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Introduction 

The Faces of Our Youth 

Many older people seem to take an unmerited pride in
         the mere fact they are adults.

When youth comes crashing in on them with
         enthusiasm and ideals, they put on their
         most patronizing smiles and send them out with
         what they call their blessings.

But you and I know that they have not given their
         blessings but a cold shower.

They pat the young man or young woman on the back
         and say:

“You’re young. Enjoy your enthusiasm and your 
        ideals while you can.

For when you grow up and grow out into the world
         you’ll see how foolish your ideas actually were.”

And, the trouble is, young people do grow up and
         grow away from their ideals.

And that is one reason why the world into which they
         go gets better so slowly.

Franklin Delano Roosevelt 

Dear Teen, 

We are so excited. After two years of reading thousands upon thousands of stories and poems we have compiled what we believe to be the best Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul book yet. It hasn’t been easy. In fact, for some reason this book took more hard work than its two predecessors put together.

We received over fifty thousand submissions for this book, and letters and stories are still pouring in by the hundreds. (We will use them in Teen IV.) There were twenty teenagers who read each story that came in and picked their favorites. (Their favorites consisted of over five thousand stories!) We then read each one and picked our favorites based on subject matter, writing style, and, most important, shared wisdom. What we ended up with is a book so packed with experience, emotion, happiness and heartache that whoever reads it will certainly be changed for life.

It is hard to express the gratitude we feel to all the teenagers who so courageously shared their stories and poetry with us. Every single submission touched us deeply and affected the final results of this book.

We are also very grateful to all the teenagers who have written to thank us for compiling these books. We do work hard to make these books what they are, but please know that it is you, the teenager, who is the main force that drives these books and their success, and for that you should be very proud.

Please feel free to read this book in whatever manner works best for you. Skip around, go from front to back, read it all at once or over time. This is your book. We hope it serves you well.

With love, 

Jack, Mark and Kimberly 



1 
RELATIONSHIPS 

Love means each person is free to follow his or her own heart.

Melody Beattie 



Never Been Dissed—Until Now 

What can I say? Sometimes I’m a little dumb. I consider Cheetos a major food group. I play air guitar. I think burping is funny. And, worst of all, I screwed up my chance with Darcy by listening to a bunch of other jerks who were just as clueless as me.

Darcy was kinda like the Jewel CD I loved. I played that thing over and over on the way to school, but the second I pulled into the parking lot, it got stuffed under my seat for, uh, safekeeping and replaced with the Beastie Boys.

Imagine me confessing to my friends that I, captain of the basketball team, was dating Darcy, captain of the debate team. Believe me, I didn’t plan on falling for the school brain. But I was blown away by the first words she ever spoke to me.

“Uh, are you lost? This is the li-brar-y. The gym is on the other side of the school, remember?” she said, enunciating the words like she was talking to a toddler. Ouch.

Even though we went to the same school, Darcy and I lived in completely different worlds. She spent her time with the Net nerds, and I roamed the halls like Moses parting the Red Sea of fans who worshipped the guys on my team. I was totally knocked for a loop when she broke the silence.

“Books. I need a book,” I stammered, suddenly unable to remember my assignment. She pointed to a row of books on Thomas Edison—just the man I was looking for—and before I could turn to thank her, she was gone.

When I did catch up with her again, she was on her tippy toes reaching for an encyclopedia in the next aisle. “Need a ladder? Or how ’bout some platforms?” I asked giving her a taste of her own sarcasm.

“How about giving me a hand?” she replied. “Oh, that’s right. Books are square, not round like a basketball. Think you can hold one?” Cha-ching! This girl has guts, I thought. When I started laughing, Darcy totally cracked up and started snort-laughing. The number-two pencils holding up her hair were shaking.

“I can’t believe I said that to you. I can’t believe you’re laughing. This is so surreal,” she laughed. “Oh, sorry, that’s a big word. Do you need a dictionary?” More laughing, more snorting. We went on like that for a while, ripping on each other until I thought my sides would split.

