
 

 

Similar to all things in life, we have a beginning, as well as an end. Of course, to live is an unpredictable 

adventure. There are hurdles to jump over, decisions to make, and choices to accept. The outcome is often enjoyable but 
sometimes unpleasant. Yet I endured a period of life just to get to where I’m standing now. The lengthy path here was 
a difficult one, and my journey started with a classic song… 

 

This has been a hectic year for me, an eventful kind. My name is James Roberts and most of my 

friends call me Jay. I am a bassist and leader for a band, an incredible one in my opinion. I’m proud 
and honored to be among a talented group of musicians. Dia-Matic Keys will be moving on to 
bigger opportunities in a few months.  

As I look upon each band members’ face, I’m grateful for their hard work. Kevin is cheering 
beside Ryan. Their whistles and laughter convey everything I am feeling at the moment: excitement 
and hope.  

Ryan is the front man and rhythm guitarist. I befriended Ryan and his best friend Kevin (the 
drummer) during my first year at Rutgers University. Ryan, Kevin, and I would always meet up to 
hang out and play music. We maintained our friendship throughout the school year and summer 
break.  

In fact, music is the main factor in keeping our rapport. Kevin, Ryan, and I planned to form a 
band once Andrew started attending Rutgers. Andrew is my younger brother and the lead guitarist. 
Drew is his nickname. He met Ryan and Kevin last summer and clicked with them, making our 
brotherly ties amongst each other more secure.  

Right now, all of us are enjoying the performance of another band member. Elle is her name, and 
she is the front woman and keyboardist in Dia-Matic Keys. Elle’s soulful voice and abilities on the 
piano and the guitar delivers the most-electrifying shows.  

When Elle decided to attend Rutgers, instead of Penn State University, I could not wait to recruit 
her in the band. However, I postponed the invitation until she settled comfortably into college life. I 
was unsure if Elle would bond with Kevin and Ryan straightaway knowing her shy personality 
around unfamiliar people.  

Drew and I are Elle’s close friends ever since we were young. We share a special relationship with 
her. My brother and I consider Elle as family, like a little sister, at least sometimes. For the majority 
of the time, we view her as a remarkable young woman. Elle is an outstanding member of the group, 
and I’m lucky to have her in my life.  

 

 

The Last Gig 

 

The applause is thunderous as Elle takes a well-deserved bow on stage. As always, she delivered 

an awesome performance for Dia-Matic Keys’ final show of the spring semester. Elle’s words of 
appreciation into the microphone are barely audible through the boisterous praise, but her 
expression of gratitude is clear. Based on the cheers amongst the fans, the distinction between her 
and the Dia-Matic Keys men is certain: Elle is a star.  



 

 

Tiffany (my girlfriend) is beside me, jumping up and down with joy yelling, “You go girl.” She 
squeezes my hand and kisses me before commenting, “It took a lot of forcing, but Elle performed 
one more time for the crowd, and she was amazing.”  

A smile forms on my face, happy at the fact Elle sung for the fans, and I reply, “Elle’s 
extraordinary. Imagine what she can do with her own songs.”  

Tiffany responds, “I know, and I hope she isn’t afraid to take a shot at stardom.”  

“What do you mean?” Tiffany’s apprehensive statement is unnerving to me.  

Tiffany looks towards Elle on stage before confessing in a soft tone, “I worry about her and the 
decisions she’s gotta make.” 

I respond without a second thought, “Elle belongs with the band. She is gonna choose us and the 
recording contract.” 

Tiffany answers, “Never mind James. Forget I said anything and have fun tonight.” Then she 
embraces me in dancing to a few songs. My worries over Elle are soon forgotten.  

The hour passes before Sean (Elle’s boyfriend) approaches me. His face is solemn. I thought Elle 
and Sean resolved their argument from earlier. Elle was angry about something, and then he ran 
after her. Sean and Elle both left the building and returned inside afterwards. The reasons why they 
fought seemed unimportant; I assumed it was over typical relationship issues.  

Meanwhile, Elle is enjoying the company of Tiffany and their good friends, Simone and Carla. 
Yet Sean appears miserable. The creases around his eyes are noticeable. He looks concerned.  

Sean speaks, “Yo Jay. I gotta to talk to you about Elle.”  

“Do you wanna speak in private?” I ask him. 

Sean insists, “No, the group should hear this too.” 

Ryan, Kevin, and Drew are nearby. Therefore, I motion for them to stay and listen to Sean.  

Drew inquires, “Wassup?”  

Sean’s expression is troubling, as if he is torturing himself by the brief pause of silence. Sean rubs 
his forehead, and inhales deeply before divulging, “Elle is freaking out about me leaving for Boston 
in two weeks. She threatened to breach the recording contract and spend the summer with me. I 
need your help to do something I don’t want to do.”  

He is on the verge of shaking. Sean squeezes his eyes tight and takes another deep breath. Even 
so, his stance remains firm as he peers towards Elle’s direction.  

