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Doubting Heart


Lenny kissed me, and I kissed him back, my heart aching because I had caused him so much pain. But try as I might, I couldn’t feel sure of my love for him anymore. My lips were kissing him, but my head and my heart felt curiously detached, like I was only going through the motions.


Lenny must have sensed how I felt, because he pulled away from me. “It’s not working, is it? You don’t love me anymore, do you?”


It felt awful to hear him say it like that. I didn’t want to hurt him more, but I knew I had to be honest. “I don’t know, Lenny, I just don’t know. I still care for you, I really do! But I can’t swear I still love you, because if I did, I don’t know if I could still feel the way I do about Dave. I’m so confused. I just don’t know what to do ...”


“What to do? The choice is clear to me, Linda. You can still have me if you want me, but you’re going to have to end it with Dave. You can’t be my girl and keep seeing him, too.”




Also by Linda Lewis:


More Than a Crush


Unbreak My Heart


Crazy in Love


Keep on Loving You
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This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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    To Roz and Fay
and all the kids on the park wall




    Chapter One





I KEPT WAITING FOR SOMETHING HORRIBLE TO HAPPEN. THE air was thick with tension as we all sat at the round table—Lenny Lipoff, the boy I loved; my parents, strict, old-fashioned, and totally against my relationship with Lenny; Ira and Joey, my pesty twin brothers, who liked nothing better than to stir up trouble between everyone; and me.


“You can order anything you want, Lenny, so don’t be shy,” my mother said, and I gazed at her in amazement. True, this was a special occasion. It was not only my seventeenth birthday, but my graduation from high school as well. Still, I had never expected my parents to invite Lenny out to a restaurant to celebrate with our family.


“Don’t say that to him—now he’s sure to order the most expensive thing on the menu,” Joey said nastily.


I would have loved to kick him under the table, but he was sitting too far away for me to reach. It was hard to believe my brothers were thirteen years old now, official teenagers. While Ira, who had recently developed an interest in girls, showed occasional flashes of maturity, Joey was still an absolute baby, and a bratty one at that.


“Now, Joseph.” My father’s bushy eyebrows drew together in a warning frown. As much as he disliked Lenny, my father was not about to let my brothers ruin this family dinner.


“It’s all right, Mr. Berman. I’ve been around the twins long enough now to have learned not to take anything they say seriously,” Lenny said good-naturedly.


“You sure have been around long enough!” Ira piped in. “Three years of going out with Linda— unbelievable!”


“Unbelievably disgusting, if you ask me,” Joey couldn’t resist adding.


“No one asked you anything, big mouth,” I reminded him.


“How’s everybody doing? Ready to order?” Fortunately, our smiling, redheaded waitress arrived on the scene. That ended the discussion before it could lead to any serious disturbances.


Actually, as much as I hated to admit it, my brother Ira was right, I couldn’t help thinking as the waitress went around the table taking everyone’s orders. It was unbelievable that Lenny and I had been going together for almost three years. In the beginning, I don’t think anyone would have given us three weeks.


I was the kind of kid who didn’t get into trouble. I was a serious student, and serious about my future, too. I guess it was because my parents had always hammered into my head the importance of getting a good education that I did so well in school At any rate, I graduated high school a year early, with honors, and would be attending Barnard College in the fall.


Lenny, on the other hand, was constantly in trouble of one sort or another, and his school history was a complete disaster. It wasn’t that he wasn’t smart enough—Lenny was a great reader of newspapers, magazines, encyclopedias, almanacs, and history books, and he absorbed everything that interested him. He had done fine in school when he was younger and could get by on brains alone. But once he started high school, things had gotten so bad for him at home that he was unable to discipline himself to concentrate on schoolwork. He had started cutting classes and failing courses. Finally, in his junior year, he was kicked out of school.


Lenny was an only child and came from a broken home. His parents never got along, and there was always so much tension, screaming, and fighting in his house that he found it unbearable to be there. His parents eventually separated, but that didn’t stop Lenny’s mother from fighting with him. Things had deteriorated to where right before Christmas Lenny had joined the navy.


