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  Introduction


  Dear Teens,


  Since the first Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul book was released in 1997, we have been receiving hundreds of letters a day from teens like you—and possibly even you! We receive so many letters about love and friendship that we felt it was time to compile a book dedicated entirely to these two important subjects.


  Love and friendship are top priorities for nearly everyone, but especially for teenagers. Your friends are almost as important as your family, and the lessons you learn from friends, boyfriends and girlfriends are lessons that shape who you are and who you will become as an adult.


  The stories in this book are about relationships and the lessons we learn from them. It is our hope that you will see yourself in many of these stories, and that you will realize that you are not alone in the trials that come with any friendship or relationship. May you discover from these stories, and in your own life, how amazing friendships can be and how blessed we all are when love is a part of our lives.


  We hope you enjoy reading this book and that you find comfort and guidance within these pages.


  All our love, Kimberly, Jack and Mark


  1


  FALLING

  IN LOVE


  Love doesn’t make the world go around. Love is what makes the ride worthwhile.


  Franklin P. Jones


  The Boy at Band Camp


  Within your heart, keep one still, secret spot where dreams may go.


  Louise Driscoll


  Strains of Mariah Carey floated in the background as we held each other close and swayed to the rhythm of the music. I hadn’t expected us to be so intimate when I asked the guy who had been my best friend at summer camp to dance. But as my head rested on his shoulder and his arms wrapped around my torso, I realized that I had fallen head-over-heels for this guy. My timing had never been worse. It was the farewell dance at summer camp, the night before we left, and I was just realizing that I wanted to be with him. Furthermore, I had gone to middle school with him for the past two years, and I had never thought twice about the fact that I saw him literally six times a day. Then, he was just the annoying little boy who threw goldfish at my friends and me during lunch. But now he was the boy who would save me a seat at breakfast and write messages on my hand. The one with the cute smile and jokes that would make me giddy with laughter. And now I was dancing with him, the wonder boy. I had never been more content in my entire life. The song’s last notes faded out and we just stood, locked in our embrace. Neither of us wanted to move; the moment was too perfect. However, we were soon interrupted by the loud drumbeat of a Blink-182 song. We jumped apart, startled.


  “Whoa,” he said, shyly smiling. “That scared me.” I smiled back at him and nodded in agreement. We were soon joined by a group of our friends and began jumping around to the muffled words of “All the Small Things.”


  It was now 9:30 P.M., time for us to crawl into our sleeping bags and whisper under the pillows. I was walking back to my cabin, grinning from ear to ear in the dark. Unexpectedly, someone jumped onto my back, causing me to stumble. I looked up to see who had attacked me and it turned out to be my friends Beth and Kari.


  “So . . . Molly!” Beth said to me, with a smirk on her face.


  “Y . . . yes?” I stammered, turning red.


  “You and Brian, eh?” teased Kari.


  All I could do was smile and laugh, but that was enough to send my friends into squealing fits of, “Oh my GOD!” and, “I knew it!” Satisfied that they had pulled the latest gossip out of me, they pranced off to tell the rest of my cabin. I didn’t really care. They were all my best friends, and they would have found out sooner or later.


  The next morning was concert day. We all had rehearsal in between packing our suitcases. I walked to the piano room for my ten o’clock run-through. I rushed through my piece and didn’t bother to stick around for my feedback. Instead, I left the amphitheater where the orchestra was rehearsing and joined a group of my friends who were exchanging phone numbers and e-mail addresses.


  “Molly! You’re here!” said one of them.


  “Yeah, I tried to get out of rehearsal as soon as possible,” I replied as I grabbed a handful of pretzels from a bowl on the bench.


  We started talking about nothing in particular, laughing and joking about anything and everything. Suddenly, Elise shouted “Hey Molly! Look who it is!” and pointed to my right. Snapping my head around, I saw Brian strolling up the hill to the amphitheater. I blushed and waved and quickly turned back to the conversation. He joined us and I could feel the rickety bench we were sitting on sink lower with his weight. Everyone’s eyes were on me. I fidgeted with my bracelets while the silence grew.


