
© 2006 Monta Vista Verdadera

- 1 - 

 
 

Welcome to our first issue. Verdadera is a publication created by and for Monta Vista teens. The emotions 
that flow through the lines and the feelings behind the words could be those of your child, the person sitting 
next to you, or your best friend. We do not edit, we do not censor. The publication is a collection of Monta 

Vista students' truths. We ask that you read through the professional text written specifically for this 
publication on this month's issue. On the last page of this publication, we have provided a list of resources 
and descriptions of each resource to help you learn more about fears and anxieties and how to deal with 

them. We chose to compose a publication on Fears and Anxieties because as different as we may all be, we 
all know what it is like to be afraid. If a story seems to you as if it were your exact emotions, know that you 

are not alone. And above all, know it is from the heart. 
 
 

Student Submissions 
 

"The oldest and strongest emotion of mankind is 
fear." 

--- H.P. Lovecraft 
 

 
 
I fear people. I fear how they perceive me, 
how much I care what I am perceived as. We 
grew up to the mantra, “Just be yourself.”  
But then society shoves us into reality and we 
realize that being ourselves could get us 
hated, picked-on, and in some situations 
killed. Physically and emotionally. Everyday 
when I go through my life I observe people 
and see how self-conscious they are, and I 
wonder i f I act like that too. If I change 
myself simply so that other people can accept 
me. I hope that I don’t, but truthfully I know 
I do to some extent. The sad thing is that I 
even do this at home, with my family who I 
should be able to be open with. There’s no 
place that I can go and really be just who I 
am. Maybe this is why that I feel I don’ t 
really know who I am. I don’ t know what 

makes me “me” . This could be typical as a 
teenager, but I can’t help but feel that I’m 
missing out on an important stage of my 
development. Also, if I can’ t face this now, 
just how unprepared will I be later on in my 
life? The problem with overcoming self-
consciousness is that it’s a constant problem. 
It isn’t something that only comes up once 
every couple of months. It’s everywhere, a 
system that you can’ t escape. I am trying to 
overcome it, but shit the constant barrage can 
suffocate a person. I fear it because I know 
that if I let it affect me so greatly, and I know 
that it can, I will  destroy myself. 
 

 
 
I fear to speak the truth.  I fear to be myself. 
 Whenever I express my honest self, I shed 
tears.  Tears of criticism. Tears of 
disappointment. Tears of disatisfaction. 
 Aren’ t we here to be ourselves and live to 
the fullest extent? But some of us only get 
shunned.  We speak what’s in our heart.  All 
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we get is cold stares.  Maybe instead of 
fearing others, I fear the fear within my own 
heart. The fear of being scared to confront 
others after so many failed trials. Anxious to 
express.  Oh, where did freedom of 
expression go? Is it merely a cover up? I 
want it so badly, yet why am I being a 
hypocrit by criticizing my peers? I am judged 
by others as "immature" but I’ve also judged 
others as "immature". Maybe If one is to 
truly express himself or herself, someone will 
get hurt. So, is this fear beneficial or 
harmful? 
 

 
 
I’m a completely average Monta Vistan. 
Pretty good grades, somewhat impressive 
extracurriculars, and a fairly large circle of 
friends. I also have a boyfriend... I might be 
in love with him, but I’m not sure. We fool 
around a lot anyway, and even though we 
haven’t gone far, I've definitely felt the 
hormones raging. 
 
The greatest fear I've ever felt in my li fe was 
when my period came late. I’m usually 
f*cking clockwork, so for the two weeks that 
I was late, I was in a state of utmost frenzy. I 
couldn't focus on ANYTHING... and this 
definitely affected my grades, relationships, 
and other work. 
 
In the end, my friend gave me a pregnancy 
test. I left the box and wrappers in the 
upstairs D building bathrooms, so my 
apologies to the janitor or whoever had to 
clean that up. But once the little line on the 
stick showed up and gave me negative 
results, the only thing I could do was cry with 
relief. 
 
Nothing could possibly compare to the fear I 
bore for those two weeks. 
 

 
 
Someday, when I have no more need to hide, 
I wish that somebody would find my words.  

I hope somebody who was a part of my life, 
who somewhat understood what was going 
on, will stumble across an open diary and 
seek their way through my deepest, darkest, 
thoughts. I need somebody who will view my 
true thoughts without bias, without ridicule, 
without cruel thoughts. I need somebody to 
understand that I was one of the lucky ones, 
who could record and sort my thoughts 
instead of slamming shut the lid on my 
thoughts every time, choosing apathy over 
care.  
 
However, today, I still need to hide behind 
my words.  It is heart-stopping, the idea that 
somebody could truly know me, the idea that 
their reactions could affect the way I 
currently live my life.  Until that day, it is 
safer to hide, safer to masquerade, and safer 
to be afraid.  So until that day, the person that 
your eyes absorb will be hazy, a murky mix 
of truth and lies, because me being me 
sometimes isn't good enough for the rest of 
the world. 
 

 
 
My worst fear is to be late.  
 Ever since I was little, my parents 
were always late. Late to drop me off at 
school, late to pick me up, late to 
appointments, I was always late to everything 
because of them. And then I’d have to wait 
for like an hour for them to come and pick 
me up. And I’d have to go to the school 
office and call them and they’d say: “Oh 
sorry honey! I just woke up from my nap!”  
 I was always scared. Because they left 
me alone. It was like they had better things to 
do. I hated having to wait for them endlessly 
and embarrassing myself. It’s made me a lot 
more independent as I’ve grown up, but 
knowing I’m going to be late for something 
still truly scares me. 
 I think a lot of it has to do with the 
fact that I don’t want people to think I’m not 
dependable. I don’t want to end up like my 
parents. They would always use the same 
excuses when I was late: we got a flat tire, 
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the car broke down, the plumber came over 
cuz our toilet overflowed and we couldn’ t 
leave until he was gone, or the classic: We 
had a family emergency. 
 I don’t want to end up like my 
parents. I don’ t want my kids to have to go 
through what they put us through. I’m scared 
my brother will though. I’m scared that he’ll 
end up like my dad one day. 
 I have anxiety attacks too. Especially 
when I’m late. I’m not really scared to have 
them. I know I have them. But when they do 
happen, It’s not a fun feeling. I start 
hyperventilating and then I feel like time gets 
all screwed up. Its like it slows down and I’m 
going really fast. Or time speeds up and I’m 
left behind? I’m not sure. Sometimes they 
last 1 minute, sometimes 15. Sometimes I get 
them when I’m stressed out, and sometimes 
its just when I’m brushing my hair. I don’ t 
know why they happen. But they happen all 
the time. 
 I’m always scared there’s someone 
behind me. Like I’ ll look up into the mirror 
and there will be someone there. 
 I’m scared I’ ll have to live with my 
dad one day. I’m scared he’ll get custody.  
 

 
 
I’m scared of being alone.  Since my 
freshman year all three of my best friends 
have moved.  I am scared that as soon as i get 
close to someone they will leave me.  I know 
that I have been pushing people away, but it’s 
hard not to. I’m scared that I won’t be able to 
move on and I’ ll just be stuck in this place of 
emptiness.  I just feel numb to it all.  I’m 
scared that I will never feel again and I’ ll  
never be able to have those real, true 
relationships again.  I’m scared that I will not 
be able to connect with anyone on that 
intimate level that I once had with my other 
best friends.  I’m scared of replacing my old 
best friends because I don’ t want it to seem 
as though I forgot them.  But I’m scared of 
not replacing them because I’m scared of 
missing out on potentially amazing 
friendships. 

