
Standing behind the curtain, I was a nervous wreck. The heat of the stage lights radiating down toward me and the silent expectations of the crowd felt like an elephant sitting on top of my chest. My hands were shaking, even though I had rehearsed to the point where I could sleepwalk my stage directions; the pressure of hundreds of eyes always seemed to make me spiral. As the curtain rose and my leg started to show, the shaking stopped. I went on and delivered my lines as best as I could and performed my role to a tee. I knew I would; I always know, but the looming eyes hidden behind the perpetual fabric of the curtain always seem to make me panic, but when the time comes, the show must go on. Even though the performance was last night, I could still feel my chest rebounding from the pressure as I sat down in homeroom. The bell rang, and Mr. Diego started his roll call. “Micheal,” he called with a monotone so detached from reality that most usually questioned if he was even a real person or a computer in a trench coat.
“Present.” Michael replied, still asleep.
“Aralia,” Mr. Diego drawled.
“Present,” Aralia retorted, with her signature sass that I find insufferable. I zoned out until he got to the P’s, considering I don’t really care if anyone in my homeroom is here or not. All of my friends are in different homerooms, so every morning feels really slow.
“Amelia,” Mr. Diego prompted the class. At this point in the alphabet I was so brain-dead from his voice I was nearly marked absent.
“Here! Sorry, Mr. Diego.” I quickly spoke. 
“Don’t be sorry, be better.” Mr. Diego retorted curtly. I sank back into my chair. I have a lot of ideas and opinions, but I also don’t like starting issues with others, so I mostly just keep them to myself. The bell rang, so I picked up my bag and went off to first period. 
“Amelia! Wait up!” Zoe called out from Ms. Bretton’s classroom.
“Morning, Zoe,” I replied.
“Have you studied for the grammar quiz today?” Zoe inquired as she entered my stride.
“What grammar quiz?” I replied, the rapid onset panic audible in my voice.
“Uhh. The one that we’ve been talking about in class since Monday?” Zoe said, as non-offensively as she could.
“Fuck,” I muttered. Just as I was in full-on panic mode, it only got worse when I ran into something, or should I say someone.
“I’m so, so sorry; I didn’t mean to hit you!” I panic apologized
“Oh, it’s okay, don’t worry about it.” Stella said, with a pitiful yet somehow reassuring smile. “Here, let me help you pick up your things.” She started to reach down when her best friend, Haileigh, grabbed her arm and said to her—
“Don’t help her; she ran into you. She’s definitely not worth your time to help.”
“Yeah, you’re probably right,” Stella sheepishly admitted.
Stella had been here for just over 2 weeks and already was best friends with the popular clique, but being smart, athletic, and ridiculously hot helped her chances. She has some sort of innate confidence about her that I envy. They walked off, and I collected my papers and took off for class, as Mr. Polock had just lectured us about how being on time is incredibly important and junk like that. I slid in just before the bell rang, and Mr. Polock gave me the "I was really looking forward to scolding someone" look. I set my stuff down and grabbed my binder, but when I saw Mr. Polock handing out the quiz papers, all the panic came flooding back to me. I took one look at the quiz paper, and I hadn’t the slightest idea of what the prepositional phrase was. But, there was no time like the present to start on a quiz, so I decided my best course of action was going to be spray and pray.
I was halfway done with the quiz when Mr. Polock announced that there were only 5 minutes left on the quiz before we moved onto the book discussion. I started to write faster, and as a result my answers got sloppier, and I just barely finished when I heard Mr. Polock project his voice—
“Time’s up! Pencils down, everyone.”
He came around collecting the quiz, and when he reached my desk, he picked it up, took one look, and told me, “I really expected better from you, Amelia. Are you sure that honors English is the right fit?”
My cheeks turned bright red, and I fumbled over my words. “I, uhh. I forgot about the quiz. I’m sorry.”
“One forgotten quiz is a fluke; four is a habit. Please see me at the end of the day.”
Mr. Polock's words echoed in my mind the rest of class. Four forgotten quizzes. I’m really not having a good start to my junior year. The bell rang, and I went off to second period, gym class. Now I'm many things, but athletic is not one of them. I get to class and change into my gym uniform, which I think is really not a great look on me. Pastel yellows and light greens are my colors, not maroon and white. And the shorts, they’re awful. Hanging down to my knees; super uncomfortable and not flattering at all. I got changed anyway and went to the bleachers. Coach Duckworth was a pretty intimidating guy. 6’ 6”, built like a linebacker, he is the kind of guy who could seriously mess you up if he wanted to. He marched out from his office and hollered to everyone—
“Y’all better quiet down before I get over there!”