  “What’s going on?” he asked, with a sincerely confused look on his face. Out of fear that one of my friends would embarrass me in front of him, I jumped up, mumbled something about forgetting to pack my sweatshirt and ran off in the direction of my cabin. Even though nothing extremely unordinary had happened, I couldn’t help feeling embarrassed. I walked down to the beach instead of to my cabin and sat down on the sand. I felt like being alone for a while.


  I wiped my tears on my sleeve while hugging all my friends. I couldn’t believe it was time to go home already! Our time together had gone by so fast. I would have to wait a whole year before I would see these people again, I reminded myself as I heaved my overflowing duffel bag into the trunk of the car. All around me, cameras flashed, pens were scribbling digits, and people sobbed into each other’s shoulders. Saying good-bye is always hard. But I was ready to go. I had seen everyone I needed to, until I heard my name being yelled from across the way.


  “Molly!”


  I turned around to see who had called my name. My heart skipped a beat. It was exactly who I hoped it would be.


  “Are you about to leave?” Brian asked.


  I nodded. I was afraid to speak; afraid of what would come out of my mouth.


  “So, I’ll see you at school then . . .” he said.


  “Yeah, definitely!” I said, a little too enthusiastically.


  “High school is a big place. I’ll be sure to keep an eye out for you, though,” I added.


  “Okay, me too,” he said, with a slight smile.


  I stepped in to give him a hug, one (I thought) he eagerly accepted. For a few seconds I felt the peaceful bliss that had made me so content the night before. The head on the shoulder, the hands on my back . . . it was completely comfortable. But it ended in hardly enough time for me to even begin to enjoy it.


  “So I’ll see you later, then,” he said, and turned to leave.


  “Yeah, later,” I whispered. “Umm, Brian?” He stopped and turned his attention back to me. “If you want to . . . you know . . . umm, like . . . get together . . . or something . . . before school starts . . . just give me a call . . . I’ll be around . . .” I stammered, my nerves trembling with anticipation.


  He just looked at me standing in front of him, bright red and chewing my lips to death. Then he smiled, put his hand on my shoulder and said, “I’ll keep that in mind.”


  After that, he turned and walked toward the parking lot. I watched his back get smaller and smaller until he disappeared behind a clump of trees. It was only then that I realized I was holding my breath.


  Molly Gaebler


  Fugue


  Avery small degree of hope is sufficient to cause the birth of love.


  Stendhal


  Let’s call her Monique. Her real name always seemed too common for her, too plain. She moved to south Texas during our senior year of high school. She had transferred from somewhere up north, maybe New York.


  Just as she was too grand for her small name, she was too lovely, too classy for our high school. She liked yoga and Mozart, wrote poetry and preferred old movies to sitcoms. She couldn’t pass a bookstore or antique shop without browsing for an hour. But her parents had money, gobs of it, so the clique of similarly wealthy, popular students sucked her in, claiming her as one of its own before she could do anything about it. These were cheerleaders and athletes, blond-haired and well-dressed, who drove convertibles and finagled beer kegs for the parties they threw when their parents went on ocean cruises.


  I was never invited to the parties. Whereas Monique preferred books over beers, I preferred skateboarding to school spirit. My hair was long, and my clothes were baggy. While the popular kids didn’t hate me—at times it seemed to be strangely “cool” to be seen talking to a skater or surfer—they certainly didn’t embrace me. My parents could barely afford to pay our bills, let alone go on a cruise. I spent my nights tearing around parking lots on my board. Occasionally, I’d see a car full of athletes and cheerleaders buying provisions for their parties. All of them looked so beautiful, wearing pressed shirts and perfume I could smell from across the parking lot. Sometimes they’d wave to me, as if a dangerous river raged between us, one that would drown them if they came any closer.


