Rebel Without a Cause
EMILY BOECKMAN
Sarah, 
It took me three summers to get over you. I felt pathetic; crying over a lost friendship like it was my one and only love. But losing your friendship, losing that person who was like my other half… that was love. It will always be love to me, and I will always love you. You made me a better person, and a worse person. I can’t decide if our crazy escapades were awesome and exhilarating, or scary and immature. But at the time, I felt dangerous and free. I felt like there was always someone there to carry me through and to lead me on to the next big adventure. I still sit here and cry… I guess nostalgia puts a rosy tint to every memory. But it’s true, what you said on the beach that day, that the cost of a memory is the sorrow it brings. All we really wanted was an escape from the ordinary. 
We stood on the shore of Lake Erie in the middle of October, shivering in our sweatshirts and clutching cigarettes, tasting freedom with each inhale. It was my idea to go to the beach that night. We had taken sweatshirts from Sarah’s little sister’s closet so our parents wouldn’t smell the smoke on us. The beach was our home, we were the only ones of our friends who really understood the certain feeling you get when you stand beside water that stretches into the horizon. We came here often over the summer with groups of other teenagers, probably looking for the same thing we did. We kept coming, all through fall and through the winter- the frozen sand or the icy waves never bothered us, it was that feeling of infinite possibilities we loved. We were bored that night; it was only 7 on a Friday, and at the time smoking cigarettes made us feel both mature and dangerous. 

“We could go into Lakewood.” Sarah was sitting next to me, drawing designs into the sand and flicking ashes into the center of her doodles. 

“And do what? You know all we’d do is walk around Record Exchange for like half an hour and then be bored again.” There was surprisingly little to entertain us. We had spent the summer sneaking out and driving into Cleveland or Lakewood, and I was sick of it. Besides, it was always my car we used, and my parents seemed to check the mileage a lot lately. Usually, we would be at a party by now, but we had silenced our cell phones whenever they rang that night. We weren’t in the mood to deal with anyone but ourselves. 

“Call Josh,” Sarah sighed. She knew I had been waiting for her to say that. 

“Okay.” I scrolled through my phone but had to pause before hitting ‘send.’ He called me once a month or so since I had broken up with him. He was usually high when he called, and tended to tell me about shooting stars he had seen, probably after he had drank a bottle of Robotissum the night before. Still, I thought I loved him. He had this baby face that was crowned with blonde James Dean hair. He was also punk; he played drums in a band that was going nowhere. When you’re 17, you don’t care if the band will make any money, it was enough just to go to the shows and say, “I’m friends with that kid” to everyone else. 

I called Josh. We agreed to pick him up; he didn’t have his license yet, even though he was 16. To my mom, this was a big deal, but it didn’t seem too unusual to me and Sarah. 

Sarah and I drove into North Lake with the windows down, heat blasting. We used her tape adapter to play “Teenage Wasteland” on the drive over. I checked my eyeliner in the mirror. I had started putting black eyeliner on that summer, I thought it made me look mysterious, but it was always flaking off down my cheeks and below my eyebrows. Sarah was reckless in her Honda, H-Bomb, we called it, but I felt safe in her car; most of the time I preferred for her to drive my car for me. She had this confidence on the road, maybe because she grew up riding dirt bikes in the hills of Pennsylvania. Sarah was also courageous; she never hesitated when driving, refusing to back down against anyone at a light who wanted to race her. 

Josh and his friend Brian were waiting for us outside his house, cigarettes behind their ears, bopping around the driveway. Josh was wearing a black leather jacket and his skinny jeans with his signature torn-up converse sneakers. I caught my breath at the sight of him. I had never seen him in a leather jacket before, and he looked just like James Dean. Sarah slowed down right before their driveway and grabbed my wrist. 

“Don’t let him kiss you.” 

“I won’t.” I said, averting my eyes. She was right, I knew it. He wouldn’t call for another month if I let him kiss me [...] 