Sean continues, “I don’t want to let Elle go, but I have to. I need one more day with her just to 
say good-bye. Then on Sunday, I want you and Drew to keep her away so I can pack up and move 
to Boston this week.”  

I’m speechless, listening to his plan to crush Elle’s heart. Ryan and Kevin are staring at Sean, then 
towards Elle, and back to him again. This breakup strategy sounds cruel.  

The idea appalls Drew. He furrows his eyebrows and spits out, “Are you serious about hurting 
her?”  

“Two weeks is hard enough to pretend everything won’t change, but two months? The distance 
will be torture. So don’t tell me about hurt cuz I’m in pain right now.” Sean fires in return. 



 

 

I pull Sean aside to reason with him. “Don’t end it like this. Elle will hate me for helping you.”  

“Didn’t you see us fighting earlier? Elle freaked out and ran off. I had to chase her down and 
convince her I wasn’t taking the job in Boston. Elle is willing to postpone recording the album just 
to follow me. I can’t let her break the band’s contract because she’s afraid.”  

At hearing Sean’s explanation, I realize Elle was picking him over Drew and me. The realization 
is hard to accept. Elle said in the past, Sean is the one she wants though can she choose him instead 
of me and the band.  

I wondered about Sean’s appeal. He took my place as Elle’s prince charming, and she’s in love 
with him. Sean is a good man except I never saw him as her equal. Sean often catered to Elle, trying 
to appease her. It never made any sense to me. Elle can sometimes be demanding, yet none of the 
band members give in to her all the time. In truth, he isn’t right for her.  

Yes, I am jealous Elle loves Sean more. Her decision is a huge mistake. Elle is meant for 
greatness and not a mediocre existence as Sean’s girlfriend. Even Sean understands, but Elle doesn’t 
recognize her own destiny. I’m determined not to lose her. She belongs with us.  

After much thought, I convey, “I get why you’re doing this, but it’s gonna hurt Elle. There’s no 
turning back.”  

Sean drops his shoulders and peers towards the floor. He responds in a somber tone. “I can’t do 
this alone. If she insists on being with me, I’ll bring her to Boston.”  

Drew intervenes and his attitude is angrier. Now he’s hollering at me. “What are you saying Jay? 
Elle will be crushed.” 

As always, Drew wants to play the hero when it concerns Elle. Drew is stupid in allowing her to 
do whatever she wishes.  

I implore to Drew, “Are you OK about Elle leaving us and the band? I don’t wanna do this 
either, but I need your help. So don’t punk out on me!”  

Sean interrupts the escalating argument between Drew and me. “I’m telling her in the park on 
Sunday. The gazebo near the parking lot is where to find us. Before we leave, I’ll call you.”  

I ignore Drew and focus on Sean instead. “Call me at Ryan’s place. Drew will bring Elle there 
after you say good-bye, and I’ll drive you home. You shouldn’t be alone.”  

Sean answers, “Thanks. I’m gonna need a friend. My sister is here for a week, and she’ll help me 
move to Boston.” 

“You always treated Elle right, and I know how much you love her. You’re a good guy. I wanna 
make sure you’re OK too.”  

After a handshake, Sean relays, “I’ll take Elle home now.”  

Elle embraces Sean before bidding goodnight to her friends and waving farewell to me. A slight 
twinge of pain gnaws at my heart at her gesture of good-bye. I believe Sean’s decision is right, 
although following through with the plot may not seem like a good idea. As Elle’s protector, I can 
never harm her. Nevertheless, my participation on Sunday will be devastating, and I’m not prepared.  

Kevin disrupts the eerie quiet. He’s always been more sympathetic to me. “Jay. Are you gonna be 
alright? You look sick.” 

“I feel real bad about the situation. Will you take care of Elle?”  



 

 

Kevin replies, “I don’t wanna hurt Elle either, but I promise to make sure she’s OK.” 

I address Drew and Ryan. “What about you two?”  

Ryan appears impassive. He seems distant and wears a blank expression, neither happy nor sad. 
Yet he shares a harsh opinion.  

“This is not gonna turn out good. You’ve seen how upset Elle can be. Gaining her forgiveness 
won’t be easy.”  

Drew agrees, “Elle will put up a fight, and it ain’t gonna end nice when she finds out we all 
helped. She’ll be angry at us.”  

I clarify, “No. Elle will be mad at me cuz I’m the one taking Sean away. Drew, you gotta be ready 
for her. Elle’s gonna need you more than ever on Sunday.”  

Towards Kevin and Ryan, I plead, “And you two should be there when Drew brings Elle back to 
your place. Like Drew said, she’ll be stubborn. He won’t be able to handle her by himself.” 

Elle paved the way for Dia-Matic Keys, without her the group is nothing. If what Sean says were 
true, she would risk the band’s record deal. Elle will be furious at my involvement in Sean’s plan, 
although I won’t allow her to fade into obscurity. Elle is a song for all to hear.  