  Monique sat beside me in English class, and in the course of the school year we became friends. That is, that’s what she said we were—friends—when I or anyone asked. And as we spent more and more time together, more and more people asked. We went to lunch together—she drove us for sushi or Indian food (I’d never had such meals before) in her white convertible VW Beetle. We studied for tests at the library, and spent days and even a couple of evenings at the beach. My nights skating in abandoned parking lots dwindled. Once we snuck into a club and listened to a live jazz band. I’ve always remembered it was called Fugue. Monique told me their name came from Bach’s Toccata and Fugue, and that fugue basically meant different instruments or voices coming together, overlapping and finally harmonizing. We saw movies, and I noticed that when she was scared she chewed her thumbnail. Sometimes she held my hand or kissed my cheek good night. Sometimes we held each other’s gaze for a second too long. I adored spending time with her, and when I stood near her, my nerves fluttered, and waves of joy and panic rolled in my stomach. Somewhere between English class and California rolls, I’d fallen in love with her.


  And so, apparently, had Paul Williams, a beefy linebacker. When they started dating, she told me about him as if I should be thrilled. Fool that I was, I pretended to be. Monique and I still went for sushi—Paul didn’t share our lunch period—and for a while she made an effort to study with me or go to movies, but our time together started to fade. When we talked, the word “friends” came up more than it had before, as if she were defining our boundaries, and I began to hate it. Less and less, she reached for my hand, and she stopped kissing my cheek good night. It felt as if those parts of my body had vanished or been amputated; if she no longer touched them, they no longer existed.


  So I returned to the darkened parking lots. I began to see Monique in the overloaded cars making their beer runs—though she never drank, or hadn’t when we spent time together—and always Paul Williams was attached to her. She started calling me less often, even when she’d promised to, and some nights I picked up the phone and listened for a dial tone, hoping the problem was beyond her control. The phone, though, functioned perfectly. The problem was Paul Williams. They walked arm in arm wherever they went and kissed each other before tardy bells at school.


  One day after English class, I blew up at her. I told her she deserved more than the big oaf, that he didn’t understand her and she should open her eyes. I said she was changing for the worst, becoming someone I no longer recognized, and if she wanted to be part of a group who cared more about partying than people, we couldn’t be friends anymore. (I’d rehearsed the speech numerous times in the mirror and in the parking lots.) Her face crumpled and turned red, tears hung on her eyelashes, and just as I was building to the part about how much I loved her, she spun and ran away. I don’t know where she went, but I’ve always imagined she ran straight into the arms of Paul Williams.


  We stopped speaking. I heard that she went to the prom with Paul and that she’d been accepted to Yale for the fall. As our graduation neared, I tried to say hello to her, to ask how she was doing and eventually to apologize, but she never responded. It was as if I were talking to myself in the mirror.


  So on the night her little white car pulled into the parking lot where I was skateboarding, I expected it to park near the store and for Paul Williams to jump out and run inside. But the VW steered away from the store and pulled up to where I was trying to learn a new trick. Monique was alone, and when she approached me I expected her to scream and slap me, then to speed away into the night. That’s what I deserved.


  But for a while she didn’t say anything. She just stood beside her car with her arms crossed. She looked at her feet, occasionally biting her thumbnail.


  “You were right,” she said finally.


  “I was?” I didn’t know what I’d been right about. My stomach tightened.


  “I’ve changed,” she said.


  “What do you mean?”


  “We can’t be friends anymore.”


  I didn’t know what to say. I realized I’d always hoped she would prove me wrong on that point. I’d only said it so she would prove me wrong.


  And just as I was about to respond—I didn’t know what I was going to say; I hadn’t rehearsed anything— she started toward me. Here it comes, I thought, the slap. She walked slowly, still looking at the ground more than me, and without realizing it, she crossed the river that had always separated me and the popular kids, the river that had, for the last few months, separated me and Monique. I braced myself and closed my eyes.


  She kissed me. Her lips were soft and warm, but somehow they made me feel pleasantly cold. It took everything I had not to shiver. We kissed for a moment, and I didn’t know what to do with my hands. I would learn. Before she left for college and we lost track of each other forever, Monique would spend the summer teaching me about love and friendship, showing me the strange and sad and occasionally beautiful ways the two complement each other or cancel one another out.


  Don Keys


  Just One Look, That’s All It Took


  My cousin was getting married, and I was tapped to be a participant in the wedding—a groomsman to be exact. Needless to say, I was pretty excited. My cousin lived in California and I lived in Washington, but since my cousin and I were very close, my family and I knew we had to be there for the wedding.


