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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul II . . .

“The idea of teenagers writing about their experiences to help other teenagers is brilliant. It’s about time a book came out that portrays teens as the intelligent, insightful people they are.”

Will Friedle 
actor, Boy Meets World 

“The stories in this book are amazingly touching. It’s great to see a book that can act almost like a friend— but I must say, even though it’s for ‘the teenage soul,’ I think it’s really for ‘the human soul’.”

Scott Vickaryous 
actor, Breaker High 

“This is the perfect book for teenagers. Every single story was a story I could have written about my own life. I loved reading about what other people did in the same situation and I loved the positive feelings that I felt after reading them.”

Jim, 16 

“I loved this book and I really didn't think they could do a second one that would be as good as the first one.  I was very pleasantly surprised, though, because this book is not only as good as the first one—it is better!  This one has more stories about teenage relationships and other things that we love to read about.”

Jamie, 18 

“Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul II was so good. I am just upset because I waited so long for this book to come out and now I have to wait for the next one. I read it in one sitting because I couldn’t put it down.  Please hurry up with the next one.”

Carry, 14 

“This book is filled with exactly the kind of stories teenagers want to read. They are written by other teenagers, which is great, and they are about things like boyfriends and friends. The stories are so good. I cried or laughed or both during each one.”

Kristin, 15 

“My favorite chapter was the one on relationships. It was interesting to read about what girls are thinking and feeling in relationships. I also like the stories that were written by guys. I was thinking while reading them that I might even write a story for the next book.”

Jason, 16 

“This is the kind of book you can read over and over again. I read it through completely and now I am going to go back to my favorites and read them again. I imagine I will like different stories at different times, depending on what I am going through.”

Mitch, 17 

“This book speaks directly to teenagers. It lets us know that we are all feeling the same kinds of feelings and going through the same kinds of things. It feels good to know that you’re not alone.”

Ashley, 14 
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Introduction 

Dear Teenager,

Shortly after the release of Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul, we began to receive hundreds of letters a day. Those letters contained submissions of stories and poetry, wonderful thank-yous, and, last but not least, a request for a second book “as soon as possible.” We heard you and we have responded!

We are, of course, proud of the success of the first book. In fact, it made a Chicken Soup record for being the first book to reach sales of 3 million copies in its first year. But our real happiness lies in our admiration and appreciation of you, the teenagers, who bought the book. You were the ones who showed the world that if a book is written that honors and respects you, you will respond in a positive way. We think that says a lot about who you are.

As was the case in the first book, we have included stories that deal with issues that concern you. Even though we couldn’t use all the stories that were sent to us, we did pay attention to the issues that were contained in them. You wrote to us about losing a boyfriend or girlfriend and the recovery that followed; you wrote about how painful it is when a friendship ends or friends move in different directions. You wrote about the death of loved ones and the painful process of learning about and dealing with a friend being diagnosed with cancer.

You wrote about performing acts of kindness and how wonderful you felt afterwards and about how others’ acts of kindness toward you touched you deeply. And, of course, you wrote about growing up—you are growing and learning so fast that it takes writing it down, or reading someone else’s account of it, to see who you are and where you are going.

These are the stories you will find in this book. They are your stories—your triumphs and your tragedies, your heartaches and your breakthroughs, your insights and your discoveries, and your awareness that being a teenager is a journey. It is a journey of becoming your best self.

It is our hope that you will love this book as much, if not more, than the first. It is your book, there for you to read when you need some cheering up or when you simply need to be reminded that you are by no means alone on the journey.

How to Read This Book 

Read this book however you want to, from beginning to end or jump around. If there is a particular chapter that speaks to your concerns or that you have a special interest in—such as On Relationships or On Family—feel free to go there first.

We encourage you to return to this book again and again, much like the way you would call on a friend. We received the following e-mail from Iwilhelm@aol.com after he had finished Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul.

I just wanted to tell you how grateful I am for this great book. I read it all the time and it really has become my best friend.

While we hope the book as a whole will touch you deeply, you may find that one story in particular will change your life. Kim Price wrote to us about a story that touched her that way.

The story, “I Love You Dad,” deeply touched my soul. Never had anything made me think how important my dad is to me.

