
AnnaPolis Summers 
PROLOGUE 
Great bolts of silver electricity discharge from the black summer sky, as the thunder shakes the very ground where I race in ter- ror. Why I run in this storm is not clear? Even though it is a hot night, the rain feels cold. Am I in shock? A jagged streak of light strikes so closely that I fall to the ground. 
Now, I am paralyzed by anxiety. Soaked with the penetrating pins of sharp, beating rain, I cower onto my beloved beach. As the lightning again streaks across the sky with an accompanying ferocious boom, I turn to see my beautiful, ancestral beach home change into a blaze of fire. This bungalow is not just my home, the significance of this cottage is paramount in my mind and heart. It represents my struggle, as a young woman to live with the pain forced upon me by oth- ers. My bravery, in my fight for self-under- standing, is expressed in this beach house. Not just the stinging rain hits my face, but tears of horrendous pain fill my eyes. How could this happen? 
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As I watch my home on the beach burn quickly, since the rain has now subsided and the structure is old, I think of how my par- ents, Herbert and Abigail Polis, stood by me in my worst days. They were always there with hugs and kisses; they surrounded me with love and understanding. After the battle of my life, they gave me this little house as a place to heal from the war that I had en- dured. Many wars consumed my energy, as I fought throughout the long years of matura- tion; this is true for everyone. The realiza- tion that no one gets a “free ride” comes ear- lier for some than others. Still, I have man- aged to keep my humor. 
Middle school was the worst. Those were gut wrenching times! What happened to kindness and manners back then? Even my best friends struggled against me. 
“No, please God, not my home!” I yell into the night air. 
“Anna, wake up Honey. It is only a night- mare. I am here beside you. All is well.” 
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Looking into eyes, the color of the bluest sky, a smile kisses my lips. When I met him over eighteen years ago, I thought this hand- some stranger was the most beautiful man that I had ever met. He is more good-look- ing now that I understand the essence of him. His golden hair tumbles into those large, azure eyes. His beard is scratchy from not shaving yesterday. He is gorgeous! The love of my life shelters me in strong arms of devotion. He, too, has stood by me in the three major fights of my past thirty-five years. 
“Go back to sleep. All is well.” 
Yes, it is at last but not always. I snuggle again under the gauzy, white sheet which ca- resses us. My eyes take in the security of my room. The walls are lilac and bright white trim with filmy, satiny white sheers covering the many windows. During the day, this room is alive with color and light. I love this old house. I did much of the work here my- self. These walls, I painted the pretty lilac and white colors. 
Now, that I understand the horror was only a !3 
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nightmare; I breathe deeply the salty air which streams into the room from the open windows. Outside, the surf from the ocean pounds at my beloved beach. A silver moon smiles innocently at me through the thin sheers. No storms rage outside, not tonight, but they remain in my mind. Apparently, the nightmare has dredged up old memories which refuse to die. Just as a live bomb must be detonated, I must inactivate those mon- sters in my head. They are as pieces of shrapnel which inflict deliberate pain. 
My mind travels reluctantly back to the summer of pain and the awakening that my perfect life wasn’t perfect. I don’t want to go to the dark places again, but my thoughts refuse to obey. The nightmare has conjured old emotions that remain raw even now. 
----- -
The summer of my thirteenth year, while I 
was in middle school, started my first battle with angry, hateful people. Does anyone ever forget the pain of bullying? I haven’t. It seems like only yesterday that I, Anna Po- lis, learned the severity of hateful words and hurtful labels. I tried to ignore what they said, but couldn’t. I only pretended not to 
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care. One time should have been enough but not for me. There were two other episodes of meanness lurking, as I matured into the woman of today. 
My childhood was idyllic at least in the be- ginning. Dad surrounded us with every luxu- ry. Ellie, our maid, was like another mother to me. She is still. Due to three loving peo- ple to guide me, I can laugh now about what I endured. My sense of humor and wit spurs me on each day. You must find happiness to survive the days of darkness. It became easy for me to compartmentalize my mind. It is called survival! 
Savannah, my hometown, remains tucked into a recess of my heart which makes me smile. My heart and mind contain many compartments. I refer to these as “happy places.” Savannah, this home, even Annapo- lis, all of these sites now bring me joy. 
This coastal town continues to hold a piece of my heart even though I have moved away to another love by the coast. When I am away from my hometown, I miss the noble woman of a city. I know that Savannah is a 
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woman because she has the name of a southern belle. She bursts with the fragrance of the sea, flowers, and freshness. As a young girl, I once stood on my balcony and breathed so deeply that my lungs hurt from over-expansion, but I didn’t mind. The deli- cious fragrances, which overtook my senses, caused dizziness. I clutched the wrought iron rail to my balcony and thanked God that 
I was born in the South.
 