I had been devastated when he told me the news. But as we talked about it I realized it was probably the best thing he could have done. Lenny had been going through some tough times in the city. He couldn’t get a decent job without a high school diploma, and his relationship with his mother was so bad she was about to throw him out of the house. The navy would give him a chance to straighten up and to get an education and a career. It would be hard for me to be away from him, but if things worked out and Lenny got himself together, it would be well worth it. By the time he got out of the navy I would be almost finished with college, and, I hoped, we would be able to get married.


This was not a hope my parents shared with me. They didn’t like the fact that Lenny had so many problems and that he hadn’t done well in school. All the fights, breakups, and makeups we had had when we were first going together and the hurts I had suffered trying to help him through his ups and downs served to make them dislike him more.


I didn’t like my parents’ attitude, but I couldn’t really blame them for it. Lenny’s faults were on the surface, there for them to see clearly; his good points were a lot less obvious. My parents never got to see Lenny at his softer, more tender moments, when his common sense and depth of feeling prevailed. I could talk to Lenny about things I never could with anyone else and listen to his mesmerizing voice for hours. Lenny was fun to be with, and so full of life he breathed excitement into everything he did. And then there was a powerful physical attraction between us I never could resist. I certainly couldn’t expect my parents to understand that.


But at the moment I wasn’t trying to get them to understand anything. All I wanted was to get through dinner without any disasters!


*  *  *


Maybe it was because this was such a special occasion. Maybe it was because Lenny was leaving in the morning to go back to the naval school in Florida, or because he announced to my parents that he just found out he had passed his test for his high school equivalency diploma, so in a sense this was his graduation, too. Or maybe it was because my brothers were so busy eating that they didn’t have time to make too many snotty remarks. At any rate, except for the fact that clumsy Ira knocked over his water glass and splattered Joey’s food, there actually were no disasters during dinner. Not only that, my parents invited Lenny to come back to our house for a while. Of course, with all the rules and regulations they set up, like no closing doors and sitting only on chairs, not on the bed, there was no privacy in my apartment. But at least my parents were showing some acceptance.


The best part of the evening came when it was time for Lenny to go, and I walked him out into the hallway of my apartment building to say goodbye. Finally we were alone! We stood on the staircase between the second-and third-floor landings, a spot where people almost never passed by, and he took me into his arms. He kissed me, and I immediately felt that powerful magnetic force between us that never failed to take my breath away. It was stronger than ever now that I knew I wouldn’t be seeing him for so long.


I gazed at him, trying to etch every detail of the way he looked into my memory. I touched his brown hair that curled around his adorable baby face. I traced with my finger his high cheekbones, his fine, aquiline nose, his sensuous lips. I stared into his warm brown eyes fringed with lashes that were long and straight. “Oh, Lenny, I’ll miss you so much while we’re apart,” I said.


“I hope so. I’d hate to think you might find someone else while you’re away working in the country.”


“Lenny! How can you say something like that? You know I’m completely loyal to you. I’m not interested in finding anyone else. I love you!”


“And I love you, Linda. You’re the best—so bright and sweet and pretty, with your perfect little body, and those incredible big blue eyes. I guess that’s why I always worry that some fast-talking lover boy will come along and sweep you off your feet.”


I had to laugh at that. “I’ve already got a fast-talking lover boy—you!”


He didn’t laugh back. “I’m serious, Linda. You’ll find that working at a hotel in New Hampshire is totally different from being home in New York City. You’ll be on your own, with lots of freedom, and there will be plenty of college boys there with their minds set on one thing. Being in the country is very romantic, and I’d hate to think of you there on some moonlit summer night succumbing to—”


“Lenny! I’m not succumbing to anything—except my love for you, that is. I don’t even need romantic surroundings for that—it can happen right here in this dingy hallway. I’ll show you.”


I kissed him then, with such passion that he had to believe me. I loved him so much that I didn’t want to think that it would be two long months before we could be together again, maybe longer if he couldn’t get leave from the navy. How I wished that I never had to part from him, that we could hold and kiss and love each other all night long, then on and on forever and ever.


There was nothing to compare with this love I had for Lenny—nothing. We had gone through so much together, I was sure that no one would ever come between us.


There was no way of knowing then that I was wrong.




    Chapter Two





LENNY WAS GONE. I MISSED HIM TERRIBLY, BUT AT LEAST I had getting ready for the country to keep me busy. Before I knew it, it was Saturday, and I was saying goodbye to my parents and to New York City. Then I was on the bus, heading for New Hampshire and my summer job at the Grandview Hotel.