Kim wrote him a letter after reading the story and he wrote back a beautiful reply that she says, 

. . . boosted my confidence in myself and my love toward my family. . . . I haven’t been afraid to tell people how much I care about them. I hope your stories have touched other people’s lives in the way they have touched mine.

Let These Stories Help You Grow 

Many of the letters we received told us how you changed something about yourself after reading a story. Diana Yarmovich wrote to us about an incident she was involved in at her school. She told us how she and some of her friends were teasing a fellow classmate and calling her gay. They were given the “punishment” of going around to different classrooms and talking about words ending in -ism, (i.e., racism, ageism and sexism). She went on to say, 

The story “Betty Ann” helped me realize how the other girl felt. I now realize how wrong I was.

In another letter, Melissa Moy writes, 

Every day the world looks different to me. In the morning I wake up feeling sure of myself, something that I have never experienced before. Remarkably, this book has also expanded my compassion for others.

Share These Stories 

This is a great book to read with others. We’ve heard stories about classrooms reading it together, youth groups using it to begin their meetings, and teens passing the book around and reading to each other at parties or sleepovers. Lauren Antonelli wrote to us about a slumber party she went to. All the girls had fallen asleep except Lauren and her friend, Mary Beth. They had been reading the book together and sharing which ones were their favorites. She writes, 

After we put the book away, we talked. We didn’t gossip though, we had a very serious heart-to-heart. . . . We talked about life, love and stuff like that. We grew closer that Saturday night and I’m not sure what happened or how it happened. But one thing is for sure, we will never look at life the same way and that is all because of a book called Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul.

This Is Your Book 

Once again, this is your book. We are thrilled that this book contains more stories actually written by teenagers than the first one. We were so impressed with the stories and poems that were sent to us. They contained such honesty and wisdom. What touched us the most, however, was the desire by every person who submitted something to help others. We heard over and over, “I hope that my story can help someone else the way these stories have helped me.” Even if your story isn’t in here, it still has helped others, because each and every letter, story and poem we received helped make this book what it is.

We were 100 percent committed to having teenagers decide what went into this book. We learned early on that to ensure a great book, we needed to include teenagers in all the decision making. There were countless teenagers who read our final two hundred stories and some who read the final copy. We had high school students, middle school students and a youth group help us select the stories, poems and cartoons that appear in this book. They did a great job!

So here it is, another book, from our hearts to yours, just for you.



1 

ON
RELATIONSHIPS 

Love is a fruit in season at all times, and within reach of every hand.

Mother Teresa 



Starlight, Star Bright 

When I was five years old, I took an extreme liking to my sister’s toys. It made little difference that I had a trunk overflowing with dolls and toys of my own. Her “big girl” treasures were much easier to break, and much more appealing. Likewise, when I was ten and she was twelve, the earrings and make-up that she was slowly being permitted to experiment with held my attention, while my former obsession with catching bugs seemed to be a distant and fading memory.

It was a trend that continued year by year and, except for a few bruises and threats of terrifying “haircuts” while I was sleeping, one that my sister handled with tolerance. My mother continually reminded her, as I entered junior high wearing her new hair clips, that it was actually a compliment to her sense of style. She told her, as I started my first day of high school wearing her clothes, that one day she would laugh and remind me of how she was always the cooler of the two of us.

I had always thought that my sister had good taste, but never more than when she started bringing home guys. I had a constant parade of sixteen-year-old boys going through my house, stuffing themselves with food in the kitchen, or playing basketball on the driveway.

I had recently become very aware that boys, in fact, weren’t as “icky” as I had previously thought, and that maybe their cooties weren’t such a terrible thing to catch after all. But the freshman guys who were my age, whom I had spent months giggling over at football games with my friends, suddenly seemed so young. They couldn’t drive and they didn’t wear varsity jackets. My sister’s friends were tall, they were funny, and even though my sister was persistent in getting rid of me quickly, they were always nice to me as she pushed me out the door.

Every once in a while I would luck out, and they would stop by when she wasn’t home. One in particular would have long conversations with me before leaving to do whatever sixteen-year-old boys did (it was still a mystery to me). He talked to me as he talked to everyone else, not like a kid, not like his friend’s little sister . . . and he always hugged me good-bye before he left.

