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Welcome to our first issue of the 2006-2007 school year. Verdaderais a publication created by
and for Monta Vista teens. Each month when an issue is sent home, it is meant to be read by both
the students and the parentsin the families. We encourage that you discuss the issues and stories;

the publication serves as both a forum for expression and a starting block for improving our
lives. Keep in mind that 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 publish
personal experiences, not opinion articles. We do not edit the submissions. The publicationisa
collection of Monta Vista students’ truths.* We ask that you read through the professional text
written uniquely for thisissue. 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 Regrets.

* Thisisthefirgt issue that includes Alumni submissions, which are distinguished by a signature

at the end of the entry.

Student Submissions

Sometimes, struggles are exactly what we
need in our life. If we were to go through
our life without any obstacles, we would
be crippled. We would not be as strong as
what we could have been. Give every
opportunity a chance, leave no room for
regrets. - Anonymous

You think | would have many regrets.
Whether it's regretting drinking or

smoking or sneaking out or lying to my
parents. But to be completely honest,
overal | don't regret one of them. | mean
sure, | hate the shame that comes with it. |
hate knowing that | am not the person |
want to be. | hate knowing that | let
myself down. | hate knowing that | am a
disappointment. | hate hating myself. Yet
with time those feelings pass and | think
that it is helping me learn. Yea | know it
sounds cliché. But without messing up
now, | know | would just mess up later



when | am probably in college and far
away from the support group | have now.
Messing up later would probably be more
disasterous than it is now.
At least now | can figure out this person |
want to be, the identity | want to have, and
| will be able to stick to it when I’'m older.
Although, | regret one night. My parents
were gone. | had a few people over. We
drank, my first time in quite a while. My
boyfriend tried some things, and | regret
not pushing back hard enough. | regret not
having the ability to stand up for myself
when | know | really should have, when |
wish | could have had the strength to. |
regret letting him take advantage of me
when | couldn’t fight against it. | regret
trusting him how 1 did. | regret believing
that he understood how important it was to
me. | regret being so comfortable with
him that | thought he would control
himself even when | was not stable enough
to do S0.
Although. | guess | cant completely regret
it. Its taken me the last couple of years,
but I think | can finaly truly be who I
want to be. That night showed me that if |
don’t do it now then when will 1?7 1 know
that | can be strong in myself and my
beliefs and | know that | will not be ableto
satisfy everyone, but that it’s ok not to. |
know that | can’t be a people-pleaser my
whole life and | know that now is when |
need to begin to change.
| wish everything that had happened that
night never did, but if it hadn't | don't
think | would be able to see who | want to
be a clealy a | do now.
Everything's pat of the leaning
experience and everything can teach you
something. Hopefully that was the last
time I'll ever have to get that lesson. And
hopefully | can finally be the individual
that | am striving to be.

my confidence has been
shattered, put back together,
and broken to pieces- itty bitty bitty bitty
bitty pieces- all over again.
last semester was so much better! at least
people weren't bitchy.
a least my friends were aways there.
i hate it when people pretend to be
dependable... and then BAM! they're like
BYE BYE! we don\'t need u anymore! ur a
pushover and uv worn out ur uses!
that happens every time!!! why am i such
apushover?im tired of being a pushover! i
do tons of stuff for my friends, and i get
backstabbers in return!
what are friends anyway? people you
love? whats the point when its all fake?
i cant wait to get out of high schoal... i
wanna make some REAL friends!

Asmuch as| try to "live life to the fullest"
| find myself always holding back too
afraid to try, and sometimes too afraid to
care too much. But one of my greatest
regretsis my inability to speak out. For
some reason |I've aways had thisinborn
notion that if | do speak no one would
want to listen or that I'll be wrong or
sound dumb. | guessit's the vague nagging
insecurity that comes with the teenage
mind. I've always regretted not reaching
out to new people, and keeping to myself
in class. But now asthe years go by I've
been letting go of this notion and being the
person that | once dreamed to be.But |
think my life would be so much different
if | wasn't so quiet to begin with.

| regret not working harder during school,
being able to go off to afar off college and
spending my college years in a dorm with
roommates and hallmates. If | could, I'd go
back, go through four years of hell at



Monta Vista High School all over again to
erase all of it.
* Alumni

A man is not old until regrets take the
place of dreams. - John Barrymore

When | think of regret, the thing that sticks
out most vividly in my mind isthe
moment when | first lost my virginity. It
sounds somewhat generic, | suppose, but |
had never truely realized the extent of
value that | had so carelessly given away.
The person with whom | spent those
moments was someone | truely cared for,
perhaps more than he/she cared for me. A
mistake can be born within a moment.
That moment was all it took for meto lose
something so great, it can never be gained
back.

I'm an average guy, not too stereotypica
of the Monta Vista standards. | try my best
a everything | do but usualy come short
of what | strive for. Yet my parents are
just happy that I've tried my best. | haven't
regret much academically or in the sports |
play, so | guess my parents did a good job.
But a lot of what | do regret, lies in my
socid life. In my sophomore year, | would
usually fall for the first girl that catches
my eye when it comes to looks. |
somehow convinced myself that if the
attraction doesnt hit you like some magical
feeling when your eyes meet, its not
mean't to be. | knew of this girl that wasn't
anything | believed was special, so | didn't
put in the effort to try to get to know her.
As life took its course, we shared a single
common interest which gave us our first
chance to get to know each other. | didn't
think much of this opportunity but we

