Memories

This is for whenever it is that I want to look back and just see what I have forgotten.  I’ve already forgotten sooooooo much, but every so often something will come back to me.  Whenever it does I might try to add it to this list/story.  I won’t put everything because that would take years to write (it took 19 years for it all to happen so far).  


The thing that prompted me to start this whole thing was remembering the first retreat.  I’m gonna write all of this as a sort of journal to myself, cuz I don’t really know exactly how many people it is that I’m going to actually share this with, so I want it to be accurate for my own uses.  

1st Retreat:

Dude, this one was such my favorite one, well, this one and the 2nd one.  

Mom forced me to go to this lame retreat during some fall weekend.  I don’t really like the church that much….it has a bunch of hippies and post-hippies and former hippies and tree-huggers in it.  Everyone is so artsy and stuff.  So I got all done packing and got dropped off at the bus place.  I was the last one that they were waiting for.  I got there along with Kelly and Rachael and they got seats together, but I had to take the last seat.  It was next to some chunky kid.  Turns out his name is Eddie.  I’m so nervous.  I already feel cast out and dorky like usual.  It’s just like high school is turning out for me.  I look back and see two really cool looking guys sitting next to each other.  One has a basketball and they both seem really athletic.  It would be cool to be friends with them.  One of them busts out a rap really quick….yeah, I like him (you know…not gay like).  They are really funny and everyone around them seems to like them, too.  I try to talk to Eddie so hopefully he will like me, but I got the impression that he’s a new kid like me and he seems so dorky, so even though I’m also a dork, I feel that I’m above him because I know that inside I’m not a dork….I just don’t know how to be funny.  I make a joke and I mess it up every time.  Nobody ever laughs at my funny stuff, only at me cuz I’m stupid.  Everyone on our bus (there’s 2) seems really cool.  I’ll never be accepted.  Oh well, 3 days of hell.  Anyway, Eddie did laugh, but his laugh was SO annoying, so I decided to not be funny again.  


We got there at night and I hurried to the bunk place to make sure that I wouldn’t end up in a dorky bunk room.  I knew that I couldn’t ever live up to the REALLY cool people (like those two friends with long hair and leather).  They are way too cool and their room fills up really quick, but I see those 2 basketball people going to a room so I rush to be there.  I manage to get a top bunk, which was the most important thing.  I was at the far side of the room, but at least I was there.  We all introduce ourselves as we unpack.  The 2 basketball people are Ron and Justin.  They had top bunks, too.  The only person that I remember that was not on a top bunk was some kid that had Tommy cologne.  He let all of us use it all weekend.  I ended up putting up tons of money for it in a few months.  I had no idea that cologne was so cool and that girls liked it.  Cool.  Oh yeah, that teen drummer from church was here, too.  He must be in college, because he seems to be in charge of a lot of stuff.  He seems really cool, too, with a lot of Nike stuff (making him really cool).  His name is Jake.  I called the Tommy cologne kid ‘Bush’ for the weekend as well as the next year straight because I didn’t know his name and he wore a B*U*S*H (Gavin…) T-shirt all weekend.  I got along with him fine.  


For anyone that doesn’t know what I was like at this time, here are the specs:  I’m a freshman in high school, I’m really small for my age, I’m pretty athletic though, I like to sag if I can, I love rap, most of my friends are puerto rican, black or ‘urban whites’. I’m EXTREMELY shy and quiet.  I’m so shy that when somebody tries to talk to me and I try to talk back I stutter and can’t make good full sentences (like everyone else seems to be able to do).  More or less I’m a white, urban, small, quiet kid that likes his rap even though he is so introverted and weird (on the inside).  


Ron brought his radio (so did that long-haired really cool kid and his long haired friend).  They turn out to be Jessie and Brent.  I found out over a year later that they were related.  Justin had a cd player, too.  Everyone is blasting Bone.  I’m overjoyed because I love Bone, but my mom would kill me if I ever bought any bad music.  At this point in my life I don’t know how to work a cd player and I don’t own any music…I just love to listen to it.  


Well, it’s the next day.  It turns out that we are all on teams and that I’m on red.  Guess who else is on red?  Ron and Justin.  Sweet.  They noticed me sitting either by myself or with my sister the whole day, so later on they ask me if I want to sit in the back by them.  “Really?  Ok!”  We all played a ton of basketball that night.  I did really good.  I led the whole place in rebounds.  I even out-rebounded that tall, cool, long-haired kid (Brent).  I even scored points!!  I never did that playing with my friends at home…I always played bad with them.  We played CAPTURE THE FLAG!!!  It was the best ever.  Everyone had black clothes and flashlights.  It seemed that the only good people on my team is Justin, Ron and me.  I was actually good.  The other team was supposedly stacked with good people.  The best guy over there was some REALLY good guy named Mike.  I went over, broke everyone out of ‘jail’ and got chased all the way back by Mike.  He came snooping around our side later and I caught him.  Everyone heard that Mike got caught somehow!  I said that I did it by outrunning him and nobody believed I could have done it.  I felt so proud.    


