what I took 

hard, skipping was my fault, not my mom’s, but all of the 

blame got pushed on her. I love my mom, her opinion is the 

only opinion that matters to me.” 

 “Yeah, it’s the same with my mom, the rest of my family 

drives me crazy.” 

 “Really? You look like you’d have the type of family that 

has dinner together at night and holds each other’s hands and 

pray for dinner.” 

 “Yeah, we kind of do,” I said laughing. 

 “Guys, you can continue your conversation after class! 



 

 

You are disrupting everyone around you!” stressed the 

teacher, because Adrian and I were talking too loud. 

 “Sorry, ma’am.” I said, while she shook her head at us 

and continued on. 

 “Bitch.” responded Adrian under his breath. 

 I smiled and was happy, because no matter what other 

problems would happen to me that day, I, at the very least, 

had made a friend. 

* * * 
 Finally, the day came to an end, and it wasn’t as bad as I 

thought it would be. I walked out of the building with my full 

book bag, because teachers feel like it’s necessary to give you 

homework on the first day, so that you realized that middle 

school is going to be more work than elementary school. As I 

walked out of the building to go to my bus, I realized that I 

had a pretty good first day; better than I expected it to be. 

Then, I realized that I had forgot to write down my bus 

number. With that being said, I had to run down the sidewalk 

looking for my alcoholic, stoner bus driver. There were so 

many buses with several scary looking drivers, so I could not 

find her. After getting through about half of the buses, I saw 

the principal with a clipboard. I told him my address and 

asked him if he knew what bus I rode. As I was asking him, 

all of the buses started pulling out of the parking lot. 

 All the principal could say to me was, “Sorry buddy, you 



 

 

better just call your mom to pick you up. Write your bus 

number down when it picks you up in the morning, so it 

doesn’t happen again.” 

 I said, “Okay,” and then walked back inside. Once inside, 

I walked to the boy’s restroom, locked myself into a stall, then 

started crying out of embarrassment and frustration. I was 

completely out of my element and comfort zone here. In 

elementary school, you had the one teacher and they cared 

for you and were with you all day. In middle school, you have 

seven teachers and they all seemed to not really care about 

you. The teachers in middle school were like robots, teaching 

the same material seven times a day, not really paying 

attention to the class. 

 I finally pulled out my cell phone and called my mom. 

She answered, and I said, with tears still rolling out of my eyes, 

“Hey mom, can you pick me up? I missed the bus.” 

 “How did you do that?” my mom said shocked. 

 “I don’t know; I didn’t know the bus number.” 

 “It’s okay, Sam. I’ll be there in just a few minutes. I love 

you.” 

 “I love you, too.” 

 We then hung up and I took a deep breath, as I needed 

to pull myself together, because I didn’t want people to see 

me like this. Once I did, I walked out of the bathroom stall 

and back outside. I only waited outside for around five 



 

 

minutes, then my mom arrived in our silver minivan. 

 I climbed in and closed the door and she immediately 

asked me, “So, how was your first day of school? Did you 

make any friends?” 

 I said, “It was okay. I did make one friend.” 

 “Oh cool, what’s his name?” 

 “Adrian.” 

 “That’s great!” 

 My mom then pulled out of the lot and we just talked 

about each other’s day all the way home. She gave me a hard 

time about missing the bus, she wasn’t mad, but instead found 

it funny. I love my mom, because she can make my bad days 

good. My mom always seems to understand me and knows 

how to make me feel better. My mom is always there for me 

and makes me feel like I am worth something. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 I was pissed and sad, so I actually started talking to God. 

I’m sure the cars next to me thought I was crazy, but I didn’t 

care as I said, “God, what am I supposed to do? I don’t 

understand! I keep going after these terrible girls! I don’t know 

what your plan is or what you want for me! I’m so tired of 

getting hurt! Please give me a sign or just something to help 

me figure my life out! I don’t get what you want for me!” 