 
 

 
“ Fear grows in darkness; if you think there's 

a bogeyman around, turn on the light.”  
--- Dorothy Thompson 

 
 

 
I’m sure you’ ll agree, that no one wants to 
fail.  But what if this sort of fear went to a 
whole new level?  To this point where your 
so afraid to even try just because there’s the 
possibility that you might fail.  Being such a 
disappointment to everyone that wants you to 
be more, and meeting everyone’s 
expectations.  And maybe if I slack off, 
maybe I can use that as my excuse as my 
failure.  Maybe maybe maybe.  Trapped in 
the vicious cycle of my own fear, wanting to 
be something more, but what if it all goes 
wrong efforts gone to waste and deceiving 
everyone who believes me. 
 

 
 
I am afraid of settling for mediocrity because 
I can’t push myself to care about my future. 
 

 
 
What am I afraid of? 
 FAILURE. 
But I don’ t even know what counts as 
failure… 
     Sometimes I define failure as not getting 
up after you fall… 
     Or is it NOT FALLING FLAT in front of 
everyone… 
Ah, so I’m actually afraid of the  
   
 EMBARASSMENT. or- Being the 
DISSAPOINTMENT in my parents’  lives.  
or- am I afraid that if I don’ t fit this 
calculation (5000.0 GPA + wow! college 
acceptances.) then NO one will LOVE me? 
 
dear verdadera, 
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 perhaps my ultimate fear is that I, like 
the nameless narrator, am invisible. 
 signed, 
 “on lower frequencies”  
 
There is a quote:  “ time will pass. will you?”  
I am AFRAID of the answer being “yes”  

INSIGNIFICANCE 
 

 
 

I am afraid of many things- please bear with 
me as I try to break this down. 
I am afraid that the long hours and the 
sleepless nights will be useless- that in fact I 
will accomplish nothing for this legacy I’m 
trying so hard to leave behind, for the 
programs I am trying to help start, for the 
people I am trying to be there for, for 
anything.  
I am afraid that I am giving too much of 
myself away and that at the end I will have 
nothing left to give. 
But I am also, I think more, afraid of not 
giving enough- and missing opportunities to 
make a difference in the lives of our 
community. I keep going because mentally I 
can tell myself to push it one more hour every 
hour, because I know that in exchange for 
this hour of sleep, I may actually make a 
difference in someone’s life- like a real 
freaking difference. (our abilities to create 
change and make differences in our own and 
our peers’  lives are not cliché.) We only get 
ONE chance to be in high school, and I’m 
banking on the fact that I will regret doing 
less more than I would regret doing more.  
I am afraid that I might crash: that my body 
might say “ENOUGH” of the two hours of a 
sleep a day and just shut down. I’m afraid 
that one day I may not be able to mentally 
push myself to respond to that email, to study 
one more hour, to read one more article and 
learn one more word. I am afraid that some 
physical state-getting sick, fainting one day 
from fatigue-something like that - will just 
get in the WAY of doing what I want to 
do…. 

I am also afraid that I’ve had too many frapps 
and too much espresso and too much red 
bull…and now….my “disease”  has become 
“ immune”  to the treatment that used to be so 
effective.  
On a more hidden level, I confess that I am 
really most afraid to accept the reality: that 
not only has my body been screaming at me 
to get some sleep and seek that rest, but 
mentally too I am breaking.  
Perhaps this is the reason why I feel so 
weathered, so tired and so freakin sad. 
Despite all the aforementioned, part of me 
(and I’m afraid to admit it) is already falling 
apart. (I hope by saying it, I'm not making it 
more real.) I confess again. A part of me has 
already given in to the tiredness. This part 
cries and dies and screams for a way to get 
out and also a way to stay in. this part doesn’t 
know what the hell to do at 5 am when the 
work isn’ t done and you've been working 
straight for what seems to be one million 
hours.  
Here I am trying to shut a part of myself 
down so that I can numb myself to the 
tiredness that is rapidly taking over my life- 
so that I can continue fulfilling my 
responsibility to the world…and I'm afraid 
because I don't think it's working…I'm afraid 
because I don't know if it will work.  
I choose to refrain from crying to my friends 
about how suffocated I feel from the 
tiredness, how I don’t know how much 
longer I can do this, how I am so torn 
between ambition-sacrifice-outreach and this 
yearning I feel for that amazing feeling of 
being rested that seems so distant 
now….because I know that all of these things 
are the way they are because I chose for them 
to be this way. I signed myself up for these 
projects and activities because –well, I 
already explained that part. My choice, my 
burden to happily bear…duh. 
But this part makes me afraid too… someone 
said “everyone listens. Friends listen to what 
you say. Best friends listen to what you don’t 
say”  I’m not saying it, and I don’t know if 
anyone’s listening, so here goes.  
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I want to say “ I can do it forever”  but this 
part of me is screaming that (I am so sorry to 
everyone that I am letting down by saying 
this) I CANT and that I’m tired and that I 
need someone to come pick up the pieces of 
me that are already FALLING apart. I’m 
sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry-  
But don’t worry please- I really, really can do 
this-I PROMISE. I just need to stop being so 
damned afraid of it all.  
Thanks for listening. The last sentence is the 
truth. But so is the rest of it.  
 

 
 

“ And as we let our own light shine, we 
unconsciously give other people permission 
to do the same. As we are liberated from our 
fear, our presence automatically liberates 

others.”  
--- Marianne Williamson 

 
 

 
I fear 
 The unknown: 
  death. the dark. the future. 
Change 
  death: an event which no one 
has experienced and come back to tell about; 
  an event where one does not 
know what to expect 
  dark: a state where one cannot 
see what is right in front of one’s eyes 
  future: a time where things are 
not yet determined  
  change: an alteration of an 
aspect of one’s life; when one thing morphs  
  into something different 
 
I  fear  
 Loneliness. 
  loneliness: living in this world 
without someone there beside you;   
  without a shoulder to cry on; 
without a soul to listen; without someone to  
  understand you.  
 
I fear 

 Life. 
 

 
 
Fear, what am I afraid of? There are plenty of 
petty things that I could name off, but I'm 
sure we could all do that, so let’s take it a 
step further. What am I most afraid of? The 
thing that causes me to break down every 
time it pops into my head and I cannot be rid 
of it? Being alone. Yes, I said it. I am most 
afraid of being alone, and by alone, I don’t 
mean like, there’s nobody standing near me, 
*afraid*. I mean, abandoned, as in where are 
all my friends, why is nobody there & I'm left 
with my own mind to rot. 
I can truthfully say that there is nobody like 
me at our school and not have it be another 
teenaged cliché. No, it’s not nobody 
understands me, it’s there is nobody here like 
me. Obviously out of fear of being identified 
by my peers, I will not justify the sole reason 
as to why I am so great, and unique, but it is 
definitely “sets me apart” . 
I’ve never had any real friends up until this 
year, save for several who have known me 
since I was a wee toddler and enjoyed the 
ride with me since elementary school and 
middle school. Yeah, I know, pretty pathetic, 
isn’ t it? All last year, I was (or at least in my 
own mind) one of the most depressed people 
on the face of the planet, and it wasn’ t a 
pleasant experience either. 
Ask her, my best friend, she knows. She was 
there with me, maybe not physically, but 
mentally. I made her cry. I suppose one real 
friend is better than many, but I just wished 
that I had somewhere that I truly belonged. I 
was a bit of a reject in her group of friends, 
my group of acquaintances. These were 
people I hung out with during school, but 
almost never outside of school. I didn’t 
belong. 
Not until this year did I stumble (because 
stumble it was) across a group of people who 
accept me as who I am, and who are just like 
me with the same no-longer-so-unique trait. 
Finding them was almost like creating a new 
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and different me, because now I knew what it 
felt like to not be alone. 
I cannot go back to being who I was two 
years ago. Acceptance and belonging are 
such beautiful feelings. To not have that, and 
then to have it, and then to slowly having it 
get ripped away from you is heartbreaking. 
To be cared for and then suddenly losing that 
keeps me up for nights and it plays with my 
head. 
I am so scared of being alone. Everything is 
so fragile, and slowly it crumbles, and 
somehow I have turned into an outsider since 
the split. Sometimes I feel as if I am destined 
to be alone, and that’s just great. My greatest 
fear, and my destiny are married. I am so 
afraid. I don’ t want to lose my grip on this 
sunbeam, but it feels like it is slipping, and 
somehow I am helpless to stop it. (Perhaps it 
is ka? Hah, Stephen King reference.) I don’ t 
want to return to my not-so-peaceful dark 
place. Please don’t let me go. 
 

