
School Sucks

By Bailey
 

    School, school, school, school. It’s all so overrated. The drama, rumors, lies, cliques, homework, sports. Ughh, it’s almost too much for a teenage mind to comprehend.  You get up early to go learn, when ninety percent of the time you don't really absorb more than two percent of what the teachers tell you. Sleep in class, just because you can get away with it, pass notes to pass the times or just flat out annoy the hell out of the teachers by making smart remarks or mocking the teacher even just by derogatory remarks, makes life a bit more amusing. Some people do well with lots of friends, being teachers pets, even just being extremely bright so they can do the work quickly.  Then there are those who aren't so blessed, the slow ones, the out casts, the rebels, the ones everybody else looks at and just shuns for their clothing or looks. 
*

*

*

    "Momma, Momma! Is the bus here yet?" the pretty, blonde, child inquired. 

    "No, honey. Just wait a few more minute." 

    "'Kay," The little girl checked her bag for the billionth time. The pencils are there, and the notebook is there, and the snack is here, the girl was just shaking with anticipation.  

    "Okay now you can go out and stand in the drive way and the bus driver will stop, 'kay sweetie?" The girl’s mother said giving her a hug then opening the door. 

    "Alright Momma, Love you!" And the girl was gone... 
*

*

*

    Ironically enough that little blonde girl getting sent off to her first day of kindergarten was me. Yes, blonde and small and sweet. Hard to believe right? Now I'm almost grown, a junior in high school, with a life, friends, sports, and other activities I participate in. 

    Oh, school. We all have our ups and downs in school. Back in elementary those were some of the best days of my life. I loved all my teachers, well most of them any way.  First grade was a nightmare, Mrs. Carter. Ooo, now there’s a cranky, ol', witch if I ever saw one. Her niece was the "teachers pet," and just because I was jealous of Miss Adurey Luthi I made ways to get attention. Good or bad. Most of the time I was very good in class, I tried my hardest and did my best but Audrey was always better some how. But, one thing is I would never do MY work. I'd say that I’ll do it as homework or I would put someone else’s name on it and just turn it in blank. I was almost held back for not doing any of my work! 

    My oh my, some thing else I remember is we still had chalk boards, not white boards with dry erase markers but we used chalk and the black board. Literally. Mrs. Carter assigned us each a space and we would do work there as she would dictate to us. 

    Mrs. Nichols was my second grade teacher. Sweet, fluffy Mrs. Nichols. She had blonde curly hair and there was always something fun for us to do in class. Mrs. Robinson was third grade, and we had moved from Metcalf Elementary in Etna Wyoming to Holdaway Elementary in Thayne, just a few miles away. It was a huge change for all of us. We had to learn to socialize, and make new friends, let me say, it sucked. The principal was a really odd woman who was much too friendly, and we rebels from Metcalf would sing the fight song for the Mustangs instead of the Huskies. 

    Then, we moved. Oh, hello new land without mountains, and with rude people who just shun you because your new. Plain and simple, Idaho did not have my vote.  Fourth grade with Mrs. Smith flew by. We did absolutely nothing in that class. It kind of explains why she was fired I suppose. Mrs. Ober was a very good teacher one of my favorite from elementary. But, while in class things were all good, outside not so much. Most of the time when there is a new kid, they are welcomed with open arms by everyone, or so I’ve had the pleasure of observing. I was some weird accident that was shunned, I’m not quite sure why either. A few people said I had a funny accent, others just liked to be mean to me because I was an easy target. But, my class of 2011 so were not the nicest people on the playground. So I made friends with the fifth graders instead, and in the end they still turned on me. Oh the luck I’ve just been blessed to have. 

    I would go in to the traumatic horrors of middle school, but that would be a whole ‘nother story so we'll stick to the basics. My favorite teachers were Mr. Knapp, Mrs. BW, and Mr. Mitchell. History, English, and Math respectively. For once I was a teacher pet in Knapp's class, I now call him uncle Knapp, and Mrs. BW was just one of my favorites because I love English, reading and writing are things I love to do, I could really care less about the grammar part though. Mr. Mitchell, well I hated math but he had a way of explaining it that I understood, and I may not have enjoyed the people in the class I still liked the teacher. 