Drew, Ryan, and Kevin’s dismayed faces are answering everything now. A slight chill brushes 
past me. I foresee the consequences of my decision tonight, the pain of a difficult choice. The four 
of us stand in silence though brief, the sensation is disturbing. From a flashback of Elle’s cheerful 
expression, a touch of emptiness surrounds me. I wonder if she’ll ever flash an adoring smile for me 
again.  

 

 

The First Kiss  

Age 14 

 

Spring fever is all around me, hay fever that is. The sneezing and itching of my seasonal allergy is 

annoying. Elle is the exception. Spring fever to her is crushes and craziness over boys.  

I come home from a baseball game. My team won, four to one was the score. Elle is in the 
backyard playing dodge ball with Drew and a few friends. I can overhear the noise and her screams 
from my open bedroom window.  

The baseball game was tiring, and I’m full from the victory celebration snack at a local ice cream 
store. After changing out of my dirty uniform and into a comfortable pair of shorts and a T-shirt, I 
fall asleep on the bed. However, the soft tapping at my door interrupts the short-lived rest.  

“James, are you in there?” This particular girl’s voice belongs to Elle.  

I yell out, “What do you want?” The cranky response wasn’t purposeful, but she woke me up 
from my nap. So I follow with, “Come in.”  

Elle’s hair is pulled back in a ponytail, keeping the strands of curls from falling on her face. Her 
twinkling eyes are peeping from behind the eyeglasses and she flashes a little smile. Elle asks in a 
quiet tone.  



 

 

“I hate to bother you, but I need your help on something.”  

“What is it?” I’m hoping the request won’t take all afternoon to finish. Anytime I agree to help 
out, the favor usually takes a long time.  

Elle stammers the explanation as she gazes towards her feet. “Um, later tonight I’m going to the 
movies with Drew and some friends. This one friend asked me to hang out with him, like a date. 
Then I was thinking; what if he wants to kiss me? So I wondered if you could show me how to 
kiss.”  

I may be groggy from a nap, although I’m sure she asked about kissing. This topic is not on my 
list to talk about, especially with Elle.  

“You want me to what!” 

“I know it’s a weird favor, but I don’t wanna be a moron who doesn’t know how to kiss. Please 
James. Will you help me?”  

Elle’s plea brings uneasiness to the conversation. I try to rationalize with her, pushing the request 
to someone else.  

“It’s too weird. You’re like a little sister. Are you sure, you want to do this with me? Why don’t 
you ask Drew?”  

The humiliated expression on Elle’s face paints a clear picture of my crazy suggestion and her 
angry response. “Not Drew! He’ll laugh and make fun of me. Besides, he already kissed me at a 
party, and it was kind of slimy.” 

“What? Drew kissed you! I don’t wanna hear anymore.” This is another topic not on the list to 
discuss, especially with me.  

“It was a ‘Spin the Bottle’ game. When it was Drew’s turn, the bottle pointed to me, and 
everyone dared Drew to kiss me, so he did. Everybody started singing Elle and Drew sitting in a tree... I 
was so mad at them, I left the game.”  

A short time passed. My thoughts revolve around a kiss between Drew and Elle. Seconds seem 
like forever contemplating the idea of teaching Elle how to kiss. My mind is circling the thought, 
similar to tossing a baseball back and forth from one mitt to another. Drew is the unofficial first to 
share a kiss with Elle. Then I am to advise her on the act, an official first between Elle and me.  

The request is denied. Elle is too innocent to think of, hold hands with, embrace, and kiss on the 
lips any boy. No wonder Drew kissed and embarrassed Elle at the party. He made sure she wouldn’t 
make out with other boys there.  

“You’re too young to be kissing a boy!”  

Elle raises her eyebrows, crisscrosses her arms in front of her chest, and stomps her right foot on 
the carpet. “That’s not fair! Why is it OK for you and Drew to kiss girls, but not OK for me to kiss 
boys? This is my first date, and I don’t wanna look stupid.”  

My aggravation is rising. I refuse to give in to her demands, grumbling, “Go talk to your friends 
about this cuz I don’t want you kissing anyone.”  

“They told me to just do it or practice with someone. Please. I need your help, and I trust you.”  

Elle is begging in a desperate manner, her bottom lip bulges outward like a toddler ready to cry, 
and I give up. In approaching Elle, I stand in front of her. Our faces are inches apart from one 



 

 

another. At once, Elle blushes and starts giggling. I’m already upset by the circumstances and I have 
no patience for any humor.  

My eyes are narrowing and I huff out, “What’s so funny? I thought you wanted to learn.” 

Elle answers, “I can’t help it. This is too weird. Like Drew kissing me, and now you’re teaching 
me.”  

“Lesson is over.” I cross my arms in front of me and tap my right foot on the carpet.  

All of a sudden, Elle stops giggling. “But I want you to tell me how. So if Jimmy kisses me, I’ll 
know.”  

The instant she said his name I become more irritated. Elle wants a kiss from him. I wonder over 
the reasons why Jimmy is special to her, and it’s upsetting. Jimmy shouldn’t be her first real kiss: I 
should be.  

 


