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Introduct ion

My name is Johnny Torres, and my two best friends in the 
world are Sarah Adelman and Steven Jackson. We’ve been 

best friends since middle school. This experience of putting 
together a book about our times at Calico High School has 
brought us even closer. Calico is a school similar to yours. We 
know that it’s similar because every school has inspiring and 
lackluster teachers as well as mature and credulous kids. Every 
school has amazing moments sandwiched between painful ones. 
Every school has kids like us- often angst ridden and insecure but 
beaming with potential. 

During our senior year of high school, Steven suggested we 
start to journal about our many experiences and think about how 
they shaped our lives. We had our fair share of major issues during 
high school but we survived them and are stronger for it. We’ve 
endured a lot together from awful teachers to bad breakups to the 
deaths of family and friends. All of these events have shaped who 
we are today. 

We promised each other to write from our individual 
perspective in order to provide an honest account of how we 
remembered feeling at that time. What has been difficult is reading 
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what we each thought about each other. It is disconcerting to 
realize that your friend was angry with you, or sincerely thought 
that you were making a fool of yourself but didn’t tell you. But, we 
agreed to be honest to the best of our abilities. We expected that 
our friendship was strong enough to get through it all, as it had 
through all our other adventures.  Ultimately, we all felt that as 
we ventured in separate directions, we wanted to leave something 
behind as a testimony of our journeys before we entered college.

Prev
iew

 C
ha

pte
r



1

ChapTer 1

Sarah’s July 30th

Life as Sarah Adelman didn’t truly begin until the summer 
before my freshman year of high school. Prior to that, I was 

a tepid imitation of myself languishing through life attempting to 
find enjoyment. Remarkably, much of my confidence, excitement 
about life, and zeal for adventure revolved around three words I 
heard that summer; “Hi, I’m Dylan.” Those three beautiful words 
flowed magically from the lips of the most beautiful face I’d ever 
seen. 

Dylan Hatcher had just moved into our neighborhood with 
his father. While the father was more Greek tragedy, the son was 
truly a Greek hero. Dylan was tall, with sandy-blonde hair, and 
hazel eyes. The first time I saw him, he was wearing a black t-shirt 
and jeans and had a tattoo (that I’d later learn was the name of 
his mother) just visible on his right bicep. He was not exactly 
muscular, but he was fit, and he exuded confidence. 

I’d just replied to Steven and Johnny’s posts about heading to 
football camp when my grandmother called me downstairs to tell 
me that a moving truck was in front of the Jamison house across 
the street. The house had been vacant since the Jamisons had left 
nearly four months prior. During that time, the real estate agent 
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had stopped by numerous times with prospects but the For Sale 
signs had not moved. So the moving trucks were big news. We 
lived on a small block where everyone knew everyone and nothing 
new or exciting ever happened. Most people in the neighborhood 
had their two and a half kids and the white picket fence and no 
cares in the world. It was a suburban utopia where a quaint little 
neighborhood fed into a quaint little set of schools where every 
child was expected to go onto college and continue the cycle of 
quaintness. It was nauseating to me. How could so many people 
live this perfect little life and seemingly not think about all the 
massive issues in the world? If not the massive issues, at least the 
issues that normal people had to deal with!

While my family lived in this little town in a little house, and 
I went to a little school, my family knew their fair share of big 
world issues. We seemed to corner the market on family drama, 
and for a while we were definitely the greatest source of gossip 
for the neighborhood, more than anything you could find on the 
magazine rack in the supermarket checkout line. For a start, my 
father, Robert Adelman, left us while I was in elementary school, 
and while that’s probably a common occurrence, it seemed to never 
happen to other people in this neighborhood. I felt like everyone 
here seemed to have two parents and lived here for generations. My 
mom, Rebecca Adelman, and I only moved here to live with my 
grandmother after my dad left. My mom had grown up here, but 
she had been old enough to be able to leave. She had bolted from 
that “slow death,” as she always called it, and had moved to a larger 
city. With my dad gone, my mom could not afford to support me 
on her own. We had to move back to her old neighborhood. The 

Prev
iew

 C
ha

pte
r



3

big city girl being left by her man and having to schlep back to the 
old neighborhood was a major source of gossip.

However, my mom was such an incredible woman. She took 
the eye rolls, the disdainful attitudes, and kept her head high. She 
always told me, “I was going to be ok,” and “The true measure of a 
person is defined by how they respond when things get difficult.” 
She vigorously attempted to make everything normal for me. She 
worked nights so that she could go to every school event. She was 
always volunteering at school functions and would never leave 
me alone at birthday parties or play dates. I could never tell if she 
was doing it all to make me feel secure in my new environment, or 
to protect me from my new environment. Later, my grandmother 
told me it was a little of both. 