For the rest of the day—okay, the rest of the week— every time I thought about her, I felt the same gut-socking, dizzy feeling I get before a big game. Then I found myself taking different routes to get to class just to see if I’d bump into her, and when I did . . . doh! We didn’t say a word to each other, but the joke was still going. I’d innocently make gorilla noises, and she’d die laughing. Or she’d take off her glasses and bump into walls, sending her books, pen and protractor flying everywhere. She taped Brain Gum to my locker. I glued a pair of sweaty gym socks to hers. Two weeks into our secret game, Darcy asked me out. Correction: she blackmailed me into a date. I found a ransom note in my locker saying that if I ever wanted to see my lucky jockstrap again, I’d better meet her at a nearby coffee shop. What guy wouldn’t love a girl with that sense of humor?

After that first date, we spent nearly every day together talking about everything—cheesy Kung Fu movies (our shared obsession), how I hated being judged as a jock despite my 3.5 GPA, why I hadn’t lost my virginity—all of the things I could never talk about with the guys or would even think about mentioning to any of the other girls I had dated. Then again, Darcy wasn’t like anyone I had ever been with before. She was a lot of firsts for me. She was the first girl who had the guts to ask me out. She was the first girl I didn’t judge by her bra size or reputation. She was the first person who made me feel I had more to offer the world than a killer turnaround jumper. She was the first girl I dated who didn’t obsess about her hair, her weight or what she was wearing. And she was the first girl I didn’t blab about in the locker room when the guys started bragging about their weekend conquests.

It didn’t take long for everyone to start wondering why I was flaking on basketball practice or missing the weekly Duke Nukem marathons at Kyle’s. I had been making up the lamest excuses to cover for hanging out with Darcy and was feeling pretty skanky about it when the guys confronted me about it. So I told them about her.

“Who?” Steve asked.

“Not the girl in overalls and hightops?” Eric asked.

“Why are you wasting time on that?” Kyle asked.

I sat there as they teased me about slumming with a “geeky chick,” assuming that once they exhausted all of their lame jokes about Darcy, they’d move onto their next target. Wrong. After that day, whenever I told them I was doing stuff with Darcy, they unloaded on her again. At first, I didn’t let it bother me. Then one morning, Dave asked, “Have you figured out how to get her to wear a bag over her head to the prom yet?” That really pissed me off and eventually the little things turned into big things, like “accidentally” forgetting to tell me about practice or suddenly not having enough room at the lunch table for me. 

After a few weeks of getting the cold shoulder from my friends, I started to doubt my own judgment. Darcy wasn’t one of the prettiest girls in the school. Was I actually planning to take her to my senior prom? She’d probably wear number-two pencils in her hair and those hideous hightops. Once I finished picking her apart, I was convinced she was totally wrong for me. Darcy didn’t like basketball or my friends. She refused to go to any of the team parties. I’d been blowing off practices to be with her, and my game was totally suffering. In my mind, the relationship was doomed.

I tried to be subtle at first by taking different routes to my classes to avoid her. I’d promise to call her but never did. She finally cornered me in the hall one day and demanded an explanation, so I swore I’d meet her after school. Then I blew her off. I was hoping she’d get the hint and go away if I flaked, but she didn’t let me off that easily. The next day, in front of the entire school, Darcy let me have it. She yelled at me, called me a coward, a jerk and an idiot, and, worst of all, tossed my friends a box of notes I’d written to her. I stood there speechless as they read each one aloud and laughed like hyenas. The funny thing was that for the first time (another first with Darcy) I didn’t really care what the guys were saying or who saw me standing there like an idiot, because I knew she was right. When I looked at my friends howling and high-fiving each other, I finally realized that I was going to be the first guy in our pathetic circle to grow up.

I wish I could say there was a happy ending to the story, that I begged Darcy to take me back and she did, but it didn’t happen. Well, at least not the part about her taking me back. I begged. I pleaded. I stuffed notes in her locker. I followed her around school. I was practically stalking her by the time I realized it was too late. She had already gotten over slumming with a dummy.

Last I heard, Darcy graduated early and got accepted to an out-of-state college. I still feel a little sad when I think about her and what could have been, but I’m also grateful that I learned what I did, when I did. I know a little bit more about who I am—the whole me, not just the big man on campus part—and who I can be, regardless of what my friends think or say. So, Darcy, if you’re reading this . . . thanks.

Shad Powers 



Loving Yourself First 

In high school, the student council had a fund-raiser where we could buy a flower for someone special and have it delivered to them on Valentine’s Day morning in their first-period class.