    So high school... Well, when we start out we're freshmen, or "freshmeat" as the upper classmen like to call us. Somehow I made friends with these upper classmen. I never truly was a freshmen, thank God! I joined FFA, and the Dance team. That added to my activities. I sadly am not coordinated enough to do well in many other sports, nor do I have the stamina. My boyfriend I happened to get during homecoming week was a junior that year so I am pretty sure that’s what saved me from such harassment. The classes were easy, my favorite was probably Mr. Helgerson's class, Geometry. He made it interesting from measuring with cats to stories about his freezer. It was all somehow made fun. He was able to tell us exactly what was in his freezer from the back at the bottom-left corner to the front top-right shelf, absolutely amazing in my eyes. Then again the man does have OCD. But, the cats were the best. 


“So now aren’t we all so grateful to have just one standard unit of measuring? I mean what if we measured with cats? What size would we use? A large cat? Well, then I would weigh oh, maybe fifteen large cats. Or I could weigh sixty-seven kittens. But, now what if we used them like tape measures? ‘MEEOOOOWWWW, ROOOLWW’, okay you are three big cats tall, or seven kittens.” That is part of the speech we heard oh, I don’t know five or six times in that class. Each time producing mass amounts of funny looks and laughter. 

 With dance we went to state competition and that was an amazing experience. But, FFA did nothing that year really because our teacher, my second favorite, Mr. Stewart, was kind of an idiot. We did absolutely nothing in my intro to Ag class. We played cards and talked about hunting. Funny thing is we aren’t the only class that was like that. All of Stewart’s classes were. 

    "Sophomore year. Yay! You've moved up a space you are no longer the scum of the earth. You will be soon transformed in to real people," as quoted by Mr. Rawlins, the biology man. Another famous quote of his is "take chemistry/physics, I'll teach you." I am pretty sure he just said that just to annoy us, but he is truly one of the best staff members at our wonderful little school. Sophomore year I participated in FFA, Dance, and High School Rodeo. 

    DIIIIIRT! That is the slang term for soils judging in FFA. Mr. Sanders encouraged us to try to take state since we qualified at districts. I believe we ended up at seventh place at state. Oh fun times, from skipping welding with Sammie to practice to morning practice to jamming out to Hollywood Undead-Dead in Ditches headed to pit practice. Sammie and I had a ball. 

    Dance, once again we made it to the state qualifier with the military routine this time to the Mission Impossible theme.... Dun dun duh dunnuh dunnuh.  We received second and that was one of the proudest moments I think the entire team had ever had. There too were morning practices, five-thirty in the morning practices.  We were not alive during school that day. So very dead on our feet that it was truly, and I mean truly, impossible to make it though a class with out a nap. 

    And of course Rodeo Team. We don’t have an advisor or a true club for this it’s mostly a go and do it type of thing. My friend from Parma actually got me started and then he bailed, how sweet of him, right? I made one new friend during rodeo, her name is Jamie, and she is one of the most badass people I have ever met in my entire life. She reminds me so much of me, and I must say I love her to death. I will miss her for she graduated so she can’t do high school any more but I know the crazy girl will always be around to support me. 

    "I'ma upperclassmen. I'ma upperclassmen. Oh, yes I am!" I chided Baird as I shook my fanny and did the hokey pokey in a circle around her. Gotta love the friends and the experiences you learn and make over a summer.  In the end the lesson I've learned is we are almost out of high school, let’s grow up and move on, just get past the hell we've given each other.  WE will graduate in less than two years now. 

Must every one know everyone’s business? I mean, who cares who you dated over the summer. Sure it may have been a so-so friends’ ex, but really what difference does it make when you live in such a small community? People are so ignorant, and so stupid, so immature. The idea is to just have to move on. Not cause all the drama that you seem to live for. 
    Drama is really the most overrated part of school. And that is why I’ve begun to hate school. It’s like no one is capable of moving past the past, and looking to the future. All the rumors and stories from the summer are brought back up and you have to explain what happened or let the rumors fly. I personally like that one, it’s really interesting how they evolve from one thing to another.   
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