gradually got to know each other better
and better. We became redly close and |
didn't think much of it. | would talk about
her with al my friends and try to spend
time with her every little chance | had.
During every conversation we shared, |
would have this bottle-up nervous feeling
inside my stomach and finished with a big
smile on my face. | finaly understood that
| was falling for her, | didn't know what to
do. This was the first girl that | ever
became friends with before liking. | valued
our friendship as much as any future
relationship. My first feelings began with
how ridiculous | felt. | was a sophomore
and she was a senior. She had a boyfriend
and | had recently broke up with my
girlfriend. When it al added up, | believed
absolutely nothing good could come out of
this. We continued to talk more and more,
our conversations flowed so smoothly and
everything was perfect except for my
undoubtable feelings for her. Every song |
heard, every daydream in class, every
night before falling asleep, the only thing |
could think of was her. My goal wasto tell
her how | felt about her. | knew she had a
boyfriend, so | figured | wasn't anything
special to her. A week later they break up.
| wanted so bad to ask her to senior prom
but told myself it wasnt right for a loser
sophomore boy to ask a senior girl. A
week later she found a date. One day we
had a bonfire with a group of friends at
Santa Cruz beach. At night we took awalk
together to the shore. The night was clear
with a million stars in the sky, the
boardwalk lit up from al its shops and
rides, and the melody of the wavesfelt like
| was in a movie or even better a dream.
We looked each other in the eyes and it
was my perfect opportunity. | choked.
That night we spent 4 hours on the phone
laughing and talking about anything and
everything. | ended the conversation with,
"I need to tell you something thats been on
my mind lately." | knew she had a smile
on her face when she answered, "yeah,



what isit?' | wanted to sock myself in the
face, "Nothing, good night." | regret each
and every one of these opportunities, |
wanted so bad to tell her in style. In the
end what | regret the most was not telling
her how much she had meant to me. We
till talk on the phone every night and she
still means everything in the world to me.
Shelll be leaving for college in 3 months.
Even if she ever felt the same way about
me as | do her, | know she'll never tell me.
It's okay though, maybe the perfect
moment is still waiting. Or maybe,
whether its a"walk to remember" moment
or not; whenever | tell her, it would be the
perfect in its own way. | just know that
there will be butterflies in my stomach, a
smile on my face, and a kodak moment.

| regret not saying "thank you". | hung out
with a girl in 8th grade, and she died of a
car accident in 10th grade. Even though |
did not have very positive opinions toward
her, | regret not saying "thank you" to her
when she smiled at me. | let my negative
views get in the way of appreciating her.
Even though we rarely talked. | didn't
appreciate her hardwork in cheerleading.
A girl with a mountain high school spirit.
A girl with beautiful smiles. It's only when
the school district and her friends mourned
a her death, | reaized my regrets of not
saying a simple "thank you" for simply
knowing her. Now she lives among the
memories of her friends.
R.1.P. Jane Doe*.

*This name has been changed out of
respect for the girl’s family who may not
want her name revealed.

im sick of caring
im sick of waking up everday feeling i
have to redeem the mistakes ive made in

the past

im sick of not being able to just enjoy the
simple pleasure of life

im sick of knowing the year is coming to
anend knowing that there wont be
another year like it

i hate that things seem to keep getting
worse

and most of al i hate that i have the power
to change my outlook on life... but dont.

i love my girlfriend. i cant stand the
thought of saying goodbye.

well i guess thats it. goodbye.

| am every Asian mom’s dream: a walking
talking supercomputer on the fast track to
success. Forget girls, forget parties, forget
life. I've got money to make. | see in front
of me: gold coins in the sky like Mario,
job opportunities around every street
corner, and a butler with a funny accent
asking me what I'd like for breakfast.
Then my eyes sngp open, and I’'m back in
the real world, in my college dorm, high
off of the idea of who | could bein 5 or 10
years. Ever since elementary school, I've
been working my little behind off to strive
to be the top of my class. And hell, the
hard work got me into a good school,
along with severa thousand other people
just like me. But there are those few kids,
who have been slacking off their entire
lives and still got accepted into this school.
Those few thousand kids who had low
GPA’s and low SAT scores and still made
it to the same place | am, and have the
same opportunities | do. And | redize that
there are many opportunities even if you
barely scrape through high school. After
seeing these underachievers first hand, |
wish | was one of them. In college, | am
required to push myself twice as hard just
to get by, and | see these ex-slackers
working the same amount as me. But the
difference is, when we stop to talk about
our lives, they tell me of their high school



adventures, adventures I’d never gotten to
experience. | wish | was there to see all the
sights and take in all the excitement back
in high school. See, in high school you
always hear about these success stories
like me, people who went out and
devoured classes to make it to top schools.
But in college you only hear about the
amazing things that people did, or still do.
It's the exact opposite. People are praised
for how crazy they were, instead of how
hard they studied. Don’t get it twisted,
there definitely is competition, but the
competitiveness takes a back seat to the
joyful experiences. And | regret not being
able to tell any stories of my own and wow
my friends with al the excitement. So to
al you Matadors: have fun while you still
can, and tell me your wild stories if you
ever see me.

Alumni, Class of 2003

Yo! I've been thinking about my life and |
found out that it jus kinda sux. | mean |
appreciate wat people do for me and
respect people and try not to anger alot of
people, but | think that's wats kinda
tearing me gpart. | can’t share my feelings
or thoughts with people. Like my rea
feelings not a vell that | want people to
perceive me as, but actually me. Most of
my friends right now jus kno the goofy me
but not the serious caring and senstive
side. Sometimes | jus wanna open up but
then | remember who my friendsr. | don’t
really kno them and they don’t really kno
me. | try to get to kno them but it never
realy happens. | came from a different
school then everyone so | was introduced
to an entirely new environment full of
people | have no clue &bout. While
everyone talks sometimes | jus sit there
and try to understand. | regret not sharing
my thoughts with people cuz al that anger
and sadness builds up and | do stupid