  It was a gorgeous fall day in California, a perfect day for a wedding. The church was beautifully decorated and colors danced all over the room as the sun shone through the stained-glass windows. I looked as fashionable as ever in my black tux and emerald green vest. The bride was stunning. I never saw two people more happy just to be in each other’s presence than I did that day standing at the altar. You could see in their eyes that this was true love. They had each found their other half.


  I couldn’t help but think about my relationship at home. As much as I wanted to deny it, it was falling apart. She was my first serious girlfriend. I loved her a lot, but when you start to forget the reasons why you got together in the first place and when the negatives start outnumbering the positives, it’s time to say good-bye. I wasn’t excited to go back home, to say the least, but my family had other obligations so we had to leave the following day.


  Our plane left Los Angeles at 4:00 P.M. the next day. We had a two-hour layover in Seattle. My parents have a tradition of visiting the gift shops before flights. I decided I would stay at the boarding gate and do some homework. I started to pull out my math book when I looked up and saw HER. I couldn’t believe my eyes.


  She had on black sandals, black Capri pants and a yellow tank top. She was sitting in the seat across from me reading a book on the Holocaust. Her shiny black hair hung down over her face and, when she brushed it back, I got a true glimpse of her beauty. I was completely entranced before she even knew I existed. I had to say something; I couldn’t let this go. How often does an opportunity like this come along? So I decided to introduce myself. I stood up and started to walk toward her. As I got closer, I realized that I wasn’t ready to talk to her yet. I had no idea of what to say or how to say it, so I walked right by her and straight into the bathroom. Yes, I know, smooth. After I conquered my nervousness, I walked up to the mirror and practiced. Yes, I practiced—and all you guys out there know exactly what I’m talking about. I looked in the mirror and went through every single possible way of introducing myself to her. Hello . . . Hey . . . How’s it goin’? . . . Haven’t I seen you somewhere before? I left the bathroom and, as I walked by her again, I paused then sat back down.


  Finally, a breakthrough. It just so happened that when I looked up at her again, she was looking back. Our eyes connected. A warm feeling covered my body. Not a sweaty warmth, but an inner warmth that was beyond comparison. It was more than just a look; we made a connection, and I didn’t even know her name.


  Something had to be done. I mustered up enough courage to casually look over at her luggage, which was under her chair, to see if I could read her name and where she was from.


  Then, the worst possible thing that could happen in a situation like this happened. Her plane was leaving, and I had to do something. She started gathering up all her things, and I started to panic. This could be something special, and I was in jeopardy of letting it slip through my fingers. Then, all of a sudden, she stopped. She pulled out a piece of paper from her planner and started to write something. She stood up, walked over to me, handed me the piece of paper and left without a word. Written on it was, “Just in case you ever get bored,” followed by her address.


  You know that feeling of complete and utter shock that you can’t even speak? Triple it, and that was me. I had no idea of what to do next. She had walked to her gate, and I was left wide-mouthed and speechless. No way was I going to let it end there, so I stood up and ran to the gate from where she was leaving. When I got there, she had just handed in her boarding pass and was walking down the ramp. I prayed and prayed for her to turn around, just once, to see me, but all I saw was the back of her head going down the ramp to the plane. She was gone.


  Back home, my relationship with my girlfriend eventually fizzled out. I got a handle on my life again and, exactly one month after the encounter at the airport, I wrote her a letter hoping she would remember me. I got a letter back from her almost immediately saying not only did she remember me, but that she had hoped every day for a letter from me in her mailbox.


  We are now celebrating our six-month anniversary. The connection I made that afternoon at the airport was more than just a guy being attracted to a girl. It was a connection of souls, much as my cousin’s was. We’ve had so many fun memories together, and we have plans for many more. Love found me that amazing day in September. It found my tired, doubtful self waiting at Gate C2D.


  Dan Mulhausen


  Friends for Life


  Tim left for college on a Saturday and I on a Sunday. It would be the first time we had ever been apart over the course of our high-school friendship. Ours was more than a normal boy/girl friendship, though. Our close connection was the envy of others. I was in awe of his amazing personality, his hilarious jokes and his little-boy looks. He could read my mind, finish my sentences and bring me to hysterical laughter with only a look. We adored each other. As our last summer together approached, our bond only grew.


