Alex Perez

Period 6

Personal Narrative


I hated the corner, standing there for eve the smallest amount of time, whether it be one, then, twenty minutes, it took the greatest amount of control to keep standing and count the speckeld faux pebbles on the linoleum walls of the bathroom. I spent a good amount of my younger years there, whether by m own devices or those not conceived out of maliciousness, just perceived as so.  It wasn’t eh decision whether it was the “right thing to do”, it was whether it was fun or had to do with what I loved most.


Money was my first love, not accumulating, but collecting.  It wasn’t the love to spend or amass the greatest wealth, it was the shine of the hard round object, the fact that either it was from a land far away or a time of equal distance from my present.  The feel of one made me imagine places outside of those bathroom walls that I frequented for the nth time, or marvel at the smallest idea that there was a time before I was born, that people actually lived before Mom and Dad were.

Every Thursday I would go to GALACTIC, a program in the 