The light in Savannah is unlike any other place. Have you ever been to my home- town? You must visit her. You will refuse ever to leave. 
Savannah is a unique town. Her architecture flows with romance. Old, southern homes of soft, lazy colors cause weariness to depart the eyes of the beholder. Immediately, everyone desires to walk her wards and look at the old Gothic Revival homes. Gorgeous gardens beckon with deep emotion, so much that many trespassers perform acts which are totally unlike their usual behavior. Then, they are smitten with apologies. 
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“I don’t know what possessed me to climb that six foot wrought iron fence. Honestly, I 
am not a pervert or a peeping Tom.”
 
My hometown bestows forgiveness and ac- ceptance. Smiles await the interloper who only wanted to smell the wisteria and sit on the charming bench among the honeysuckle and butterflies of that walled fence. No charges will the trespasser face because even after generations of such behavior, we un- derstand. Our town is a mystic place, a Gar- den of Enchantment. 
My school, inside of this city of kooky peo- ple, was private. It was one of the most pres- tigious in the area. Although it sported wealthy brats, it was one of the best acad- emies in the land! There was no bullying at my beloved institution. I can now say this because if there was ever a candidate to be abused, it was I. Yet, I always felt, as if I was loved and accepted by classmates who should have been judgmental and unkind. How blessed was I? You see, this city was Savannah. 
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The Polis name received great respect in our chosen town of Savannah. My childhood home was large. Mom filled it with antiques of museum quality. I didn’t get all of the fuss, which she made. Personally, I liked some of my friend’s small homes; they felt livable. Abbey loved grandness, probably because she experienced poverty as a youngster. 
Herbert adored his Swan 45, Honey; Dad loved that sailboat more than me when I was a kid. I truly believe this. The personalities which shaped my younger years were ex- treme. I know this gave me the ability to en- dure great hurt and confusion later. 
The life of a wealthy kid, in a coastal town, revolved around boating. Most weekends, we spent on Honey. Those were great times! Summers, we spent in Annapolis. I loved both places. They were Sister Cities, but Sa- vannah held my heart even now. Annapolis was my father’s love. Abigail didn’t care. She loved peace. 
Boating remained vital to my coastal life even today. My husband and I enjoy sailing. 
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Dad gave his beloved Honey to us years ago. Sailing became too much work for my par- ents. The word “sailor” is more than enjoy- ing a sport; it is a way of life. If you are one, you understand. 
Sailing is not complete without a certain book. I refer to Chapman. There are two very different schools of sailors. Some just enjoy the sport while others are fanatics. My dad, Herbert Polis, was a fanatic. He de- scended from a long line of sailing maniacs. In his book, there was only one way to enjoy what should have been relaxing and fun; be 
a perfectionist. I’m not kidding.
 
He lived by Chapman while "enjoying" sail- ing. Have you ever looked at an edition of Chapman Piloting: Seamanship and Small Boat Handling? The long name should tell you something. It is a long book. I have not only looked at it, but I have also held it and read it cover to cover at least three times in my life. I’m not referring to a fast read. Oh, no, this book is a hard copy with six hundred and fifty-six pages of demanding informa- tion on everything a sailor should know. I’m 
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talking from tying knots to what to do in a serious emergency. It saved my best friend’s life on one occasion. The book has been printed several times now offering sixty- 
seven editions. It is blue, big, and mean.
 
My punishment, as a child for misbehaving, was “Go read Chapman, right now Anna, or go tie a Bowline knot fifteen times as quick- ly as is humanly possible.” 
Good old Chapman helped me nail that, Up through the rabbit hole, round the big tree; down through the rabbit hole and off goes he. 
This little rhyme was my favorite mne- monic.
 