That year, I sent out three carnations to three unsuspecting girls. I figured there might be a chance to attract at least one of them. Besides, if any one of them had sent me a flower and I didn’t send them one in return, it would be over before it began.

A carnation went out to Melanie, Susie and Jenny (Jenny was the long shot).

The whole week, I anticipated who might send me some carnations. My friend Brian sent one to his girlfriend. Stephanie sent one to Jason, a guy she had a crush on all semester. My friend Lisa sent one to her good friend Tracy just for fun.

That entire week a list of girls ran through my mind. I wondered who would be the one to try to win me over. I had two potentials in mind, but I was more than ready to be completely surprised by any random girl out there for me.

Finally, the morning of February 14 arrived.

After thirty minutes of math class, I spotted the student council flower delivery person outside the classroom in the hallway. She entered the room carrying a massive bouquet of flowers for distribution in Mr. Aaron’s math class.

Mr. Aaron reluctantly stopped his class and organized the flowers. As he shuffled through the thick stack of cards, the room filled with anticipation. At long last, Mr. Aaron finally had our undivided attention.

He asked for a helper and started handing out the flowers. He announced the names on the cards as he delivered the goods. “Neil, Brian, Jennifer, Scott, Chad, Anne, Amy . . .” The list went on for a good ten minutes. Flowers began sprouting up on desktops all around me.

Some guys were already on their second and third flowers. One guy even scored a good half-dozen. Even though it was public knowledge that he had a girlfriend, the reality was that he already had six times as many flowers as me.

The list was now coming to an end and there was still a good six or seven of us in the room left holding nothing but a pencil. We had no flowers, no cards, only a small bit of hope that one of the remaining flowers would be for us.

Mr. Aaron read out the last couple names, “Two more for Neil and, oh good, one for Harlan.” Yes! There was one for me! Total relief. I had a pretty good idea who had sent it to me.

I looked down at the card and it confirmed exactly what I expected. It wasn’t from Melanie, it wasn’t from Susie, and it definitely wasn’t from Jenny. The card simply read, “Happy Valentine’s Day—Love, Harlan.”

My friends asked me who sent it. I told them it was someone very special, and left it at that. They never knew. They didn’t need to know.

Harlan Cohen 



Dear Girl 

Dear Girl, 

I feel that the time has come for me to have a girlfriend. I know you’re out there somewhere. Don’t worry, I’ll find you.

And when I do, I hope that you will love me because I’m Derek, not because I’m Mike’s younger brother. I hope you won’t be embarrassed when my clothes don’t match, or be annoyed when I want to watch the Lakers on ESPN, instead of Party of Five.

I hope that you will remember I play soccer, not football, and that I play midfield, not defense, and that every weekend I live with my dad.

I pray that you’ll love me despite my tendency to forget birthdays, and if your parents invite me to dinner, please write their names really small on my hand so I can use it as reference.

Please know that I will constantly act strong and in control, but inside I am actually lost and confused. (Just don’t tell my friends.) Please don’t worry if I hurt myself skateboarding. Instead, be there to mend my wounds with kisses.

Understand that loving each other means being together, but not all of the time. We should never bail on our friends. Also understand that I may at times act jealous and overly protective, but only because I have insecurities not because you are doing anything wrong.

And if we fall out of love with one another, please don’t hate me. And if I cry in front of you, please don’t laugh at me. Please know that I am sensitive . . . in a manly, tough kind of way.

Please be honest with me without being hurtful. After all, I am a boy. And I promise to always be honest with you, because you deserve honesty. And I promise to open doors for you and buy your ticket when we go to the movies.

And no, you aren’t fat, so please don’t constantly ask. And you don’t need makeup either. Oh, and don’t be upset if you cut your hair and I don’t notice. I will love you even in Levi’s and a T-shirt.

I hope you don’t think I’m asking too much of you. I just want to be happy making you happy. I’m coming to find you, so don’t go anywhere. Stay where you are, whoever you are. And by the way, my name’s Derek.

Yours Always,
 Derek 

Derek Whittier 



Experience Is a Teacher 

The true test of character is not how much we know how to do, but how we behave when we don’t know what to do.

John Holt 

I was shaking when I heard the car pull into the driveway. I blamed it on the chill in my house, although most likely it was because of my uncontrollable nerves. When I opened the door, Becca was standing on my porch with a smile plastered on her face.