Then on top of pissed and sad, I developed road rage, as 

there became a giant line of traffic that I was driving in. I got 

super annoyed, as I just wanted to get home and have a cup 

of coffee before work. As I continued down the line of traffic, 

I saw two cars pulled over to the side of the road with the 

hazards blinking and a cop car with his lights going as well. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I had finished my first two weeks of middle school and I 

was stressed, because elementary school did a terrible job of 

preparing me for all of the projects and homework. It was the 

weekend, so Brent and I rode our bikes down to the library 

two miles from our house. I have no idea why we did this, but 

we did it nearly every weekend. What we did at the library, 

was use the computers and update our Myspace pages, 

because that was the coolest thing in the world when I was in 

sixth grade. I still don’t know why we both did this, because 

we both had computers at home we could use, but for some 

reason we felt cool for using the library computers. 

This weekend, however, I met someone that my heart 

swelled up for. After being at the library for three hours, we 

rode our bikes home. While we were riding home, my 



 

 

attention caught these two girls riding bikes right towards us. 

The two girls looked around our age, so I started to get 

aroused by the girl riding her bike in front of the other girl. 

She had long blonde hair that flowed in the wind. She was 

beautiful, as she had bright blue eyes that I could see even 

from a great distance. She was extremely skinny…actually, 

looking back, she was almost anorexic skinny. However, to a 

horny, sixth grade, middle school kid, she looked like a 

Victoria’s Secret model. 

As she was riding in slow motion towards us, I felt the 

drool rolling down my mouth as I was dumbfounded by how 

sexy this girl was. The timing of this girl was perfect, as R. 

Kelly’s Bump in Grind just started on my MP3 player and was 

flowing right into my ears as she got closer to us. My eyes 

were locked on her, when all of a sudden, BOOM! I drove 

my bike right into Brent, as he threw on his breaks. “FUCK!” 

Brent yelled, as we both tumbled right into the grass next to 

the sidewalk. I whipped my headphones out as I yelled at 

Brent, “Why the hell did you just throw on your breaks?” 

 The sexy girl finally approached us while laughing. She 

stopped to talk to us and asked, “Brent, are you guys okay?” 

 “Yeah, we’re fine. I was stopping to say ‘hi’ and I guess 

Sam, didn’t realize before it was too late,” Brent replied 

laughing. 

 I laughed out of embarrassment, as we both got up and 



 

 

brushed the grass and dirt off of our jeans. The sexy girl then 

looked me directly in the eyes, smiled and said, “Well, it’s 

nice to meet you, Sam.” 

 “So, what are you guys doing?” Brent asked the beautiful 

blonde. 

 “We’re going to Veronica’s house to watch some 

movies.” 

 “Cool.” I said…trying to get a word in. 

 “Well, it’s good to see you guys! Hopefully, I’ll see you 

around.” She said smiling at me, as her and Veronica 

continued on their way. I watched them ride away and I 

became sad that I couldn’t have met that beautiful blonde on 

better terms. Instead, she will know me as the guy that drove 

my bike right into a guy she clearly knew. 

 “Who was that?” I asked Brent after they were at a far 

enough distance from us. 

 “That was Marisa Wright.” Brent replied. 

 “Oh, how do you know her?” 

 “She lives a few streets over from us and she also goes to 

school with us. Actually, she is in your grade. She and I 

actually dated over the summer, but we broke up. It ended 

well though, so we’re still friends.” 

 “Oh,” I replied shaking my head like I didn’t care about 

her. I then quickly changed the subject by saying, “Sorry, I 

ran into you.” 



 

 

 “It’s okay, but watch where you are going dumbass,” he 

replied laughing. We then both got back onto our bikes and 

started riding back home. As we rode, I became bummed that 

my best friend dated that amazing girl that I had just met. I 

thought to myself if it would be weird if I’d date her, with her 

being my best friend’s ex and all. 

* * * 
 The following Monday at school, I walked into my Social 

Studies class, when all of a sudden I heard a girl’s voice say, 

“Sam?” So, I turned around and there she was, Marisa, the 

beautiful blonde with perfect blue eyes. 

