Stephanie’s World
By Stephanie Morse
Preface

My world began the day I was born; it is a world that I choose to create myself. It was a world that everybody would sure to remember forever as being one of the most unique things about me, my own personal comfort zone for me to retreat to when I need it the most to try to get away from it all.

Maybe it will be useful, maybe not. Only time can tell me that.
Part I: Infancy, Childhood and Young Adolescence

I was born on a Tuesday on April 18th, 1995 at six o clock in the morning. When I was born, it was a whole new beginning for me as a newborn human being held in a mother’s arms for the first time, it felt as warm as the sun’s rays beating down though the window in the delivery room where me and my parents were at my arrival.

I lived and grew up in Mill Valley, California. A nice place to live where there is a beautiful environment just waiting to be discovered. I live with my parents, two sisters, two dogs, a puppy and a cat.
On my first birthday, I got a pink balloon, a strawberry cake, a pretty present, a bear, a book and a special hat my sister, Veronica made that she kindly placed on my head.

My baby years were a good start so far, my mom would take me to a lot of the places I loved, like the park, the Pixie trail, Muir beach, and especially the supermarkets.
As a young girl, I had tons of freedom to dream, imagine and create. I was home schooled since preschool, school in my opinion was not the right companion for me at that time, because it didn’t really work for my kind of talents. So my mom had decided to home school me until we were really to move on to a different learning setting.

Marin Home School Families (2001-2010)

Home schooling was a great experience for me, it taught me a lot of things as a young student; like speaking my mom’s first language Spanish, make beautiful, expressive artwork, playing the piano and meeting my best friend, Nicole Torney. My other talents are acting out in drama, writing, reading, mostly being alone in my own creative world. But when it came time for high school, I had to put it all on hold for a while. I said goodbye to home school after my eighth final year at graduation from their program, Pathways Charter School; which I was there for seventh and eighth grade, and graduated along side with Nicole.
The Marin School (August 2010-November 2010)

When I arrived at The Marin School, my time there went from better to worse. I did exceedingly well with my work, but there was problems with turning my work in on time daily since I was new to a different setting, it happened to be at a very fast pace that happened to be too strict for me to handle. My social skills were not going as expected when it came to my peers, and I was constantly left out of my favorite activities that I never got the chance to do, not to mention my struggles with math, and never having any free time for myself anymore. Finally it came to my conclusion that this was not the right place and environment for me to be in, so at the next morning meeting I announced to the whole school that I was leaving, and left them with deep despair and sorrow due to my departure.

It also was a hard time, because there was also bullying mentioned in this case with girl cliques, boy troubles, and temporary isolation and depression. Like in eighth grade, when these girls named Sahar and Miranda W. whom I thought were my two good friends happen to turn out to be rather party animals, bad and intolerant girls to my despiteful tastes and never even hang out with me that much anymore. Cliques like Montana, Helena and Francisca made my life miserable from the start of freshman year, while my first guy, August whom I shared my first kiss with happened to be a total asshole afterward.

Sterne School (2011- )

Currently, I am at this very good school called Sterne school, it helped me get my goals achieved, not only to get good grades, but to also give in to my best performances for my future and for myself as well for my own personal special needs. At the same time I ran into my friend Sheena, whom I had known for two and a half years since we met at our local pool, ever since hanging together again and meeting her other friends she had known ever since then, our friendship was starting to become jeopardized when she spends more quality time with them than with me. It made me realize why I stopped being friends with her in the first place. After we had an argument, and her friend Maxwell bullying me, at the end of the year, Sheena moved to Seattle without saying her last goodbyes.

Ever since coming to Sterne in San Francisco, I have made very good progress with my social skills, my education and myself. Even towards the end of my freshman year, I was happily proud to end it with great success and too many more for the future to come till I graduate in 2014 from there.

That explains much of me from when I was born, a child, and a fine young lady so far. There is still more to come, but I can assure you that there are plenty of good things to hear about me as I go along.
Part II: Adolescence and Young Adulthood

In this section, since you learned about how I started out earlier in my lifetime as a young sprout, you’ll learn more about my favorite things, and how it plays an important role in my personality.

My favorite things to think about are Paris, my favorite dream place in the world to think about. The Eiffel Tour, the Parisian gardens, white fluffy clouds passing by, also the French bakeries like Fauchon and Laduree. Playing the piano is another thing I enjoy doing in my free time on my Schroeder I got for my fifteenth birthday a year ago. Making fashion designs might have to be the best gift I’ve ever had, and decorating my bedroom with my favorite photos cut from my magazines like Teen Vogue.

