 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1The Last Incantations of “Home”


I suppose I can’t put it any better then my buddy who said, “so this is growing up,” or maybe that was a song I heard once, well it doesn’t matter/ I came home for Spring Break and I couldn’t say it any better myself. It’s only been a whooping four months since being back in town, and I will admit I expected changes, but not these. It’s sad in a way that friends who grow up together are doomed to part ways in such fashion. Sure one could point blame in one direction or another, but I prefer to just say that everyone is growing up. Everyone is going their separate ways and living their own lives, which is to be expected as with going away to college, I was also naive to assume that there would always be this common ground between us all back at Grayslake and neighboring cities. However this isn’t so true anymore, groups break up from inside and now it is just a bunch of individuals with memories and a past together. I guess I didn’t see the dynamic duo of my two buddies going their own way. They were supposed to be the bachelors that split houses in Florida, the one constant in an otherwise crazy world. To heat that they didn’t talk or even hang out anymore, nearly knocked me on my ass. I know I’m not the catalyst that held the group together, but maybe for once I’m selling myself short, maybe just maybe I was more important then I give myself credit for. Friends come home for Spring Break before me and didn’t get in touch with anyone else, while others plan on not coming home at all and citing the fact that I won’t be there as a reason.


Of course like everyone else, I move on to live my own life and grow up on my own. I’m 20yrs old now, no longer a reckless teenager who can chalk up the good times to being ignorant. Now I have a house to live in, groceries to buy, a job to hold, and an education to earn. I have said it myself that in the coming years I’ll see my friends from back home maybe once or twice a year. I thought I had accepted that fact, but part of me just thought that things would go on as normal when I wasn’t there, and whenever I needed that fix, I could go home to find it. However, things just seem to be swirling around me and I have enough on my own mind that now it seems nothing is the same. My brother getting married, moving out of the dorms, no longer being a teenager. I remember hearing the ole’ phrase “you got your whole life ahead of you,” how come it feels that that phrase has passed me by. Since when did my eccentric dreams of being a writer fall into fantasies rather then possibilities, since when did having a beer with my dad make me feel old, and since when do I do my own taxes. I feel as if I have to get serious now with life, and that what I used to love is now childish.


As I drive these streets of Grayslake I feel sadness creeping over me, knowing that my memories of this place are now just that...memories. I’ll still call Wauconda home, as long as my parents live here, but why do I feel that Grayslake is a thing of the past. Life has changed from “Hey lets go....,” to “Hey remember when...,” but then again I guess I can just swallow it down and chalk it up to “so this is growing up...”
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