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Personal Narrative 

A Series of Fortunate and Unfortunate Events 

Dear Reader, 


This was an emotional experience for me, and it happened quite recently. Now, for this story I am using pseudonyms, to keep identities secret. 


As a young girl, you grow up watching the princesses on Disney Channel and being taught that there is always a happy ending, always a “ride off into the sunset” ending. So, that leaves you with unfulfilled expectations as you grow up and learn what the real world has to hold. Because I was a mature girl for my age, I felt then that I knew how the world really worked. I knew that when there was a fairy tale opportunity that you had only ever seen on TV or read about in books, that you have to take it, because they were rare. And that, leads us into our story… 


I got the grand opportunity to march with Westerville North High School Marching Band in the 8th grade. I was so excited to meet new people and be involved in music in a new way. I got especially close with most of the upper classmen. I not only became close with them just from going to practices, but from band camp, numerous band parties, bus rides, and trips together.

 As the season went on I started to form a closer group of friends. They were my family and I loved them. I was very close with an upperclassman, Grayson. 


Grayson and I started hanging out after school with other band friends and started growing closer and closer. We realized that we had so much in common and so much to talk about, He understood me. Feelings for each other were starting to show. 


I made some fun plans with kids in band; we decided to go to Hoover Reservoir. Grayson was in the group with us. By this time, Grayson and I knew each other very well. We picked up some lunch and biked to the Reservoir. After we all finished eating we explored the shoreline a little and found an old dock. We came to find that the dock was perfect for sitting, so we decided to kick back and relax. 

The water was calm and cool. The leaves on the trees whispered with the cool breeze. I was comfortable. While the other boys were off being boys, Grayson and I stayed on the dock and started talking.


 We talked about things like classes, band and ourselves. He talked more about a trip he was going on at the end of the first semester, which was just a month away. This wasn’t just a short trip. Grayson was participating in a study abroad program, and he was headed to Spain for the entirety of the second semester. Spanish culture was a huge part of his family. Grayson was excited, and so was I.


Now, how much of the Disney fairy tales stayed with us? I know for a fact that there was a moral in each and every one. My favorite was the classic princess and frog scenario. It was an example of the idea that love comes in all forms. You shouldn’t be blinded by the simple number of age, or the appearance of your knight on his white horse. I took that to heart, and believed it with every ounce of me, I just wasn’t so sure that others did. I was judged and made fun of for the slight age difference between Grayson and myself. But, I believed so much in myself and my choices that I acted as if it didn’t matter. 


We spent so much time together over that winter month. Our families even spent Christmas day together. We were as close as two could be, and I didn’t want him to leave. His departure was right around the corner, but mine was sooner. I was leaving for Colorado the day after Christmas, for holiday break. My plane departed mid-evening so before I left we spent the day at the Reservoir. It was the sunniest day that we had had in a while. Just like before, the trees whispered with the cool, cool breeze and the water was calm and blue. Our dock was perfect. 

I cried, I learned, but most of all, I grew. I grew in maturity and understanding. I am not going to lie to you; it was one of the hardest things that I’ve been through. I was left with so many unanswered questions, and longing for him to come back.  In the time he was gone, I reflected on what my head and heart was telling me. I started to learn that there isn’t always a happily ever after. Still, with the tugging between the possible yes or no when he returns weighed on my heart. 


 It was summer and finally, he was back, but wouldn’t you know, I was off to London, England to visit my mother. 


Three weeks later I was home. We were ready to sort things out. We agreed that we had different mentalities going into the next year. He was starting to think about his future and I was just getting the feel for high school, so it was done.  The “us” was over, but I knew my life wasn’t. 


All in all, I am happy that he was a part of my life. I would not be the person that I am today without the things that I learned along the way. I am thankful for the lessons learned. I am going to take all that was learned and use it to help others and myself as much as I possibly can. That is what life is about. Every girl needs their price charming, and every boy needs their princess, but how you find each other is what makes it unique.  

