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Dear God,
Please receive our heartfelt gratitude and thanks for all teenagers. Please bless them and help them see their path to You. We pray for their happiness, their growth and their good. May their lives be illuminated by Your light. May they find that for which they are seeking. And may their hearts be filled with Your love.
Amen.



Introduction 

Dear Teens, 

We have come a long way together. Since the first Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul book came out in 1997, we have heard from hundreds of thousands of you. You have written letters, and you have e-mailed. You have called, and you have posted messages in our Web site forums. You have shared with us, and you have confided in us.

As a result, we know that your connection and relationship with God are important to you. We have been deeply moved by the expressions of faith in the letters and stories you send. Many of you have requested a Chicken Soup book especially for Christian teenagers, so we have written and compiled this book for you.

We hope you find that the stories in this book reflect your spiritual experiences—your devotion, your lessons, your longings and your beliefs. The teenagers in this book write about love, compassion, loss, forgiveness, gratitude and blessings. They offer their personal experiences to uplift your spirits, inspire your faith and encourage your relationship with God.

This book is for those hoping to deepen and strengthen their faith in God. It will also provide solace and comfort for those questioning their relationship with God. Finally, it is a powerful introduction to what it means to be a Christian teen for those curious about Christianity or exploring Christianity for the first time.

May this book inspire and deepen your relationship with God, and may you always be blessed by God’s grace.

All our love,
Kimberly, Jack, Mark, Patty and Nancy 



1

ON FAITH 

Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.

Hebrews 11:1 



Sometimes 

Sometimes I question you,
And wonder whether you’re listening.
I can’t see you, or touch you, or even feel you,
So how do I know if you’re really there?

Sometimes I get mad at you,
When I see bad things happen to good people.
I wonder why you wouldn’t save them.
It makes me wonder if you’re real.

Sometimes when I pray to you,
I can sense that you are there with me,
Watching over me as your child,
Blessing me with your grace.

Sometimes when I can see you clearly,
When I see little babies or kind smiles,
Generous people and the beauty of nature,
It makes me believe with my whole heart.

Sometimes my questions about you don’t matter,
Even though there are never definite answers.
I have faith in your love.
Forgive me, God, for ever questioning you.

Jenny Sharaf 



Rescue Me 

More tears are shed over answered prayers than unanswered ones.

Mother Teresa 

My high school was in a border town, meaning we got new students who came over with their families from Mexico. Sometimes they’d speak English, and sometimes they didn’t. We wouldn’t normally mingle with these kids. We just sort of stuck with our own group.

Leticia was different. She was one of those girls who walks in a room, and everything gets all fuzzy and slow motion, like in the movies. She had long, dark hair and the greenest eyes I’d ever seen. She smiled as she walked by, and even though it probably wasn’t at me, I took it as a sign.

I’m not usually the “lucky” type, but fate seemed to be smiling down on me because it turned out she was in most of my classes. The first time she was called on in U.S. History, she knew the answer (which I didn’t), and she spoke in perfect English. I later found out she was from Mexico City and had studied American History at her school there. This totally intimidated me.

On April 11, I was sitting in U.S. History, totally stressing about a midterm we were having the next day. I didn’t even notice the guidance counselor come in to talk to our teacher, Mr. Huston. When he called my name, I didn’t hear him. Then I looked up, and both he and the counselor had strange expressions on their faces, and they were looking at me. Something was wrong. I figured I was in trouble, but I couldn’t imagine for what.

I followed the guidance counselor down the hall and into her office. When we got there, the principal was there, too. They were both silent for a minute. Then the principal began to speak.

“Your father has had a heart attack. The paramedics and doctors did everything they could to save him, but I’m afraid he didn’t make it.”

“Okay,” I said. “Well, I’d better be getting back to class. I don’t want to miss the rest of the exam review.”

They looked at me, stunned. I didn’t really know what I was saying. I felt like they were telling me about someone else’s dad. I just didn’t get it.

The next few weeks were a blur as we had the funeral and began adjusting to life without my dad. I went back to school after I ran out of things to do at home. Everything felt a little different. I can’t exactly explain how; it just did. 

Back at school everyone was super-nice to me. The teachers didn’t call on me, and they kept asking me to stay after class to see if I was “okay.” My friends were really weird. I felt like I couldn’t talk to them about the same old things. It was all so strange. My dad was a great guy, and then all of a sudden he was dead. He didn’t do anything wrong. He never hurt anyone. I started eating lunch alone. I just couldn’t deal with listening to the same stupid jokes or talking about random stuff.

