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SAMMY 

 
Now 
 How can you not be friends with someone 
who is bad for you? That maybe they're so bad that 
they're good, if two wrongs, if three, or four, or 
five, or fifty wrongs could ever make a right?  How 
can you not want to bring them home to your 
perfect suburban parents — your parents who 
would never think to walk outside at night past 
ten, your parents whose lawn is perfectly 
manicured, who work respectable nine to fives 
everyday - and say "Hey Mom, hey Dad, this is 
Sammy," and just watch as they take in her 
bleached blonde hair with its dark roots, her torn 
clothes and combat boots.  She is everything they 
aren't, everything you aren't.  
 And then the next day you say "Hey, this is 
Jason, Sammy's boyfriend," 
 And the next "This is Madison, and Ben." 
 And on and on, 'til your parents refer to 
them as your pack, and start to worry that your 
grades will drop, that you'll want to cut your 
clothes and wear makeup.   
 You hear your mother in the kitchen with 
her best friend who lives next door, hear Mrs. 
Kimmel's reassurance that it's just a phase as she 
sips her tea.  
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*** 
Then 
 Sammy was charisma. Everyone was 
obsessed with her.   
 Most hated her too. 
 She knew no limits, no framework, no 
societal norms.  The word "filter" didn't exist, and it 
became an almost everyday occurrence to hear 
teachers talking about schizophrenia, bipolar 
disorder, clinical insanity.  Did it bother me as her 
best friend to hear it?  At first, but soon I forgot 
about it. I forgot that it wasn't normal to be in a 
puppy-dog love, hellish hate relationship with your 
best friend. You just lost track of what should 
happen around someone like her, when a typical 
week included her staying secretly in your room 
after she had run away from her mother for the 
500th time, and then consoling her the same night 
as she broke up with Jason.   
 He'd ask me about it the next day, 
sometimes threatening, sometimes mopey.  I'd 
threaten back when he'd threaten, and I'd throw 
my arm around his shoulders when he was mopey. 
Jason was just like Sammy, which was why they 
were so perfect for each other, but so bad at the 
same time. I can't remember a time when their 
relationship lasted a week. 
 
*** 
Now 
 It's their anniversary today.  Not Jason and 
Sammy's. 
All of them. All five. 
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 It's the anniversary of my best friends' 
death. 
 
*** 
Then 
 "Get in the car!" I jumped and almost 
dropped my phone on the sidewalk as I walked 
home, and I looked up to see Jason yelling from the 
window of Madison's beat up red Toyota.   
 "What? Why?" The words were barely out 
of my mouth before Tyler, Madison's twin, and Ben 
had grabbed me, stuffed me in the car, and shut the 
doors as Sammy hit the gas (why anyone let her 
drive, I'll never know). 
 "Because it's your birthday and we're going 
to celebrate!" Madison screamed as the noise level 
in the car elevated, as the cigarettes were lit and 
passed around. The words became some sort of 
magic and some sort of curse. Escape from all 
responsibilities, familial and scholastic?  Check.  
Extremely pissed off parents?  Double check.   
 It became impossible to worry though, in a 
car stuffed with my best friends as we crammed it 
to the brim with our music. Cigarette smoke filled 
my nose, and the lyrics of U2's latest hit were 
making their way to me.  Haven't you ever been so 
happy that words stop in your ears, slow down so 
much that you feel as though you're in this sort of 
time trap as you watch everything around you? 
You're there, but you're just so happy that you have 
to slow everything down to make sure that you get 
it all?  It was just one of those moments that I knew 
I would be replaying over and over again in the 
future, because who would forget the time when 
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your friends kidnapped you to celebrate your 
birthday, knowing full well how much your 
parents would freak out? (I know that was 
definitely an appealing part of the plan for Sammy, 
as she hated my folks.)   
 It felt like I settled into a nirvana the longer 
we drove on the highway, and eventually the smell 
of greasy fast food joined the cigarette smoke. How 
can fast food make you so happy? I felt like I was 
sharing the victuals of the gods with Tyler and 
Madison, and my birthday cake was a milkshake 
while they all sang 'happy birthday' to me.  We 
drove till the sun came up, and then pulled over to 
sleep for a few hours.  It wasn't until we were at the 
concert that I actually knew our destination, and 
yet the lack of knowledge had never bothered me 
the whole trip, because I was with them.  It sounds 
so corny, but it's true. 
 