Then I was told which pages to consult in THE book if my assignment was to read. A test always followed. When good ole Dad determined that either I had not read the book, or that I had not retained “vital infor- mation,” I was sent again to digest and think about the importance of what I had read. 
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Yes, I have read it so many times that I am an expert on sailing and everything nautical. 
Dad and I spent a long, hot summer, as he taught me each of the knots required to be an accomplished boatsman. I can now tie most any knot with grace and speed espe- cially the ancient and essential Bowline which is easy to tie and untie. That same summer, Dad spent long hours demonstrat- ing how to lasso a piling. This skill required practice to master the act. Something with which Chapman couldn’t assist me. I know this may sound ridiculous, but when you come barreling into a boat slip with the wind behind you and the current moving in the same direction, it can become difficult for a fast moving vessel, without a lot of control to do so gracefully. In fact, one may take out the boat unlucky enough to be a neighbor, or the piling which is there to protect both ves- sels. I, Anna Polis, practiced the skill to per- fection. Although Dad and I did take out our share of expensive boats; it came with the territory. 
----- -
Tonight, sleepiness pulls at my mind, but 
I’m on a “roll” so to speak. No pun intended !11 
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with the sailing stuff. Many joyful summer memories grab at me. 
----- - 
Memories of Dad working on my boating skills so that we wouldn’t embarrass our- selves. There are some places like Annapolis that you would want to leave because you would be ashamed if you came in sideways. 
One particular day stands out in my mind. I always laugh. It had been a long day. Way too much sun and heat had caused exhaus- tion, plus we smelled pretty bad. I felt like asking if I could fly back home. Ellie thought that we weren’t aware that she in- vited her family from Guatemala each sum- mer after we left. We knew. Her entire fami- ly enjoyed our home and pool. Probably, they tried to clean everything, but we knew. The lovely home, which we loved, was a wreck many times when we returned early. Dad almost had a heart attack on several oc- casions. He yelled at our poor maid. We were “wealthy but frugal” he declared. Only the wealthy get this. Herbert spent hundreds of thousands of dollars on yachts but would squabble over the dinner bill. 
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"We need to respect the things that I worked hard to obtain," he had screamed at scared Ellie, as she cowered behind the stack of used pink plastic cups from her family now stacked on the kitchen counter. 
I remember thinking that staying with Ellie and the Guatemalans, as they enjoyed the pool, seemed better than stuck on a hot boat when we entered one of the most prestigious marinas on the Intracoastal. Dad was grumpy already on that day long ago, as we shamed ourselves. I noticed that all of the boat owners, in the vicinity of our assigned slip, held boat hooks in their hands, as we entered the prestigious marina. That is not a good sign. Looks of anger attested to the fact that they were ready to assault us if the “cowgirl” (Dad’s term for me to lasso a pil- ing to save our boat) failed. Not only did I fail, but we also hit the piling, and the beau- tiful Camper Nicholson moored beside us. The distraught owner, Mr. Ruffin, ran to- ward us in tears. I heard a lot of expletives, but I will never forget witnessing a grown man standing there in front of God and all the people who bowed in shame at the “dis- graced family” who “destroyed” the marina. 
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For days, no one spoke to us. The dock mas- ter would snicker each time he saw us. It was pretty awful. Finally, I couldn’t take the abuse anymore, 
“Look, we are qualified yachters. I have per- sonally read Chapman twenty-three times. My dad is a fanatic. The wind worked against us. Man, it was awful. My father in- stantly paid all damages, and provided his insurance card to Mr. Ruffin who by the way finally stopped crying after three days. Please forgive us. It was an accident.” 
I looked most contrite, as I lowered my head. People turned and walked away. I think that they realized that no one had ever read the illustriously mentioned book twen- ty-three times, so I was now labeled a “terri- ble boatsman” and “liar.” At least, I stopped the snickering. We couldn’t wait to get away from the anger which assaulted us. Ah, boat- ing in Annapolis, what can I say? 
Today, I have a copy of Chapman in my of- fice, bedroom, study, and my sailing boat. There’s just something about it. Once you understand the importance of what the book is all about; it is undeniably brilliant. I al- 
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ways pick that book up with such love and respect. Dad requests burial with a copy clinched in his blue, withered hands. All of this demonstrates how happy we once had been as a family. As I look back, those were the days of innocence before the Vander- clifts and the days of abuse for me began. 