things. A lot of people have really pissed
me off and | don’t wanna hit them back
cuz | don’t like to hurt people. So over
time | jus have a shit load of anger build
up. As aresult little things like someone
hitting me can trigger a totally different
me that doesn’t care about the well being
of others and jus beat the shit out of
people. If that doesn’t happen then some
nights as | lay in bed | think about how
shitty my life has become and | get hella
angry and eventually break household
items like doors and windows or | cut
myself sometimes. So far | haven’t found
a good and constructive outlet for al this
anger and | also haven't found a way to
communicate to others the way | feel
about most things. As | write this | m
continually getting madder and madder
because this is making me recollect how
my life is, falling school, no one to realy
tak to, no none understands, and full of
shit anger. When people need help, | help
them and try to help them solve their
problems. They can jus talk to me, and |
understand how they feel and give them
advice. My problem is that | don’t take
my own advice by trying to talk to people.
Im such a f**king hypocrite. | jus want
someone | can talk to and will understand
how | feel and not laugh at me for spilling
al my life and thoughts and feelings. Its
too hard for me to express myself. Thisis
why | sometimes sleep a lot, so that | can
jus sleep off my anger. That's y
sometimes in class | try to hide and sleep
peacefully so that | don’t piss anyone off
and that people don’t piss me off so | don’t
hurt people. | care too much about other
people that | don't pay attention to my
needs. | try to ignore al the shit, but it
somehow always comes back to kick me
in the abs$.
| also regret not trying hard enough and
regret being so lazy in school. One of the
reasons my life is shit is that | don’t do
good in school, and even though | don’t
show it to people, it continually haunts me



that | wont make it in life and die lonely
and dumb. | always thought wat my life
wuld be like. | think there wuld be less
anger and my life would go a little
smoother.

| always think that people judge me, which
they probably do, and | believe that most
people dislike me. | don’'t even kno if
that's true or not. Jus if | hear people
talking aout me | always think that they
disike me and r taking about how
annoying, dumb, or how jus plain faggotty
I m. | have friends but | don’t have friends
that | can chill with out of school. And
theres no one that | can talk to. | have no
true friend | can share my thoughts with.

| wish that | never told her about what |
felt towards her. If | didn't, our
relationship would still be happy and the
way it was before | told her anything. |
think that | ruined our perfect relationship
by trying to preserveit.

During my first year in high school, |
joined the freshman football team. My best
friend had convinced me to try it out, even
though | had never played football in my
life. 1 went aong with the program for
some time, because the head coach seemed
to take a liking for my work ethic and
desire to impress. | was assigned to the
position of running back- fourback,
specifically- and played tentative third of
fourth string behind the likes of more
talented players. | quietly accepted my role
because | felt that | deserved it as a
beginner, but in the back of my mind, |
always pictured myself working my way
up to playing regular minutes. Those kind
of images always seem to float around
inside my head.

| slaved for the entire summer and the last

couple of weeks before the season started
to try and earn playing time. The first
game of the year rolled around. Our team
dominated the opponent from the opening
kickoff. We won easily. the fina score
was 40-13, us. There was never any doubt
a any point in the game that we would
lose. | never stepped onto the playing
field.

One week of difficult practice later, we
played our second game. With four
minutes left in the game, we led 36-0. One
of the assistant coaches let myself and
another third string running back into the
game. After playing one eventless down,
the quarterback announced in our huddle
that the next play would be run for me. My
heart skipped about forty-seven and a half
beats.

Nervoudly, | took my position. | pondered
the different possibilities that the outcome
of this play would lead to. My eyes swept
over the field, and | inhaled youth. | would
have continued to think, but suddenly...
"Shift... SET-GO!" | head the
guarterback's voice call, sgnaling the start
of the play. | ran three steps to the left and
made a perfect cut towards the QB, who
placed the ball squarely in my hands. With
adrenaine pumping throughout my body
and mind, | glanced ahead. In front of
where | had taken the ball, the offensive
linemen had blocked the defenders
perfectly, leaving a hole for me wide
enough to drive a truck through. With the
endzone clearly in sight, | began my sprint
towards the first touchdown of my life.
Unfortunately, that was as far as | ever
got.

You see, in al of my excitement and pre-
planned glory, | slipped and fell. For a
split second, the world stopped motion and
waited for my body to hit the grass. As |
felt my balance give out, | understood
what would happen. All these dreams that



I had held so close to my heart would soon
leave me. With my back to the ground, |
closed my eyes and soaked in what had
happened. When my eyelids managed to
re-open, | saw the faces of the defensive
backs focused on the fallen entity caled
my body. What their eyes betrayed, |
could not read. Did they scorn me? Pity
me? Both? Either way, | let that moment
be eternity. And though eternity it was, the
time passed, and | felt myself being helped
up by a teammate. | bounced back up in
one swift motion and resumed play.

When the game ended, the scoreboard read
42-0. The extra touchdown hadn't been
scored by me, however. Coach had put in
another running back and run a play for
him. | hadn't been taken out of the game,
but | was no use to the team anymore at
that point.

The following week in practice, our coach
assigned us permanent position rotations. |
didn't even make it to the list of running
backs. | played when nobody else was
available or needed, which essentidly
meant that | would amost not be seeing
the playing field for along, long time. I'm
sure that if | could have executed that was
run for me successfully that | would have
been at least third string, or maybe even by
some wild chance second. Instead, | was
put on the ddlines for the rest of the
reason. Sporadic playing time came here
and there, but | had blown my one
opportunity to prove myself.
| have long since quit playing football. In
retrospect, it's difficult to believe how
much of my heart | put into a cause so
fruitless. | am wise enough to see that no
matter how badly | wanted to play, the
world simply is not fair. Since freshman
year, | have been shunned to a high school
life of obscurity, and | am helpless to do
anything about it. Overdramatization, one
might describe it, but none have
experienced the same weeping of my soul

from such a trivial cause that | have. In
Hollywood, events that occur for me on a
daily basis would never have been allowed
to happen. But this is not Hollywould.
This is what I call life.