About three weeks after I went back to school, I was sitting in a corner of the quad, not really eating, just staring off into space. “Are you going to eat the rest of that sandwich?” I looked up and saw Leticia standing in front of me.

“Huh?” I responded. I looked down and realized I hadn’t touched my sandwich. I handed it over.

As she gratefully accepted, she told me, “My mom packed me a meat and egg torta. Your tuna fish looks better.” She sat down next to me and ate my sandwich. She didn’t say a word to me, but seemed happy to just sit there.

After a few minutes, I grew too uncomfortable. “Why did you come over?” I asked.

“You looked like you could use a friend,” she said. “I lost my father last year.” I didn’t know what to say to her, and she didn’t know what to say to me. I didn’t want to talk about my dad, but for the first time in a while, I felt okay just being with another person.

We started having lunch together on that bench every day. We never mentioned my dad or her dad, except she told me that was the reason they moved from Mexico. We talked about school, TV and movies and other meaningless stuff. I loved her mom’s tortas, and she seemed to like my “American” sandwiches. I finally worked up the nerve to ask her to go to a movie with me.

“I’d like to,” she said, “but I have to ask you a question first. Are you a Christian?”

“Huh?” I replied.

She told me her dad was a deeply spiritual man, and that it had been very important to him that she associate only with Christians. Basically, she was saying she couldn’t go out with me unless I believed in the same stuff she did. I was confused. She had become my friend, and up till now she didn’t care if I was a Christian or not.

I told her I wanted to go out with her, but I didn’t think I was a Christian and I didn’t think it should matter. Unfortunately, I then said something really stupid. I said, “It doesn’t matter to me that you’re Mexican.” She looked at me, then got up and walked away.

A week went by. I came to the bench every day with a tuna-fish sandwich in hopes Leticia would show up. No luck. But finally one day she was there.

“To love the Lord with all your heart, mind, soul and strength, and your neighbor as yourself, means to experience forgiveness and to forgive others as well as yourself. Matthew 6:12.” That’s all she said. Then she took my tuna sandwich and started eating it.

So we went back to our routine of daily lunch and sandwich exchange. I didn’t bring up the dating thing again, and neither did she. The prom was coming up, and I really wanted to ask her.

“So what does it take to become a Christian, anyway? Do I have to shave my head or go spend the night in the woods or something?”

She ignored my sarcasm. “No, all you have to do is pray with me.”

“All I have to do is pray?” That seemed pretty easy.

“Well, there is one catch,” she said. “You have to mean it. I mean, really mean it. You have to give up your soul to God. You have to beg forgiveness for all your sins. Can you do that?”

Sure, I thought. A little prayer and I get to take Leticia to the prom. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it. Where do we go?”

“How about right here?” she responded.

“In front of everyone?”

“Why not?” She told me to close my eyes. Then she started to pray. She asked me to invite God’s spirit into my heart. I started to say the words after her and stopped. I saw this image in my mind of a closed door. I was about to open it and go through. I could see light streaming through the keyhole. We were silent for a long time as I had my hand on the doorknob. Then I turned it and opened the door.

I started to cry. I cried for my father. I cried for my mother and sister. I cried for Leticia’s father. I cried for all the kids who lost their fathers and mothers. I couldn’t stop crying. I felt God’s grace.

Leticia and I went to the prom, and we had a great time. We’re seniors now, and we’re still together. I miss my dad a lot, and I think about him all the time. I still don’t have all the answers. But I owe Leticia a lot because she gave me my faith. She rescued me.

Matt Rivers 
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“We especially like your sermons on your Web site because we can scroll through them quickly.”

Reprinted by permission of Harley Schwadron.



Our Day to Give Thanks 

True thanksgiving means that we need to thank God for what he has done for us and not to tell him what we have done for him.

George R. Hendrick 

I remember when I was a boy growing up in Texas. My dad would always say that each Sunday was our day to give thanks. I never understood what he meant by this, but each Sunday we would go to church and pray to God and Jesus Christ. As I recall, I didn’t like going because my friends would be playing football or baseball while I would be inside studying the Bible.