It wasn’t surprising that before long I was positively giddy about him. My friends told me I had no chance with a junior. My sister looked concerned for my potentially broken heart. But you can’t help who it is that you fall in love with, whether they are older or younger, taller or shorter, completely opposite or just like you. Emotion ran me over like a Mack truck when I was with him, and I knew that it was too late to try to be sensible—I was in love.

It did not mean I didn’t realize the possibility of being rejected. I knew that I was taking a big chance with my feelings and pride. If I didn’t give him my heart there was no possibility that he would break it . . . but there was also no chance that he might not.

One night before he left, we sat on my front porch talking and looking for stars as they became visible. He looked at me quite seriously and asked me if I believed in wishing on stars. Surprised, but just as serious, I told him I had never tried.

“Well, then it’s time you start,” he said, and pointed to the sky. “Pick one out and wish for whatever you want the most.” I looked and picked out the brightest star I could find. I squeezed my eyes shut and with what felt like an entire colony of butterflies in my stomach, I wished for courage. I opened my eyes and saw him smiling as he watched my tremendous wishing effort. He asked what I had wished for, and when I replied, he looked puzzled. “Courage? For what?” he questioned.

I took one last deep breath and replied, “To do this.” And I kissed him—all driver’s-license-holding, varsity-jacket-wearing, sixteen years of him. It was bravery I didn’t know I had, strength I owed completely to my heart, which gave up on my mind and took over.

When I pulled back, I saw the astonished look in his face, a look that turned into a smile and then laughter. After searching for something to say for what seemed to me like hours, he took my hand and said, “Well, I guess we’re lucky tonight. Both our wishes came true.”

Kelly Garnett 



Seven Minutes in Heaven 

People say you change many times in the course of your teenage years, and that your time in school will teach you lessons you will never forget. I think they were referring to classrooms and football fields, but one of my greatest learning experiences began in a parking lot. It was as I was waiting to be picked up one day that I met my first girlfriend.

Her name was Brittany. She was pretty, outgoing and two years older than I was—it seemed too good to be true that she was interested in me—but not long after we met, we became an official couple. At our age, “going out” meant that we talked on the phone every night, and saw each other at school in between classes. We never really had a lot of opportunity to see each other or get to know one another very well. But, never having been in a relationship before, I thought that this was what they were like. It didn’t seem like a big deal that we weren’t that close, that I didn’t get butterflies in my stomach when I saw her.

Not long after we got together, she called me and told me that she was going to a party with some friends, and that she wanted me to go with her. I said I would, and waited somewhat nervously that night for her to pick me up. When the small car packed with teenagers arrived, I squeezed in and wondered what I was getting myself into.

An hour into the party, I was feeling less self-conscious and a lot more comfortable. Though the people at the party were all older than me, they were people I knew, or had seen around school. It all seemed innocent enough— we just sat around eating popcorn, watching a movie and having a good time—until the movie ended.

Someone suggested a game of “Spin the Bottle,” and my heart began to beat a little faster. It can’t be that bad, I thought to myself. It’s just kissing even if it is in front of a bunch of other people. But after a while, some people wanted to take the game a little further. I heard somebody say “Seven Minutes in Heaven,” and everyone answered “Yes!” with knowing smiles. I had no idea what it was, and looked at Brittany for help, but she just smiled and agreed that it was a good idea.

After the first few couples spent their seven minutes in heaven, I figured out what the object of the game was— going into a closet and kissing. My stomach flip-flopped and I felt dizzy as I waited for the inevitable, when it would be my turn with Brittany. I was scared. I had no experience with this kind of thing, and I was about to jump into it head first with a girl two years older than I was. I didn’t know what she expected, or what she would tell the other older kids when we got out. I could see a sad reputation of being a lame boyfriend looming in the near future.

I really didn’t have a lot of time to think about it, because our turn came, and Brittany pulled me after her into the closet. As it turned out, she was an experienced kisser—I didn’t have time to think, or react, she just kind of took over. I was relieved and glad when it was over. When she took me home later, neither one of us said much. I don’t know what she was thinking about, but I was still trying to let everything sink in. It wasn’t as much fun as I had thought it would be—there was no romance or feeling in it.