This, my friends... iswhat | call regret.

| regret not starting out as an outgoing,
friendly to everyone (not just to some
people) person. Now, as much as | want to
change myself, | cannot, because the habit
isso ingrained into my brain. | only talk to
some people and not to others now. |
always here that we always have time to
change but I'm waiting and waiting and
trying and trying but nothing seems to be
happening.

| try to change how | can never do things
and never chalenge myself and never be
brave to do something | never did before
because as much as | try, nothing happens.
The next day, things just go back to my
"status quo self”, which frustrates me even
more. | see how some people have been so
brave, friendly, outgoing, and awesome
for the longest time, ever since they were
practically born, and | regret how | wasn't
like that too when | was little. Because
now, even though they say its not too late,
itis. And | can't change.

In a community where | often hear, “I
regret spending my life studying when |
could have been out enjoying it”, | secretly
feel the opposite way. Perhgps that's
because | romantically picture my
studying to be a  passionate
adventure/search for knowledge, but | do.
To state it outrightly, | wish | had studied
more, embraced the content of EACH of
my classes with vigor and passion, and



pursued a more successful academic

career.

Footfalls echo in the memory
Down the passage which we did not take
Towards the door we never opened
Into the rose-garden.

- T.S Elliot

My sophomore year, the Class of 2007
Officers offered Driver's Ed classes after
school every day for about 2 weeks. |
opted to not take the class. It interfered
with my evening practices, after-school
meetings, and general desire to have some
freedom from 3:30-7 pm in that 2 week
period. One-by-one, my friends took their
permit tests, and thus began the periodic
“driver-switching” between my peers and
their over-21 counterparts. Sooner than |
got around to registering at driversed.com,
it seemed everyone had their license and
was willingly breaking 6-month (and now
1 year!) driving rule.

So now, as arising senior, | sit writing this
story only about 50% through my driver's
ed course, having spent the past year
amost completely dependent upon the
mercy of my license-bearing friends for
transportation.

Although there are many obviousy
annoying and cumbersome restrictions
because of my non-driver status, | would
like to take a bit of time to talk about the
nice things that came out of my seemingly
crappy predicament. As the Dala Lama
wrote, “...consider that in place of our
dependence on one another for support,
today, wherever possible, we tend to rely
on machines and services’. He goes on to
explan that this move away from

interdependence factors into a greater
societa challenge to feel a sense of
community and belonging, which then
creates feelings of loneliness and
alienation.

Prohibited by the DMV to rely solely on a
machine like the automobile, | developed a
dependence on loving, patient, responsible
friends (who in turn relied on their cars).

The ride from Monta Vista to my home is
fairly short, but more often than not those
short rides didn’t end with a quick drop-
off in my court. Indeed as we would pull
up into the driveway, the car would be
shifted into park, and more conversation
would ensue: sometimes long, others
short, some intense, light, concerning,
relieving. Often tears were shed, amost
aways laughs were shared, exasperated
sighs and consoling smiles exchanged, and
ultimately,  friendships  strengthened.

Considering the flipside of the Daai
Lama's thought, my dependence on others
created a sense of community and
belonging, and helped me evade the
feelings of loneliness or dienation,
especialy in the transition phase from the
end of an exhausting day, practice, or
meeting to what would probably be along
night of individua studying. | do hope that
the conversations and car rides that |
treasure were as meaningful for those that
shared them with me, and | really must
take the time now to thank them for their
patience and friendship.

While | do yearn for the calm that | hear
comes from a long, solitary drive and
other freedoms attached to a license, | am
equally as grateful for the “stupid”
decision | made not taking that Driver's
Ed class amost 2 years ago. In place of

independence, I have  driveway
friendships, and for those | have no
regrets.



Nunc scio quit it amor

I've never been this happy before. | mean,
| can't stop smiling. I'll open up my phone
and see "1 New Message" and just grin.
It's from her. Her! She may be over 2000
miles away right now (2246.01, if you
want specifics) but | still see her right here
with me. There's just one problem - | can't
tell anyone. | can't walk up to my best
friend and say "Hey, here's a picture of my
girlfriend, | love her, and she loves me.
Life's perfect." And | wish | could. | wish |
could get the gutsto tell someone that |
love her and that no one could make me
feel thishappy again. But | can't. Because
no one would treat me the same after that.
My obsession with how people perceive
me stops me from being able to just be me
and be happy. Regret means "A feeling of
disappointment or distress about
something that one wishes could be
different” and al | can think whenever |
see a couple walking down the street is"If
only..." You want to know what | regret? |
regret my stupid fears and my own
insecurity because that's what's stopping
me.

| regret making myself so vulnerable,
because now I've become hardened and
bitter.

What sucks isthat the other party has
changed for the (much) better and is
enjoying the benefits while | sit herein my
room aone.

| regret losing myself to this insecurity.

| regret everything. Everything from the
two hours | spent watching Americas

Next Top Model instead of studying for
chem to not being good enough to even
make callbacks. It hurts to be deemed a
fallure in the one thing that you believed
you were good at, however nicely the
rejection comes. It is hard not to regret
ever trying when you sit alone at night,
unable to focus on whatever you are
reading, your mind full of thoughts yet
numbingly black. At times when we take a
chance and fall, the overwhelming pan
makes us forget the reason we ever
bothered. Failureisal that echoesin your
head a these times, and let's not even
begin to contemplate the laborious healing
process. I regret everything.

| regret nothing at all. | once heard from
someone that "Even if our attempt
ultimately ends in failure, a failure of your
best intentions is infinite times better than
a mediocre success, especially one that
reeks of cowardice." I've attempted to
keep that thought in mind, along with the
idea that everything is a leaning
experience. | understand that my failures
are aso a part of me that have created this
person that | am today, a person that | am
quite satisfied with, thank you. We can
only gain from our life experiences, if we
manage to survive them that is. Seeing as
how we are all till here, | believe that we
have succeeded. | regret nothing.