Time aboard Honey wasn’t all glamor. Once, we suffered a gas leak on one of our boats; it took two days for Dad and Mom to have it checked out. In the meantime, I suffered from trouble breathing and severe headaches. Extreme nausea prevented me from eating a bite for several days. The leak had occurred in the forward berth where I resided. All of this because Dad didn't want to interrupt our plans to meet friends in St. Michaels. That was Herbert's second fa- vorite city on earth. When they finally be- lieved me, about the leak, I declared that I was almost dead. You see why boating isn’t necessarily easy? 
Each summer season, we closed the house as we exited for our Sailing Adventures. We stored all of our memories in a large, navy, 
!15 
AnnaPolis Summers 
leather-bound book with gold letters boldly declaring these words: 
SAILING ADVENTURES. ----- - 
This evening, I lovingly hold that journal in my hands. The pages have yellowed and the color faded, but it remains precious to me. Randomly, I open the old book. The page which presents itself is of me standing on Honey. I grimace. Was I that homely? Lov- ingly, I outline the girl with my finger. Her long, stringy hair hangs over eyes shielded by thick, unattractive glasses. At least, the ugly hair covered my face which displayed large, red zits. My bulbous nose appeared deformed due to the fat size which covered half of my face. 
People describe me today as beautiful. Long, dark hair with glowing dark eyes greet me each day from my mirror. Beautiful? Me? Golden skin, the color of molasses, is pleas- ing. The pleasure of living by my beloved ocean produces the change from the pasty, white skin which once covered my frame. Walking, each day by the sea, keeps me thin 
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and agile. As I breathe the salty air and watch God’s handiwork, I remain young and focused. Even my fat nose seems attractive since it now blends perfectly with the size of my face. 
Work does not frighten me; I love to paint the walls inside my bungalow, as well as work in my gardens by the pounding surf. Each day, I witness the miracles of sun rise and set. Perfect formations of bulky, brown pelicans, never falter as they dip toward me. They show their white bellies in pride, as they fly overhead. Seagulls laugh wickedly, as the sun bounces from their brilliant white against the dark blue sky. The colors change daily in the waters of deepest blue or green; it varies constantly. All of this dynamic scenery keeps me well. Without the sea, I would die. 
----- - 
As a young girl, I hated arriving in a swanky marina with the beautiful, young people strutting around because I knew that I wasn’t gorgeous, and they wouldn’t show interest in me. No matter what Dad said. Those beautiful young people formed arro- 
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gant cliches. I hated them. I wasn't exactly the "babe" in the string bikini which attract- ed the hunk on the next boat. In fact, when we pulled into a marina, and the neighboring boat kids drifted over to check out the most beautiful boat just arriving, I wasn’t the beauty they expected. I would have attempt- ed to wow them with my high IQ, but they did not allow me the time. As I stumbled out of the cabin, I usually hit my head, and fell over my feet since my eyes hurt from the sun. Immediately, I returned below to re- place my thick, bottle lenses with my sort- of-attractive designer sunglasses which was a step up for me. Still, as I emerged squint- ing into the sun, with a broad smile, hoping that someone like me was in the crowd, I was amazed as the entire group walked away still talking to each other, as if I was nothing. I was nothing. That’s the way that I felt until school began, and I assumed my position as President of the Student Body and Editor of the school newspaper which was named Brainstorm. When it came to brains, I excelled. Any other activity, I fell far behind everyone else in my school ex- cept my best friend, Matie. 
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My best friend, in this institution of higher learning, was even more of a candidate for bullying than I. Madison Connelly, Matie, was like me in many ways but the exact op- posite of me in others. When I first met her, I thought that she was younger. It occurred to me that she must be in the wrong class. That was back in first grade. I looked into eyes of green and teeth which were yel- lowed and bucked. Yep, she may have been uglier than me. Between the two of us, we definitely stole the award for “Least Desir- able in the Looks Department” of our entire school. Maybe this was the reason that we became best friends? I felt sorry for this tiny, slip of a girl with chocolate brown hair the color of, you know, and eyes to match. There was no shine at all from her hair or eyes. Only a dullness met my gaze. She was the most disgusting piece of God’s creation. I’m sure that she thought the same of me. Our faults only knitted our union with com- passion and love. In no time at all, she fol- lowed me around the darkened halls. You may think of me as mean, I was back then. A spoiled brat, who baited those whom I loved, but changed after I experienced being the butt of vicious jokes. 
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Fondly, I recall the first time that Matie came to my home for a sleepover. I had told my parents that I was friends with “the most beautiful girl at school.” Baiting my parents at that time made me feel somehow superior to them. Mom began immediately to make plans for my debutante days and deemed that Matie would be my Maid-of-Honor when I married. Big dreams abounded in the 
Polis home.
 