It was never talked about, but in the weeks that followed the party, my relationship with Brittany slowly ended, and I returned to doing normal things with kids my own age. I thought it was strange that I didn’t feel sad about it. It was almost a relief to not have to worry about another party or situation where I would feel out of my league.

I was at the beach with friends several months later when I started talking to a girl. As we talked, I realized I was strangely happy just listening to her and watching her smile while she told me about her life. There was something about her that made me enjoy just being with her. With no thoughts of what it meant, I knew I wanted to see her again so we planned to meet the following week, same time, same place.

I was completely comfortable as we sat on a blanket that night filling each other in on the events of the long week that preceded our reunion. We sat next to the bonfire and laughed, and suddenly, I wanted to kiss her . . . and I did. A pure, sweet, innocent kiss, one that made me feel warm and happy. And though it was nowhere near seven minutes, it was definitely a piece of heaven.

Andrew Keegan 
As told to Kimberly Kirberger 



Practical Application 

He’s teaching her arithmetic, 

He said it was his mission, 

He kissed her once, he kissed her twice and said, 

“Now that’s addition.”

And as he added smack by smack 

In silent satisfaction, 

She sweetly gave the kisses back and said, 

“Now that’s subtraction.”

Then he kissed her, she kissed him, 

Without an explanation, 

And both together smiled and said, 

“That’s multiplication.”

Then Dad appeared upon the scene and 

Made a quick decision.

He kicked that kid three blocks away 

And said, “That’s long division!”

Dan Clark 



A Geek, a Nerd, a Bookworm 

Love is not what we become, but what we already are.

Stephen Levine 

Stand straight, shoulders back, chin up, eyes forward, smile, I mumbled to myself. No, it was an impossible task. I put my glasses back on and slouched into my usual character.  I immediately regretted this decision as I slid discreetly into my desk. His eyes did not even flicker at my entrance. Clearing my throat in an effort to be acknowledged seemed hopeless.

As I pulled out my organized binder neatly labeled “History,” I stole a glance at him as he sat at the desk beside me. He appeared just as he had in my dream last night: flawless. Everything about him was right—his smile, the way a strand of hair always fell in his eyes and, oh, those eyes. He must have felt me staring because suddenly, he turned and looked at me. I quickly dropped my gaze back to my binder and pretended to be intently interested in finding a worksheet. I didn’t dare peek to see if he was still studying me. Instead, I shifted my eyes  toward the window. The light from the sun made me squint.

Ironically, I’m spending my summer in school. I didn’t fail this class, unlike every other student here. I just have an incredible yearning to learn and want to get the most out of my high school career. More simply put, I am a geek. A nerd. A bookworm.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught his hand ready to tap my shoulder. Every muscle in my body tensed. His touch was so light that I barely felt his fingers. I faced him with my eyes fixated on the tiled floor. I could not bring myself to look at him. In that instant, I just didn’t feel worthy.

“The homework, from last night—did you finish it?”

Of course I finished it! I also finished tonight’s assignment. Don’t you know who I am? I am only the single most intelligent person in this school. Every night of the week, I spend countless hours in front of a computer screen. The force behind me is pushing me with an even greater force. Someday, I will be so far in the land of outcasts that I will want to carouse with my laptop. No, I have not entered that kingdom yet. For now, I am content knowing that there is something I don’t know—what you are thinking right this second.

I cleared my throat. “Yes, I did the homework.”

“Well, I was a little stumped on question thirteen. Do you know the answer?” With one smooth movement he put his pencil behind his ear.

“Me,” I said.

“What? You are the answer?” he asked, confused.

“Uh, no.” I could feel my cheeks burning. Ugh! If I am such a brain, how did I just make such an error? I have practiced what I would say to him a thousand times over. Supposedly, the conversation would lead to an invitation for a rendezvous. He would laugh at my wit and think that no one was more interesting than I.

I took a deep breath. “Franklin Roosevelt’s Brain Trust.”