Every noble work is bound to face
problems and obstacles. It is important to
check your goal and motivation
thoroughly. One should be very truthful,
honest, and reasonable. One's actions
should be good for others and for oneself
as well. Once a positive goal is chosen,
you should decide to pursue it all the way
to the end. Even if it is not realized, at
least there will be no regret.
-Dalai Lama



I would much rather have regrets about
not doing what people said, than
regretting not doing what my heart led me
to and wonder what life had been like if
I’d just been myself.

— Brittany Renee

| regret trusting people. Now | know that
sounds bad...but realy | do. | trust people
realy easily, way too easily apparently.
See | trusted this guy, we got really close
and the time we spent together was
amazing. | thought it was perfect. | mean,
I knew he had flaws, but | always looked
past them. | had feelings for him and so |
saw what | wanted to see, and | searched
for that “good person” that | thought
should be there. | wanted him to be there.
He wasn’t. | trusted him anyway. He lied.
| didn’t know until it was over. | didn’t
know until a friend of mine came up and
told me of the rumors he had spread about
me after we broke up, and most even while
we were together. He told them anything
and everything he could think of to make
himself sound good. But what he sounded
like was a jerk and an asshole. But that's
what heis. And | didn’'t seeit. | so badly
wished | had. | wish | could go back and
listen to what other people had told me
and | wish | had stayed away from him. |
mean | guess it's good because I've
learned from it, so | shouldn’t regret the
relationship. But at the same time, what
have | learned from having my heart
broken? That people lie, even about those
they supposedly care about? That you
can’'t trust anyone, because in the end they
will just hurt you? That you can’t rely on
others because no matter what they will
always let you down? | mean really, what
have | learned? Is the emotiona pain of
being completely betrayed redly worth
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these lessons? | mean you can only truly
learn through experience, you hear that all
the time. But this experienceiskilling me.
| hate him. | can't stand the fact that he
could do thisto me. And yet why the hell
do I still misshim?

| think one of the hardest parts is that my
best friends are his friends too, and he was
acompletely different person with me than
when he was with other people and so it is
so hard to not have him around. | regret

faling for a pathologica liar. | regret
letting him slide with excuses. | regret
having faith in someone that | so

obviously should have just let done. |
regret ever trying to help him. | regret
thinking | saw something in him, when it
wasn't really him. | thought he was
incredible, despite his flaws, everyone has
flaws. | just looked past them. | thought |
had a guy who respected me and cared for
me, and although he said that he did, and
says that he still does, one night kind of
wrecked it al. Not kind of wrecked it,
completely destroyed it actually. | broke
up with him the next day because | told
him | couldn’t be in a relationship where
that happens-he completely broke my
trust. He disrespected me and | felt
pressured in ways that | never thought |
would. | was crushed, to say the least. |
didn’t know what to do with myself. He
then continued to lie to me, continued to
disrespect me, and continued to hurt me. |
don’'t want to say what he did but it was
something | can’t forgive him for. | tried
to forgive him, but | couldn’t. | tried to be
friends with him, but | just couldn’t. |
have been trying and trying to move on
and forget about him and become more ok
with everything, but it's ridiculously
difficult when he keeps lying aout me. |
then found out that he was going and
bragging to everyone that | had “forced
myself on him”...and that he broke up with
me because he was tired of getting it from



me....can | just say that it's al f*cking
bullshit. He didn’'t get a f*cking thing
from me. | don’t think | have ever been so
angry in my life. And | am still filled with
rage. How the hell could he do that to
me?! | mean honestly, who on earth does
he think he is?! | told him | couldn’t see
him or talk to him or anything again...at
least not until | was more over what had
happened, and not until he stopped lying.
| just can’t believe him. | can't believe |
saw something in him. | can’'t believe |
trusted him. | guess | could only learn to
be more careful through this experience,
but to have my reputation, my dignity, and
my heart just completely destroyed by it,
makes me question whether or not it's all
worth it. | know that | need to move on
and forget about him. | regret not doing
that before it al happened. | regret
believing in every lie he told me. | regret
faling for someone that would break my
heart. And | regret thinking that there is
good in everyone, because even if there is
a little bit, there definitely wasn’'t enough
in him for me to be with him. Maybe
things will work out and maybe we will
one day be friends again, but as of now |
regret looking passed what | thought were
just tiny little flaws, and trusting in aliar.

| have loved badly, loved the great

Too soon, withdrawn my words too late;
And eaten in an echoing hall

Alone and froma chipped plate

The words that | withdrew too late.

- -Edna &. Vincent Millay

| regret not dancing with you when | had
the chance.

| regret that thing | said the other day that |
didn’t mean.
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| regret not taking more chances.

| regret thinking so many things were such
abig dedl.

| regret being so stupid all those times |
should have never said anything at all.

| regret not keeping a clear head when |
needed it most.

But most of all | regret not doing anything
about it.

Of all the words of tongue or pen, the
saddest are these... it might have been.
- John Greenleaf Whittier

| can't believe I'd put myself so low. | can't
believe | decided to go for a ride on the
then-town bicycle. My virginity doesn't
matter. The fact | didn't even think, the
fact that my dick took over my brain for a
short while - the fact that my entire group
of friends practically hit it and quit and
passed it on. Shit, it's disgusting.

Monta Vista,

During my time in high school, i
thought | knew what i wanted. That was
to get away from everyone | could and get
out of my parent's house!

My mistake. | focused to much on the
negative side of life far too much and did
not redize wuntil just realize what
opportunities i was throwing away.
Schools are constructed the way they are
to prepare you for the "real world". Slow
a first then it becomes faster and faster
until the education bubble explodes and
you have to struggle for hours at night to
catch every piece of information you can
grab. | do not exactly know how many



students there were in Monta Vista when |
was there, but there were enough to make
it impossible to meet all of them.