Of course he’s in a bad mood; when’s he not? He stood in front of everybody with the big gym remote that looks like a router and a car phone had a baby, and when you see that, you know that you’re not playing with the parachute. Coach Duckworth started hollering off the instructions—
“Alright y’all! Today is bodyweight day! Everybody is going to get assigned a group, and in those groups you partake in your assigned activities. Group one is at the pull-up bar, group two is at the cardio loop, group three is at the rope, and group four is at the push-up/sit-up mats. Is that clear?”
“Uh, have you assigned groups yet?” Zachariah asked sheepishly.
“Does it look like anyone knows yet, Zach?” Coach retorted.
“No?” 
“There, you’ve answered your own question.” Coach curtly replies.
I'm sitting in the top right corner, but the way Coach makes groups is random, so one day the top left corner could be at station one, but the next they could be at station three.
“Alright! In the bottom left corner, you will be at the pull-up bar; in the top right corner, you will be on the cardio loop; in the bottom right corner, you will be on the rope; and in the top left corner, you will be at the mats. Go!”
I stand up and start to make my way over to the cardio loop and mutter to myself, “What a perfect day to forget my sports bra… hmph.”
Just as I get to the starting line, I see Stella run in and head over to Coach Duckworth.
“Hey, Coach. Sorry I'm late. Schedule change.” Stella nervously tucks her shirt in while explaining to Coach, hoping to be let off easy.
“You’re all set; just give me a sec to work out which station to put you on.” Coach tells Stella as he scans the gym. “Head over to the cardio loop for today's class; hustle now.” Coach tells her, and she makes her way over.
“Oh hey, you’re the girl who bumped into me this morning, right?” Stella asks me. My face got all red, and I said—
“Yeah, that was me. Again, I’m sorry.”
“No worries.” Stella chirps. “By the way, I never caught your name.”
“Amelia.” I reply, hoping that she doesn’t just remember me as the girl who ran into her.
“Nice to formally meet you, Amelia; my name is Stella.” She said with a touch of melody to her voice that reminded me of the springtime.
“Parker! Hopkins! Quit yacking off and start hustling!” Coach Duckworth hollers at us.
“Sorry, Coach.” We both yell back, and then we start running.
She’s a lot faster than I am when I'm running normally, and since I forgot my sports bra today, I’m trying to take it a little easy. I’m on lap 2/6 when Stella finishes, and when Coach finds out that I’m only on lap two, he barks at me—
“Pick up the pace! Hustle, hustle, hustle!”
I start moving faster, closer to my normal speed. It’s really awkward running without a sports bra, but I'm managing. Well, I was until I came around the corner heading up next to the bleachers, and I saw Stella staring at me. I tripped up over my own feet but managed to stay upright. When I looked back in the direction of the bleachers, Stella was looking down at her phone, but I swear she was looking at me. As I kept moving around the track, I couldn’t get what happened out of my head. I just kept thinking to myself, “Is she a lesbian?” Gym class came to an end, and the day kept moving, but I was stuck on what happened in gym class. Zoe and I both have lunch today, so when I see her then, I need her advice on this! Classes come and go, and I am just dragging my feet to the lunch bell, and when it finally rings, I rush to the cafe to unload this day. I saw Zoe at our table, and I plopped down, ready to unload this whirlwind morning.
“Hey, Amelia. How has your day been so far?” Zoe inquired, and I was ready to spill.
“I’ve had the most whirlwind day ever!” I exclaimed with enough passion that a few heads turned. I sank back into my chair and explained the rest quietly. “So first, I bomb the English quiz, and Mr. Polock tells me to see him at the end of the school day.”
“Yikes.” Zoe replies.
“And then, in gym class, I get assigned cardio for bodyweight day.”
“Oof. That sucks, Amelia,” Zoe tries her best to console.
“But get this! While I’m walking over to the start line, Stella joins the class and gets put on cardio too!”
“Okay, okay. Where’s this going?” Zoe skeptically asks,
“Where this is going is Stella comes up to me and remembers me from when I ran into her this morning in the hallway. She makes a formal introduction, and she seems oddly genuine for someone who hangs out with people like Haileigh.”
“Okay, so she was being nice?”
“No. Well, not just that. When I started running, I had the usual problem of not having a sports bra while running laps, and Stella finished before me, so while I was still going, she sat down. But here’s the part where I need your help, okay?”
“Okay.”
“When I came up alongside the bleachers, I swear I saw Stella staring at me!”
“Amelia, really? You think that she's a lesbian, let alone attracted to someone whose main focus is drama?”
“I know what I saw,” I insisted.
“I don’t doubt that Stella was looking in your direction; what I doubt is that she was looking at you.”
Zoe's words hurt a little, but I knew she was probably right. I’m definitely not on the same level as Stella. I like to think she was looking at me, but in reality, she’s definitely out of my league.