“Hey,” she said. As she stepped inside the doorway, the guys behind her became visible. “Oh, ya,” she added. “This is Dan, Josh and Kevin.”

“Hi,” I said, and they replied the same in unison. They looked kind of like deer in headlights, standing outside the door, hands jammed in pockets, mouths half-open. As Becca made her way into the house, the guys followed her, and I felt awkwardly lost, unsure of what to say. To avoid forced conversation, I took the opportunity to jot a note to my mom, explaining where I was going.

Eventually, we made it out of the house, and I found myself in the back seat of a navy-blue truck, wedged between Josh and Kevin, two older guys from a different school. Becca was chattering away in the passenger seat, changing the radio station and singing along. My legs began to shake, a sure indicator of my nervousness, and I had to put my hands on my thighs to steady them. We soon reached the restaurant, and I was thankful for the chance to get out of the truck.

Dan was toying with the miniature coffee creamers at the end of the table. “I don’t trust these,” he announced. “They’ve probably been sitting here since 1982.”

At the opposite end of the table, next to Kevin, I giggled, probably for the eighth time since we’d sat down. I wanted to smack myself. Between my legs shaking and my ridiculous giggling, my immature nervous habits were driving me crazy, and I prayed that nobody else noticed.

Suddenly, Becca stood up. “I have to call my mom. Dan, come with me.”

“Um, I’ll come, too,” I said. Feeling the need to elaborate, I continued, “I have to call my mom, too.” I felt stupid following Becca and Dan out to the lobby, like a girl in elementary school who can’t go anywhere without her best friend.

As we waited while Becca called her mom, Dan nudged me and said, “So, what do you think of Josh and Kevin?”

“Josh is pretty cute,” I said, figuring that honesty was the best way to go.

“Not Kevin?” Dan’s eyes sparkled, and I knew what Becca had been talking about when she said how wonderful he was.

“No . . .” I looked out the window. “But don’t tell him that I said that.”

“I won’t.” Of course he wouldn’t. What did I think this was, elementary school? I felt like a child in a world of adults, unsure how to act or what to say.

“Josh thinks you’re really hot,” Dan continued.

His statement immediately grabbed my attention. “Oh, really?” I was flattered.

Becca hung up the phone and caught the end of our conversation, saying excitedly, “You have to sit by him when we go back to the table!”

“No,” I protested. “That’ll look dumb.”

“No it won’t,” she insisted, and Dan agreed.

“Yeah, we’ll just move stuff around or whatever.” It was obvious that this was an argument I was not going to win. 

When we returned to the table and assumed our new seats, Josh didn’t say anything. I wondered if he had figured out our juvenile plan, and then I wondered if he even cared. But I quickly tried to brush the thoughts out of my head and proceeded to giggle at everything Dan said.

Next we went to the movies. Without Becca next to me in the theater, I felt completely defenseless. I gripped my knees for support, angry at myself for being nervous. Why couldn’t I have more self-confidence and be as charming as other girls are? I leaned my head back against the headrest, watching Dan and Becca out of the corner of my eye. No contact yet, I noted. I didn’t know what to do with my hands, and it seemed like they took on a life of their own as they repetitiously roamed from my knees to my thighs and eventually gripped the edge of my purse.

I felt a nudge on my right arm. I looked over at Dan and watched as he mouthed the words, “Make a move.” He then grinned at me and raised his eyebrows in Josh’s direction.

“No!” I whispered emphatically.

“Why not?” he replied with a kind of urgency.

I half-shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.” How could I explain to him the way my mind works? I could never “make a move” on anyone; I didn’t have the nerve. My fear of rejection was too intense. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that Becca was leaning on Dan’s shoulder, and his hand was resting on her knee. I sank farther into my seat.

On the way home from the movies, Becca asked Dan if he had a piece of paper. I knew immediately what she was doing and wanted to object, but couldn’t. When she handed me Josh’s number on a torn piece of paper, I didn’t even look at it. I just played with it between my fingers, bending the edges and running it along the folds of my jeans. Josh’s reaction to the piece of paper in his hand was similar.

We pulled into my driveway, and I thought that I was finally safe at home as I said good-bye to everyone and sauntered up to my porch. But as I turned around to give a final wave good-bye, I found Josh standing on the lawn.

“Hey,” he said, in a way only older guys can. “When are you going to be home tomorrow?”