  The summer started off slowly, with Tim trying to get my mind off the jerk I now refer to as my ex-boyfriend and a total waste of my time. Tim was dating one of my close friends and had been for a couple of months. I had to sit by and watch as she ridiculed him, made a joke of him in front of our friends, and eventually made him cry when she finally ended it. She broke my best friend’s heart, and I ached with him.


  We spent hours talking on the phone late at night, comforting each other, giving each other advice and worrying about college. Over the rest of the summer, both of us were single, so we spent all of our time together. Late at night after work, we would meet at cafés and just talk for hours. We grew even closer that summer. I only wondered why our friendship had to get so close now, as we were both preparing to leave for college.


  As the time approached when we would have to say good-bye, we went shopping together for school supplies and planned our first rendezvous as college students for a month after we were both at school.


  As I left that Saturday morning to take him to school, I was extremely nervous, my stomach full of knots. I kept wondering what was wrong with me during the three-hour car ride. Of course I was going to miss him, but this was not a sad feeling—this was nervousness. As we finished packing him into his tiny room and making it feel like some semblance of home, it hit me—and it hit me hard. I was in love with this guy! And it wasn’t the friendship kind of love that I had felt for him throughout high school; it was something much deeper. I felt helpless. I had finally realized my true feelings for my best friend when it was too late. Tears filled my eyes as I sat on his springy, steel bed. I said good-bye to my best friend—and the love of my life—wondering if we were really going to meet in a month as planned.


  That night at home as I packed my stuff I cried, scared that things would never be the same. We were both going to have our separate lives and would probably barely think of each other. Just then the phone rang, and as I wiped my tears and tried to utter a quiet hello, the voice on the other end let me know everything was going to be okay. It was Tim. Before even saying hello he blurted out, “Tina, we are going to have to make that rendezvous earlier than I thought. How about tonight?”


  I was grinning like crazy as I practically hung up on him, jumped in my car without directions and headed for his school. How I got there in such a short time (an hour and forty-five minutes) is irrelevant. What is relevant is that the second I got there, I hugged him and told him I loved him. I had actually done that numerous times before, but this time he pulled away from my embrace, looked into my eyes, told me he loved me, too—and then kissed me. It was a kiss that seemed to contain months, even years, worth of love for each other.


  When I left for school the next morning, I had Tim on my mind and in my heart. As I picked up my wallet to get money out to pay for a Coke, a tiny piece of paper fell out. It was from Tim and contained words that touch my heart to this day and still make me smile. “Tina, I am so mad at myself for waiting to tell you . . . I love you!” My eyes welled up with tears, and I felt truly happy and at ease with our situation.


  I still keep that note from Tim, and we continue to share a remarkable friendship and always will. Only these days we also share much more—three beautiful children and the same last name.


  Tina Leeds


  Impossible Things Can Happen


  It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves.


  William Shakespeare


  Some guys in high school are “all that.” They have everything going for them; they hang out with all the right people; they have all the good looks; they are so popular they have half the girl population in the school drooling over them; and they are totally unreachable. In so many words, that is how I would categorize Eddie. He had a great body, he was cool and I loved everything about him. I loved the way he made me feel every time he walked by. Most of all, I loved his bright brown eyes. He was perfect. I had a huge crush on him the moment I saw him but, of course, that was all he would be to me. A crush. I had always been this regular girl who just hung out with my friends during lunch, pretending not to care about anything but secretly glancing in his direction every now and then. He had always been the guy everybody knew and respected. Compared to him, I felt like I was insignificant.


  My best friend, Angela, knew everything about my secret crush on him, and she would never fail to remind me that we were not meant to be. In fact, she would remind me, if people knew that I had a crush on him they would probably laugh their brains out. It was like I was this commoner with a huge crush on my king.


