Beginnings:
I was not quite sure what to expect. As we wound our way up the driveway towards my first day of high school, I swallowed hard. I pictured bitter nuns with short tempers, angry priests with foreboding glares.  I found it hard not to imagine dark classrooms with bare walls except for the solitary crucifix that hung on every front wall boring holes through intensely intimidated pupils. Catholic schools do not have students. They have pupils.


“Hello, this is Dean Jones, I am checking to see if James is around.”

Slowly I reply, “Yes, this is he.” 

“Well James, it has come to my attention through conversations with several of 

your classmates that you were drinking in the parking lot this afternoon before our 

football game with Gonzaga High School.”


My heart froze over upon hearing this as I explained to him the validity of his findings. From there on out it seemed as if I was on autopilot, giving to him blanket excuses for my actions, explaining how I was sorry, and this and that.  My ears pricked up, and I was finally brought down to reality when I heard him say, “Well, I don’t think that it would be prudent if you came to school on Monday.”  My frozen heart, all ready with many cracks at that point, was shattered into a thousand pieces. I uttered several words of apology, agreed with the punishment in an attempt to evoke some sympathy, and slowly placed the phone onto its receiver.

The rain outside fell to the ground in heavy buckets as cars and trucks attempted to climb the steep mountainside next to the Alba Apartments. The dark stormy sky crashed any joyful emotions caused by the beautiful mountainside landscape.  He turned around from watching the speeding vehicles and plunged his key deep into the lock on the front door, which opened into a small, dimly lit apartment lobby, and pulled open the heavy glass door.  His father followed with the rest of his luggage for the summer.  As the two trekked up the steps to the unknown of the first floor, the lights on the staircase flickered in an unusual pattern.  The teenager and his father blinked at each other.
I wish I had entered college with the same mentality I entered third grade. Looking back over my youth I have reached two definite conclusions concerning my character. First off, I was the epitome of a nerd; complete with thick glasses, terrible wardrobe, and a totally unhip mentality. Second off, I have never been as confident in myself as I was in those days. Strangely enough these two traits were inexplicably intertwined. 

Endings:

A few more wrinkles had eased their way across their faces, and they both looked like they had just used up just about every bit of energy they had previously radiated.  My mom hobbled up to me, holding my dad’s arm.  Having just had surgery, she was very weak.  She put her arm around me and gave me a very soft hug.  It was different from usual, however.  She always liked to hug me, and I let her just because I had to, but this time it was different.  I felt a certain warmth care and tenderness cover my body like a warm, wool blanket shielding me from the cold.  It seemed like one of the hugs I used to get in elementary school.  They always warmed my inside like a hot drink and fire on a cold day.  No matter how upset I was, no matter what had happened, they always made me feel like everything would be all right.

Although an unexpected, and definitely unwanted situation, my mom’s condition has made our family stronger ten fold.  It has made us a closer, more caring, more considerate family.  With all the caring words and support from family and friends at home, and here at school, I am no longer worried or scared.  I am confidant it will all work out for the best.


One night I woke up with the need to relive myself around 1:00 in the morning.  My muscles were throbbing from over use and moving hurt.  As I navigated the rocks up to the top of the promontory I rubbed my eyes as if to try and make the sleep go away.  The rocks bit into my bare feet as the cool wind breezed past my bare skin.  When I reached the top and began to do my business looked straight ahead to the Tobacco Roots as the full moon was setting behind them.  The moon cast an eerie light on the seemingly dead landscape.  The pale light danced over the fields and from my vantage no houses or buildings appeared visible.  I felt completely set apart from the universe.  I thought back to my friends who I missed at home and the past year in school and mused at how distant it all seemed.  Then I looked up and was swallowed by the enormity of the night sky and its innumerable stars which are invisible from any city.  I felt tiny, insignificant.  The universe was so large and I was so small.  As I returned to my tent, my feet hurt as the rocks bit into my tender flesh.  I began to get goose bumps as I heard the trees around me rustle and felt a gust of wind slide by my bare skin.  Just as I reached my tent I heard a coyote howling in the distance.  Captain whimpered at my feet.  I stepped inside my tent and snuggled into my sleeping bag.  My universe instantly shrank in size, confined by the walls of my tent and occupied by Captain and myself.  

I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep.

I thought that maybe all of these generalizations were maybe too harsh.  It would be hard to fathom that among an entire group of Catholic high school educated, well brought up men that there would be not a competent one among them.  I decided to go have lunch with one of the “Johnny Football” buddies to get to the bottom of everything.  We walked into one of the generic, cookie-cutter new restaurants in Shreveport and sat down at a spick and span booth.  There was constant chattering and the dinging of bells to take out orders in the air.  The week old building still smelled of new paint, and it was obvious that the staff was fresh out of training trying their hardest not to screw up.  We talked about old times and college (he had actually gone), and we laughed about all the dumb things that the other guys used to do in high school.  It felt good to feel that laughter again and to remember how things were.  He assured me that the guys would get their stuff together in the near future.  I tend to think otherwise, because when people can’t get out of a certain environment, nothing ever changes.  Perhaps only time will tell.  

I was lost into those mornings and egg sandwiches and afternoon walks. I felt the weight of a hand on my back and it pushed into me until it forced a reaction. I wasn’t crying. My mother looked at me as if she wanted me to but I couldn’t make myself. I struggled for some tears but I was completely numb. Numb of everything but her hand on my back and I didn’t want it there. I didn’t want her there. I felt alone in the beginning and would’ve rather been left alone then, alone in the quiet and his Sunday morning news. It was easier than crying. 