I owed this job to Roz Buttons, who had been one of my very best friends for years and years. The two of us were to run the preschool camp group for children of the guests at the Grandview, and we were to be roommates as well. Roz had been the one to find out about the job, and she convinced me to come along by promising the work would be easy, the place would be beautiful, and we would have a terrific summer.


I wasn’t sure about how the summer would go, but Roz was right about the place being beautiful. The New Hampshire mountains were gorgeous, the countryside dotted with majestic forests and quaint little villages and farms. And the Grandview was lovely, three large white clapboard buildings with big porches, surrounded by grassy fields, woodlands, and mountains.


“Linda! I’m so glad you’re here!” Already tanned and looking bouncy and pretty with her honey-colored hair swept back from her face, Roz was there to greet me as I got off the bus. She had come to the country several days earlier with her parents, who were spending a week’s vacation at the hotel. “Let’s take your things to our room and dump them. Then I’ll fill you in on everything!”


I followed Roz into one of the white buildings and up three flights of stairs. “This floor is just for staff,” she said when we finally reached the top. “Our room’s at the end of the hall.”


Our room was small, with nothing more in it than a bed, chair, and dresser for each of us, but the view of the mountains from the window near my bed was spectacular. How I wished Lenny could be there to see it with me. If only he had had a normal life and gone to college instead of the navy, he could have gotten a summer job at the Grandview, too, and we could have had a fabulously romantic summer together.


“Dump your stuff on the bed for now—you can unpack later,” Roz interrupted my thoughts. “I want time to show you around and set up for the start of camp before dinner.”


As we walked outside Roz told me I was one of the last staff members to arrive. “The kids that work here come mostly from New York or from Boston. The girls seem nice, and there are some guys that are positively gorgeous! I’ve got my eye on this waiter named Mel. He’s got the sexiest eyes I’ve ever seen, so just control yourself when you meet him. You can have your pick of the rest, though,” she said with a laugh.


“Roz! You know I’m not interested in any other boys! Lenny and I have an agreement to be loyal to each other. We consider ourselves to be practically engaged.”


“Oh, come off it, Linda. ‘Practically engaged’ means nothing. Until there’s a ring sitting on the fourth finger of your left hand, you’re still a free agent, open to any boy who comes along. You know how I feel about your relationship with Lenny—it’s crazy for you to be tied down at age seventeen. This summer is a wonderful opportunity to live a little and open yourself to meeting someone else and seeing what you’re missing!”


“Okay, Roz, we’ve taken this subject far enough,” I sighed. Ever since she had broken up with her first boyfriend, Sheldon, and started dating others, Roz had been pressuring me to break up with Lenny and do the same. She couldn’t understand the concept of loving someone so much you really didn’t want to go out with anyone else. Roz and I had had similar discussions in the past, and they hadn’t led anywhere. I didn’t want to get into it again. “Why don’t you fill me in on what’s what around here?” I said.


Roz took me out and showed me the tennis courts, the lake, and the main building where meals were served. Then she cut across the field next to the swimming pool. “This is the pool,” she stated. “And the guy standing near it is Dave. Let’s go over and I’ll introduce you. He’s really cute.”


Roz headed to the pool, and I had no choice but to follow her. The sun was shining in my eyes as I approached him, and it was only by squinting that I could make out his short but bronzed and muscular body, clad only in a white bathing suit, his dark hair and eyes, his rugged, even features. I shifted my angle so I could see him better. Roz was right, he was really cute.


“Dave Balen, I want you to meet my friend, Linda Berman, who’s going to help me run the kiddy camp group,” Roz said. “Dave’s the social and athletic director here this summer, Linda.”


“What exactly does that mean?” I was surprised to hear the shakiness in my voice as I asked the question.


“It means I plan the activities to make sure the guests have a good time.” He smiled, showing teeth that were white and even. “Exciting stuff like dance lessons and parties around the pool, Ping-Pong and tennis tournaments, dart-throwing contests.”


He had this cute tang to his voice I wasn’t used to hearing. “Wow! I didn’t know it was possible for life to be that exciting. Are your activities only for the guests, or can we staff members participate, too?”


“We’re allowed to do whatever we want when we’re off duty,” Dave answered. “Swim, go boating, dance. There’s a great band that plays every night in the rec hall. Do you like to dance?”