When I enter into my world of imagination, I think about the nature of my backyard mixed with visions of my own, with the house I like that’s lemon colored with a peach tree next to it, with naked ivory lady statutes and a cinnamon colored roof to top it all off. Then I would add a forest, and behind that forest is a porch swing decorated with laced cream ruffles on the edges of each fabric folding. When I need a nice place to relax, I go there, if I feel irritated or about to lose my self control, I think about my favorite beach with its cool blue waves to help settle my mind and clean out whatever is bothering me inside and out. When I feel like giving up on myself, and I’m thinking about the wrong things I would never think about that pops into my mind like a computer virus, I would picture myself diving off a cliff into the ocean’s abbess in a sheer transparent gown with my eyes turning a sapphire bluish color, wearing a heart shaped necklace to help keep me alive with its power to save me and my soul from being destroyed or changed.

I know it sounds crazy what I am saying to the reader, but that is what I normally think about most of the time, if you didn’t understand me the first time I’ve explained it then you weren’t paying attention hard enough, and you were somehow confused afterwards probably thinking about something else by now. If you understood me, then read on what I’m about to say next.

My favorite symbols that best represent me are golden fleur de lis, white turtle doves, hearts and Peacocks. Peacocks I relate to the most, because I like them for their beauty, color, and not to forget that even though they tend to show off their sassy, stylish strut, they too have a bright colorful personality. Never judge a Peacock by its feathers!

Flowers are beautiful things to see in my visions too; white roses, jasmine, gardenias, and Lillie of the Valleys happen to be my kind of floral bouquets that sound sweet to my nose just thinking about them, if I were to own a garden of my own, I would want to include those varieties of white musky floral scents. Fruit trees are things I want to add to my garden as well, such as golden peach trees, pear trees, apple trees, and passion fruit vineyards to go along with it.
If I were to be able to afford my own mansion one day, I would want it to look like the place at Versailles where Marie Antoinette and her husband Louis XII lived back when they ruled France until the French Revolution came along with the soldiers almost demolishing the whole place completely.

Well, that’s my creative side of this story. Still more to come…
The people I get along with the most would be my mom, my sister Veronica, and my best friend Nicole. Nicole is mostly part of my world, because she means a lot to me; she is a very talented ballet dancer, she practices a lot every week non-stop, puts on great performances like Nutcracker, Swan Lake, and more. Since we can’t see one another that often due to our hectic schedules, we try our best to plan and make time together while we still have the chance. Nicole is a special friend I can never live without who is always so loyal, kind, loving and thoughtful, even when we both go though a lot of hardships during life’s challenges and obstacles.

Of course, there would be some personal moments where there is tension between me and boys. The amount of boys I’ve had crushes on were, Will Daly, Will Dolan, Connor Jensen, August Statfield and Kelly Cuff ( both I kissed, and both who had also turned out to be nothing but dead toad frogs to me.) I don’t have a new guy on my radar right now, but when I find him, then I will be sure and completely accurate that he will be the right guy for me to be with one day, he may as well be the guy who would want to marry me too.
What I would want in guy is; he has to have good intellectual skills, but also have a talented mind like mine and a nice sweet one too, he needs to have good humor, gorgeous sapphire eyes, golden blonde/brunette hair, ivory/porcelain colored skin, but also have a kind, sensitive, loving, caring, passionate heart. He can’t be too shy, or I won’t be able to get through with him and have good conversions with him. I don’t want him to think I do it to get attention or that I’m trying to be a player most of time cause I like to flirt a lot, I want him to see that I do care about him, his privacy, and his dreams. But also, I always want to be honest with him and never lie in front of his face, and to always be a good understanding loyal friend to him.
I know he is out there, he may or may not be who I expected him to look like, but I know he will be the kind of guy who will always be there for me, love me and protect me the way I want him too. I truly mean about what I say here, and I say it straight from my heart. When he is here, I want to be lying down in his warm, cashmere arms holding me gently against his chest where his heart is beating, filling mine with love, and other beautiful thoughts along with fantasies of our own.
All hopes for the future are still intact, I’ll never give up my dreams no matter what other think or say about me. I won’t listen to people who say nobody likes you, or that what I’m saying is B.S. People who are like that don’t know anything about me at all, so why should they care when all they are doing is wasting their time embarrassing them?

If a person were to say that about that other person being dishonest when they really aren’t, then that person doesn’t respect who they really are on the inside, and that they are just doing it to get unnecessary attention, so screw them if they do that to me, because it will do nothing but make the person blame themselves for no apparent reason at all. They should just shut up and mind their own business.

Sometimes I feel that people don’t take my words very seriously these days, when I try explaining to them, all I hear is total silence as if there are crickets chirping in the background with nobody having any words or comments to say right in front of my face, and maybe that’s why I don’t hang out with some of my friends that often anymore, one day they are very interested in me, the next day they are out doing something else like gossiping about boys, movies, shopping, crude sex topics, etc… Me, I just hang back, give myself some space, sit around my French bedroom, or I simply just go on my daily walks to get some fresh air from Mother Nature.
There is one thing about me that I’m egger to discover, why should I keep doubting myself when I have no reason to be ashamed at all? That’s one question I keep asking myself a lot lately, I know there is an answer to solving this puzzle, I just haven’t found it yet.
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