“Thanks,” he said, taking the pencil from behind his ear.  I watched him sloppily jot down the answer and turn from his worksheet to the blond behind him. He tried to impress her by using his humor. She barely chuckled.  I would have laughed uproariously. But then I remembered that the joke was not intended for me. I studied her body motions as she leaned forward to ward him, twirling strands of her hair around her finger. Any closer and their noses would have touched. I nonchalantly pushed my pencil off the desk.

Distracted, he shifted his attention from her eyes to the floor. He bent down and picked up the pencil that was half gnawed by my nerves. He came up, his nose closer to mine than hers had been to his. My hand brushed against his as I reached for the pencil. Goosebumps ran down my arms and my heart raced. Never before had he shown so much interest.

As if that moment were just a figment of his imagination, without a word, he turned back to his beauty queen.  Disappointed, I hunched forward and leaned on my hand, watching in awe as she brought out her lip balm. With much exaggeration, she moistened her lips and pressed them together firmly. He couldn’t take those perfect eyes off her. I wanted to scream and shake him and make him wake up. This girl is a complete flake! Behind her beauty queen exterior is wasted, empty space.

Someday we will save each other, I silently vowed. In an unconventional way, we are similar. Both of us are in dire need of being rescued from a fantasy world. This alone is grounds for building a relationship.

Tonight I could go to Wal-Mart and buy hair dye and lip balm. Or maybe search around the mall until I found the halter top she was wearing. I should take advantage of the summer weather and get a bronze skin tone. Instead, I will end up doing homework.

No, tonight I will practice: practice standing straight, shoulders back, chin up and smiling. Then maybe tomorrow, he will ask me for the answer to number twelve . . .  and my name.

Kimberly Russell 



My Angel Has a Halo 

You always were a daredevil. Flying eight or more feet through the air on your bike (your pride and joy), swinging high on a rope swing or flipping head first into the lake below.

I think that is what gives you both your wonderful character and your extraordinary inner strength. What amazes me most about you is the fact that no matter what, your determination pushes all your fears away. You never let fear stand in the way of accomplishing your goals.

But despite all your dangerous stunts, I never thought that this day would come. (Maybe in the back of my mind I did, but only there.)

You were away on a trip to the coast and I eagerly awaited your call. It came the morning of the third day of the seven days you’d be gone. Your voice was normal— but your words were not—“I broke my neck.”

Right then every fear in the world hit me. My mom quickly reminded me that I needed to stay strong for you.  I didn’t talk much. I just quietly cried as you explained to me your ordeal and the halo you would have to wear for two months to keep your neck stabilized as it healed.

You seemed okay considering the situation, but in pain   and in low spirits. I hung up the phone and finally the tears could, and did, flow freely. Throughout this whole day I came to terms with the fact that you would be in a cast, with the exception of your arms, for two entire months. At first I was selfish and thought of how this would affect me. He can’t drive, so we’ll see each other less often. He can’t take me to school on the first day. I can’t even give him a real hug. But then I remembered and told myself: Amanda, be glad that he’s still alive and here for you to hug at all, no matter what form it’s in. And be thankful for the fact that he can walk.

I went and saw you tonight. You looked good but no smiles—no smiles, that is, until you saw a video of your biking stunts. I saw the determination in your eyes and it brought tears to mine. I know you’re scared, but I also know that you’re going to be okay. Because that determination inside of you is once again going to push those fears away, and you’ll be 110 percent. You helped me be less afraid for you. I stopped thinking about what you cannot do and concentrated instead on what you can do, or what you will do again. Two months is a very short time in exchange for a lifetime of living.

I want to thank you. You have taught me more about inner strength and determination in this one day than I’ve learned in my whole life. I love you, Logan. We all do. Don’t ever lose heart. Just let your wonderful self shine through.  You’re going to pull through this with flying colors, pushing yourself all the way, because that’s who you are: a fighter. I feel so much better now that I’m not thinking about what I won’t have and what I won’t get from you. Instead, I feel grateful and so happy that you are who you are.

All I have for you now is faith and determination. I always knew that you were a blessing to me, my angel.  Now, for two months, you’ll have a halo to prove it.