I ushered my friend into the “Polis Mansion.” Those were not my words. That was what the kids at school called my home. Proudly, I led her into the kitchen. Ellie al- most dropped the cookie jar when she turned. For several days, I had told my fami- ly about this friend of beauty and style. What waited was one ugly kid dressed in a wool skirt, although it was still warm on that fall day which shined down upon us. On her head, she wore a shameful hat of red wool with long matted braids. Matie was always cold. What a sight! Ellie screamed. 
“Ellie, this is my best friend, Matie. Isn’t she lovely?” 
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When Matie smiled, those big ole teeth that were as yellow as corn pulled your eyes. El- lie gave me a mean look because she knew that Mom would be disappointed, and no one was allowed to disappoint my mother, not in "her" mansion. 
Finally, the magic moment rang in, as Mom bounced into the room with her elegant “house” dress and pearls, while a large, straw Kaminski covered her perfect, al- 
abaster face.

“Well, hello, you must be Matie. Aren’t you 
a sight for sore eyes?” 
Mom nailed that one! Matie extended her bony hand, and my mother kissed it gently. Disappointment overcame me. I really thought that I finally would defeat Mom that she would lose her soft Southern demeanor but no. Mom treated my friend just like she was the most lovely girl in the world. I even had to look again to see if Madison had changed somehow. Nope, she sat there still ugly to the core. At that moment, some bond grew between Madison Connelly and Abi- 
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gail Hawthorne Polis. This bond was so strong that all of the teenage years of trials and temptations could not sever it. Some- times, I considered that Mom might have loved her as much as she loved me. 
At dinner that night, Herbert James Polis glanced at my friend with a shocked look but continued to talk about himself and his day. Each evening meal began with Dad’s outline of his day. Every important event, he related in painstaking detail. Finally, Mom shared her fascinating events of new flower blooms on her award-winning roses or the latest Garden Club banter. 
We all loved her Daughters of the American Revolution meeting days the most. The last Wednesday of each month, Mom faithfully attended those precious luncheons. Abby was loyal in her attendance. She had been since before I was born. Without a doubt, someday I will gather, at the dining room in- side of a beautiful hotel for over two hours, as a member of the most prominent group of women in the United States of America. 
This organization of outstanding women first met in 1890 and today headquarters in 
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Washington, DC. Just knowing that my membership is sealed provides such a com- fort because it is not easy to join this illus- trious group. At that time, the last Wednes- day of the month, gave me an inside to the goings-on in this unique ensemble. Dad and I looked forward as Mom began. It was al- ways the same.
 
“This country is going to Hell in a hand bas- ket. The kids today don’t even know who Jefferson was. My Patriot would roll over in his grave if he saw the disrespect in today’s world! Well, thanks to the fine women of the DAR, they can’t say that we did not share 
the word. The schools should be ashamed!”
 
Shortly after that, Mom lowered her voice, as if she was sharing her deepest secret. Many of the women at the meetings were older. Now, I respect my elders. Abigail Po- lis made sure of that but the stories were hi- larious. Dad and I pledged never to laugh out loud because Mom would have become furious. 
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“Mrs. Thompson fell off her chair today. That poor dear, she was just in such a hurry to nab the last Macadamia cookie on the platter and reached too far. Today was also the occasion for Mrs. Beck to recite her fam- ily history. We all do love to hear the story about the Beck clan. She has told the same story now over fourteen times, but we never tire of it.” 
Mom then looked into the space surrounding her and sighed heavily. Most likely, she re- membered Mrs. Beck's story for the four- teenth time. 
Dad kicked me gently under the table. I learned not to look at him. Once, I did look into the large glasses covering his darkened brown eyes and laughed out loud. I’ll never forget the look of betrayal from Abigail. Dad and I could not stop laughing. We knew that we were in grave danger of upsetting Mom, but it was impossible to stop. I got out of the dilemma by coughing violently. Mom forgot about the disrespectful laughter in her efforts to perform the Heimlich Maneuver and save my life. 
!24 
AnnaPolis Summers 
Matie came over each last Wednesday of the month just to hear the misadventures of her Mom who was not just a member but Regent 
of that group.
 