*** 
Now 
 It hurts me to see Tyler's grave the most.  I 
certainly loved him at some point, and he had 
loved me back at another. You'd think it'd be my 
best friend's grave that I can't stand to see, but no, 
it's the boy whom I was stupid over for three years. 
 Sammy always gave me shit for that. 
 
*** 
Then 
 "I need a pick-me-up." 
  I sighed as I heard Sammy in the dark of 
my room.  Pick-me-ups weren't my favorite thing.  
"We just got you one this afternoon," I muttered 
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back, and winced as she womped me over the head 
with a sweatshirt. 
 "I know, but after my mom, and Jason, and 
Mr. Cuttey today, I'm already over half way 
through," she finished in a whine. 
 "Sammy—" 
 "You know how I get," her voice was sweet, 
but it was still a threat. 
 Yes, I damn well knew how she got, and it 
was the only reason I started to get dressed next to 
her in the dark.  She had made me cry more than 
once, and had made me absolutely hate myself too. 
Sammy had the uncanny ability to point out 
everything in my life that was wrong, and knew 
how to say it so it would hurt the most. 
 The air managed to be clammy yet freezing 
as we walked down my perfect suburban street to 
the nearest gas station. Nothing about the stark 
beauty of fall in street lamps could do anything to 
change my mood, which was sour at best.   
 "Stop pouting. It's unbecoming on you," 
Sammy sniped. 
 "So is mascara apparently," I shot back, and 
the conversation dropped. Earlier that day Sammy 
had decided that my normally make-up-less face 
needed a make-over because she "couldn't stand to 
look at it any longer," and had turned me into a 
someone I barely recognized. We had met with 
Jason and Tyler afterwards, and Jason had whistled 
as Tyler dropped the remark.  Hearing this, Sammy 
immediately sneered that the entire effect “was 
rather unbecoming and whorish,” wondering why 
I had taken the time to become so dolled up.  To 
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say that the next half hour was awkward would be 
an understatement. 
 I walked into the gas station alone with the 
words of "Don't fuck this up" ringing in my ears.  
The cashier looked at me knowingly, already 
pulling out a pack of Marlboro Reds without any 
asking.  I handed him part of my weekly chore 
allowance without the usual pang of anger and 
frustration that I had every week when I paid, and 
left the store, handing them to Sammy while she 
kept repeating "...pay you back, I'll pay you back."   
 There are some words you can only hear so 
many times before you stop listening altogether. 
 
*** 
Now 
 A lit Marlboro Red smokes on Sammy's 
grave while I light a few Newports for Tyler and 
Madison.  Ben and Jason always smoked Camels, 
and their cigarettes are almost burned out by the 
time I light my own up in remembrance.  I repeat 
the same process week after week, almost 
religiously.  Their graves are always clean, and I 
stop by after school almost daily to talk with at 
least one of them. 
 I read Tyler his Catcher in the Rye, and 
Sammy and Madison the latest edition of Vogue.  I 
tell Jason how stupid he was for driving that night, 
and I let Ben know how the Dodgers are doing.   
 Most of all, I vent to them about school.  I'll 
sit there and tell Sammy about Rebecca Watsen's 
pregnancy scare because I know she'd have loved 
that, or I tell Madison about Jimmy Goldstein. 
Sometimes I can hear them talking back, and other 
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days they're silent as I try not to cry.  Sure, I have 
friends now, but they're not the same.  They try too 
hard to be outsiders when their parents are actually 
bankers, and suddenly they won't stop talking 
about “the future.” 
 I'm afraid my future is only to become 
another premature gravestone. 
 

 
 

 


