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Being a romantic in the 21st century is nothing 

Jackson Parker short of a fool's errand. Not that romance is dead, 
Assistant Editorials Editor (the number of high school students with rings on 

their fingers points to the opposite truth) but in our 
modem day and age, dreams of happy endings and 

fairy tale love are just that: pipe dreams. Life just isn't whimsical. This de-ro-
mancification of life may be a modem phenomenon or a Iong held tragedy in 
human history, but certainly has an impact on all of us. 

To begin, here's why life in our modem technological-advanced hyper com
municative age is lacking in romance. Ok, if you're happily in love with some 
chick with a lip ring or a guy who owns a car, power to you! But most of us are 
alone, maybe not lonely, but alone. Or in relationships that are unavoidably 
going to crack and crumble into friends who don't talk to each other. I hope 
that's not too sobering an idea. But was the past anymore romantic or charm
ing? Maybe not, but they did have mix-tapes. A small CD or tape that em
bodies one's soul. A romantic gesture unlike any other. But do you see many 
mix-tapes nowadays? No, maybe a few, but overall this charming practice has 
become null and void. And nowadays when those who are daring choose to 
ask out their crush out via Facebook (which has happened to me twice .... ) and 
text, human contact becomes second to this technological soulless avatar. It's 
tragic. 

It might be a stretch to say that our modem times are alone in lacking ro
mance. Human nature is always envisioning perfect life and perfect love, and 
making normal life seem glib and dull compared to it. This practice goes all 
the way back to Shakespeare's plays, further back even, and flourishes in our 
modem age. T.V and Movies aren't real life, duh, but it's impossible not to long 
for many of the lives people live inside these mediums. Who hasn't dreamed 
of living the life of Friends or Happy Days? Living an easy life, while carrying 
on hundreds of misadventures with your best friends, and finding your true 
love in just a few seasons. It's worse in movies, where adventures are a dime a 
dozen and love as easy as wishing on a star. It's enough to tear apart the hearts 
of many a young person, and shape them into cynical glass-half-full pessimis
tic sons of female dogs. And I'm totally not talking about myself right there. 
Really. 

This is why Valentine's day seems such a depressingly fake holiday. A day 
devoted to love. But love these days is prone to divorce, unhappy endings, and 
fabricated happiness. This isn't meant to depress; love is a wonderful power 
that makes the world go round, to paraphrase Dumbledore, and should be 
recognized and encouraged. But the solid truth is this: life just has never been 
as romantic as anyone wants. We don't live in a Disney paradise or a Zooey 
Deschanel filled wonderland. 

So having a holiday devoted to prettying up love, and making it seem 
perfect, seems glib. But don't take my word for it, maybe I'm all wrong about 
love and Valentine's day. Maybe there really is perfect love and soulmates! I'm 
in high school, my experience with puppy love is timid and with real bona 
fide love is nonexistence. Not to mention 1/3 of my girlfriends have become 
lesbians, so maybe I'm just a noxious cloud that sucks away love. It's possible 
I'll someday have a 500 Days of Summer moment and realize that love is real; 
and my previous flinty resigned outlook at love will melt away. But until then, 
I'll keep my pessimism, and watch love from afar with a still heart. 

CONFESSIONS 101 

Recently a Facebook fad has exploded: 
Confessions. A short-lived page called 
Hellgate Confessions was created, and 
anyone who 'liked' the page was able to 
see hundreds of anonymous "confessions" 
made by Hellgate students. 

The page went from the good, the bad, 
and the ugly. Compliments of how sweet 
people are, mentions about attractions 
to other students but also pretty graphic 
teacher crushes, and worrying things, 
too, students confessing feeling bad about 

Sarah Witlstein their body image, thoughts of hurting them-
Assistant Editorials Editor selves; the list goes on and on. Then there 

were the comments that weren't even confes-
sions at al1, people targeting girls, using less 

than eloquent words, and mentioning things that were a) probably 
not true and b) none of their business. 

I'm not going to deny that I was extremely entertained by the 
page, however, I think that teens these days need to stop hiding be
hind the curtain of technology- it's making life much less personal, 
and people much less personable. 

One of the confessions of the page mentioned how they wished 
life was like an '80s movie, and don't we all. How sweet would 
it be to actually have a guy stand outside your window holding a 
boom box? Or to skip school for a day with your best friend, your 
girlfriend, crashing a parade and taking a drive around in a Ferrari. 
However, that's just not happening these days, because we're secret
ly confessing things on the internet, which actually isn't secret at all 
because that stuff is traceable. 

Why confess if you won't say who you are? That '80s movie life 
is possible, but remember, in the '80s they weren't asking people 
out through text messages, or confessing their love on the internet. 
Molly Ringwald's film life may not be highly probable, but maybe 
if you come·clean and ask that person you like on a date, you might 
find out they like you too, or that things don't work out, and you can 
start fishing for someone else! 

If you never confess how you feel about somebody, you might 
never get the chance again. After all in the famous words of '80s 
movie hero Ferris Bueller, "Life moves pretty fast. If you don't slow 
down and look around, you might miss it." 