“Probably all day,” I managed and immediately thought of how dumb I sounded.

“Okay, then. I’ll, um, call you around one.”

I flashed a slight smile. “Okay. Bye!” I stepped inside my house, allowing myself to breathe only when I had closed the door and was safe inside.

I washed my face, wondering if he would think that I was “really hot” without makeup. As I curled up in bed, the phrase “If only I had . . .” crossed my mind so many times that I became exhausted. But then I remembered that experience, even if awkward and uncomfortable, or in the form of a guy named Josh, is always a teacher. With that, I gradually fell asleep, knowing tomorrow was a new day, and I could rest assured there would be more lessons to learn.

Julia Travis 



Dear Boy 

Dear Boy, 

I do not know who you are, or where or when we will meet, but I do hope it is soon.

I pray that when we meet and fall in love, you will love me, for me, and not hope for someone who is thinner or prettier. I hope you won’t compare me to girls who may have brighter smiles. I hope that you will make me laugh, take care of me if I get sick, and be trustworthy.

I hope you will remember that I prefer daisies to roses, and that my favorite color changes with my mood. Please know that my eyes aren’t blue, they’re gray, with flecks of navy.

Please know that I might be too shy to kiss you first, but please don’t be afraid to kiss me. I won’t slap you or push you away. I’m sure your kisses will be perfect. When we go on a date, please don’t stress about where to take me; what’s important is that I’ll be with you.

If I cry, please know it isn’t because of you, just hold me close, and I’ll heal quickly. And, if it is because of you, I’ll heal just the same.

And if we decide to break up, please understand that I may be bitter, but I’d like to be your friend if you’ll let me. I promise to remember that you have feelings too, even though you’ll never admit it, and when you are ready we’ll have a friendship.

Please tell me if anything I do bothers you, or if something just doesn’t sit right. I would like you to always be honest with me. If I have a bad day, I hope you will shower me with confidence and smiles.

I hope you don’t think that I’m asking too much of you. I hope you understand that I’m a little bit nervous and very scared. I wish I could tell you how or when we will meet, and if we will be in love forever. Every relationship is a new game of cards, and . . . (sigh) . . . I’ve never been good at cards. But I will try my best to be kind and love you dearly for all that you are, without expecting too much from you. Thank you for listening; this is all that I ask.

Yours always,
 Sarah 

Sarah Bercot 
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It took a lot of self-resistance for Luann to keep from picking up the phone, but she knew it was for the best. 

CLOSE TO HOME  © John McPherson. Reprinted with permission of UNIVERSAL PRESS SYNDICATE. All rights reserved.



A Crush 

I’m not afraid of storms, for I am learning how to sail my ship.

Helen Keller 

“Aaarghhhmmmmm . . . Hello?”

It was about 10:00 on a beautiful July morning, and I had just been woken up from a deep slumber by the untimely ring of the telephone. Little did I know my destiny was on the other end of the line.

“Is Leigh there?” the rich tenor voice asked.

“Yeah. This is.” I sat bolt upright, smacking my head on the headboard in the process. I rubbed my forehead and stared in disbelief at the receiver in my hand.

I met Josh while we worked together at the same pizza parlor. It was love at first sight for me, and the whole restaurant knew about it. Never mind that Josh was five years older than I was or that he didn’t know my name (or so I thought, until this fateful phone call proved otherwise). I was 100 percent head over heels for the guy, the guy who was at this very moment on the other end of my telephone wire, calling my name. . . .

“Leigh? Hello? Leigh?”

I regained my senses enough to answer. “Yes. I’m here. Um, hi.”

“Leigh, I need to talk with you. Can I pick you up in a half hour?”

Could he? “Yeah. Sure.” I responded, trying to sound casual. We hung up, and I stared at the telephone for another moment, until I realized that I had twenty-eight minutes left before the love of my life would arrive at my front door to confess his undying passion for me.

Thirty-two minutes later, I stood gazing up at Josh’s figure in my doorway. This was simply too good to be true. He looked slightly uncomfortable as he stood, his tall, slim frame moving restlessly.

“Let’s go,” he said.