When | knew | going into the Air
Force, | just stopped with education and
became so apathetic towards at everything
(so it seemed then). | thought that if I
made it through the year and graduated on
time | was good to go. That's not the
case. | regret not keeping my head out of
my "doodles’ and love notes, when |
should have been watching the board and
capturing the information that was being
given to me. | now want to go back,
capture it and hold it, and know that the
"education bubble" will not burst, because
I will have control. High school is easy
once | look back. A few hours aday to sit
and listen to someone. Sure there is the
after hours work, but that is easy if you
know what to do.

| dso regret throwing around the
fragile feelings of people in high school.
Yes playing with those feelings is like
waking onthinice. A.l.M. was the spawn
of ALL misinterpretations in high school,
and lead to the "drama’ of talking about
people behind their back. | regret having
that in my life, and not realizing what
these people will mean to me down the
line. Here | am ready to deploy and | miss
most of my high school friends more than
ever! Drama seemed like a daily thing,
and should have been aclass, but that was
what brunch was for. Being consumed by
drama lost me friends, and it was over
ridiculous childish bickering. I've met
Hundreds of people since | graduated in
2005, and | still think about my high
school friends and "enemies’. Only wait
to tak to them and let the rea feelings
come out on devil spawn A.l.M. or being
even more pathetic and do it in an email!

Being from Scotland, and putting on
an American Accent to try and fit in is a
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regret that | changed in basic training.
When | first moved to Californiain 1995,
people a my elementary school made fun
of me for my accent. A few monthslater |
had an "american accent”, and i fit in.
Once | was in high school, people could
not even tell that | was from Scotland. |
changed back to the real accent, because |
did not want to be "fake" the rest of my
life and be afraid to show that | am from
Scotland. Being around so many different
people, you have to take a piece of
everyone you meet with you.

The biggest regret | have now that |
live on my own is having to do just that,
live on my own. Paying bills, managing
work, physica training, extra after duty
hours work, there are a thousand and one
things that have to be done. When you
live with your parents, you do not have to
worry about paying the internet bill, or the
car hill or even for insurance. Now take
that and add working 0600-1600 (6:00am-
4:.00pm) then  additional  chores!
Maintaining the cleanliness of my dorm,
ironing my uniform, Studying my job and
then finding time to get to the chow hall!
It is intense. High school and living with
parents, you know what is going on every
day so well it becomes a routine. | regret
not being more independent when | lived
with my parents. I'm not taking about
running away and living with afriend for a
few days, | mean working and living
without them even in the "picture”.

High school was handed to me on a
platter. | did not even realize what was
being given to me until just recently and |
kick myself for not taking what | could off
that platter and holding it.

Take care of yourself

-Airman Ross McNally USAF,
Monta Vista Alumni 2005, 75th



Logistics Readiness Squadron Hill Air
Force Base, UT

On the outside, | may seem like the nice,
normal person, but only he knows who |
realy am. My heart spoke to him as if
only he and | existed. He took those
secrets and twisted them. He spun my
words as if they were cotton candy,
swirling and spinning into fluffy clouds
which he then crushed with his indifferent
fists.

| didn't understand at the time was that he
did not care for me the way | did for him.
He was just bored with what he had. |
never for a second thought that he could
be selfish or sadisticaly cruel. | never let
myself see how he was playing with my
body and my heart.

| regret letting him into the little bubble of
my life. He popped my bubble, spilling my
soul. The pieces were mended, but | am
not the same person a before.

Damn you, motherf*cker. | hope you die
sad and alone.

| believe that in order to discover your
identity and be at peace with yourself, you
must first be lonely. | regret not realizing
this sooner.

| thought | had told myself, "No regrets."
Unfortunately, this saying came back to
get me when | found myself jumping at
most opportunities and THEN regretting
it. See, it's one thing to regret not doing
something. It's another issue to regret
doing something. | have several regrets
regarding one simple project.
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| shouldn't have been her partner for the
final project. She was way too loaded with
other stuff, and | wasn't the one with the
deepest understanding of the assignment.
And the worst part is, neither of us can
fight about it. | can't tell her that | should
not have been her partner, and she can't
tell me that | screwed up the project. Oh,
f*ck it. It was a dual screw-up. Sorry
doesn't even cover it, and now my grade--
and friendship--is borderline.

| regret ever drinking. | know that if |
hadn’t done it once, | probably never
would have.

Smoking. | regret smoking.

Lying to my parents. Once you get started
you just can’t stop.

Ditching class. Only done it once, but um
yeanot so good.

Feeling alone. | should have realized that
people actualy do care.

Not pushing myself harder.

Letting myself stay at alevel of
mediocrity.

L etting people take advantage of me.

L etting people walk al over me because |
was too scared to stick up for myself.

L etting myself be satisfied with who |
have become instead of striving to be the
person | know | want to be.

| regret not having the willpower to say
no.

| had sex at age sixteen.

| always thought that 1\'d have the
willpower to prevent it when it came.. and
for awhile, | did. But eventually, getting
caught up in the moment really does mess
with your head. | gavein. Itsf*cking
stupid. I always thought that I\'d save my
virginity for the one | marry. If not, in
college. | lost my virginity as a sixteen
year old. And it scares me. My



boyfriend\'s off in college now. Who
knows.. though he says he loves me now,
what\'s the likelihood that it\'ll last
forever?

The worst part is, once you give in, it\'s so
difficult to turn back. It\'s become so
normal, so much apart of the routine that |
begin to forget how my life was without it.
| am af*cking idiot.

Some people say "There are no regretsin
life, just lessons,” but | disagree. One of
my biggest regretsis actually very small,
but it had a huge impact on me. | was nine
and impressionable, and this was my first
introduction to peer pressure. | was a
Regnart elementary school bully. You
couldn't tell by looking at me---1 was an
extremely skinny, short, Indian girl who
looked like she would |ose a battle against
aflea But | used to hurt people mentally,
with my little "gang" of friends who would
tear apart our classmate's self esteems and
dub them worthless. Basicaly we bitched
about everyone, to their faces, and made
them feel worse than #####.