 “Hey!” I said with a big cheesy smile, as I didn’t realize 

that she was even in this class with me, even after we had been 

in the same room for about a month of school now. 

 She then got out of her desk and moved herself and all 

of her stuff to the desk behind me. “I can’t believe you and I 

had never met before! Brent and I were in a relationship for 

about a month over the summer and he always talked about 

you being his best friend, but we never got a chance to meet! 

Sorry, I realized I never introduced myself, I’m Marisa.” 

 “Well, I’m glad that we officially have met! I can’t believe 

that we didn’t realize that we were in class together.” 

 “I’m not surprised, I just want to get in and get out! I don’t 

really pay attention to everyone in here,” she said with a 

laugh. 



 

 

As she laughed, I thought she was so beautiful and thought 

that even her laugh was amazing, as it caused me to start 

laughing with her. 

 “Yeah, that’s true.” I said smiling at her. 

 “Well, we’ll have to hangout sometime.” 

 “Yeah, that sounds great!” I said, as I quickly ripped the 

corner off of one of my notebook papers and quickly wrote 

onto it and then handed it to her. “Here you go, this is my cell 

phone number, so we can text.” 

 “Okay, I’ll definitely send you a message,” she said with 

a smile, as the bell rang and our conversation had to come to 

an end, as the teacher started class. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 It was five days before my birthday. It was that special 

time of the year, when my grandma took me out to dinner 

and a movie to celebrate my birthday early. We went and saw 

Hope Springs, the movie about the two old people trying to 

restore their sex lives. It was awkward to watch with my 

grandma, but nonetheless, we enjoyed it. After the movie, we 

went to dinner at the Hungry Panda, which is a Chinese 

restaurant that my grandma and I went to every year for my 

birthday. We would always order a different meal and then 

we would combine the two meals, so we could both have an 

extra variety of food. We both loved it, she’d always get tea 

and I would get a Sprite to go along with our meals. Every 

year we would do this exact tradition and I cherished it. My 

mom is my favorite person to talk to, so I would have 



 

 

considered my grandma my second favorite, as I could talk 

to her for hours as well, and it explained where my mom got 

her amazing social skills from. 

 While my grandma and I waited on our food, she asked 

me, “So, are there any girls at school that you find cute?” 

 I laughed, because even if I did, I don’t know if this is 

really a conversation that I want to be having with my 

grandma. I answered, “No, actually. I really haven’t been 

looking.” 

 “Well, you can always talk to me, Sam. I love you.” 

 “I love you too, grandma.” 

 “You know Sam, I love that I don’t ever have to fight for 

your attention, as you aren’t obsessed with your cell phone 

like most kids your age. You are my favorite person to talk 

to…and Gerald is a close second!” My grandma laughed and 

I smiled back at her with a fake smile. It was fake, because 

Gerald, my grandma’s boyfriend, was a total prick, but for 

some reason he made my grandma happy, so I was 

supportive. I was glad that she was finally happy, because this 

was the first time I had seen her this happy in my entire life. 

 My grandpa, my grandma’s ex, and I were very close. I 

loved that guy, but their marriage didn’t work out, and it 

ended in a very messy divorce. However, after many years 

after the divorce, she finally met Gerald. Gerald was a very 

classy guy, and you could tell that he spent the same amount 



 

 

of time a girl probably does before leaving the house for a 

date. He was a very dorky guy, but he was highly intelligent. 

He was clean cut and my grandma loved him. I always felt 

like Gerald thought he was better than everyone, and thought 

he was the only person who could be right in any 

circumstance. Even though I hated Gerald, and wanted to 

punch him in the face (for having a natural douchiness to 

him), he treated my grandma like a princess and provided for 

her. My grandma and Gerald unfortunately became quickly 

inseparable. After a few months of dating, my grandma quit 

her job and moved in with him. Gerald owned his own 

business…I don’t know what it did and I never attempted to 

figure it out, frankly because I don’t give a shit about Gerald. 

But with that being said, he made a very good sum of money 

and made it so my grandma didn’t have to work. 