“Today, Mrs. Connelly told the cutest story about her little girl; what a precious child she is.” 
Mom seemed to forget that Matie was “Mrs. Connelly’s little girl.” 
It was all amusing and entertaining. That was until it became my turn to share my events of the day. 
“Nothing happened today of any impor- tance.” 
I honestly mumbled, as I looked down at my lap. How could I possibly share my bland day after Mom’s hilarious sharing of the DAR meeting? It was not in my nature to discuss my feelings. They were MINE, right? I was born shy. 
They tried to force me to partake, but I al- ways refused. Matie would finally speak up. 
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I was an introvert; she was the opposite. My best friend talked so much that Dad finally left the table in exasperation. That was good because then the women shared the details of our day. I loved my family and my best friend. Shoot, I loved life! 
My life may sound perfect but is anyone’s really? Summers of a "rich kid" were not that great, believe me. If you weren't in- volved in activities, each moment of the day, you were not performing up to par. That was the one good thing about sailing. I sat alone, in a corner of the boat with a good book, or daydreamed once we were underway. No one demanded anything from me, unlike friends whose parents pushed them to ex- haustion all summer season with tennis lessons, computer classes, and Creative Arts. By the time school began, they were thank- ful for a break while I craved a challenge. Boredom had rewards. 
Now that I am an author, of mediocre repu- tation, I can point to those times as the be- ginning of my creative abilities. While Dad and Mom wowed their friends, with the most skilled sailing ability among their 
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group, and possession of the nicest boat, they left me alone to doodle on my sketches or write. I'm still publishing some of the stuff that I wrote as a teenager. The old work is kind of cool. 
This senseless whiling away summer hours might sound great to you, if you held a job at a fast food place all summer season in high school. Maybe you had to make money to contribute to the family budget just to stay afloat? I know my whining sounds superfi- cial and shallow. I understand. Don’t get me wrong, plenty of people suffered worse than me. Still, don't become too upset with the wealthier kids, we bore our piece of Hell. It wasn't easy being “nothing.” 
Weeks after school began, when I was ex- pected to be the nerd which I seemed des- tined to become, performing at A-level cre- ated a dilemma for me. How does one go from being and doing nothing important to the expectation of Valedictorian? Not easy, I can tell you. Herbert had big plans for his only child of exceptional intellect who bore the name of such an outstanding city as An- napolis. 
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Never could I have withstood the embar- rassment inflicted upon me later if not for my family and friends. I called my group of friends, “My Circle of Friends.” Let me ex- plain: 
MY CIRCLE OF FRIENDS

“Anna, you need a Circle of Friends. I could never have made it through middle school without mine. In fact, I still have the same group except for Mary Higgins who has passed away, and Joan Barkley who di- vorced her husband. Then, she began trying to steal all of ours. We have labeled that dis- graceful wench as an ‘outcast.’ Still, every- one needs a Circle of Friends. Men and women need those rocks in their lives on whom they can depend.”
 
Words of wisdom shared with me by my Mom when I was eight years old. Immedi- ately, I excused myself to my room where I sat down with a pen and pad to draft my cir- 
cle.
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I have already shared my love of Matie, but I also had four others. When one was not available, in the time of need, I went down the list until I found someone with whom I could cry or laugh. Sometimes, when things were really out of control, we called each other and silently waited. When we felt bet- ter, we hung up. It was almost as if we were capable of reading each other’s mind. This group of girls remained steady friends, even when we left for college. Maybe the girls chose different paths, but we remained close. Even today, at the ripe old age of thir- ty-five, I have the same Circle except for one person. I try to forget her most of the 
time.
 
