
 
 

First Kiss 

For most of my childhood, I loved an Italian boy named John Bianchi who begged me to 

leave him alone. But I refused to give up. Despite years of mounting evidence that John B wasn’t 

into me, in sixth grade his friend Nate gave me hope. Nate and my friend Mikey spent most 

recesses French kissing up in one of the climbing trees beyond a back corner of the soccer field. 

The recess monitors rarely ventured that far from the main playground. Whenever I started to 

have doubts about my future with John B, I’d see Mikey and Nate’s blond heads mashed 

together up in the branches and an unfamiliar tingling would rush through my body as I pictured 

John B, one of the best climbers in the school, helping me climb up to a higher branch.  

When I told Mikey I was thinking about trying to like someone else, Mikey said Nate 

told her John B had said maybe I wasn’t all that bad. Nate said every now and then John B said I 

was cute, or “It’s nice Krisa gives me her snacks.” Nate told me John B always talked about me 

more when I started giving my snacks to another guy.  

Even though I’d never kissed a boy, I told Nate how badly I wanted to French kiss John 

B. Then I obsessed over John B’s possible responses and couldn’t sleep for a week. I avoided 

John B, hoping he’d notice my lack of attention. Then one day on the playground, John B came 

running. I’d been daydreaming about him. It felt like a movie moment, or fate. I was sure he was 

sprinting towards me for the French kiss I’d been dreaming of for years.  

When John B came running, I was listening to a Bryan Adams cassette on my new 

Walkman. I’d started carrying it around clipped to my jeans or my fanny pack strap. My best 

friend Crystal noticed something big was about to happen and brought our four-square game to a 

halt. The girls stopped to watch what I was sure would be the most romantic moment of my life. 
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 When I took off my headphones, John B was breathing hard. I imagined that might be 

how he’d sound when we made our way to second base. 

“My mom says you gotta stop calling my house and hanging up,” John B said. 

My fantasy shattered. I had been avoiding John B at school all week. But I’d called his 

house every night hoping to hear his voice.  

“Why can’t you just like me?” I asked in a voice slightly higher than my own. “I’d rather 

talk to you than hang up.” 

John B grunted and I dug myself in deeper in front of my friends. 

“Won’t you please just go out with me, John?” I begged. “I love you so much and I 

already tried everything.” My heart was pounding and my voice started to shake. “I really don’t 

understand why you can’t just like me back!” I finished with the most romantic line I knew, a 

line that would surely win the guy’s heart in a movie: “Everything I do, I do it for you.”  

John B looked at the girls frozen mid-game and smiled. “You know what?” he said. 

“What?” I whispered. This is it, I thought. 

“I will never like you,” John B said. Then he leaned in close and yelled, “DOG!” Little 

flecks of his spit landed on my face.  

I stared at him, for a moment unable to process what had just happened. Then I felt 

myself transform. Rage pulsed through me. John B smirked and everything started to spin. All 

sounds merged into a siren. My friends watched. Crystal’s mouth was wide open. One girl’s 

hand was over her eyes, two fingers spread apart so she could peek out.  
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I closed my eyes, opened my mouth wide, and screamed in a wordless howl that spread in 

waves across the playground. My anger felt powerful enough to lift a car, run a million miles, or 

kill someone. I unclenched my fists and ripped my Walkman off my fanny pack strap.  

I scowled at John B and raised my voice even louder as I smashed my Walkman onto the 

concrete between us. Then, as if I’d been deflated, I crumpled to the pavement. 

“Get the hell out of here, you dumb jerk!” Crystal shouted and John B ran away. 

None of the other girls said anything. One of them laughed but was quickly shushed. 

Crystal picked up the broken pieces of my Walkman before taking my hand, putting her arm 

around me, and talking the school nurse into letting her call my mom herself. 

“I’ll get you a new Walkman for Christmas,” Mom said.  

Through heaving sobs, I struggled to breathe.  

“I’ll never understand what you see in that little brat,” Mom said. “You’re smart and 

beautiful and if he doesn’t see that, fuck him.” 

Crystal nodded and I laughed. I wondered how the two of them had managed to make me 

smile. A moment before that had seemed impossible.  

A few weeks later, I heard a boy in my class named Pat said I was a babe. I thought of 

my smashed Walkman and told Pat’s friend to tell Pat I thought he was a babe, too. One phone 

call and a “Will you go out with me?” later, I had my first boyfriend.  