My dad worked construction and was a very private man who never said much. For as long as I can remember, it was always just him and me. I never really knew my mom, but my dad said that after I was born she had fallen in love with another man. He never liked to talk about her, and I never really liked to talk about how much I missed her. I would think of her mostly on Sundays when he and I were at church. I would always ask God why he took my mom away, but no matter how much I prayed he never answered. Sometimes I could tell my dad was asking God the same thing.

As I got older, we would still keep the same routine: church every Sunday and the occasional baseball game afterwards. I liked the game, and although my dad never really cared for it, he would still take me after services. I think it was his way of staying even, since he knew I didn’t like going to church that much. When I was a freshman in high school, he even agreed to let me try out for the baseball team at school. When I told him I had made it, I could tell he was really proud, even though he didn’t say much. Although he was always strict on his rules, my dad and I couldn’t have gotten along without one another. All in all, my dad and I were happy.

I think it was October when the principal at my school interrupted class and asked me to come to her office. I was afraid of what she was going to say, and when I got there she said my dad had gotten in a bad accident at work. My eyes began to fill with tears, but I held them back, knowing he would want me to be strong.

When I got to the hospital, the doctors said he was in intensive care and that I couldn’t see him. Never in my life had I been so scared, and never in my life did I need God more than at that moment. I sat in that waiting room for what seemed like forever until finally my dad’s friend came and picked me up. He told me that a truck’s gates holding steel beams had come unlocked and pinned my dad underneath them. When I heard this, I instantly thought of God—not in prayer but in anger—an anger I had never felt in my life. I had always deep down blamed God for taking away my mom, and all of a sudden it seemed he was going take my dad, too.

The next day they said I could visit him, but only for a short time. He looked so bad I wanted to cry, but I saw his face brighten when I entered the room, so I couldn’t.

His voice was raspy, and all he told me was to pray for him. That Sunday I went to church alone. Once there, all I could do was look at the empty seat my dad usually filled. I cried as I did what he had asked me to do—pray.

As I prayed, I told Jesus how much I loved him and my dad. Later that day, I got a call saying that my dad’s situation had improved, and within a month he would be back home with me again.

After he returned, we decided to move to Colorado where his brother and his wife lived so they could take care of him for a while. Although he still wasn’t 100 percent well, he was alive, and I was very happy about that. I told him that I prayed for him just like he asked me to, and he said, “I know you did, son.”

Now when Dad says that Sundays are our days to give thanks, I know what he means. I think of God and Jesus Christ, and I give thanks for all they have given us.

Michael Manzi 



Searching and Finding 

And ye shall seek me and find me when ye shall search for me with all your heart.

Jeremiah 29:13 

I am a reader, and readers are dreamers and searchers. All readers, like me, know in their hearts that there is more to life than what they are living. Somewhere, there must be a handsome prince, a dashing rogue, a rugged mountain man to sweep me off my feet and bear me to a land bursting with myth and legend and beautiful scenery. And in that land I would uncover mysteries and secrets, things so simple and pure they can only be found in nature. I would breathe in the fresh, clean air and drink the sounds of birds and breezes and brooks, the soft, supple sounds. There I would be fulfilled and happy. At peace, at last.

For me this dreamland was Ireland. I was ushered to this place through my imagination and by the poetry of William Butler Yeats, especially his description of “The Lake Isle of Innisfree.” He painted a picture of peace that he longed for and could only find on that island. He pined after it so, that no matter where he was he would “hear it in the deep heart’s core.” In my deep heart’s core I felt exactly that longing, that need for more; I was drawn to this place of peace.

Until recently, I thought that my vision of Ireland must remain simply a vision. But through the kindness of my grandparents, I was able to go. And, oh the excitement and joy that was mine. I journeyed there with all my hopes and dreams prepared to be fulfilled. And I saw the castles and the bogs, the mountains, the fairy forts, flowers and even the Isle of Innisfree. The beauty was indescribable. The hundreds of radiant flowers pleased my eyes. The sweet sounds of the birds and brooks and breezes soothed my ears. The fragrance of the pure air invigorated my nostrils. I could taste the rain and feel the serenity drop onto my skin and cleanse my soul. But the one sense that remained untouched was my heart. I was still searching, and for days I pulled at the land, needing that fulfillment I thought it offered. But I couldn’t find it, and still I felt sad and empty.