  Although we were never formally introduced, somehow our paths crossed. He talked to me one day when we were both late for school. He said hi and asked me why I was late. Naturally, I pretended to be unaffected and answered him right back. After that, I headed to my class. I was happy. He had recognized me as a living, breathing object that went to the same school. If I were a gymnast, I would have done several back flips just to release this flying feeling in my chest. I mean, I already felt shivers up my spine every time I saw him. So when he spoke to me it felt like someone had just poured a glass of cold water on my head.


  After that incident, we casually chatted when we would see each other during lunch. Nothing personal, just some small talk that would last for a minute or two. Although we were talking and all, I could never imagine myself being his girlfriend. Pigs would fly before anything like that would ever happen to me.


  One day, Angela’s cousin from abroad came to visit her. She would be staying with Angela for a week. Her name was Tasha. We were introduced, and I liked her immediately. She was nice, funny, totally cool and a model back home. She had beautiful blue eyes and, well, I just had eyes. There was nothing to hate about her. Angela and I both loved hanging out with her so much that I finally suggested that she join us in school one time. Unknowingly, I initiated my own suffering.


  When we went to school with her the next day, everybody was looking. She had those foreign looks and, well, she was a model. Everything was fine until she saw Eddie. Guess what? She decided that she had a crush on him, too. Worse, she wanted to date him. She asked me to introduce them. I felt I had no other choice. I introduced them and told Eddie that she wanted to go out with him. To my disgust, he willingly agreed. I could have strangled myself.


  So they went out, and I found out the next day that they had kissed. I can still feel the stabbing feeling in my chest when I found out. I couldn’t believe that “my guy” was with this girl who liked him for just a second when I had been dreaming of him forever. It was unfair that she got to kiss him, and I didn’t even get to tell him how I felt. I was too hurt to cry.


  The day Tasha was leaving to go back home, Angela decided to stay at home and spend some time with her. I went to school. At the end of the day, Eddie approached me and asked if I could take him over to see Tasha before she left. After some persuasion, I finally gave in. But he would not be delivered to my rival without a cost. I got in his car and gave him directions to Angela’s house, making sure he took the longest way possible to get there. When we were nearing the house I pretended to be lost, and I led him around in circles until he almost ran out of gas.


  After talking and hugging and saying good-bye to Tasha (although I liked her a lot, I was secretly glad to see her go), it was time for us to leave. Eddie offered to take me home, and this time I gave him better directions. What a lame way to get even.


  After Tasha left, Eddie and I were closer. We would go out sometimes and share more than just small talk. He would even join us for lunch sometimes. I now know why he was so popular. He was incredibly nice and absolutely fun to be with. I found myself falling for him more and more each day. Several times I wanted to let him know that I, too, wanted to date him. Maybe I would get a kiss, too.


  One day he asked Angela and me to go to the mall. Angela never showed up so Eddie and I hung out by ourselves. I was overwhelmed. Deep inside I was thanking Angela for not making it. It was almost like a date, only he didn’t know it. He asked me if I wanted to see a movie. I said yes. My heart was pounding. I swear he could hear it as we sat beside each other. I couldn’t help but think of what it would be like if he knew that I liked him. I felt so strongly about him, and something inside me felt like he had to know. Since words are always so awkward for me, I decided that I wouldn’t tell him; I would just kiss him. I gathered up all my strength and took a deep breath. I leaned on him a little, and he didn’t seem to mind. I slowly faced him to plant my trembling lips on his cheek. When I looked at him, I was surprised that he was looking at me, too. I was so nervous, I could have choked on my own tongue. Then suddenly, he kissed me. I must have looked really stupid because I had my eyes open the entire time. I was in heaven.


  I found out later that Eddie had liked me even before he met Tasha. He admitted to me that he never had the courage to let me know because he never thought I would like him, especially after I had introduced him to Tasha. Eddie and I have been together for almost four years now, and everything is still like brand-new. Not bad for two people who thought they would never be together. Surely, impossible things do happen.


  Pegah Vaghaye


  You Are All of This to Me


  You’re the thought that starts each morning,

  the conclusion to each day.

  You are in all that I do,

  and everything I say.


  You’re the smile on my face,

  the twinkle in my eye.

  The warmth inside my heart,

  the fullness in my life.


  You’re the hand that’s laced in mine,

  and the coat upon my back.