Amanda Johnson 



A Cool Drink of Water 

After brushing my teeth, I stooped to drink the cool water streaming from the faucet, drifting back to that unforgettable summer. It was the summer when life began—the summer I turned sixteen. I had my own car, along with a brand-new soul. It was not the memory of a new privilege that rushed back to me, but that of him looming over me with a laughing grin painted across his lips as he watched me drink from the faucet. It was that memory that rushed back to me.

Our relationship was everything it should have been, almost as if our time together had been written for a novel. We came together through friends of ours, as do most typical high school relationships. We grew closer and closer during the school year, spending time together on weeknights rehearsing for the school’s musical production and on the weekends with friends. Soon, with permission from the weather and sometimes despite it, we traveled to the beach with our friends and a cooler of colas. It was on the way home from the beach one Saturday that I realized I was falling for him. Every sign showed love. I could hardly sit still in class just   anticipating the next time I would see him and the upcoming weekend we would spend together. Being in his arms were some of the happiest times I had ever experienced. I could look deep into his eyes and be enchanted forever.

Being with him changed my soul. I shared everything with him, even things I kept from my family and my best friend. I felt his love prying apart the hard shell of shyness that encircled me. His trust, his love and his support for me lifted me from the earth and gently sent me into the clouds. He cast off the chains I had given myself. Through him I learned a new insight about the world. It was as if a tall, dark mountain had stood in front of me and, out of nowhere, he provided the wings to fly over it.

Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end.  Yes, even for my first love. I had matured a great deal during our time together, which possibly brought me to a clearer understanding of what true love is. Over time, the clouds floated away, replaced with a new sinking feeling that what I was doing was wrong. The eyes that had so lovingly enchanted me soon became those of a dear friend. Somehow, the spell was broken. I wished so dearly that I could return to the long summer nights we had spent together, embracing under the moonlight. But as I longed for those nights, I also longed for a new freedom.  The adventure had somehow become a routine.

Sadly, we both acknowledged the separation. We held each other tighter than ever, both roughly accepting the reality that it would be best to say good-bye. He wiped away my tears and held me until it was time for him to leave. My heart was yearning to kiss him good-bye, but my mind and my lips told me no. He walked down the stairs to his black convertible and left. I watched through tear-stained eyes from the window as he pulled out of my   driveway. As his headlights faded in the distance, I turned off the light to my first love.

Having satisfied my thirst, I stood up and dried my mouth and chin with the towel at my side. I smiled, once again remembering how he stood by me and protected me in more ways than one. It is impossible to sum up seven-and-one-half months of pure joy and apprenticeship, but if there is one way to do it, a cool drink of water from the faucet would be sufficient.

Camden Watts 
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“He gave me a copy of The Declaration of Independence, then he got a tattoo that says Give Me Liberty Or Give Me Death.  I think my boyfriend wants his freedom.”

Reprinted by permission of Randy Glasbergen.



Unrequited Love 

Nothing spoils the taste of peanut butter like unrequited love.

Charlie Brown 
from Peanuts by Charles Schulz 

“Guess what?”

I look at Sarah, my best friend since halfway through second grade. We’ve been through this routine before, and both of us know what’s coming. “What?” I ask. I really don’t like guessing.

We’re walking home together after school. We usually do. It’s freezing.

“Guess,” she prompts me.

I study her face and then think for a second. What could be making her so happy? “You got another A in biology?”

“Nope.”

“Your sister dropped dead?” I suggest.

“I wish,” she replies, but shakes her head. “Guess again!”

“Just tell me!” I whine.

Her smile grows even broader, and I can see all her   braces-covered teeth. “Xander kissed me.”

My jaw drops and I turn to her. “Get out!” I gasp. I hit her shoulder. “Don’t tell me stuff like that!” But then curiosity gets the better of me, so I meekly ask, “Lips?”

“Cheek.”

I hit her shoulder again. “What’s wrong with you?” she demands loudly.

I glare at her. I’ve liked Xander since halfway through eighth grade. Ever since he turned to me one day in class and said, “Alyson, right?” I’d given him my usual witty reply of “Yun-hun.” After that we spoke, like, once or twice.