 
 
I’m scared of failing.  People have always 
told me that I can do anything in the world, 
and I can accomplish anything i set my mind 
to.  This idea, although wonderful, terrifies 
me.  My brother is one of those people who 
has all the “potential”  in the world, but he 
doesn’t use it.  I think this is because he 
thinks it is better to pretend he doesn’ t care, 
then to try and possibly fail.  This has 
effectively rubbed off onto me and my own 
outlook.  I find myself always questioning 
my capabilities, and giving up before it gets 
too hard because I am scared about what 
people will think if I do not succeed.  I am 
scared of how people will react if I do not 
live up to their expectations.  I do not want to 
embarrass myself in my failure.  I’m scared 
that I am turning into my brother.  I’m scared 
that in choosing the safe route of pretend 
carelessness, I am losing a part of myself, 
and losing the possibility of accomplishing 
something great.  I do not know how to get 
back to how I used to think, but I am 
discovering that as I continue on this 

somewhat downward spiral, it is getting 
easier and easier to just let go and give up.  I 
am scared that I will ultimately just stop 
trying completely and fail miserably. 
 

 
 
My Fears & Anxieties 
I’m scared of snakes and sharks. I’d like to 
think those are my two worst fears. I was 
talking to my friend about this and she was 
saying how its hard to write down your fears 
and anxieties because then you have to admit 
they are there. We try so hard to bury our 
deepest fears that when we want to look at 
them, we forget what they are and can’ t find 
them. I know what my fears are. At least I 
think I do. Its so easy for me to say what I’m 
scared of that I’m actually worried I’m not 
looking at my real, deepest fears, just the 
stuff on the surface. I’m scared of losing my 
family. Every time they go out I imagine 
them getting in car crashes and dying. But 
that’s a common fear and I hate that I can’t 
go deeper. 
I’m scared of the devil. I believe in him more 
than I even believe in God. And I’m not 
Christian, I’m not anything right now. I’m 
just scared to death of the devil. Why should 
I fear the future? Yes, I have a million regrets 
that have impacted how my futures going to 
turn out, but I don’t fear its outcome. I’m not 
getting into college. I quit everything I loved 
to focus on getting into college, and I failed. I 
sacrificed everything and I ended up lost. I’m 
scared I’ ll never be able to dance again. I’m 
scared I’ ll never be the same way I was when 
I danced. I miss it and I’m scared I’ ll miss it 
forever. I can’ t dance anymore. At least that’s 
one thing that hurts like hell to admit. 
I’m scared that you’ ll find out how much I’ve 
lied to you. How much I’ve lied to everyone. 
 

 
 

“ Only when we are no longer afraid do we 
begin to live.”  

--- Dorothy Thompson 
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In the deep nights of depression I often 
ponder about why I have not killed myself 
yet. Other thoughts filled my mind: what is 
the cause of my depression? Is it stress or 
love? Perhaps selfishness and jealousy? I lose 
myself in these thoughts as it hit me. I could 
not commit suicide, not because I’m afraid of 
dying though. I was ready for it, I was ready 
to be selfish and scar the lives around me, I 
was waiting to finally rest in peace. I wasn’ t 
ready to be selfish, maybe ready to die but I 
was not ready to let anybody down. Suck up 
the pain and suffer through each day... 
Suicide Failure 
 

 
 
My own form of Fear 
 

There have been many times in my 
life when people have asked me about what I 
feared, they would ask about my greatest fear 
or the fictional scenario that I personally 
wished would never become a reality. I never 
knew what to say when I got asked those 
types of questions. I just did what I presume 
most people do, I stood there with a 
dumbfounded look on my face mumbling 
“uh”  for the next thirty seconds, then 
proceeded in blurting out the obvious. I 
would take on a joking high pitched tone in 
my voice and say something ridiculous like 
spiders, bees,  wasps or even something like 
that creepy girl from there horror films, you 
know, the one that always curses and haunts 
everything. I know it sounds stupid but it 
always worked, I managed to change the 
subject to movies or possibly... to the subject 
of bees and wasps depending on whom I was 
talking to.  
 

I don’ t mean to imply that I don’t fear 
anything because that most certainly is not 
the case. In sincere truth I fear many things, 
many real things, however, above all and 
probably most selfishly of all I fear those 
fears in regards to my own well being. I fear 

the fears that compromise my own personal 
bubble of space, fears that threaten the world 
that I have created around me, the persona I 
have come to grow into. In a sense it is a fear 
of failure, except not the kind of failure that 
you might receive on a test or grade. It’s 
failure that stabs much deeper into the soul, 
failure that cuts scars much more difficult to 
mend, failure that causes damage that is 
many times irreparable. 

In my particular case I’m talking 
about a certain type of li festyle that I 
constantly have to wrestle and struggle with 
day in and day out. I’m talking about the 
double life, the specific and fundamentally 
different lives that I lead when dealing with 
different groups of people. There are certain 
friends that I can swear with, yell with, 
vandalize with, hate with, fight with, do 
drugs with, steal with, get drunk with, laugh 
obnoxiously with and all around perform 
every “sin”  under the sun to the extreme 
without guilt, remorse or second thought. 
With them comes a freedom and release that 
I cannot receive anywhere else. They create 
their atmosphere by supplying a state of mind 
that screams out the positives of negativity, 
the greatness of anger, the satisfaction of 
hate. With these people life can sprint at 
seemingly the speed of light, the only catch is 
that the speed’s direction is in a downward 
spiral.    

There is another group, a group that 
in essence is of the complete and utter 
opposite nature to that of the first group. 
With these people you bring out the best of 
your talents, your morality and a side of you 
that rarely gets to be seen. The side that 
exposes vulnerabilities, the side that reveals 
the deepest and most disturbing of personal 
secrets without a fear of seclusion or 
judgment filled retribution. With this group 
you can converse quietly, you can confide in 
them, you can hear them, you can fell them, 
you can trust them, you can care for them, 
you can believe in them, you can hold them, 
you can speak lovingly to them, you can cry 
with them and most importantly of all, you 
can be real with them. However, with this 
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split life the line between your fake and your 
real begins to blur. Your sincerity loses it’s 
credit, your once clear view of your li fe and 
who you are, grows dilated.  