  My friend, my love,

  my shoulder to lean on.


  You’re my silly, mature, caring,

  thoughtful, bright and honest guy.

  The one who holds me tightly,

  when I need to cry.


  You’re the dimple in my cheek,

  the ever-constant tingle in my soul.

  The voice that makes me weak,

  the happiness of my life.


  You are all I’ve wanted,

  you are all I need.

  You are all I’ve dreamed of,

  you are all of this to me.


  Melissa Collette


  Lucky


  I’ve found that luck is quite predictable.

  If you want more luck, take more chances.


  Brian Tracy


  My crush could have been the perfect boyfriend if I’d let him. He wasn’t what most people would call cute, but I didn’t care. I had a gigantic crush on him. My friends called me “obsessed.” I preferred the word “infatuated.”


  I’m not sure why I never told him. The worst he could have done was say, “Yuck.” But in my opinion, that’s not so bad. You see, I’m pretty darn vocal; I say it how it is. Except when it comes to boys. If there is a hot guy anywhere close to me, I completely clam up. My voice goes quiet and a bit squeaky, my hands slap together in a twisted glob, and I practically bite my lip off, not to mention I can only look at the floor.


  When it came to my crush, it was the same. I was petrified. I was so worried about rejection, embarrassment and looking like an idiot, I didn’t even consider a positive outcome. I couldn’t see the doughnut itself, only that there was a hole.


  When I heard the news that he was moving away, I was devastated. His dad, who was a doctor, had taken a job in another city. He told me that he might be coming back in the summer. But by summer, he meant July, and it was now only October. It was much too long to wait. I had to tell him. Maybe he’d try and figure out a way to stay.


  Over the next few weeks, I tried to build up my nerve. I prepared to tell him that I liked him. I made up a gazillion scenarios, a billion different conversations, and a trillion ways to tell him my big secret. I played them over and over in my mind, scripting every word, every moment and action. I finally decided to tell him at the surprise good-bye party we were throwing for him. I would expose everything, including my feelings for him. Scary.


  The party would have been fun if I hadn’t been so nervous. I put on my happy face, trying to hide the fact that I was depressed. There were so many times when I wanted to tell him how I felt, but my brain always came up with a good excuse not to. Finally, as he was about to leave, I took a deep breath, walked up to him and said, “Peter?” I was surprised he heard me. I was so quiet, I could hardly hear myself.


  “Yeah, Ambrosia?”


  “Uh, um, I, I, I’m, I’m going to miss you,” I stammered, hugging him with all my might.


  “I’m going to miss you, too,” he whispered, hugging me back. Then he turned and walked out the door with what looked like a little tear streaming down his cheek.


  For the next few days, I moped around with little to say. All of my friends seemed worried.


  “What’s wrong?” my best friend finally asked. After making her promise not to tell anyone, I told her about Peter. She looked surprised.


  “Really?” she asked.


  “Yep,” I said, regretfully.


  “Wow! He had a crush on you, too!” she screamed.


  “No way. I don’t believe you,” I said quietly. I was floored.


  “I’m serious! He was going to tell you the day he left, but I guess he chickened out,” she said. “Kinda like you.”


  “Yeah. Kinda like me,” I replied, smiling into the sun.


  A few days later the phone rang, and my dad picked it up. He said it was my “boyfriend.” I figured it was one of the guys from class wanting to get the homework assignment. But I figured wrong. It was Peter. My “secret” had leaked out to one of his buddies, and he wanted to know if it was true or not. I took a deep breath. “It’s true,” I said. I couldn’t believe it. The words were so easy to say.


  “I really like you, too,” he said. I wanted to store his words in my ear forever.


  That’s when Peter and I became a couple. And I learned that although feelings can be scary, they can also be liberating, opening up new doors to happy endings.


  Ambrosia Gilchrist


  Two of Me


  I never thought I’d find myself

  the day that I found you.

  Plans for only

  one of me

  are future plans for

  two.

  Soul mates in this universe

  that make the world surreal.

  For when I’d given up on dreams

  you showed me love is real.

  And now that all my love for you

  will never cease to grow,

  please take me in your loving arms

  and never let me go.
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