 Thankfully, Gerald didn’t tag along for my birthday and 

allowed us to keep the tradition of it being just my grandma 

and I. For my birthday, my grandma got me a heartfelt card 

about how happy she was that I was her grandson, fifty 

dollars, and a box of Andes Mints. She always got me a box 

of Andes Mints, as she knew I liked them. They became a 

traditional thing that she would always get me with any gift 

that I would receive from her, whether it be for holidays or 

my birthday. 

 My grandma loved traditions. Every December, for 



 

 

example, she and I had matching calendars that would count 

the days left until Christmas. The calendar was made up of 

pockets that would represent each day and you would move 

a small, stuffed mouse every day as you got closer to 

Christmas. What her and I would do every morning, is race 

to beat the other person moving the mouse, then we would 

leave a message on each other’s voicemail. Whoever moved 

the mouse first, was the day’s official winner. We started doing 

it when I was in preschool and it had continued all the way 

into my teens. I know it sounds dorky and corny, but it was 

that special thing that we did every year, and I will cherish it 

forever. I know it meant the world to my grandma as well. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 It was three days after my birthday and I had been texting 

Marisa constantly and we had become really good friends. 

We would hang out with Brent and a couple of her other 

friends, but we always seemed to talk to each other more than 

anyone else in our group. Brent got suspicious of my feelings 

for Marisa. He would constantly ask me questions about my 

feelings for her, and I always denied it. Even though Brent 

was my best friend since second grade, and I had known him 

since he had moved in down the street from me, I never fully 

trusted him to keep a secret. 

 I felt like Marisa was giving me all of the signs, as she 

would text me at all hours of the day and would quickly 

respond. We would get yelled at nearly every day for talking 

during class, she would laugh at all of my jokes, and she would 



 

 

make every effort possible to hang out with me. The problem 

is that I am a pussy and I had never asked a girl out, hell the 

only girlfriend I had up to that point was the midget from fifth 

grade and she asked me out. 

 Since it was three days after my birthday, my mom let me 

have some friends over to watch some movies and order 

pizza, since I didn’t have a birthday party. I invited Marisa, 

Brent, and a couple other friends. 

 We were in the middle of the movie, when my mom left 

the house to pick up my brother from basketball practice. 

Soon after she left, I stepped out of my room to use the 

restroom. After walking a few steps down the hall, I realized 

that Marisa had followed me out of the room. 

 “Hey Sam,” Marisa said. 

 I stopped walking and turned around to face her. 

 “Yeah?” I asked. 

 “Well, first I’d like to say, thank you for inviting me to 

come over for your birthday.” 

 “No, thank you! I really wanted you to come.” 

 “Yeah, well, I have something else to ask you,” she said 

kind of nervously. 

 I got a little nervous, because she did, then I asked, 

“Okay, what’s up?” 

 She took a deep breath and said, “Well, Sam, we’ve been 

hanging out and talking to each other a lot and I really like 



 

 

you and I was wondering if you’d like to…well, be my 

boyfriend?” 

DING, DONG, DING, DONG! Rang the wedding bells 

in my head, as I was on cloud nine doing summersaults. I was 

super excited and bouncing off the walls and screaming, 

“HELL YEAH! THIS IS THE BEST DAY OF MY ENTIRE 

LIFE!” in my head, when I quickly realized that what I was 

actually doing was staring at her with a blank face. She was 

staring at me waiting for an answer that I still had not given 

her. I couldn’t speak, because I was so shocked that Marisa 

Wright, the hottest (and skinniest) girl in sixth grade, had 

actually asked me out. 

 I took a deep breath and said, “I’m going to pee and then 

I’ll let you know when I get out.” 

 “Okay?” she said confused, as I quickly flew into the 

bathroom, leaving her in the hall to wait for my indecisive ass 

to give her an answer. 