There have been too many times 
where I found myself torn, too many times 
where I have found myself unstable and 
trapped. The number one repeated advice that 
I hear constantly to this sort of problem is to 
confront it head on. To bring awareness of 
everything I have done, good or bad, to all of 
my separate “worlds” , yeah... that’s not going 
to work for me. For me, my self 
consciousness outweighs my will power or 
courage. My fear of people seeing who they 
thought they knew turn out to be totally 
different is too terrifying, my fear of having 
my closest friends who have trusted me with 
some of the darkest details of their lives find 
out that I have lied to them countlessly just to 
conceal the meager traits of my personality is 
too haunting, my fear of letting down 
everyone who I have come to depend on and 
value, simply because I couldn’ t get my own 
shit together is too disheartening. My fear of 
failure, is too strong. 

When I look at my life in total, I am 
the only one who sees it the way that I see it. 
The full content of my character is 
incomplete to ever single person that I know 
and ever have known. From  peers to people, 
from family to friends there isn’t a person in 
the world who sees what I see when I look at 
my li fe. In a way, I have become personally 
sealed, imprisoned in myself. There will 
always be those people who will say that it is 
never too late to change, that you can always 
fix everything by telling the truth, but no one 
ever told me what to do when the “ truth”  is 
the tool that would be doing the breaking, 
when the “ too late”  finally came to the end, 
when your fears finally became the single 
most powerful motivator in your life. No one 
ever told me what to do then.  

So I guess that is what my greatest 
fear is. Coming to terms with all of my 
separate lives, coming to terms with the fact 
that no matter how hard I try to convince 
myself that I am a certain way, that I am one 

way, I am not. In short, I fear coming to 
terms with myself because maybe after I have 
cut away all of the excess baggage, after I 
have stripped off all of the fake and make up, 
the person I am left with is someone I don’t 
like. The person I am left with is someone 
who is weak. The person I am left with is 
someone who feared too much.  

 
 

 
“ Death is not the biggest fear we have; our 
biggest fear is taking the risk to be alive -- 
the risk to be alive and express what we 

really are.”  
--- Don Miguel Ruiz 

 
 

 
I have always feared of being different from 
the "in-crowd", I would probably have done 
anything to just be "cool". However I realized 
that’s not what highschool is all about. 
Twenty years from now its not going to 
matter if you were in the "cool" crowd or not. 
 

 
 
The police came to my house yesterday at 
midnight, they’d been here the night before 
too.  They say that they aren’t accusing him 
of anything, but I’m petrified that they’ll find 
him guilty anyway.  I am scared of what may 
happen and what the future may hold.  I am 
scared that I will make the wrong choices and 
end up where he is.  He’s a great person, I 
mean he’s my family, but if he weren’t, Id 
probably feel the same way about him as the 
rest of the world does.  It scares me that I can 
think that about my own brother.  It scares 
me that there is nothing I can do to make 
other people see him the way I see him; not 
just for the potential he left behind, but for 
the strong, compassionate friend that he is. 
 I’m terrified that he’ ll go to jail.  And I’m 
terrified for him not to.  If he doesn’ t go to 
jail now, he’ ll probably go another time, but I 
don’t think that it will help.  The crime isn’t 
neccessarily the problem, it’s the mindset. He 
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was helping his friend, what else could he 
do? Friends mean everything to him, but 
when is it too much? And if he doesn’ t go to 
jail now my parents will send him away, and 
I dont think I will be able to handle the havoc 
that it will bring.  It’ ll destroy him; it will 
crush him completely; it will destroy theyre 
relationship, and it will destroy my heart.  I 
cant handle him being taken from me in the 
first place, but to send him away? I don’ t 
know if the inevitable resentment I will feel 
towards them will ever go away. I am 
horrified that this will be the last thing my 
family will be able to take.  And I am scared 
out of my mind that we will never be ok 
again.  I am terri fied that my whole world is 
just going to fall apart, again.  And I’m 
scared that this time I won’t be strong enough 
to pick back up the pieces. 
 

 
 
“ You gain strength, courage, and confidence 
by every experience in which you really stop 
to look fear in the face. You must do the thing 

which you think you cannot do.”  
--- Eleanor Roosevelt 

 
 

 
While there are many things in this world 
that scare me… from snakes and spiders to 
bees and beetles.., I have always had an 
unconscious (sometimes conscious) fear in 
my head. No, it’s not whether I will pass the 
CAHSEE or how I will survive 
____________ (insert boring teacher name 
here)’s class. Rather, it is my overwhelming 
insecurity, indecisiveness, and uncertainty. 
Uncertainty is clearly my biggest fear. I love 
being in control and having the feeling that I 
know what responsibilities I have to take for 
an action. Being uncertain gives me extra 
work; I now have to circumnavigate through 
my thoughts, explore the unexplored, and 
trust my intuition. I don’ t know what’s going 
to happen to me outside of my safe, 
trustworthy community when I don’t have 
the daily advice that comes from my peers, 

friends, and family that clear my insecurity. I 
hate the uncertainty. In a recent trip to New 
York, I learned a lot more than newspapers 
and yearbooks. I learned that this world is 
full of colliding thoughts of individuals. And 
sometimes, those thoughts don’t come out 
through a mouth, but rather through fists. I 
questioned myself on what it would be like to 
live in the city. While I thought I would think 
about street racing and large parades, my 
thoughts were instantly scrambled by the 
thoughts of ambiguity. No longer would I 
live in a spacious environment I thought, and 
no longer would I receive the advice to stop 
the daily uncertainty. I have never pinpointed 
a reason for why I hate uncertainty. I feel, 
however, that it is because I always fear for 
the worst and my thoughts of uncertainty 
always turn out for the worse. I have never 
understood why…Ironic isn’t it? 
 

 
 
I fear that myself or someone close to me will 
get cancer or some other incurable disease 
and I will have to watch them suffer. 
 

 
 
Right now, I’m comfortable with myself. 
Now usually being comfortable with yourself 
is though of as a good thing. But is it always? 
Even when I know I should be wanting more, 
I should be trying to constantly improve 
myself, I know I should drive myself more, I 
know I have so much potential. I know I 
should want it, but I’m ok with just not doing 
anything and staying who I am and where I 
am right now. 
 
I guess what I’m stressing about is not living 
up to myself…and not bothering me a bit. 
 
I can’t get it out in words, and it might not 
make sense to you, but it makes sense to me. 
And its scares the shit out of me to think 
where I’ ll be in 10 years. If I don’ t have that 
drive to change myself or improve, how will 
I ever get anywhere. Even though I have 
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people constantly encouraging me and 
pushing me to succeed in whatever it may be, 
when it comes down to it…I settle for what I 
am now. 
 
They always say don’t settle for average. But 
that’s what I’m doing. And I’m ok with it. I 
hate myself for that.  
 