Josh led the way to his car, and we both got in. As we pulled out of my driveway, I again gazed at his beautiful face. His lips were full but firm, his nose straight and perfect, his hair sun-streaked blond (from a side job landscaping, as a little investigative research had revealed to me), and his eyes, his gorgeous, wide-set, polished mahogany eyes were . . . staring right back at me! I flushed in embarrassment, as I began to say something, but Josh interrupted me. He didn’t bother with small talk, but got right down to business.

“I’ve been hearing some rumors at work,” he began.

This was not the opening I had anticipated.

“What kind of rumors?” I ventured.

Josh presented me with an accusatory glance. “Oh, just that you and I are dating. That we’re practically engaged. All sorts of great stuff.” He gave me a pointed look. “Since I have never even talked to you until this morning, I don’t know how anybody could have gotten that impression. Unless somebody,” he paused dramatically, “told them.”

I stared at him, shocked. I was speechless for a long minute, my mouth attempting to form denials that wouldn’t make it past my throat. A vice took hold of my heart, squeezing painfully. Finally, I managed to collect myself enough to say, “I swear, I never said anything like that. I might have had a”—my throat began to close up, but I was able to continue in a humiliated whisper—”a little crush on you, and some people knew about it, but I promise, I swear to you, I never insinuated anything else. I’m sorry.”

Josh looked at me. My shock at his accusation and every ounce of my humiliation were evident on my face. After a moment, he accepted my admission for the truth that it was, and he tried to change the topic to more lighthearted chit-chat, but I was too occupied trying to keep the tears from streaming down my face, to be a good conversationalist.

After about five minutes, I requested that he take me to my friend Annette’s house. As he pulled away, the tears overflowed down my cheeks. I turned to see Annette rushing outside. I ran toward her, sobs making my body shake, and she hugged me until I finally began to calm down. When my crying had diminished to random hiccuping sighs, my best friend took my face between her hands and said softly, with wisdom beyond her years, “If it were supposed to feel good, they wouldn’t call it a crush.”

J. Leigh Turner 



Sea Glass 

We’re sitting on the cold shore combing the sand around us looking for sea glass. It’s windy, and the cool mist coming off the waves feels cold and charming. We’re bundled up in all our layers, and he gently touches my face and kisses my lips. His blue-green eyes stare deep into mine, and I feel him looking straight into my heart.

The brilliant rays of purple, gold and turquoise start to fade as the sun finishes setting. We stand up, wipe the sand off our pants and start walking to the parking lot. I take a deep breath and smell the salt and seaweed crawling in with the tide.

On our walk home, he holds my hand, and we laugh and talk about nothing of real significance. We walk slowly to savor the moment, to savor the time we have together. The trees seem to make a tunnel, surrounding us and isolating us in our own little world.

When we get back to my house, we take the sea glass and put it in my jar. “It’s almost halfway filled,” he remarks, as I look at the tiny pieces filling the jar. There must be at least a hundred pieces in there, all of them different shapes and different colors. I suppose that if I counted them, there would be just as many as the days we have spent together, and the nights we have comforted each other on the phone.

Each piece of glass is a different color. I decide that they represent the ordinary days filled with insight and love. They are the most frequent ones, the everyday ones. I notice that I put in a green one today. It is a day like today that we shared together that the green ones represent. The green ones frosted with white specks represent the days in which one of us was upset and confided in the other. Although there are only a few, there are some and they’re big. I think those are the ones that help the relationship grow the most. The white pieces are the biggest and the shiniest. They reflect the time one of us accomplished something or was really happy about something. One might represent him winning his car, another might be when I made the team, and yet there are so many I can’t remember what each one represents. There are so few dark-brown ones. Those have the sharpest edges and cut your fingertips when you touch them. They cause tears and hurt. They’re the ex-girlfriends, the not-too-long-ago crushes, the jealousy, the fights. They are the painful parts of our relationship that will never go away, but have become smoother over time.

There is one brilliant bluish-purple piece of glass. It is very small, and I know exactly what it represents. It is the first time he said those three words that before that night were just tossed around and used carelessly by other guys. It represents the time when he looked deep into my eyes, brushed back my hair and told me he loved me.

All of the pieces of sea glass are strong. No matter how hard you try (and people have tried), they won’t break. They may get smoother, maybe a little smaller, but so do all memories. They are strong and will always be there and will never be lost.