There was this one girl who we
particularly made fun of. We especidly
hated how confident she was in herself
when God had given her no gifts---she was
horrible in school, average looking, and
had an accent when she spoke. She was
easy to make fun of, though.

And that particular day, we formed a
secret society against her. We decided to
write everything we hated about her on a
piece of paper and leave it in her cubby.
Though | was definitely not the leader, |
was often the one who came up with the
"clever" parts of the plan. For example, |
was the one who threw the |ast painful
jeer, the last mean comment, the last cruel
trick---the one that really did it and made
the victim cry.

As for this plan, we didn't stop at anything
to prevent it from looking sloppy. The
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more intricate and cleverly designed, the
more pain she would have reading it. |
even wrote in different handwriting after
each paragraph or so to make it look like
the other kids hated her too.

Finaly, the day came when we had
finished writing 30 bitchy comments (four
or five pages of college ruled binder
paper). We drew straws, and | ended up
being the one to put it in her cubby.
However, as she wasn't at school that day,
and the janitor would be cleaning out the
cubbies, we decided to put it in the next
day.

| took the wad of binder paper home,
which we had even tied with aribbon to
make it more gppealing to open. The
secret society had planned to go online at
four after school, to work out the finishing
touches.

We ultimately decided to put it in during
math, where | wasin the room with her
cubby, but she wasn't (as shewasin a
lower math class). | left the room after
going "away" and went to eat. Thiswas a
major mistake. My innocent older sister
(completely unlike me) who | used to
share aroom, saw the screen. She read the
whole conversation, and then confronted
me about it.

| finally told her, hoping she would laud
me for my cleverness. | was surprised
when she didn't. She begged me not to do
it. | had to. Right or wrong, my loyalty to
my gang was much more important than
ethics. | told her | wouldn't, but | knew
fully well what was going to happen the
next day. "Don't put itin," she begged, one
more time.

And those words played again and again in
my head all night. But | didn't follow
them. | wish | had.

| went to school the next day, and as
planned, deposited the papersin her
cubby. After that, | started getting tensed
and guilty. Did | redly want her to seeit?
Of course not. Maybe | could warn her,
and make her pretend to read it and



actually not. Put in adecoy letter. Yes!!
That was my new plan, my secret
individual plan. The girl and | both had
science together, afterwards, but in a
different room. | wasrelieved. | went in at
the end of the day to dlip in the decoy
letter in place of the original, but she was
standing in front of her cubby, reading it.
And | noticed that she was crying.

| have never been that ashamed in my life.
| ran out of the room, never wanting to see
the secret society or the girl in my life.
When | got home, | even tried to convince
my mom into letting me skip agrade and
go to Kennedy early. | was pretty smart.

It was a Friday, so | had the whole
weekend to relax and not think about it.
Wrong. It was either my sister begging me
or her watery eyes that were ##H#H#H#H
stuck in my head all Saturday and Sunday.
But when | went back to school, she
wasn't here.

It turned out that over the weekend, her
parents had gotten into a car wreck and
had died. She and her older brother had
moved back to Poland to live with her
grandparents.

You can't imagine how | felt. | was aways
one of those kids who never feels guilty.
After | did something bad, | would be
nervous about getting caught but NEVER
sorry for what | did. Sorry for the
conseguences, maybe, but not the action.
But that day | not only was guilty, but |
truly felt pity. Not towards her, but myself.
How could | have sunk to the limit of
making myself feel better by putting down
someone else? It sounds like one of those
cheesy things you always read about, but
in red lifeinsults are too funny to care
about morals. And until that day, | felt that
way too.

It's been eight years, and | can't even
remember that far back really. But that
remainsin my memory. That is my
absolute biggest regret.
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regret. that encompasses so much when
you think about it. things as small as
forgetting to turn in your homework to as
big as having sex for the first time can all
be considered as regrets to some people.
when i first read that the topic for
Verdadera was going to be regret, my
mind suddenly filled with a million
different things i could say. i regret alot of
things i have done in my life. they may not
be big, life changing events, but aot of
times they hurt someone close to me,
mainly my parents. but thats not what i
wanted to write about when it came down
to it, i realized i wanted to write about the
relationship i have with my boyfriend. we
have a somewhat, uh, rocky relationship.
thats not to say that things are always bad
or that theyre even bad 80% of the time,
its just that the confusion level with himis
aways a an all time high. i dont know
how to put into words what i realy regret
with him. i started out by typing out our
whole story and then i deleted it because
it didnt express anything i regretted, it
was just me venting. i guess i regret not
being able to express my feelings for him
the way that i want to. to say the least i
have had alot of failed realtionships and
over time i have developed trust issues
with guys. i want to let him in so badly,
but i feel like i cant let my heart open up in
that way. the truth is, i love him. we've had
our issues. alot of issues actudly, but i
cant deny the fact that without him i would
be nothing. i love him and i regret not
being able to tell that to him because of
past pains that get in the way. i regret not
being able to let go of my past. i have the
right to not let him in and to not trust him
because he has hurt me so much in the
past, but i have forgiven him. everyone
always asks "why would you ever forgive
him after what he did?' and i think about
it. i cant come up with any logical
reasoning, but then again, love isnt dways
logical. sometimes we just fall for the
wrong people a the wrong time.



sometimes i regret not listening to my
friends advice when they tell me how
wrong for me he is. sometimes i regret
forgiving him for all the times he has hurt
me. but i mainly regret not being able to
express the way i feel about him. heck, i
cant even type it without confusing
myself, so how am i supposed to be able to
explan it to him in words. i want to be
able tell him everything without me
stuttering and getting my words mixed up.
i guess you were right Prefo: i should be
taking speech.