 
 
Ever since I was young, up until now, I have 
been afraid of the dark. My fear of the dark 
led to many other things that I continue to 
fear now. My unability to want to be alone in 
my bed, the thought of being lost on the 
street, the fact that I have no one to myself, 
leads to having a fear of the dark. 
When I was young, my father passed away 
when I was only seven years old. 
Although, a person may think that a seven 
year old is able to comprehend more than that 
person thinks, is wrong. I was a carefree 
student in elementary school who did not 
know anything about cancer or the other 
dangers that wait for me in the real world. I 
remember, one time when I came home from 
school, I saw my father was home after being 
in the hospital for many weeks. I was so 
excited that I did not even notice the tank of 
oxygen that was following him. I gave him a 
big hug and asked him in a happy tone, 
"What are you doing back from the 
hospital?!" and he replied with a smile while 
saying, "Well, I don't really like the hospital. 
And plus, I get to be home with my son." 
After that phrase, I was satisfied with life, 
until God took him away. I may have been 
disciplined by a wooden spoon, learned 
karate from him, and never knew what it felt 
like to have a dad, but I still miss him. In the 
end, I discovered that it does not really matter 
who passes away but how much you cared 
for that person that passed away. 
My mom told me a story. One day on August 
19th, I woke up early and quickly ran to her 
room and jumped on her queen size bed, with 
no significant other lying on the other half. 
She was already awake and was sitting up 

straight with her pillow behind her back. She 
told me that I asked her, "Mommy mommy! 
What are we going to do for my birthday!!" I 
was so excited and I remember being oh so 
excited that I was FINALLY turning eight 
years old. And back then, the older you were, 
the better instead of it being vice versa when 
you're older. Anyway, my mother began to 
cry and clutched me into her window body. 
She hugged me like no other and she cried 
heavily. I simply pushed her away, was free 
of her hug and gave her a weird look. My 
father passed away on August 11th. 
When I was 14 years old, for the first time 
ever I snuck out of my house. What better 
was to have fear and anxiety running through 
your body! I was walking down my street 
filled with street lamp lights that gave off 
different memories at the same time. I was 
wearing sweats and a sweatshirt though I was 
still shivering from the fear, thought of being 
bad, and the temperature at 2 o'clock in the 
morning. I was walking down the isle passed 
many bushes into the house of someone I 
liked. After coming back from that place 
made me rethink what I just added to my 
history of events. I was smiling like I haven't 
smiled in a year from my last true happy 
thoughts/events. I was holding hands with the 
one i like, walking up a street with no street 
lamp lights. But, I did not really need one, for 
my eyes had adjusted to the shade of the 
dark, also the fact that my light was what I 
was holding onto. His hands were so cold but 
felt warm at the same time but I noticed that I 
was the only one clenching with muscle. The 
other hand was there in the support of mine. 
The next day, I called the person I met up 
with the early morning before. I was so 
happy that I didn't stop thinking about the 
future things that I would face with this 
special person. Although, the karma that I did 
not cause, came back to haunt me and tore 
me apart from my affection. In the end, he 
apologized for leading me on although, in the 
future, that saying did not matter anymore. 
Things still occurred between us. My heart 
was broken into pieces that were unable to be 
transfixed back together. My affection was 
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stuck to the person that left me alone and 
separated from my hand when we had to 
depart our different ways to our homes. The 
dark is a place that I fear. Nothing is able to 
compare to it than the secondary fears that I 
have. Sleeping alone on an empty street with 
no light is my nightmare. I am unable to 
sleep through a night without the thought or 
dream of my father or significant other. I cry 
myself to sleep most of the days of the week, 
waking up to be someone else. Someone that 
hides from other people from school, trying 
really hard not to show my "true colors." 
If I were to open up to the world with the 
tears and screams I have gone through, would 
only lead others to feel a glimpse of my pain, 
which I would like to avoid. Having the 
ability to hold in my "down" emotions, helps 
the friends around me from feeling depressed 
for my unhappiness. Fear of being alone will 
probably be the fear that will stick with me 
for my li fetime. I am alright with that fact 
because fears can sometimes have it's 
positive details. Everyone learns from 
experiences thus without fear, comes a life 
without experiences. 
 
Signed, 
The White Elephant 
 

 
 

Sometimes, I feel like I’m failing life.  I’m up 
till 3 doing homework which I almost never 
get full credit on, I’m playing a sport that I'm 
not going to get a position in, and I seem to 
be loosing touch with all of my friends.  Is it 
all downhill from here? That’s what I fear 
most. 
 

 
 

“ Too many people are thinking of security 
instead of opportunity. They seem to be more 

afraid of life than death.”  
--- James F. Bymes 

 
 

 

I'm so afraid 
I'm so afraid of him 
He’s loud and cruel, even when he’s trying to 
help me 
He scares me so damn much 
 
I'm so afraid 
He walks into my room 
He’s angry at my grades, my messiness, my 
mom 
He yells until I want to cry 
And after he’s gone, I do 
 
I'm so afraid 
He’s making dinner, chicken and peas 
He knows that I don’t like peas 
But he won’ t admit that he ever knew when 
he forgets 
My water bottle stings my arm where it hits 
me 
And I cry as I'm drying off 
 
I'm so afraid 
He’s quiet now. Grandpa’s dying and he’s 
quiet now. 
I’ve never been so scared 
He says he might go south sometime 
He’s gone when I get home 
And I'm scared of him coming back 
 
I'm so afraid 
He’s on his way home and I know he’ll be 
upset 
And I can’ t keep pretending not to be afraid 
 
I'm so afraid 
I'm crying on the ground 
He’s watching in frustration 
He’s asking what’s wrong 
Why are you crying 
 
I'm so afraid 
I don’t know how to answer him 
I can’t lie for fear that he’ ll know 
But how am I supposed to tell him 
 
I'm so afraid 
Afraid of what 
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I'm so afraid 
I'm so afraid of you 
 

 
 
Yeah, I’m one of those kids. You know, 
those kids – the ones who play multiple 
sports, are active in loads of clubs and school 
activities, are “popular” , and, on top of it all, 
get pretty good grades and test scores. Yeah, 
one of those kids who probably make you 
feel inadequate when they list off all the 
things they do. You’d expect that although 
stressed and stretched to the limit, a kid like 
me would still feel pretty confident about 
their future and assured of their variety of 
abilities. Wrong. Despite the whole list of 
things I participate in, I never quite feel good 
enough. 
 Perfection is a tall order, I know. To 
be the best at all the things someone like me 
would do would be an unmatched feat. Yet I 
always feel like I am never good enough to 
feel satisfied. Sure, I may be one of the most 
skilled at nearly all I do, but I never quite 
find myself at the top of the pile.  I see, and 
envy people who excel to the utmost 
possibility in the one, maybe two things they 
do, and see my laundry list of ‘ top shelf 
mediocrity’ . I just feel that once, maybe for 
one thing, I could end up not and inch short 
from the top of the heap. 
 These feelings get worse as I try new 
things. Granted, I am able to take on new 
challenges and projects rapidly, yet it is the 
times I fail, or the times I am rejected that 
really stick in my mind. I go out for yet 
another activity, and see myself beaten by 
people I would consider of lesser intellect, 
lesser people skills, and overall much less 
rounded. I proclaimed my sophomore year an 
overall failure – because I was rejected from 
one activity, didn’ t receive one prestigious 
award (on top of other various sports awards, 
club officer positions, and application 
acceptances), and received one solitary B. In 
an honors course.  You could call me a 
perfectionist, but I hardly see it as that. I 
guess the higher you fly, the harder you fall . 

 Colleges – the focus of our high 
school careers, and a lot of my own 
motivation – look not for golden boy, but 
maybe silver, or bronze boy, faceted with 
one, maybe two diamonds. Despite all my 
amazing relative success, I feel distraught at 
the fact that I need to list off a few 
accomplishments before I feel as if people 
will respect me. Maybe, someday, I will find 
my diamond – that activity to be my pride 
and joy, the pinnacle of my college-applying 
identity. Or, perhaps all my successes will be 
validated at the entry into a university. It 
seems strange to dread an event not 
happening, but, that is something I do every 
day. 
 