One day I was looking deep into a blossom at its incredible beauty and worth, and I remembered how that flower first appeared. The source of its life, the source of mine, the very beginning, the light of life was where and only where I could find my fulfillment and peace of mind. And then my heart exploded, full of what was there all the time, what I could only find within myself, what so many people need and search for, but don’t see because it is so simple and basic. And God is basic. God is the source of all things. God is our roots, and just as a tree looks to its roots for nourishment and a river looks to its source for replenishing waters, we must look to our roots and our source to fill the void in our hearts. God is our only nourishment; all else is transient.

So now I read, but I search no longer, because all the romance and adventure enticing me into the worlds between the pages is just a faint taste of the adventure of life, of my life. I am excited about each day as it comes; each one can be made to be fulfilling in its own right. And when my days run out, I will have lived just a blink of time and the rest will be eternal joy. And that is what I learned in Ireland.

Abby Danielle Burlbaugh 



Louisa’s Bouquet 

In life, as in football, you won’t go far unless you know where the goalposts are.

Arnold H. Glasgow 

Most of us would find it easy to name all our emotional tugs to the word “friend.” We’d say they stick with us through thick and thin, become bridges over troubled water, share our secrets, forgive our follies and applaud our successes.

Then there are the people who peek into our lives, rearrange us and slip away before we even know they were our friends.

Such was Louisa.

Louisa and I were not the two most visible people in our large high school. In fact, if you had asked our classmates to describe us in one word, most of them would have chosen, “Who?” We met in gym class and became talk-and-walk-out-to-the-soccer-field companions. She talked about her plans and goals for a better life and everything she thought God had called her to be. No more traveling to work the harvest—she wanted to be the first in her family to go to college. She would provide a better life for her dad and mom and help her brothers and sister through school. She would live a faith-filled life and in the end go to eternity with God.

She worked toward her future in the decisions she made each day. She worked hard for good grades, took speech class for confidence, took an etiquette class for style and worked after school to save all she could for college after pitching in to help her family. When I shared my plans, she would never let me just dream away to someday. She would ask me the who, what, where, when and why questions to help me define and refine my goals until she was satisfied that my plan was worked all the way through. She’d say, “Listen to God, do all you can do and leave the rest to Him.”

Our relationship came to an abrupt end three weeks later. On Friday we walked out to the soccer field, and the next Monday we didn’t.

And we never did again. Louisa died. She came down with meningitis and died. Just like that.

I couldn’t wrap myself around the reality of her death. Louisa had helped me to see my possibilities, to be honest about my strengths and just as honest about my weaknesses. To see the building of long-term dreams in the day-to-day decisions, then to bunch them all together and present them to God with as much joy and innocence as a child giving her mother a bouquet of wildflowers and weeds.

But I was still walking out to the soccer field, and Louisa was gone. For the next few weeks I played while Louisa was heavy in my heart—until the day she shouted the answer to me. At least, I like to believe it was her.

I was running down the field in control of the soccer ball. “Go for the goal, Louisa!” the team captain yelled. The mistake in our names breezed through my head.

I always passed the ball, not because I was a team player, but because I was fully confident in my inability to score a point. “Louisa, go for the goal!” the captain yelled again. I saw the net, I knew what steps to take, I took my shot, and the ball smashed in.

“You did it, Louisa! You made it,” the team chorused. My sorrow began to be replaced with understanding.

“You did it, Louisa,” I whispered to my faraway friend.

And she had. Louisa had reached her highest goal first. She had lived her life with faith and hope, and she was now with God.

“You made it,” I said through my tears.

When your somedays have come and gone, you may look back and be surprised to find that your best friends were not always the funniest ones, the smartest ones or the ones you’ve kept since kindergarten. You may just find that your truest friend was the one who tiptoed into your life, taught you to pick your bouquet and then quietly slipped away.

Cynthia M. Hamond 
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“Remember, son, winning isn’t everything. You need good endorsement deals, too.”



Reprinted by permission of Harley Schwadron.


Winning the Race 

I sat in the doctor’s office, cradling my pounding head in my hands. Piercing headaches had been hammering me for days, and I prayed that the doctor would be able to find the cause.

“These stupid headaches had better go away by Saturday,” I told my mom. “I have to race in the regional meet. The team’s counting on me.”

“I know, honey,” she replied softly. “Let’s see what the doctor says.”