 “HOLY SHIT, HOLY SHIT, HOLY SHIT,” I whisper 

yelled to myself in the bathroom, making sure that Marisa 

couldn’t hear me through the door. My mind was racing, I 

didn’t know what to do, and I was way too excited! So, I did 

what any normal sixth grade boy would do in that situation…I 

climbed into the shower and called my mom. I climbed into 

the shower, because I knew it make it near impossible for her 

to hear me through the door, when I talked to my mom on 



 

 

my cell phone. 

 So, I flipped open my flip phone and held down the one, 

because my mom was my number one on speed dial and then 

I held my cell phone to my ear. 

 The phone rang a few times, as I jumped up-and-down 

in the shower trying to control my nerves, when my mom 

finally answered her phone. 

 “Hey Sam, how’s the party going?” asked my mom. 

 “Oh my God, mom!” I said a little too excited. 

 “What Sam?” 

 “Marisa Wright just asked me out!” 

 “That’s great, Sam! I know how much you’ve talked 

about her, I’m happy! Where is she now?” 

 “She’s waiting for me to get out of the bathroom for an 

answer.” 

 “SAM! Get your ass out of the bathroom and tell her yes!” 

 I laughed and then said, “Okay mom, I love you!” 

 “I love you, too.” 

 I hung up the phone, took a piss, flushed the toilet, 

washed my hands and then opened the door to Marisa 

standing right in the doorway. 

 “So?” Marisa asked with a smile. 

 I smiled, shook my head and then said, “Yeah.” 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 This was now the third time that I had walked into the 

men’s restroom at my senior prom in just the first hour of it. I 

was wearing my black suit, white shirt with a baby blue tie, so 

that I can match the group of people that I went with. 

Everyone told me that I had to go to my senior prom or I 

would regret it for the rest of my life, but the way that tonight 

has gone, I would rather be at work getting paid, instead of 

paying thirty dollars and an additional hundred for this suit to 

have a night mainly spent slipping in and out of a public 

bathroom stall texting my mom, across the hall from where 

nearly everyone in my senior class is enjoying their senior 

prom, grinding on their dates and wondering where they were 

going to have sex with them, so that their parents do not find 

out.  



 

 

Thankfully the third time that I had walked into the 

restroom, no one was in there with me, so I took this 

opportunity to call my mom, instead of texting her, like I had 

all night. 2014 had been nothing but a giant wake-up call and 

reminder that I was too late and I had most likely fucked up 

my life due to being too afraid of an outcome. Prom is a night 

for high school students to reflect on their educational lives 

and the people that they have met and spent the first half of 

their lives with prior to graduating, so I did just that on prom 

night. I reflected on all the shitty emotions that I had been 

through: a girl who had played me, a girl that I currently had 

feelings for, the deaths of people I loved, and the girl of my 

dreams with another man who prevented me from telling her 

how I truly felt about her. 

 Here I was, a senior in high school, someone whose 

public education was going to end in a month. Here I was, an 

18-year-old who had let the first eighteen years go by without 

really attempting to advance his future. Here I was, a writer 

with dreams of being a screenwriter and working out in Los 

Angeles with absolutely no starting place. Here I was, an 

academic honors student, which meant absolutely nothing to 

anyone outside of Indiana as students are judged differently 

in every state. Here I was, the class clown that used to piss the 

teacher off for being disruptive in class, and making everyone 

laugh as a result, breaking down into tears in a shitty smelling, 



 

 

public, men’s restroom, dressed like a business man with an 

obnoxiously bright, baby blue tie. 

 I could hear the obnoxious bass from the music at the 

prom, it was starting to make me nauseous as the D.J. thought 

slow music was lame. All night was a rap song followed by 

another rap song. I finally wiped the tears off of my cheeks 

and pulled my iPhone 5c out of my pocket. I clicked on my 

favorites and clicked on my number one, who was still my 

mom. 

 The phone rang a couple of times and then my mom 

finally picked up. 

 “Hey Sam, has it gotten any better?” asked my mom with 

some concern in her voice. 

 “No, I’m so bored and being here and watching her with 

him, is just so hard.” I said, with fresh new tears starting to 

build in my eyes. 
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