 
 
“ Let us not look back in anger or forward in 

fear, but around in awareness.”  
--- James Thurber 

 
 

 
It never really hit me that grades are 
important. I always thought that I will always 
have time to raise any grade that I would 
need to. Or there would always be 
summerschool or what not. The scary part is 
when it finally hits you that you have no 
more time left. 
 

 
 

A Not So Happy New Year 
 
 Bringing in the New Year normally 
leads to happiness and a new start. A lot of us 
have become accustomed to starting the New 
Year by partying and having fun. This is 
where you can forget all your sins and 
wrongdoings of the past year and look 
forward to a clean slate. This new slate 
usually brings the joyfulness out of people 
because they know that they have an entire 
year ahead of them.  
 This is typically how I like starting 
the New Year. I wasn’t expecting the 
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transition form 2005 to 2006 to be much 
different. After relaxing and watching movies 
on New Year’s Eve, thoughts of the New 
Year’s Day family feastings was on my 
mind. Every person I knew excitedly 
repeated “Happy New Year!”  over and over 
like a broken record. The food was amazing 
and as with every family event, everyone ate 
too much. This year’s celebration was ended 
early because everyone was getting tired and 
the next day was the last day of winter break. 
Coming home with Ziploc bags filled with 
food is always a tradition that I love. 
Everything was going according to plan and 
annual tradition until two o’clock that 
morning… 2006 would take a very large 
turn. 
 In my household, if the house phone 
tings past midnight, something is wrong. The 
loud ring startled all of us at two in the 
morning. My heart was racing, we never 
knew what to expect. Then my dad walked 
into the room and informed me that my 
grandfather had suffered a heart attack. This 
was his third heart attack. We all knew that 
his heart wasn’t completely healthy, but I 
never imagined this to the result. He was 
placed in the Intensive Care Unit to be held 
until he could return home. The ICU is the 
scariest place I have ever been to in my life. 
Looking around at all the patients on the 
brink of death is not an ideal place to be for 
me. This is where we were informed how bad 
his heart condition was. The doctor explained 
to us that my grandfather’s heart was not 
functioning normally. There are four main 
arteries in your heart. There were two that 
were completely blocked, one that was 90% 
blocked, and the last was 75% blocked. This 
caused an irregular heartbeat and numerous 
periods of cheat pains throughout the day. 
The doctor suggested that we consider 
cardiac bypass surgery. My grandfather 
refused to have this surgery, yet I could never 
figure out why. His stubbornness took a toll 
on the entire family because we all knew that 
was one of the only options for survival. 
Knowing that his heart was barely pumping 
made me scared 24/7. I was constantly 

nervous and couldn’t stop thinking about my 
grandfather’s condition and how his life 
could suddenly come to an end. By 
Wednesday, he was stable enough to return 
home. I was a little relived by this. He was 
home, but in the back of my mind, I knew 
that another heart attack would happen and 
we’d be visiting him in the hospital. The only 
thing I didn’ t know was when it would 
happen gain. This created a certain pain in 
the back of my brain. The anticipation of a 
heart attack and possible death of a loved one 
is definitely not my kind of fun. By 
Thursday, I was a little calmer and less 
stressed/ But then more health related issues 
occurred. 
 Thursday night, my dad received a 
phone call from his cousin to tell us that his 
mom, my grandfather’s sister, was 
hospitalized. She was taken into the hospital 
because she was having difficulty breathing 
and was having pains throughout her body. 
Through some tests and X-rays, they 
diagnosed that both her lungs were pretty 
much collapsed. This explained the trouble 
with breathing, but the pain was still 
unexplained. One doctor decided to do a 
CAT scan, just to take a look. It turned out 
that this was exactly was the doctors needed 
to diagnose her. She had cancer in almost 
every organ in her body. This wasn’t a new 
development of cancer either. This puzzled 
me because I had thought cancer could be 
detected in earlier stages and the patient 
could be helped. Then I realized why. My 
cousins were complaining about her 
stubbornness about going to the doctor for 
help. This was the exact same stubbornness I 
experienced with my grandfather. Extreme 
stubbornness must run in their generation. As 
the days passed, her life continued to slip 
away. She grew limp and couldn’t speak. We 
visited everyday. Watching my great aunt 
slowly pass away in that hospital bed was 
unbearable. My extended family has always 
been like my immediate family and I never 
imagined any of them dying. This is really 
naïve of me, but that was my mindset. 
Reality finally sunk in and I began to cope 
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with death. I actually didn’t know how to do 
this because nobody I knew had passed away 
before. The only way I knew how to deal 
with it was to cry. I wasn’ t strong enough to 
talk about it. Crying usually helps wash away 
whatever is making you shed tears, but this 
time, nothing seemed to help. Everyone was 
saying that everything would be okay, but I 
knew that it wouldn’ t.  
  Finals started the next day and I 
really needed to study. I elected to go to the 
library instead of going to the hospital. It 
might have been one the most regretted 
decisions I’ve made in my life. At the library 
that afternoon, I got the call from my mom 
that told me that my aunt had passed away. I 
sat in the chair and couldn’ t concentrate 
anymore. My focus had shifted from my 
studies to my grieving family. 
 Preparing for the funeral was 
physically grueling and emotionally rough, 
but we all had to grin and bear it. There were 
over 30 people gathered in my uncle’s small 
condo to help the family prepare. People 
shared their stories and we watched home 
videos to help all of us write a better eulogy 
and memoir. As I sat and listened, I learned 
more and more about everyone in my family. 
It was a time to celebrate her life and it was a 
great experience. The following days at the 
funeral hall were very difficult. The first day 
was viewing. I had never seen a dead body 
before. Seeing her in front of me and not 
being able to talk to her, hug her, or joke with 
her like I always did, made me tear up again. 
The wake and the funeral consisted of many 
stories, memories, and last words to my aunt. 
Some were funny, some were sad, some were 
of things you would never imagine, but all 
along I could see her in my mind reliving 
each and every one of those stories. 
 Going to the cemetery in the funeral 
precession was absolutely silent. Every 
though that ran through my mind was of her 
and all my memories of Christmas, Chinese 
New Year, and “ just because”  visiting. 
Arriving at the burial site and placing her 
coffin in the ground was very final. No one 
would be able to see her physical body again. 