Then there’s a big rock, a big pink rock in the shape of a heart, down at the bottom. Its shape represents exactly what it is. It’s our hearts, with all the sea glass and memories and good times to come piled on top. Our small, pink hearts, learning about each other and ourselves, piling little green days on top of big white ones, avoiding the sharp brown ones and trying to find another blue one. It’s our hearts, the ones that have grown to love each other. The ones that have spent over two years piling memories on top, good and bad, to make two different, wonderful people. The glass jar will never break. The jar is our bodies that protect our hearts and memories. Like the sea glass, it is strong and even if one of us goes away, it will still be there with all the memories left behind.

Stacey Doerner 



Kiss 

Point your lashes down 
        and you can picture my face— 
                I’m smiling . . .

Open your mouth, speak with your heart 
        and you can see my soul— 
                I’m waiting . . .

Place your arms around my waist 
        and you can embrace my uncertainty— 
                I’m shaking . . .

Press your lips against mine 
        and try to catch me— 
                I’m falling . . .

Emily Crane 



He Finally Said, “I Love You”

As I looked into his eyes 
And found his longing stare 
I stopped myself from saying words 
That would show how much I care 
I put my hand up to his face 
To hold my feelings in 
I wouldn’t say the words again 
To show my love for him 
The last time I had told him 
How much he meant to me 
He put my hands away from his 
And said to leave him be 
I never spoke the words again 
For fear of his deep fright 
I thought it was the last time 
Until that blissful night 
His fingers traced around my face 
Pushing hair away 
And I was quite unprepared 
For what he was to say 
My heart beat quickly, my head raced on 
I thought that I might cry 
He looked as if he might faint— 
Imagine this strong guy 
But never would I be more impressed 
With anything he’d do 
Than when he took that heartfelt leap 
And told me, “I love you.”

Jennifer Orendach 



Why Girls Like Guys 

In Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul II, we included “A Few Reasons Why Guys Like Girls.” We thought it would be fun to keep the momentum going for this book, so we asked you write to us with more reasons “Why Guys Like Girls” or even “Why Girls Like Guys.” And write you did! We had such a good time reading all the imaginative and entertaining responses you came up with.

Since we heard from the guys for Teen II, we thought we’d let the girls have their say for this book. The following is a compilation of the sweetest lists we received from the girls:

1. They always wear your favorite cologne (which happens to be the one that you bought them for their birthday).

2. The way they run their fingers through your hair.

3. That look they give you that makes you just want to die right then and there.

4. The way they kiss away your tears.

5. The way they get mad when they can’t make your problem go away.

6. The way they show off around their friends, even though you know you would love him if he missed a basket or two.

7. The way they make it their personal mission to ensure that you are never cold.

8. That confused look they get on their faces when you are mad at them—guaranteed to make your heart melt and the anger fade away.

9. The way they always let you win any game you play together.

10. . . . And when you point this out to them they pretend not to know what you are talking about.

11. That smile they flash that can make your stomach drop to your feet.

12. The way they call to apologize after you had a big fight.

13. The way they touch and hold you so gently, as if they are afraid they will break you.

14. The way they say, “I love you.”

15. The way they would die before saying “I love you” in front of their friends.

16. The way they kiss you.

17. The way they kiss you after making up from a fight.

18. The way they hold you when you are crying.

19. The way they think they are your big protector.

20. The way they say, “I miss you,” even though they hate to admit it.

21. The way you miss everything about them when they are gone.

22. The way they comfort you when you have had a bad day.

23. The way they write you love letters even if they think it’s uncool.

24. Regardless of whether you love them, hate them, wish they would die or know that you would die without them . . . it matters not. Because once they enter your life, whatever you were to the world, they become everything to you. When you look them in the eyes, traveling to the depths of their souls and you say a million things without even speaking, you know that your own life is consumed by their love. We love them for a million reasons; it is a thing, an indescribable feeling.

Compiled by Kimberly Kirberger 



The Funeral of My Rose 

You will find as you look back upon your life, that the moments when you have truly lived, are the moments when you have done things in the spirit of love.

Henry Drummond 

I turn on my high beams as I drive home from play rehearsal one night. The outside air is calm as it brushes my cheek through an open window. Hearing a good song, I turn the radio up a little louder. The song takes me to a different place. I begin daydreaming about my crush again. I notice a grocery store on my right, and, spontaneously, I swerve into the parking lot. Tonight is the night. I walk in through the automatic doors and head straight for my destination: the floral department. My choice is a single beautiful red rose. I wrap it in green tissue paper and head back to my car. My heart begins beating rapidly as I strategize. Tonight seems different, though. I’ve had enough planning, and I am now acting on impulse. It must be a sign.

