The Pink Highlighter
By Anthony Hsu

Back in third grade at Mountview Road School, I was in the advanced math class taught by Mrs. Vogt.  Every day, I would come in and take a seat at the table on the right side of the room.  I would usually be sitting with James Strande, Lauren Chiaravalloti, and Alex Chiang.  Mrs. Vogt would usually start her lessons by going over homework.  We would all take out our homework, and she would go around checking to see that everyone did it.  Then we would go over the homework.  When it came time to correct the homework, James would pull out a pack of four highlighters, one for each of us.  I would let the others at my table pick first, and I would always end up with the pink highlighter.

It was a little embarrassing to always end up with the pink highlighter because at the time, most of us were still concerned with small things like that and their reflection on our own personality.  Though a pink highlighter is a very insignificant thing to me now that I would not even think twice about, in third grade, the color of a highlighter was important to me.  I was always afraid of getting made fun of and picked on, and I did not want to do anything that would draw more laughs.  Thus, when somebody at the table would crack a joke about the pink highlighter always ending up in my possession, I felt very embarrassed.  In an attempt to preserve some of my dignity, I tried to laugh and play along by claiming that my favorite color was pink.  I hoped that the others understood this to be a joke and would drop the issue.

James and Lauren seemed to say no more about it, but Alex continued talking about it.  One day, my regular class taught by Ms. Spencer went down to the library.  Alex was in my class as well.  After we had returned our books and she had said a few words, the librarian Mrs. Beloff let us go look for new books.  There were basically three sections separated by bookshelves.  I was in the rightmost section, closest to the door, when Alex came up behind me and told me that he had told everyone my favorite color was pink.  I was mortified.  I tried to hide behind a rotating rack of books so that I would not have to face my other classmates’ reactions.  However, many of them came up to me, saying such things as, “Hey Anthony, I heard your favorite color is pink!” and “Oooh Anthony, you like pink, don’t you?”


I had already started crying when Mrs. Beloff asked the class to gather in the middle section for storytelling time.  Everybody was gathered there and I was the only person missing because I was still sobbing my heart out in the right section.  My absence was noticed by Mrs. Beloff, and she came over and found me.  She asked me what happened, but I was too embarrassed to share.  She asked the rest of the class if anyone knew what happened, and Alex told her the entire story.  After that, she made me go over to the middle section and join my classmates for storytelling.  It was one of the most embarrassing moments in my life when I had to face all my classmates with tears still streaming down my face and with them all thinking my favorite color was pink.  Eventually, time passed and the incident was forgotten in history.  However, this incident helped me learn to deal with peer pressure.  It also changed the relationship between Alex and me.  Nevertheless, over time our wounds healed and we became good friends again as we still are now.