Everyone kissed the coffin, threw a flower in, 
and said their last goodbyes. I didn’ t see a 
person with dry eyes. This is a day I will  
never forget. What made me extra sad was 
that my grandfather wasn’t there to celebrate 
the life and say good-bye to his sister. He 
wasn’t feeling strong enough to leave the 
house.  
 Over the next month, there was 
always something in the back of my head 
wondering about my grandfather and how he 
was holding up. My dad’s family celebrated 
Chinese New Year at my grandparent’s 
house and everyone ate to their hearts 
content, even my grandfather. Leaving their 
house that night didn’ t feel right. I had a bad 
feeling in my gut but chose not to say 
anything. When I woke up the next morning, 
my dad told me that my grandfather had 
suffered yet another heart attack. He was 
released within next day or two, but the 
doctor told him that it was inevitable that he 
would be back.  
 Two weeks passed before his next 
heart attack. It was the third heart attack he 
had suffered in a span of six weeks. Finally, 
the cardiac specialist told my family that the 
only option of survival would be the cardiac 
bypass surgery. My grandfather was still 
hesitant and didn’t want to go through the 
pain, but our family convinced him that it 
would be the only way he would live to see 
spring. He was placed on the emergency list 
for bypass surgery. Within the next few days, 
a doctor had an opening and was very 
confident in my grandfather’s case. He 
believed that this surgery would make him 
live for many years to come. This was good 
to hear, but we all knew that he had a chance 
of not making it off the surgery bed because 
he was so weak. On the day of the surgery, I 
didn’ t go to the hospital because my 
grandmother wanted us to go do something 
fun. Waiting in the hospital wouldn’ t be any 
different from getting a phone call. All day, I 
couldn’t stop thinking about how the surgery 
was going and if my grandfather was doing 
okay. When the surgery went passed the 
estimated time, we all began to worry. 
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Nobody said anything, but we were thinking 
the same thing. When I got the phone call 
that he cam out of surgery and was breathing, 
I was so happy. I was so relieved that I began 
to cry. I was out with my friends, and nobody 
knew why. I knew that this was only the 
beginning of a rough rehab, but I was glad 
that was a rehab and not a funeral. 
 Everything happened so quickly. 
Only eight weeks of 2006 has passed, but it 
felt like so much longer. I dealt with this on 
my own and most of my friends were 
clueless to what was going on. To the few 
that saw there was something wrong with me 
asked about it, I thank them for putting up 
with my emotional roller coaster. I only 
shared my real story and everything that 
happened with one person. Most of it will  
never be disclosed, but talking about events 
and death helped in the healing process. Even 
if it’s not easy to talk about though topics, I 
learned that it really gave me an extra boost 
talking it out and letting someone else know 
what was going on in my mind. 
 Rehabilitation and physical therapy 
are helping my grandfather and the rest of my 
family begin to enjoy 2006. It is finally a 
Happy New Year.  
 

 
 
I’m afraid of death. Not to be morbid, or 
anything, but truly, sincerely, I am. Its not 
even about the suspicion of being trapped 
underground in a coffin, or being burnt up 
into flames and thrown out to sea. It’s about 
being alone. It’s about being forgotten. 
Now I know that while we are alive, we all 
can feel alone and forgotten at times. For 
some of us, all of the time. But the 
difference? We’re able to do something about 
it. 
But not when we’re dead. 
I’m going to be buried somewhere 
underground, and all of a sudden, I won’ t be 
part of this anymore. As quickly as I sped 
into this world, I’m going to be zooming 
straight out. I’ ll be like a camera flash. 
Compared to a day, I’m like a camera flash. I 

shine my bright light for about a second, and 
then I’m gone. Sometimes, if I’m lucky, I 
leave an impact on others. Most of the time, I 
don’t. 
A few years back, my parents took me to a 
cemetery to visit my grandparents. And I saw 
this grave that had been there from since 
1906. Exactly 100 years ago, and that grave 
is still there. I remember my dad said, “ it’s 
because they still have relatives around, and 
occasionally they come and decorate it – put 
fresh flowers, repaint it, just to show 
someone still cares. I guess it’s to prevent 
that grave from being dug up for more 
space.”  
Is that what I’m going to be? Some grave that 
gets dug up, so even my body won’t rest in 
peace? I mean, while I’ ll be dead and 
scattered into the ground, this world will 
continue. Life will go on. My children, their 
children, and their children will all have lives 
to live and lives to cherish, and I’m not going 
to be a part of any of that. And that scares 
me. Buildings will grow, cities may die and 
flourish. Who knows if Puerto Rico will 
finally take in statehood? And I won’t be 
here to watch it. 
It’s just scary. You’re living your life one 
moment, and  you’re out of it the next. 
 

 
 

“ Don't be afraid to go out on a limb. That's 
where the fruit is.”  

--- H. Jackson Browne 
 

 
 
Fear. Everyone is afraid of something, be it 
something as trivial as spiders to something 
as big as the death of a loved one. Fear can 
often times seem to be too big to handle but 
writing about it can help so I guess that’s 
what I’m going to do here. 
A lot of times I’m afraid my friends really 
don’t care about me, they just put up with me 
for who knows what reason. This isn’t 
exactly help when my sister tells me I’m a 
complete ass to my friends. I try to tell 
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myself that this is how it is with our group, 
everyone in our group takes cheap shots at 
each other but telling myself this can’ t quell 
the fears I have that they really don’ t care 
about me and if that was true, I really don’ t 
know what I’d do. I depend on my friends for 
so much. Advice, comfort, the occasional 
$1.25 for an iced tea after choir. Other times 
I’m afraid that I’ ll never find love or worse, 
I’ ll find it but I’ ll be too damn nervous to do 
anything about it and she’ ll just slip right 
through my fingers. I know I’m just 15 but I 
can’ t help but be afraid that I’ ll die alone 
without ever knowing the warm embrace of 
true love and I REALLY don’ t want that to 
happen. And what about failure? 
Failure is probably my biggest fear. So many 
expectations are put on my shoulders that 
sometimes it feels way too big to handle. The 
pressure to follow in my sister’s footsteps 
and attend UCLA, the pressure to do well in 
school and the pressure to go on after college 
and be successful in the world. Add to that 
the pressure of staying off drugs and not 
succumbing to the temptations of alcohol and 
you’ve got a mighty weight on your 
shoulders. 
 I’d like to just step back and let whatever 
happens, happen. Just go along for the ride, 
but I can’ t do that, li fe moves too fast and if I 
step back it’ ll be like walking out the door of 
a moving train. Not only will it hurt 
something awful, but the train will leave you 
in the middle of nowhere and it won’ t stop or 
turn back. So I keep working, keep studying, 
keep trying to meet the expectations put forth 
by both my parents and Monta Vista, and 
each time the bar raises, I struggle just to 
reach it, much less get over it. Sometimes it 
all just feels like too much. I wish life had a 
pause button so I could just take some time to 
gather my thoughts but unfortunately I don’ t 
have that luxury, nobody does, so we just 
have to keep working and see where life’s 
train takes us, I don’ t know where my train is 
headed, I just hope it’s headed somewhere 
good and I’m headed there with someone I 
love. 

 
 

 
I feel like wallpaper. Maybe even a burden 
on people. I just don’t understand why I’m 
always the person that people with vent to 
when I can’t even express my fears and 
anxieties. Everything is bottled up inside of 
me and I just want to explode. I feel like I’m 
not going to achieve anything if I keep up 
with this path. The person that gets talked to 
when needed. I can’ t help but ask why. Why 
can't I be like other people and get good 
grades, have friends that call you whenever 
and can understand you without saying a 
word. I don't know the feeling of acceptance. 
I’m scared of never achieving what my 
parents want me to be or who I want to be. I 
don’t know what to do. I just feel like a blur 
to the world. 
 

 
 
No matter how much faith I have in God or 
in myself or in the future, I have this internal 
fear that I'll end up unhappy, that at the end 
of my life, I'll feel that I didn't have the best 
time I could have had. 
 

 
 
fears of saying something and someone 
taking it the other way 
fears of doing something and someone 
laughing away 
 
more than just fears, I have more than just 
fears 
become my tears, they become my tears 
 
fears of falling behind in this race of mankind 
fears of dwindling and going deep inside 
 
away from me, I hide my fears far away from 
me 
cast them away, I cast them away from me 
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Coping with Anxiety and Fear  

By Dr. Brian Sackett, Ph.D 
 
Students run into anxiety and fear in many different forms.  Whether this is a normal part of li fe, or 
becomes a controlling force that disrupts, depends partially on the intensity of the fear, partly on 
blood chemistry and genetics, and partly on whether you have learned cognitive skills that help 
you cope. 
 