I wish | could say my biggest regret was in
sixth grade at science camp. To make it
short, when signing up for cabin-mates, |
had chosen my oldest friends instead of
my best friends from that year. Of course,
when my best friends asked, | played it off
as if |1 had chosen them. Karma came to
bite me in the ass, as all my oldest friends
AND my best friends had ended up in one
cabin, and | ended up in a cabin with a
bunch of girls | didn’t even redly like. To
top it off, the girl who slept in the bed
across from me stole my wallet. While that
event in itself wasn’'t that butt-hurting,
what | can still recall so clearly to this day
is crying in my bed the weekend | got
home, regretting all those choices which
led to me to having such a bad experience
a Science Camp.
That's what | think of when | hear the
word “regret”. Though, if that was my
biggest regret, | don't think we'd be
having a problem.

| don’t hold too many grudges against my
decisions, because I'm the kind of person
who thinks that we all learn something
from mistakes, so | don’t let them get the
best of me. | guess aside from my Science
Camp “Drama’, the only other event that |
associate “regret” with was in middle
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school. Simple story: | like guy, guy likes
me. But of course, it's middle school and
neither of us has the guts to do anything
about it. It's about 6 years later, and I'm
still wondering what could have been
between us. Every so often | find my mind
wandering and fantasizing about what our
relationship would have been like. | guess
that's what kills me  most-the
“wondering”.

One of my biggest worries is looking back
on life and realizing | didn’t live up to my
potential-l didn’'t take chances and risk
losing myself-1 didn’t live.



Professional Pages
Regret

| hadn’t meant to do it. | was the “nice” new girl. A sophomore, and new to a
high school where most of the kids had been together since elementary school.
Desperately insecure and lonely, | was looking for acceptance and a way to belong. It
was the fall of 1972 and | had been invited to a slumber party with the popular girls. All
the usual stuff of a 70s-era party was enjoyed including popcorn, pizza, gossip, and crank
calls. Some of the crank calls were innocent fun with no harm done but others were
downright mean. Feeling desperate to belong to this group | did something very
uncharacteristic. During one of the cals to a boy the girls were ridiculing | was handed
the phone and made a very cruel persona comment.

It's 2006 and here | am nearly 35 years later counseling individuals with their
own emotiona pain, often rooted in childhood or adolescent experiences. | still feel
ashamed and deeply remorseful of my actions on that hot September night decades ago. |
can attempt to dismiss it by telling myself that | was egged on by the other girls, that my
own lack of self esteem had pushed me to do something desperate to belong, or that it
didn’t really matter to the boy and did no lasting harm. The sense of responsibility and
guilt continue to haunt me.

Regret. We all have experienced it as an unavoidable emotion of life.
The World Book Dictionary defines it as the feeling of being sorry, experiencing sorrow,
or asense of loss. | think of regret as an emotion experienced as aresult of choices made
or opportunities missed. Regret may be experienced at the time of the choice, soon after,
or sometimes not for years or decades later. In my case, | experienced regret
immediately following the incident, felt ashamed of myself the next time | saw the boy,
and will forever wish | hadn’t done it.

What we regret seems to fall into three primary areas. habits, relationships and
performance. Habits often are rooted in childhood or adolescence and are carried into
adult life. Some habits may be beneficial and enrich our lives and expand opportunities
for personal and professiona success. Examples of these are good study habits,
respectful attitudes toward self and others, and good self care such as sleep, regular
exercise and relaxation. Other habits may be self defeating and lead to a lack of
productivity and happiness. Examples of these are being harsh or critical of oneself or
others and adopting unheathy behaviors such as smoking, substance abuse or
recklessness.

As a therapist | have observed that it is in relationships that we experience the
most profound joy and deepest sorrow. Relationships and the ability to connect with
others are generaly thought of as the lifeblood of human existence. Those who
experience regret in relationships often speak of hurtful words or actions directed at
others, a love relationship longed for but not pursued, or emotions felt but not expressed
in tender words or embraces.
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In my personal life | recently met a delightful, energetic middle-aged woman with
a passion for helping young people. She recounted to me her experience of sending her
young adult daughter off to live in another state. In the boarding area at the airport she
struggled with her desire to hug her daughter in spite of their strained relationship and the
ambivaence she felt about her departure. Tragicaly, it was the last time she saw her
daughter dive. What that mother would give for one last hug.

Fear can keep us from doing something we want to try such as gpproaching the
hot guy, standing up for something we believe in, or playing a sport. How | wish | had
had the confidence to try out for the gymnastics team! |Is there something you want to do
or try but don’t because of alack of confidence? Now is the time to pursue those desires
to prevent the regret that may occur later in life if you don’t. And while | realize failure
or rejection can be painful to deal with, at least you have the satisfaction of having had
the courage to try and can avoid the regret that may occur otherwise.

As teenagers you've heard it a million, okay, a trillion times: “Do your best.”
Well-intended adults impart this and other unsolicited pearls of wisdom hoping to inspire.
In truth, the adult may actually be expressing their own disappointment over past choices
or have their own ego invested in the outcome of the young person’s performance.
Unfortunately, this is often the case with parents who push their children too hard,
sometimes with disastrous results. However, of course it is at times important to do your
best.

Perhaps this article has helped you reflect on various area of yourself, your
relationships, or your life that you are dissatisfied with or would like to change.
Undoubtedly at some point in your life you will regret something about your high school
experience. In order to minimize your regrets of the future ask yourself the following
guestion: Is there anything now | will regret not doing or changing in a year, five, ten or
twenty? If the answer is“yes’ you know what to do. Now!

By Denise A. Leffers, MFT

408-248-7901

Resour ces

1. http://www.golivewire.com/forums/resources.cqgi

2. http://teenhelp.org

3. USA Drug Abuse Hotline at 1.800.662.4357

4. Teen Challenge at www.teenchallenge.net or info@teenchallenge.net or 888.339.3193
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