The Questions
Within

TERESA SCHAEFFER



The Questions Within

TERESA SCHAEFFER
Series Editor: Peter Lancett

Published by Ransom Publishing Ltd.
51 Southgate Street, Winchester, Hampshire SO23 9EH, UK
www.ransom.co.uk

ISBN 978 184167 700 2

First published in 2008
Copyright © 2008 Ransom Publishing Ltd.
Cover by Flame Design, Cape Town, South Africa

A CIP catalogue record of this book is available from the British Library.
The right of Teresa Schaeffer to be identified as the author of this Work
has been asserted by her in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the
Copyright, Design and Patents Act 1988.



CHAPTER]]

Today started off like any other day. I
awoke to my alarm clock obnoxiously blaring
in my ear at precisely 6:25 am. Sometimes
that alarm can start me off in a bad mood
because I really don’t want to get up, but

today I am consumed by a sense of complete
bliss.

Anyhow, where was I? Oh yes, my day.
Well, I took my shower, put on some make-
up and slipped into my freshly pressed
khaki shorts and polo shirt. I just had my
hair done the other day and it is fabulous. It
1s pretty short, just above my chin, perfectly
styled. I'd like to think I look nice, but other
people may think differently.
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This morning is the first day of my last
year in high school. I am excited, yet I feel
strangely nervous too. Still, I am determined
to walk through those black metal doors
with a smile on my face. In my mind, today
1s a new beginning, the first day of the rest
of my life. I can at last hold my head up
high — I think. I hope.

The last ten years of my life have been a
little rough. It has been a long road, but  am
so glad that I am past those times and that
I actually made it. I now have an imaginary
umbrella every day of my life to shield me
from the rain that occasionally pours.

Isn’tit funny that when you were a young
child everything was such fun and so easy?
When I was about five years old I loved to
play outside with my friends. My neighbour
had a fake kind of amusement park at her
house every weekend. My friend Lily and
I would go over there and have so much
fun, riding down the steps on a blanket or
sitting in the middle of a huge parachute,
being thrown up into the air. Those are a
few good memories that I have.
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Lily was my age and we were such good
friends. We sat on the bus next to each other on
our first day of infants and the few years that
followed. We were practically inseparable,
even though we were very different from one
another.

She was the type of girl to play with
Barbie dolls and play dress-up in her mom’s
clothing. Me on the other hand, I hated
Barbie dolls and only played with them
when she forced me to. I always fancied Lego
or GI Joe and only played dress-up with my
dad’s ties or hats. She would always look
at me curiously, wondering why I hated
dresses, wore high-top sneakers and loved
to get dirty. But she loved me anyway...
until third grade came along...

Wow, it’'s ten past seven already. I've
been going on and on, almost forgetting
that I have to be in class in an hour. I
have to put my shoes on, and then I will be
ready to go. Man, I love these shoes; classic
Adidas. They are simple, black and white,
and extremely clean. I have a tendency to
wash them every day. I can not handle even
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a speck of dirt on them. Obsessive? A little,
but I have always been this way. I love nice
clothes. No one should wear dirty shoes
with fresh and clean gear. That just isn’t
right at all!

Speaking of which, that brings me
back to my third grade year, the second
day of school to be exact. I remember
that day like it was yesterday. In the
first three years of school I hadn’t made
many friends. Lily was pretty much still
the only friend I had. For some reason no
one talked to me; they just gave me dirty
looks, like I had some contagious disease
or something.

Well, that day was a day that changed
my whole outlook on myself and my life. It
1s when I started to think that I was really
weird and disgusting.

Lily was acting strange with me that
day, barely talking to me or looking at
me. I tried to act like nothing was going
on but when break came, I got a slap in
the face.
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The entire class was going outside to play,
practically running. I walked over to Lily.

‘Hey! You okay? I asked.
She gave me a really odd look.
‘Uh yeah, why?’

Right there and then I knew something
was wrong, because she wasn’t even looking
at me. She was just looking around the
classroom at the other kids leaving, and
the two snobby girls at the door who were
waiting for her.

‘I dunno, you've been acting weird to me
all week,’ I said.

‘Well... I just think we can’t be friends
anymore.’

‘What? What are you talkin’ about?’
You are kinda odd; always dressing

like a boy and well... you just are weird.
Sorry.’
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She said it without even blinking or
betraying any emotion at all.

I stood there not saying anything and
she walked away towards her new friends
at the doorway. I felt the tears coming fast,
my eyes full, but I pushed them back; after
all I didn’t want to appear to be a baby. I
looked down at my long shorts and took
off the baseball cap that I was wearing. 1
never thought that it was weird that I loved
boys clothing or never cared about boys like
the other girls did. But Lily had told me
straight.

I'lost my best friend in that moment and
I was suddenly alone, with no one to talk to
at all, and I knew it. I remember walking
outside to the basketball hoops at break by
myself, just standing there by myself.

A couple of boys were playing basketball
and their ball bounced towards me. This kid
named Chris walked over to grab the ball
that had stopped by my feet.

‘Aren’t ya going to give it to me?’
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I didn’t say anything, just picked up
the ball and handed it to him. He took it
from me, standing there briefly and sort of
staring.

‘Thanks, ugly.’

Then he just ran back to the three other
boys he was playing ball with. They all
turned and looked at me, laughing.

I stood there and watched them for a
minute or so, then walked back towards
the school doors. I wanted to go home and
stay there; I didn’t want to be at school or
around anyone. I just wanted to crawl into
a little ball and hide. I didn’t have anyone
to talk to anymore, not even Lily.

That then, was the day when my life
changed alright and the years that followed
were like a roller coaster ride.

Today, so many memories are brought
to the surface. But not in a bad way though,
because my memories just serve to show me
how far I have come.