Then this year, Sarah became friends with him and his group. I never used to hang out with Sarah during recess or lunch—her friends were all straight-A students, and I was one of those has-real-potential-but-won’t-apply-herself types, so I mostly got Cs. Usually I hung out with my other best friends, Darcy and Mara. But neither Darcy nor Mara had very many friends who were guys, and I wanted some. Sarah did, so I tried to spend lunch with them at least two times a week.

“Why are we still calling him ‘Xander’?” she asks, her voice breaking into my thoughts. I look at her, surprised.  I had almost forgotten she was there. “No one we know is around here so even if we said his real name, no one would know!”

I shrug. “It’s fun.”

Xander’s name isn’t really Xander. I came up with that as a code name for him. All my friends do that. That way they can talk about their crush in front of people and no one will know. I chose to call him “Xander” because I have a deep respect (most people call it an obsession—I can’t imagine why) for the TV show Buffy the Vampire Slayer.  Xander is the name of one of the lead characters. Only three people know that my crush is referred to as “Xander”: Sarah, Mara and Darcy. I call him Xander   so much, sometimes I think that’s his real name. When I talk about him I sometimes have to say “Xander—the untelevised version” so my friends know I’m not talking about Xander from Buffy the Vampire Slayer.

“Are you coming with us to see the movie Saturday?”  she asks.

I smile. “Is Xander coming?” She gives me a look but says nothing. “Then I’m there!” I say. The last time I went with them to see a movie, I ended up sitting next to Xander. For an hour and forty-three minutes, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. Okay, maybe heaven is a bit much, but I did feel very, very happy.

But now I think of something and my smile disappears.  Nervously I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “Sar?”

I begin to crack my knuckles, which I do whenever I’m nervous. Aw, who am I kidding? I crack my knuckles all the time. I really need to stop because it’s annoying and it’ll give me arthritis when I’m older. “What does he think of me?” I ask.

I hear a click as Sarah turns off her Walkman. I know she’ll tell me the truth. Sar isn’t the kind of friend who, when you tell her you just messed up in public speaking, says, “I’m sure nobody noticed!” Instead, she’d just laugh.  At you. Mockingly. Loudly. So I nervously wait for Sarah to answer.

“He . . . he says you’re kinda weird. Like, a depressed, poetry-writing nut. But, like, a nice one,” she adds to make it sound better.

“Really?” I sigh, feeling as though fifty midgets have found a way into my chest and have decided to simultaneously perform cartwheels, jumping jacks and handstands on my heart.

“That’s a bit harsh,” she says. “Look, he likes you—he just thinks you’re a bit morbid.”

I try to look at the positive, “Nice is good!” I tell her. She   nods her head and turns her music back on.

I begin to feel worse every time I think about what Xander had said. “Nice is good,” I repeat dejectedly. I stare straight ahead for a moment and then squint because the sun is so bright it hurts my eyes. Nice but insane is probably what he meant. I am not insane, I tell myself, I am depressed. There’s a difference. I kick at a bit of snow on the ground.

“You are not depressed,” Mom always tells me. “Right,”  I reply, “I am just deeply unhappy!” “There is a difference, Alyson,” she tells me, then ships me off to therapy.

I pinch Sarah the way she taught me to, back in fifth grade. It’s the best way to pinch ’cause it really, really hurts. She squeals and looks at me, annoyed. “What?”

“Am I depressing?”

“Yes, you’re negative, morbid, cynical. . . .”

I sigh.

She puts her arm around my shoulders, “But that’s why we love you.”

I’m also known around school as being depressed.

That’s not to say I actually am depressed. I’m not; I’m a complete and utter sucker for corny, happy endings (I practically live on films like While You Were Sleeping and Addicted to Love). A movie can be incredible, but if the ending is sad, I’ll immediately despise it. But when people want to know about you, they usually ask certain questions, and my answers sometimes feed their “depressed poet” image of me. Fave color? Black. Hobby? Writing poetry and stories. Oh, what kind of poetry? Sad? Usually.

Of course, I don’t exactly dissuade them from the tortured writer concept they have of me, because at least I’m known for something. Maybe it’s negative, but it’s better than nothing, right? So let them think me forlorn. I have my own friends and I don’t really care what any of them think. Except him. . . .

