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This thing is about doing so well all your life and having trouble all at once. 
You feel like there's something wrong with you. I still have to do the work, 
but I don't have the confidence to do it. And also I see these other people; 
they're my friends and they're doing just fine where I'm sliding down. I've 
had friends who have some standard classes, who still see me as this 
great student. "Well, Chris you're going to go to Harvard. I'm going to 
community college," and they are giving me this all the time. We had a little 
award ceremony, and they say, "Oh, you're going to win ten awards," a 
vicious little circle of humor that's designed to cut. They're putting more 
pressure on me. I never thought it [grades] made me a better person. 

This year was definitely the worst year of my scholastic life. That's the way 
I feel. I did good work and ended up with okay grades, but it took a lot out 
of me. It shows even when people thrust a yearbook into my hands and say, 
"Write something." You try to sum up everything that they have meant to 
you in one paragraph. I wrote to two girls that have been a great help, just 
keeping my spirits up while I was having all these problems. And I ended 
up writing something for one that sounded a lot like what I had written to 
the other person. I wasn't satisfied; it was pretty lackluster. I dread 
yearbook signing cause it's a little too much to ask right now, and everyone 
else is going to read it. For the few things I have learned, like to avoid the 
passive and colloquial, it really doesn't match up to all the damage that had 
been done in terms of my self-confidence. 

Transient 

by Andy Key-Sobiech 

I am light as a milkweed pod, 
my throat is lined with silk parachutes. 
I go where the wind takes me, 
clinging to anything tangible. 
These images will someday weight me down, 
giving me reason, giving me place. 
Stillness will become an occupation. 
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