My mom died four years to the day that we moved into the 
neighborhood. She always said that the mundane existence of 
suburbia could kill you. However, in actuality, it was breast cancer. 
While it should never be funny to joke about cancer, that’s what 
she did. She was always cracking jokes about losing her hair and 
how much she preferred the wigs and how the nausea allowed 
her to lose weight. I always laughed because I knew that was what 
she wanted me to do, but I cried myself to sleep a lot, especially 
those last few days. She died just before the end of my first year 
of middle school. 

How about that for utopia? I was a 12 year old sandy blonde, 
pudgy girl with thick rimmed glasses and braces that seemed to 
cut more into my mouth the more I talked. I didn’t even need 
braces, but my mom obsessed about them because several of the, 
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“Hater Crew,” as she called them, had expressed the need for their 
kids to have braces to ensure that they had perfect smiles (to go 
with their perfect neighborhood and perfect little lives). Well, that 
settled it. I was getting braces. Forget the fact that the orthodontist 
thought my teeth were perfectly straight, or the minor detail that 
she was subjecting her daughter to metal wires fused into her teeth 
and then tightened with a kung fu grip! Hours of pain followed 
the hours of agony, as I continually went in for tightenings. If it 
would’ve made any difference, I’d have loved to have kicked the 
orthodontist in the crotch every time he came near my mouth and 
then to have said to him, “That didn’t hurt, did it Honey?” 

So I was the bane of all things cool: an awkward, geeky, pudgy 
girl with braces, no mom, no dad, and living with my eighty-
something year old grandmother, who was cool enough to use 
a cell phone but not cool enough to use a dryer. She would leave 
her bra and granny panties on the clothesline in the backyard. 
The idea of using a washing machine to wash them and then a 
clothesline was ridiculous to me. She would always joke about 
having to let them breathe. So anyway, you get the picture.

But that summer was the start of something special. That 
chance encounter with Dylan changed my trajectory. The first 
day we met, I gave him a tour of the neighborhood. There were 
not many things to see. I showed him the slide where Andrew 
Sullinger fell off and broke his arm, and the Madison’s house, 
which was the envy of the neighborhood because it had the largest 
rose garden. After seeing the rose garden, he said, “Is this really 
the coolest thing here? Did I move into the land of boredom? This 
is ridiculous. Every house is the same.”
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Dylan saw things the same way I did. I looked at him and in 
that moment I felt such a connection, I could not believe that we 
just met. “I know,” I said. We’ve lived here for just a few years, but 
it feels like decades. I’d rather take my grandmother to the prom 
than live like this for the rest of my life.” 

What was I saying? I could hear myself babbling but I could 
not stop myself. I was so desperate to show him I was not like 
everyone else. He was staring at me. I could only imagine what 
he must be thinking. “Well, even if I have to suffer in this place, at 
least I get to hang out with you,” he replied brazenly but he kept 
on walking.

It would be an understatement to say this was not what I’d 
expected. He sounded so sincere when he said it, but who would 
believe he was flirting with me? I was still reeling from the high of 
him asking me to tour him around the neighborhood. As I stood 
there in my basketball shorts and tank top, all I could think was 
how unprepared I was for that moment. I’d never had a boy, other 
than Johnny anyway, flirt with me. 

Barely able to focus, I replied, “Well, I know how to have fun.”

It was the lamest response in the world. My hands were 
shaking and my mouth was dry. I felt like my stomach was going 
to flip inside out. Dylan must not have noticed because he said, 
“Really, Sar? I’m definitely looking for a good time.”

“Sarah. It’s Sar-ah. I hate Sar. It makes me sound like I’m a 
pirate or something. Sarrrrrrr.” I know I sounded more annoyed 
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than I intended and, even worse, I made a fist and moved my arm 
upward and across my chest like a pirate. 

But Dylan just laughed. “You’re hilarious, Sar….I mean 
Sarah.” Then he said, “Look, I should probably get going. My dad 
will be wondering where I am.”

For a moment, his need for an immediate exit validated my 
suspicions that I’d just made a fool of myself. 

But to my amazement, he stepped towards me and said, “Hey, 
can I call you later tonight? I’d like to hear more about how you 
were thinking we might have fun together.”

 While I heard the whole sentence, the word together made 
me speechless.

He must have noticed because he said, “I’ll need your number 
to be able to call you.” 

“Oh, of course! My number. I thought you were going to call 
me by yelling down the street or something.”

 “That’s funny. But it would be easier if you’d give me your 
phone number. Otherwise, I’ll have to look up every Sarah online 
to find your profile and troll you until you give it to me.”

With that stunning display of social ineptitude, I started 
dating Dylan. He called nearly every night. We hung out nearly 
every day. We went to the park and talked about music and 
movies and the plight of individuals that succumb to the myth of 
suburban paradise. Dylan entering my life was the beginning of 
something new and hopeful. 
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