But a long time ago, I really was depressed. I’d just been   dumped by my first boyfriend and felt really crappy. I thought about death and suicide a lot. I know it was dumb, but I’d never been dumped before and it just . . .  hurt. That’s the only word I could think of to describe it.  And I know it sounds clichéd and all, but my heart actually felt as though it had been broken in two. But I got over it (with the help of my therapist, school guidance counselor, my parents and a really long letter to Mara that I never gave her and ended up gluing into my diary). And now when I think of Xander, I feel so miserable. . . .

Sarah and I reach the street where we split. We stop and I turn to her, “This is where I get off,” I say. “I’ll call ya later,” I begin crossing the street.

She continues on. “Alright. Bye!” she calls.

I turn onto my street and look down at the ground. The snow around here is all white and beautiful. It reminds me of cream cheese. Not like the snow in front of our school. That snow is all gray and dirty and yuck. This snow is nice. Nice. Like how he thinks of me. Nice. The chances of Xander ever liking me are about as good as me passing math. I know that!

I giggle. But hey, maybe I’ll get a few poems out of this unrequited love thing. Ya think?

Rachel Rosenberg 



Gray 

When I was a child 

I saw in black and white.

Everything was obvious 

Either wrong or right.

No arguments, no pros and cons 

Choices were precise.

Pure and joyous clarity 

Gave me a simple life.

So I grew and learned to face the world 

Living life that way.

And now I feel so unprepared 

‘Cause black and white turned gray.

My unfaltering vision failed 

Focus left my eyes.

Where choices were once obvious 

I can’t tell wrong from right.

Because today I am a teenager 

And nothing’s quite so clear.

I’m seeing through an adult’s eyes 

A child’s biggest fear.

Constance Ananta Sobsey 



Starting a New Path 

“But I love you, Jessie,” he says as we sit on the couch in my living room, his voice quivering and unstable. His pleading eyes look directly into mine, begging my forgiveness. I don’t recognize these eyes that once provided me with a sense of comfort and security. The warm blue of his eyes that used to reassure me of a love that would last forever is replaced with a colder gray. I shiver and look away.

Tears cloud my eyes as I feel him breathing next to me on the edge of the couch. My mind wanders to a time a year earlier, a happier time, when I had also been acutely aware of his breathing as we sat in silence on that same couch. My heart had pounded that day as I glanced nervously into his eyes, unable to hold my stare, yet unable to look away. It was that particular day that my heart decided to surrender itself to the magic of first love. And as I sat beside him, overwhelmed by the certainty of my love for him, I struggled to say the words out loud for the first time. I wanted to scream to the world that my heart felt bigger than my whole body, that I was in love and nothing could ever take away that feeling, but no sounds   came out of my mouth. As I fidgeted with the edge of a pillow, he gently placed his hand on my arm and looked directly into my eyes. His soft stare soothed my nerves. “I love you, Jessie,” he told me, his eyes holding my stare. A small smile formed on my face as my heart began to beat quickly and loudly. He had known that night, just as I had—and he had felt the power of the realization of love, just like I had.

But that power is gone now, I remind myself. That returns me from that distant memory to the present moment like a slap in the face.

“Doesn’t it mean anything to you that I love you?” he asks. “Please, I’m so sorry.” His hand reaches for my face to brush the hair out of my eyes. I duck my head to avoid his touch. It has become too painful since I found out. He had told me two days before that he had kissed another girl. I had sat in stunned silence, unable to move or speak.

I sit now in silence, not because I don’t know what to say, but because I am afraid that my voice will deceive me and begin to quiver. As I start to speak, I look into his eyes and stop myself, wondering if I will be making a mistake.  Maybe it can work, I think, and I imagine his arms around me, hugging my head tightly to his chest, making everything okay like he had done so often in the past when I was in need of his comfort. Now, more than ever, I ache for the comfort of his arms and for the reassurance of his warm blue gaze. But it is not possible, for the trust is gone and our love has been scarred. His gaze is no longer a warm blue and his arms no longer provide comfort.
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