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by Caroline Nguyen  

Oh, darn. Here we are again, on this evil, evil day. It's only January as I write this, but already the stores are chock full of special trinkets and treats. And not just any trinkets and treats -- hearts, candies, floral, lace - all those and more in incredible abundance. You're surrounded; you're trapped! Somehow you find yourself cornered. Everywhere you look you see teddy bears with pillows, exclaiming, "I love you!"; deep red candles for seductive nights; and most importantly, those cheesy, corny, oh-so- very-mushy cards that say highly original things like, "To the love of my life" or "I never really lived until I met you." There's no escaping it: Dollarama is filled with pinks, reds and metallics; Loblaws is tooting about a sale on balloons and roses; people everywhere are saying things like, "Oh, isn't that a great thing to get your sweetheart?" 

But wait. What if you don't have a sweetheart? 
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Guess what? You're not alone. Single people far outnumber couples at Cedarbrae. However, Valentine's Day still manages to be excruciating. If you walk down the stairwell by the music room to near the ESL hallway, you're bound to interrupt two or more groping couples. In the corners, on the stairs, by the doors, everywhere! Don't even get me started about the tech wing; let's just say that the couple I saw the other day wasn't discussing motors or movie frames, although they did seem to be very serious about tonsil hockey. 

All kidding aside, Valentine's Day is the one day of the year that celebrates the love and devotion of happy couples, whatever race, age or orientation they may be. But what about the single people? Is there a Single People Day? Is there a day celebrating the independence of those who are unattached? Instead, single people -- like me -- are left to sit there in an embarrassing silence as students go from classroom to classroom brandishing roses, candies and notes from one person to another. The worst thing is when you're sitting right beside a person who has been sent a flower -- as the delivery heads towards the recipient, people turn in their seats to see who it is. They watch and wonder, Is it her? Or is it him? Guess what -- it's for him. Mortified, you're left to stare deliberately at your work as his friends nudge and tease him about the scarlet rose. Well, you know what, buddy? Don't complain. There are packs of girls in the school who would die to get a rose from an admirer, and no doubt, send themselves ones or have friends do it. 

NO! I'm not one of them. Seriously. 

But this sort of greeting card also has its perks for us single people -- it gives us the chance to send a little note to anyone we admire. That guy from science, maybe? That girl you saw in the hallway? And heck, maybe if you're lucky, by the end of the school day, you won't be single anymore. 

Or maybe you will. Maybe you'll be humiliated, because that special someone doesn't feel the same way. Maybe this isn't the classic teen-romance-movie ending. Maybe the girl doesn't get the guy. Maybe the guy doesn't sweep the girl off her feet. But you know what? It's always nice to try. So for all you single people at Cedarbrae, try not to be bitter. Couples get one day of the year. We singles get 364. So use those extra days, and maybe by next Valentine's Day, you'll snag yourself the perfect partner. 