You couldn’t say the word “time” or else you would lose a paperclip they gave you.  I lost it right away, but I got the mother load of them (14) from some girl named Nicole Roberts.  I talked to her and held a conversation like I was interested, but I just tricked her into saying time (I was smooth).  I got done and was so happy that I retold the story exactly as it happened…including every word she said (which included ‘time’).  I lost all of my paperclips after about 6 minutes.  Shoot.  I thought about it though…even though she wasn’t as pretty as one or two of the hotties I saw up here, I talked to her like she was one of my friends at home, or family.  It came out easy.  Cool.  


By now I was hanging out with Justin and Ron the whole time.  They were both really cool and I could talk rap with them and stuff like that.  Where they went Jason was sure to follow.  Here’s the really weird thing:  We started praying for one another (not me), and Ron started speaking in tongues like my mom could and saying prayers that sounded really good.  The weird thing was that he was also really cool at the same time.  He got prayed for and passed out or something.  I wanted all of that, too.  I got prayed for and didn’t pass out like Ron, but I pretended I did.  I cried a lot, though.  By the last day I felt really accepted by more than one person, which is a lot. 


Oh yeah, we had some obstacle races or something.  I had the fastest time in the wheel barrow races because I am so awesome at that.  I got second place in the balloon toss (the other kid dropped it).  That chunky kid Eddie kept getting teamed up with some other chunky kid for his events.  I never met the other kid, but I found out almost 3 years later that his name was Andy Gole.  


I think that I skipped the 2nd night:  Up until now I only hung out with Ron, Justin and my sister.  Then I started to talk to some girl that was slightly cute, but was the only person that I could even hope for, so I kept talking to her.  She was more interested in me, I think.  I was so nervous.  We met up with that Really strange but really hot girl from church (Sara Mendalikis) and her friend Megan and some cool guy Ben. The 5 of us walked around and talked and actually left the designated campgrounds and walked past the cars over by the road (I was scared we’d get in trouble).  I couldn’t convince them that we’d better hurry back or we’d be yelled at.   It was so cool because all of a sudden they all realized that I was a tagalong behind them and they all talked to me, especially Sara.  She asked me all kinds of questions.  I was sooo nervous and happy, because she didn’t know I was a dork yet because I hadn’t made any mistakes yet.  I was making full sentences and saying things just like I wanted to because I planned them out in my head and rehearsed them 10 times before I said them.  To fill the space I said “huh” and “I didn’t hear you” a lot.  We got back and I played one-on-one basketball with that really tall long haired kid and he barely beat me and he hurt his knee on my knee, which made me feel really good, because he was too cool for me and I hurt him (which I guess is wrong, but who cares). 


Anyways, the weekend was so much fun and I was really surprised at how accepting everyone was.  I was welcomed with open arms and even made some friends.  Plus there were a lot of hot girls.  I liked it a lot.  I got home and my mom said, ok, now you HAVE to go to homegroup and lifeline on Wednesdays.  I said ‘no way’, but she made me go.  The rest continues….

2nd Retreat:
This one was soooo awesome, too.  I’m an old guy, so they made me a leader this year.  I wasn’t just a leader… I was the leader of the blue team, my favorite color.  I had a stacked team, I think.  Here’s the news on the past year.  I’ve been going to lifeline and homegroup regularly, but it’s still nerve-racking.  I don’t hang out with anyone outside yet, but I sit with Justin all the time.  Also, it turns out that Mike is pretty cool, too.  I never talk to Mike unless Justin is there though.  Oh yeah, Ron had some friend named Matt that I forgot to mention at the 1st retreat.  That is kind of weird, considering he was my best friend and I hung out with him more than Justin and Ron.  I found out the summer before college started that he was the brother of the girl that I had the crush on for the longest time…Becky Tate.  She was so freaking hot.  What ever happened to either of them??  I heard Becky got pregnant young or something, but it could have been a rumor.  I think that Becky had a friend that was blond like Becky, but not quite as hot (I sat with them at the 1st Christmas banquet I went to).  I ended up seeing that girl someplace like 2 years later and we couldn’t figure out how we knew each other for the longest time.  It finally was mentioned I was in lifeline back in the day and I was golden from there.