I was irritated by Mom’s casual response. These were the regional cross-country championships! Even though I was only a college freshman, I’d had a great season, and I wanted to keep it going—for me and for my team. I sighed and began massaging my aching temples. I looked up when the door opened, and the doctor stepped inside.

“We’ve determined what’s causing your headaches,” he said. He hesitated, then continued, “You’ve got a tumor in the parietal and occipital lobes of your brain.”

My stomach dropped. What? A brain tumor? Me? No way! I was a healthy all-American runner who had just led her team to a conference championship. I’d never had any serious health problem. Sure, I’d been having headaches, nausea and dizziness for a few days, but I thought it was just a horrible flu or something. But a brain tumor?

Mom didn’t accept it, either. “No!” she insisted. “Johanna’s eighteen years old. That must be wrong.”

“I wish it were,” the doctor said. “It’s not a huge mass— it’s about the size of your thumb. But we must remove it immediately to find out if it’s cancerous.”

As if that news weren’t bad enough, there was more. “This is not an aggressive tumor,” the doctor said, “but there’s a slim chance it could grow back.”

I didn’t know what to say or think. My head continued to pound as my mind went numb.

“I know this is a lot to take in,” the doctor said, “but I’d like to discuss the next steps. . . . “

His words seemed muffled, distant, like when you’re waking up from a dream. But this was no dream. This was my harsh reality. And no matter how fast I ran, I couldn’t run away from this.

Running Is Life: The Rest Is Just Details. That’s what my favorite T-shirt says. And ever since I ran my first race as a second grader, that’s how I’ve felt. While my friends were jumping rope and playing kickball, I was running.

By the time I reached high school, running was my passion. God blessed me with the gift of speed, and I thrived in a competitive atmosphere. I always believed I could win, and that attitude helped me win five cross-country conference championships in high school.

My success continued during the fall cross-country season my freshman year at college. But the shocking news of my brain tumor made me wonder if I’d tasted my last victory.

On the ride home from the doctor’s office, I looked down at my jittery hands. They hadn’t stopped shaking since I had heard the diagnosis.

After Mom pulled in the driveway and shut off the car, I just sat there, paralyzed by shock . . . fear . . . dread. Mom reached over, cradling me in her arms. I slouched down and laid my throbbing head in her lap. I couldn’t handle these splitting headaches much longer. My operation was in three days. Will it work? I wondered. Will my headaches stop? I needed relief.

And I needed to process this horrific news, but I didn’t know how. Competitive athletics had taught me to tackle any challenge head-on, no matter how difficult. But this challenge was unlike any I’d ever faced. Although I wanted to be positive, I was worried how this tumor would affect me—and my running. After all, running defined me. I couldn’t imagine living if I couldn’t run. I wanted to know, After surgery, how long ’til I can run again?

I didn’t have to wait long to start getting some answers. The surgery went well and brought great news: The tumor wasn’t cancerous! But since I’m so competitive, I didn’t celebrate. Instead, I was frustrated by my exhaustion. I missed racing.

Exactly one month later, I went on a ten-minute run. It was brutal, but I slowly improved. And by the end of track season the following spring, I finished in the top five in the 5,000-meter run at the conference championship. I was thrilled to be back at the top of my game.

The following September, as I was gearing up for my second cross-country season at college, I returned to the doctor’s office for a routine checkup. The doctor seemed distracted and excused himself from the room. I sat alone, anxiously tapping my foot on the floor.

Why am I nervous? I’m fine! I told myself. I waited for what seemed like an eternity. When the doctor returned, he looked at me and began, “Johanna, I have some news. . . .”

My heart skipped a beat.

“I’m afraid your tumor has returned,” he said.

I felt like a vacuum had sucked all the air out of my lungs. I fell back into the chair, horrified, terrified and completely confused.

“This doesn’t make sense,” I cried. “At my checkup two months ago, you said I was fine.”

“You were, and that’s partly what concerns me. This tumor is growing fast.”

I felt sick. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. How will I get through this? Then my competitive instincts kicked in. Come on, you can do this! I told myself. You never wimp out when you run. Don’t wimp out now! But this was harder than any race, because I knew I could win races.

On the way home, I prayed, “Please help me, God. I’m really scared. Am I destined to die young? Please, Lord, give me strength.”

The next day I nervously stepped into the locker room to talk to my teammates.