Fear is an emotion for which we have a spectrum of words based primarily on intensity.  Anxiety 
is a type of fear, and itself runs from a mild undercurrent to a full blown panic attack.  Fear ranges 
from low-level anxiety to terror.  Anxiety and fear are normal, and there is nothing wrong with 
feeling either.  Problems come when we attempt to push away fear, or make interpretations which 
spiral out of control, rather than recognizing fear as a legitimate emotion that comes and goes. 
 
Often the best way to handle fear or any emotion is to let yourself be aware of what you are 
feeling, pay attention to your body, sensory perceptions and your thoughts.  You can think of your 
body like the banks of a river, and let the river of your fear simply run through you, without trying 
to obstruct the flow, or to over-react with your thoughts about the emotion.  Usually this will be 
enough – it may not be pleasant, but the fear will pass.  Sometimes that isn’ t enough, and you can 
try the following two suggestions for handling fear. 
 
To deal with anxiety or fear, one principle you can use is that generally fear lessens when you face 
into it.  Specifically, if you find yourself worrying or being anxious about something, look inside 
your thoughts and your emotions and rate the intensity of that worry on a scale of 1 to 10, with 1 
being no anxiety, and 10 being absolute terror.  Then ask yourself “ If what I’m most afraid of did 
happen, what would that be?”   Suppose you are worrying that your grades, outside activities and 
test scores aren’t going to be enough to get you into the college you want.  The answer to the fear 
outcome question might be, “ I wouldn’ t get into UC Berkeley.”   Then ask, if that happened, what 
is the worst thing I can imagine happening next?  “My parents would be ashamed of me and my 
friends would tease me.”   If that happened, what would be the worst thing that could happen?  “ I 
might feel so much shame, I’d drop out of school.”   If what you were most afraid of then happened 
next, what would that be?  “ I wouldn’ t get a good job, and I wouldn’t want to live.”   “ I might stop 
trying, and eventually I’d be homeless.”   “ I wouldn’t survive out on the street, or I might kill 
myself.”   At this point, check out how you are thinking and feeling, and rate your worry again on 
that same 1 to 10 scale.  In most cases, I think you will find that the worry has diminished.  If you 
look at the specific situation for each of these steps, up until you are dead you’ll probably find that 
imagining that step would be unpleasant but not totally overwhelming, and the intensity of the fear 
goes down.  When we leave the fear vague and don’t follow it through to its absolute worst logical 
possibility, it has more power over us.  In other words, fear of the unknown is worse than fear of 
even unpleasant consequences.  This process also gives your rational self the chance to look more 
objectively at the likelihood of each step happening.  In the above example, it’s possible you won’ t 
get into the college you want, but it’s less and less likely that the worst you can imagine would 
actually happen.  If you see that clearly, that also lessens anxiety.  You can do this process on any 
fear or anxiety.  It sometimes helps to have a friend keep asking the what would be the thing you 
are most afraid of happening next questions, and to speak the answers out loud.  Taking an internal 
state and speaking it out loud lets you see that internal state much more clearly. 
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Fear sometimes escalates into an anxiety or panic attack.  It is useful to know that anxiety and 
panic attacks usually follow the same pattern, and because of that you can interrupt this pattern 
before it reaches complete panic.  It can start at any of the three levels I’m going to describe, but 
from there, it usually moves in a spiraling loop through each level.  Let’s say that you have a 
thought that scares you.  “ I think I’m going to stumble during this presentation and people are 
going to think I’m stupid.”   After you notice that thought, you feel anxious or afraid.  As that 
emotion goes through your body, there are physiological responses.  Typically your heart will beat 
faster, and you’ ll breathe more shallowly.  When you become aware of your heart beating faster 
and your chest tightening, you have another thought – you think what’s going to happen next will 
be worse.  “ I might faint and hurt myself when I fall.  I’ ll  be so embarrassed.”   What you felt as 
mild anxiety has now ramped up to fear and that emotion sweeps through your body.  This time, 
the physiological response includes adrenaline released into your body, and all the fight-or-flight 
autonomic nervous system responses (blood diverts from digestive processes to your brain; 
hormones are released that help with vigilance and muscle strength, etc.).  Your heart beats even 
faster, and you take very fast short breaths.  “Gosh, I think I’m having a heart attack.  I wonder i f 
I’m going to make it.”   The fear is now terror, and the physiological symptoms are indeed the same 
as someone having a real heart attack.  This is why so many emergency rooms report that a 
significant percentage of people coming in convinced they are having a heart attack actually are 
experiencing panic attacks.  10% to 30% of people will experience at least one panic attack in their 
lifetime – this normally does not lead to panic disorder.  Do not avoid going to the emergency 
room if you ever suspect you are having a heart attack – it may be embarrassing to be told you are 
having a panic attack, but if it is a heart attack and you don’t get prompt treatment, there’s a good 
chance you won’ t survive. 
 
The good news about this cycle of anxiety or panic is that you can interrupt it at the physiological, 
emotional and mental levels, leaving you three points of leverage to stop this from spiraling out of 
control:  1) When you notice symptoms at any of the three levels, you can sit down, put your head 
down, and take long deep breaths or breathe through a paper bag.  This will slow your heart rate, 
keep you from hyperventilating by delivering less oxygen to your lungs, and make it less likely to 
pump adrenaline into your system. 2) You can also simply observe without judging the anxiety or 
fear that is going through you.  Notice in your body where and how you register the fear.  
Approaching this with interest and letting it move through you tends to diminish the emotion – 
resisting the fear or hiding from it makes it stronger.  3) Probably the easiest place to interrupt the 
cycle is in your thoughts.  Recognizing that the pattern of looking into the future (even if it’s in the 
next few seconds) and expecting terrible outcomes is associated with increasing panic; when you 
experience yourself starting to do that, ask yourself i f this negative outcome is true.  How do I 
know if it is true?  It’s likely that all of us have felt some of these kinds of thoughts and emotions, 
including the strongest fear, and have survived.  If you know that you have survived this once, it is 
likely that you will survive this time, too.  This can take the power out of expecting the worst, and 
then your attention can go to breathing, moment by moment, and getting through the fear one 
breath at a time. 
 
In summary, often you can handle fear and anxiety on your own – they are normal emotions that 
run through all of us.  Sometimes the anxiety will hit levels that are seen in some of the student 
articles in this issue, and it is more difficult to handle on your own.  If anxiety or fear interferes 
with your ability to function effectively, at school, home or in your relationships, it will probably 
be useful to work for a time with a professional therapist.  Talking with friends, ministers or other 
religious resources, and your parents (if they are accessible and willing) can also help.  If you get 
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to the point where you think you are isolated and that no one cares, recognize that this is a 
dangerous time and keep asking for help until you find someone. 
 
I appreciate your reading this, and hope it is useful to you.  I was moved by the stories I read, and 
glad that there is this forum to give them voice. 
 
Brian Sackett, Ph.D, 
CA Licensed Psychologist 
 
              

 
Resources 

 
www.anxietycoach.com To help you recover or learn more about panic 

attacks, and/or to overcome phobias or fears. The 
website is geared toward people who suffer from 
anxiety disorders.  

www.psychologytoday.com Easily navigate through this site to either find a 
therapist in our area, or read more about fears and 
anxieties. This site can really help you learn more 
about fears and anxieties, or if you wish to seek 
counseling and guidance, to find a qualified 
professional in the area.  

Richard Prinz, School Advocate  Mr. Prinz is available every day to students who walk 
into his room located in the upper d-building. A 
professional Marriage Family Therapist, Mr. Prinz 
will keep all your issues confidential (unless you ask 
him otherwise), can answer questions you may have, 
and listen to anything you'd like to say or express.  
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