Martha Bissel was one of my group. Martha was always at home. Once, I thought that she was shy, but I discovered that she was intellectually superior to everyone else in the world. Her intellect meant that Ms. Bissel became easily bored with most people, not shy. This girl may have fallen a little short in the looks department, which was not a big deal because Martha was only interested in being the best friend on the entire planet to 
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me. Imagine how fortunate I was to have a person who truly put me before anyone else. Martha was my “Go to person.” 
When everyone else attended school sports or dances, my friend stayed in her room and read. It appeared that she waited by the phone. Always ready to give me sound ad- vice, or help me see the truth. It was she that blew the cover on one of the most painful parts of my life. I refused to believe that one of my Circle could betray me. All of the oth- ers told me that I was paranoid but silently, Martha watched. When she confronted me with the truth, I hated her. For months we were alienated until I witnessed the lying bitch, so sorry for the use of profanity, who tried to destroy me. I’m jumping ahead years in my story. Maybe none of the guys were interested in my friend, but Martha rose like cream to the top of all of us. 
Candace Mayfield was superior in the looks department. She had an amazing ability to pull her wardrobe into that of a fashion icon. We all stood amazed by her uncanny design talents. Candace also had the best teeth. They were so straight that she was the only 
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one who avoided braces, even though we told ourselves that we were fortunate to be able to wear them. This girl didn’t need them. In fact, she was born almost perfect. Intelligent, funny, beautiful, head cheer- leader, poised, a great actress in Drama, the list was non-ending. Her only fault was that she had a little mean streak. We all tried hard to be perfect but not Candace. She used to say that we weren’t supposed to be angel- ic. God didn’t expect that until we became angels in Heaven. Therefore, she delighted in the downfall of her friends. Now, she never did anything to cause us harm, but the sweetest smile spread across her angelic face when any of us suffered distress. It became apparent that she lived for us to fall into The Gutter-of-Despair. Martha was there to pull us out, but Candace loved to watch us squirm in our mire. Forgiving her for this flaw was easy because one of us did some- thing so unforgivable that it is still painful to this day. Even Candace didn’t smile on that horrid day when I realized that one of us was a liar. 
Last, but not least in my Circle, shined Agatha. Maybe she was the most constant. 
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Matie was a drama queen. Martha always looked for deceit. Candace loved it when we faltered, but Agatha remained entirely reli- able in each situation. Her family moved to Savannah from Great Britain. We loved to hear her mastery of the English language. Our teachers honestly respected her because she corrected them on their incorrect use of English. That was her only liability. Her speech was that of an adult, but her mind stayed on our level. How strange to hear Shakespeare sound like an idiot, you under- stand, one of us. 
Agatha was shorter than all the others but extremely well-endowed if you know what I mean. I think that she wore a bra at the age of two. I’m not sure of this, but she joined our group at the age of seven, and she al- ready wore a trainer bra. All of my friends were jealous of her sizable chest, so we stuffed our slips with toilet paper. Of course, the padding fell out as we walked the halls which created all sorts of rumors about us. The boys loved her. I use to hit her in the chest just to see her boobs wobble. It amazed me to think that someday, I would also have those strange, fleshy mounds of 
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lushness perched on my skinny chest. Many nights, I remained awake well into the wee hours of the evening worrying that I may be the only woman in the world who did not need a bra. 
Please remember that you should not worry about issues which may never present them- selves in the future. That problem never happened. Today, I like my figure much more than that of Agatha. I turned out fine and so will you. 
----- - 
I laugh as I study a picture of Agatha and me back in our thirteenth year. Is that innocent girl really me? 
----- - 
SARABETH WHEELER

At my school, SaraBeth Wheeler was the girl that everyone would love to hate. The problem was that we couldn’t. She was per- fect in every way. No kidding, she had it all. Out of all of my Circle of Friends, she was the poorest. Everyone, except SaraBeth, lived in mega mansions. SaraBeth lived in a 
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one-story home on the edge of my life which bordered the incredibly beautiful Cathedral of Saint John the Baptist. Most of my friends lived within a few blocks of this shrine. SaraBeth Wheeler lived many blocks south of this bastion of history and saints. Her home could have easily fitted into the back of mine. I’m not bragging. Sadly, this was true. Shouldn’t this have shaken her confidence? Well, it didn’t! Apparently, she didn’t realize that one should be impressed by the shameful wealth of others. When I went to her home, which wasn't often, I was embarrassed for her. Still, she acted like she was “Queen of the World.” I should have felt sorry for her but returning home, I won- dered what it was that I didn’t have when I 
had everything that money could buy.
 