After a fairly long drive, I turn into one of North Augusta’s more classy subdivisions. I glance at my watch: 9:00 P.M. It seems like a good, solid time. My palms have begun to sweat, but I press on. I find myself parked in a driveway of an amazing house. I take a breath and pull myself out of the car. I leave the rose on the back seat, promising myself that I will return for it later. My footsteps are determined, and I swiftly walk to the front door. Ding, the doorbell rings as I nervously press it. The door opens.

“Hello, Derek,” a familiar face greets me.

“Hi, Mrs. Johnson, is Lauren home?” I sheepishly ask.

My cheeks burn as she turns and shouts for her daughter. It seems like an eternity, but soon enough I hear a door open. Lauren comes clumping down the stairs, and my heart jumps to my throat. One look into her big brown eyes, and I forget my own name. I have never had a problem communicating until I met this mythological siren disguised in Gap clothing. Her lips part to reveal white teeth, and her brilliant smile lights the dim room. She greets me with a look of confusion.

“Hey, Derek, what’s up?” she asks, tilting her head to the side, perplexed. Her eyes examine me as if she is putting a puzzle together. I attempt to speak, but words don’t seem to come.

“Can I speak to you out on the porch?” I finally spit out. 

I open the door and let her pass. We take seats on the front stoop, and I turn to her. I try choosing my words carefully.

“So, are you going out with Kevin?” I blurt out abruptly and regrettably.

Taken by surprise, she waits a moment to let the question sink in.

“Umm . . . I think so,” she slowly replies as she twirls a piece of her hair.

I had taken the time to investigate their relationship. I knew Kevin would eventually hurt her, and I knew what I had to do.

“He doesn’t deserve you, Lauren,” I tell her assertively.

“Why do you say that?” she asks, again looking confused.

“Because . . . look . . . umm . . .” I struggle and finally get back on track. “Because I like you, Lauren. I like you a lot.”

I turn away. What have I done? Why did I say that? I look back in her eyes. They are more confused than ever now. They look hurt, and I so badly want to go over to her, take her in my arms and live happily ever after with her.

“Well . . . Kevin is funny, and sweet. He’s not that bad.”

My mind reels. What just happened? I proclaimed my love to her. I had just told the girl of my dreams that I liked her. Did she hear me? I look back in her eyes, the eyes of the girl I fell for as a little boy. The eyes of the girl my heart skips a beat for each time she passes me in the hall. Crushed, I know I have to leave. I have to get out of there. I have to escape. I have revealed something that has tormented me for days, and now my entire body feels like it is shriveling up in embarrassment. After saying good-bye, I get in my car and drive away from her house.

The next day I am in my car after a particularly wretched day at school. I sit there for a few moments letting my mind drift back to last night’s activity. Suddenly I notice the rose I had left in the car. This beautiful, red rose has now transformed into a black, stiff, thorny twig. I hold it in my hands for a few moments, and a tear rolls down my cheek. It is time to move on. I realize I have done the right thing. Although I did not get the response I had hoped for, I have learned an invaluable lesson: You cannot make someone love you, you can only make yourself someone who can be loved.

Derek Gamba 



My Childhood Sweetheart 

Love can sometimes be magic. But magic can sometimes . . . just be an illusion.

Javan 

I met Jake when I was eleven. To me, he wasn’t just “my older brother’s friend.” He was a thirteen-year-old—an older man. Jake and my brother would sit in my brother’s room, door closed, and shake their heads to the music of Guns ’n Roses. I would desperately try to think of excuses to knock on my brother’s door, just to get a peek or a quick smile at Jake. I found something attractive in this geeky computer whiz. But I was just “Phil’s baby sister,” so the lines were drawn: He was the friend, and I was the annoying little sister, two seemingly incompatible titles.

Jake went away to private school, and I missed his presence in the house, even if it had just been behind my brother’s locked door. A few months after he left, Jake wrote a letter to Phil, and at the end of the letter, in barely legible script, he scribbled, “Say hello to your sister for me. Is she still cute?” I lived on that line for months; it was enough to give me a constant flutter in my stomach.
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