“How’d the appointment go?” asked Julie, all chipper and clearly expecting good news. My silence told her otherwise.

“What is it?” Julie asked, rushing to my side. Other girls gathered ’round, too.

I bit my quivering lower lip in an effort to keep from crying. “I . . . I got some bad news,” I told them. “It’s another tumor,” I said, almost in a whisper.

Everyone remained silent and motionless. Some girls covered their mouths with their hands; others just stood with gaping mouths and tearful eyes.

Salty tears rolled down my face. “I have to do intense radiation treatments,” I explained. “Five days a week for six weeks.”

“Oh, Jo!” Julie said, pulling me close and hugging me tight. “I’m so sorry!”

A part of me wanted to just collapse in Julie’s arms and let go of my burdens, my fears, my pain. But I didn’t want to unload my problems on my teammates.

“When do treatments start?” Jane asked.

“Immediately,” I replied. “Why?”

“You don’t think we’re gonna let you go to treatments alone, do ya?” Jane said.

“No way! We’ll all take turns driving you,” Julie chimed in.

I was shocked—but utterly touched—by their offer. “But it’s seventy miles to the hospital in Rochester,” I said.

“So what?” said Colleen. “We’re a team. We stick together.”

I couldn’t believe it. I was floored by their generosity. A sense of relief washed over me. I had a long road ahead, but I knew I could face it with friends like these to lean on.

The next six weeks were horrible, as radiation treatments beat me worse than any opponent ever did. I was weak, tired, nauseated, and—once I started training—very slow. But several months later, in February, I was feeling tougher, faster and more energetic. I was psyched up for track season, and my friends welcomed me back with open arms and kind words. I’ll never forget a conversation I had with Julie one day before practice.

“Johanna, there’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you,” she said. “You’re the strongest person I know. After watching you, I’ve learned that anything is possible. You’ve taught me to have faith.”

I could feel my cheeks redden with embarrassment. “I have?”

“Yeah. No matter what life throws at me, I know I can overcome it and become a stronger person. I know that from watching you.”

Julie’s words humbled me. “Don’t be so impressed,” I said as I pulled my hair back into a ponytail. “I used to take God for granted. It was like, I knew he was there, and that seemed like enough. But when I got sick, I prayed a lot more. As my body grew weaker, my spirit grew stronger.” 

“Were you ever angry with God?” Julie asked.

“I was at war with my illness, not with God,” I said. “How could I be mad at him? He gave me the strength and stamina to fight. He also gave me a new perspective on life. Getting sick made me extra thankful for my family and friends.”

“Are you scared another tumor will grow?”

I leaned down to tie my shoe. “I don’t want to waste my time worrying about something that may or may not happen,” I said. “Besides, God wants me to live for today by appreciating and using the gifts I have now. And that’s precisely what I’m going to do.”

I finished tying my shoe and looked at Julie.

“C’mon,” I said. “Let’s go run.”

Johanna Olson 
As told to Christy Heitger-Casbon 

[EDITORS’ NOTE: Johanna graduated from Luther College and is currently running with TEAM USA Minnesota, a group of elite runners who are training professionally. She’s also pursuing a master’s degree in applied sports science and hopes to one day coach at the collegiate level. During a doctor’s appointment this past August, Johanna was given a clean bill of health.] 



Let There Be Faith 

The recess bell pierced through the school and into the blue afternoon sky as children were scrambling to get out and onto the playground that held so many imaginary adventures. The tire swing, always a favorite, had the attention of just about everyone in the third-grade class. Kids pushed each other with the assurance that falling was not an option. Only the boisterous laughter of the children could be heard above the rusted squeak of the swing.

These are the days I remember at Trinity Lutheran School, when our best friends were the kids who chose us first to be on their kickball team or who would trade a Hershey’s chocolate bar for an apple. Kristie, an accidentprone tomboy who was everybody’s friend, was in my pint-size class all the way from kindergarten to eighth grade. We did everything together from going to confirmation class to playing on the aging swingset together.

Growing up together, we made the transformation from a small sheltered Christian school to the much more intimidating high school. Kristie made all the changes look effortless. She made friends easily, and her involvement in athletics and extracurricular activities made her the captain of many teams and, eventually, class president. Her days were filled with numerous English papers, wondering about that cute guy in math class and running laps for “voicing her opinion” in volleyball practice.
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