SaraBeth was the most shining girl on this planet. She stood taller than all of the other girls. Her hair felt soft and very blond. The largest, bluest eyes in the world looked at me with the answer to every question. You see, not only was this girl beautiful but also most astute. We all had much more; yet, she possessed all of the answers. SaraBeth also 
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had another unique trait. The lovely Ms. Wheeler appeared incredibly kind. My group of friends discussed many times her uncanny way of being nice to everyone. For the longest time, I studied her. It became my strongest desire to understand what she pos- sessed that I did not. One day, while visiting 
her home, I asked her.
 
“I knew that you questioned my happiness. I will share with you the answer in one word, Jesus.” 
Filled with shock and wondering what she meant, I waited. 
“You see, I’m sure that you know Him and that He dominates your life, but do you live for Him? You must live for Him each day. Do you read your Bible and pray? You must.”
 
Happiness filled my young, flat breast which mostly had not developed. When I returned home, I removed my Bible from the shelf and dusted it. Reverently, I opened the great 
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book. I started reading the 23rd Psalm. Then, I got on my knees and prayed. After days of this, a remarkable peace flooded into my being. Calmness surrounded me. Sara- Beth Wheeler changed my life. I told Matie all about it. We read our Bible together. When my Mom noticed us doing this, she asked to join. Then Dad became a part of our "Love God 101 Class." 
All that I can say is that SaraBeth Wheeler might have been a Saint. She changed lives. 
Another thing that SaraBeth did for Matie and me was braces. She was the first of our group who proudly displayed them. Some- how, even they looked elegant on her. Al- ready, her teeth were shiny white while ours were yellowed and dull. Quickly, after her display of metal, we all joined the club. Not to wear braces became a sign that you were destined for ugly, crooked teeth. All of this because SaraBeth Wheeler was not afraid to be different. 
There was one thing about our illustrious leader, how did she afford to dress so well? I’ve heard, I don’t mean to gossip for that is a sin, the Wheelers received assistance in 
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paying their daughter’s tuition. So how could they afford designer clothes for the perfect girl? Once again, SaraBeth made us all feel inferior. It seemed that her trove of impressive threads came from a wealthy cousin. I guessed the richer relative could not assist with tuition but gladly donated the leftovers from their kid’s closet. Shame filled me because I would refuse to wear hand-me-downs but not she. SaraBeth wore them with pride! She commented once that if the country shared clothes with each other, than no one would be denied a warm coat. Since we lived in Savannah and it didn’t get cold very often, I failed to see the relevance 
to this statement.
 
I never saw S. B., what we called her behind her back, not look perfect. On the soccer field, when we all were sweaty and stinky, she paraded by floating on a cloud of French soap which seemed to cover her. Her blond- streaked, perfect hair was never out of place. I would have loved to hate her, but how could you hate someone who loved Jesus so much? I felt afraid not to love her. Yes, 
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SaraBeth Wheeler was an intricate part of my existence. 
----- - 
The deep breathing of my husband calms me as I think of SaraBeth Wheeler. It was she who influenced my life more than any other friend. This memory shuts down my thoughts. My mind refuses to visit her tonight. 
Later in the evening, I rise from my place in bed. My handsome husband looks peaceful. How much pain did I cause him at one time? Now, I try to make him happy each day. As I wrap myself in a thin, silky cover, I walk downstairs. The moonlight streams in sil- very slats through the shutters. Outside, the water looks like silk without the blustery waves of winter. Fall of the year is upon us. Another glorious summer has passed with tales of fishing, kayaking, sailing, and swimming. Although we love summers, my favorite time is fall. The feeling of change is thick in the salty air. Those old memories stored deep in the recesses of my mind are allowed to show. Maybe that is the reason that I engage in these childhood thoughts at 
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this time. Can I smell the cold, windy days which wait for us? Long moments which al- low deep reflections from the past in the in- creased hours of night. 
As I stare outside, reflections of all young people who face taunts from mean kids make me sad. Do the bullies understand what they are doing? They have no right to inflict pain. I wish that I could huddle their victims into my arms. Each of them would become mine. I understand, you see. How can I comfort you? How can I help? 
It is difficult to admit that someone is mak- ing your life Hell. If parents become in- volved, does it become worse? I had such understanding folks as a young person. Eventually, I confided to them. In my case, I had to do this. 
No, I will allow those old memories of mine to surface tonight even if it means staying up until morning. I must confront the pain. Partly, I do it to support those who must suf- fer alone. Here is more of my story: 
----- - 
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