Pat lived in Mom’s friend Marla’s cul-de-sac neighborhood. I asked Mom if I could ride 

the bus to Marla’s house after school so Pat and I could have our first date. 

“Do I have to talk to his parents?” Mom asked. Mom didn’t like parents. 
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“Not if Marla says we can hang out at her house. You could ask Marla if Pat can come 

over. Pat’s mom doesn’t even have to know.” 

“So, what do you need from me?” Mom asked, sucking on her Marlboro Light. 

“Just a note that says I can get off the bus at the Fir Ridge stop.” 

When the day of our date arrived, things at school didn’t go as smoothly as I’d planned. 

“I really don’t think this is appropriate,” Mrs. Larsen said when I handed her the note I’d 

dictated and spell checked for my mom. 

Our whole class, including Mrs. Larsen, knew Pat and I had recently become a couple. 

“Is it a coincidence that your Mother’s friend is Pat Simonsen’s neighbor?” 

“Call my mom if you want,” I said, my voice rising.  

Mrs. Larsen did call. And Mom told Mrs. Larsen to mind her own god damned business. 

That afternoon in Marla’s daughter Jillian’s bedroom, surrounded by stuffed animals, Pat 

looked into my eyes and said, “Alright beautiful, I’ve been wanting to kiss you for a long time.” 

As Pat leaned towards me, I worried he might be able to hear my heart pounding. I hoped 

he couldn’t smell what I’d eaten for lunch that day. Pat was wearing a Georgetown Hoyas 

T-shirt. I noticed a grass stain on it and wished it was a Raiders shirt instead. I wondered why his 

socks were so dingy, and if he’d always had so many freckles. As Pat’s hand crept around my 

t-shirt hem, the door opened and Marla’s head popped in.  

“I don’t care if you guys hang out in here,” she said, “but you have to leave the door 

open. I don’t want to piss your mom off, Krisa.” 

When I told her we weren’t doing anything, Marla laughed and left the door cracked.  

“She just wants to make sure you don’t get pregnant,” Pat said. 

4 
 



 
 

“As if.” I glanced at the door and laughed nervously. 

“Don’t worry. We’ll just kiss for today,” Pat said. He winked and I felt a little sick. 

I’d been imagining my first kiss for so long I thought it would be easy. But when Pat 

leaned in, I held my lips tightly closed. When I felt his tongue poking around, I giggled. Then, to 

my horror, I snorted. 

“What’s your problem?” Pat asked. “You said we were gonna French.” 

I had already told my friends I was gonna kiss Pat and didn’t want to wimp out. After 

three more failed attempts, Pat was annoyed and I was somewhere between laughter and 

mortified tears. Every time Pat leaned in, I froze. As the minutes ticked by, I realized that 

although this guy was cute, I wasn’t sure if I liked him. I started wishing Marla would tell us to 

go play outside. I’d let Pat kiss my lips about twenty times and touch my boob over my shirt, so I 

didn’t understand why he was freaking out about his slimy little tongue not getting inside my 

mouth. Eventually Pat stormed out of Jillian’s room without saying bye. 

Pat dumped me that night over the phone. Then he asked me to call Katie Reid and ask 

her out for him. “I’ll think about taking you back if Katie says no,” Pat offered. 

Clearly our week-long relationship and the twenty-something closed-mouthed kisses had 

meant nothing to him. The face I’d once thought was cute was starting to resemble a scrawny 

weasel, with a personality to match. Pat was a jerk, but I didn’t want to lose my status as a girl 

with a boyfriend. Plus, I wanted to stay on Pat’s good side, whatever that took, because I didn’t 

trust him not to spread rumors about me. 

She’s scared of kissing, I imagined Pat saying. She snorted when I tried to French her… 

Her boobs are smaller than they look… Her crooked teeth are even uglier up close… 
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I knew why Pat picked Katie. She’d just broken up with her boyfriend, a Brazilian hunk 

new kid named Ricardo who she’d been French kissing on the playground at recess all year. 

Even though I knew I was pathetic, I told Pat I’d call Katie.  

 “Uh, hi, Katie,” I said into the Reid family answering machine, “This is Krisa. I’m 

calling for Pat Simonson. Um, he wants to know if you’ll go out with him. He just broke up with 

me, so he’s single. It’d be cool if you could let him know soon because he said he might keep 

going out with me if you say no. Oh yeah, his phone number is 463-4937. Bye!” 

Katie said no. Pat ignored me for the rest of the school year and then moved away 

without saying goodbye.  
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