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by Sydney 

Journal Entry, March 1

Wow.

It's been so long since I opened you.

You're almost dusty--

but not quite.
It's not been a good February. It's been a bad one really. But we're starting over. It's March. Spring is coming. 

I've been feeling lonely. I don't talk to many people anymore. The boys don't swoon anymore, the girls don't follow anymore. And they drive me crazy.

Oh most girls just drive me crazy.

But then there are days when even if it's cold, it's sunny. And I find someone. And we lean back and laugh to the sun. And it feels okay.

And sometimes it rains but if I can find someone else willing to run through the downpour for a cup of hot chocolate, it's all okay. 

And sometimes I sit around and think about how much sadness and hurt I have and I spend so much time feeling alone. But sometimes I remember that I have so much more light, and happiness and love. 

I'm hoping it was a February thing. I hope I meet someone on 82nd and Amsterdam. And I hope a friend becomes a best. And God, I really hope it gets warmer.

I'm loud and in-your-face, but I'm also deep and thoughtful.

And that's a hard combination to make sense of. 

I care how many friends I have. 

I know it doesn't matter. 

And so I'll just hope someone gets it.

I hope I find someone on Amsterdam.

And the flowers bloom.
Light and Dark


Today in physics we began to learn about light. Reflection, refraction but most fascinating— that colors are not always how we perceive them. 


I was struck by the fact that black is not really devoid of color, but full of all the colors, leaving none behind. Isn’t that incredible? In truth, black is the richest color of all. We associate black with darkness, gloom. But is that true? How can an abundance of color make you feel dismal? Wouldn’t the absorption of color be illuminating? Are we missing the beauty in black? 


It’s like so many other misinformed perceptions we have. Do we choose to be myopic, sit in the dark, or allow ourselves to be enlightened?

So Much on My Plate

I think it’s not my job. It would be a nice thing for me to do, if I got the chance. If only I weren’t so busy. Then I’d help. I’d help them; the homeless, cold and starving.

But I have work.

And school.

And so many episodes of so many reality shows and it’s all just so time consuming. 

Reality shows?! 

Reality is out my window. It’s on my block and on the way to school and in the entire country and the entire world.

But that’s too daunting a task. I can’t feed all the hungry. I can’t house all the homeless. I can’t blanket all the cold. I can’t hug all the unloved. When the job is just too big where do you start?

And then I don’t start at all. Because I know I won’t finish. And I know it won’t be enough. 

It’s too much! It can’t be me! I can’t do it. And I’m sure they can find somewhere warm… or something to eat…

Who am I kidding? They’re perpetually cold. Infinitely starving. But it all feels so big! God couldn’t have possibly meant that all to be my job.

God couldn’t have possibly meant for any of this to happen. 

But here we are. And it happens. And it seems that it always will. And all that’s too much to swallow, to deal with, to fathom, so we ignore instead. 

BFF (Best Friends Forever)

It's a strange thing,

Best friendship.

You can like someone else better, see someone else more. But they're not the best. 

You can tell when you see them together. Shared clothes, meaningless screaming matches, knowing glances. You can just tell they've loved each other forever. 

It's a different kind of thing from romance or the way you feel about your kids. 

You're not legally bound or morally obligated-- and the bond's usually even stronger for it. 

Best friendship.

That's a big thing to be missing and a bigger thing to be finding.

No one will ever tell you when you've become best friends, but it's not hard to tell when it ends. Maybe they don't like your clothes anymore. Maybe your jokes stopped being funny. 

I wonder if everyone will have a best friend. I hope so. A kindred spirit. Platonic sure, but passionate love nonetheless. A person who gets them. 

Best friends.

I've had so many-- each feels closer than the last. Each is unforgettable. Even after the backstabbing and unforgivable words, we can always share a knowing glance in the halls before turning on our heel to look the other way. Sometimes the friendship just dissolves and sometimes the end is definitive, clear and concise. Both hurt.  

No one has to validate “best friendship” or label it. It's just there. We're all just looking for the one best friend who will last the rest of our lives.
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