
 Billy Dean Williams was the coolest kid in school until he wasn't.

 In fifth grade we studied 9/11 because apparently enough time had passed for it to be 

history. In Ms. Parker's sixth grade class, we studied our agricultural roots, "just in case." I 

thought it ironic, the older I got, the longer-ago history I learned. It wasn't until a few days ago I 

realized what was going on.

 I met Billy on the playground in first grade. He was a Philippine and so it never made 

sense to me why people thought we were brothers. He puked on his arm and I thought he was 

the coolest kid in the universe. I thought he was the coolest kid in the universe before anybody 

else. It was raining, but that didn't wash the vomit away. I walked with him to the nurse's office 

cause it was farther away than the bathroom and we could hang out longer. I told him a joke 

about stick bugs. He laughed.

 We were required to take a farm class. The teachers called it 'ecology,' but we weren't 

fooled. We were planting food for the cafeteria. It still tasted the same though. Billy said it tasted 

like cardboard and everyone agreed. I thought it was weird that everyone in the school, but me, 

had eaten cardboard. I thought I was weird.

 Before we went to Middle School, the teachers split the girls from the boys and held 

separate classes for one day. I heard it about it first from my brother, a few years ago. He said 

he learned why girls peed sitting down. By the time it was my turn, he said to me, "Pay attention. 

It's all way more important than it seems."

 We learned about the wetlands next to the school and the woods on the mountains. We 

talked about food and why protein is so important and how to get it not from animals. We talked 

about a lot of stuff, but we never learned why girls peed sitting down.

 The girls didn't want to talk to us much at all after that day. I got the feeling the teachers 

told them really scary stuff about us boys, like we ate bugs for breakfast and were all axe 

murderers or something. For some reason, that reminded me of last Halloween. Billy wanted to 



show me his costume. I said okay, but he said the lights had to be off, for ultimate scariness. I 

kept the nightlight on and I think that made him mad because I didn't find his costume that scary. 

It was still a fun Halloween. Everyone thought he was a vampire and I was a mailman with an 

axe through my head - they got one of us right.

 Billy could run a 7 minute mile but he never did. He always hung back with me and 

talked about video games for 13 minutes and 37 seconds. I got a high five at the finish line, but 

it was Billy that Mr. Sanderson wanted to speak to. I saw them go into the school and that was 

that.