“I love to.”


“Great! Then I’ll meet you in the rec hall tonight, and we’ll dance until the band quits playing.”


Before I could answer that I didn’t think it would be right for me to meet him because I had this boyfriend I was committed to in the city, we were interrupted by the arrival of another boy in a bathing suit. He was dark with curly hair, and, in contrast to Dave, he was huge—well over six feet tall and solidly built. He reminded me of an enormous grizzly bear.


“Have you met our lifeguard, Perry Sutowski, Linda?” Dave asked. “He’s from New York, too.”


“No. I just got off the bus from the city, and you guys are the first people I’ve laid eyes on.”


“Well, now that you’ve met us, there’s no one else you need to know.” Perry grinned. “We’ll be seeing lots of each other, especially since Dave and I share the room down the hall from you and Roz.”


“Oh. That’s—uh—nice.” My eyes met Dave’s, and I found him looking at me intently. He didn’t break his gaze until Perry put his arm on him and pulled him away.


“Come on, Dave. You’ve got to help me set up the pool.”


“Oh. Sure, Perry. See you tonight then, Linda.”


Again I wanted to tell him that I really couldn’t because I already had a boyfriend, but now it was Roz who interfered. “We’ll be there. But right now we’ve got some setting up of our own to do. We’ve got tons to do before kiddy camp starts tomorrow. Come on, Linda. See you later, guys!”


I barely had time to wave goodbye before Roz was dragging me down the path that led to the kiddy camp building. Right before we disappeared into the woods I turned around and found that Dave was still staring after me.


*  *  *


Tucked into a clearing and surrounded by a playground complete with the usual swings, slide, sandbox, and assorted climbing devices, the kiddy camp building was a cute little cottage set up like a nursery school. The guests at the Grandview could send all children aged three to six to kiddy camp, where Roz and I would keep them busy while the parents lounged around the pool or took part in Dave’s social and athletic activities.


I had worked at camps before, and I had plenty of experience baby-sitting for and tutoring kids, but this was the first time I was responsible for a group of my own. I wanted to plan out and structure a schedule for the entire day before the kids arrived. Roz thought we should wait to see what the kids were like first and take it from there. We compromised by having a few planned activities, such as swimming, an arts and crafts project each day, and a music and story-telling period; the rest of the time we would have the kids choose activities on their own. Having come to this agreement, Roz and I got busy unpacking crayons, paints, books, puzzles, and clay, and placing them on the shelves in preparation for start of camp.


“So what did you think of Dave?” Roz asked as we worked. “Cute, isn’t he? From the moment I first met him I knew he’d be perfect for you. And he liked you, too—I could see it in the way he stared into your big baby-blues! It really was a riot to observe the whole scene!”


“What ‘whole scene’ are you talking about, Roz?” I asked irritably. “Dave happens to be cute, but so what? Might I remind you one more time that I am going with Lenny and not interested in any other boy?”


“Okay, okay. Forget I even mentioned that you and Dave would make a very attractive couple,” Roz said. Then I guess she noticed the dirty look I was giving her, because she changed the subject. “How about if we put out some crayons and paper for the kids to color when they first come in?”


“Good idea. I’ll put some puzzles out, too.” As I was sorting through the puzzles, trying to decide which might be appropriate for the kids that were scheduled to arrive, a loud knocking was heard on the door.


“Go away! Camp doesn’t start until tomorrow!” Roz called out.


“But I want to come today!” said this high-pitched voice. The door opened, and Dave peered in. He squatted down to kid height and waddled over to the table. He grabbed a puzzle and started to put it together, then pretended to be having trouble. He looked up at me and, in the same falsetto, pleaded, “Help me, help me. This is so hard, counselor—uh, what did you say your name was?”


I couldn’t help laughing. “Linda. And it’s only hard because you picked something far too difficult for your age and intelligence. Here, try this.” I handed him a puzzle with only four pieces: triangle, circle, square, and rectangle, each in different colors.


“That’s too hard, too.” Dave pushed it away, then grabbed my hand and pulled me closer to him. He stared at me and, with his voice back to normal, said, “The only puzzle I want to figure out now is you.”


“Me?” I laughed nervously and pulled my hand away. “I’m no puzzle. What do you want to know about me?”


“Oh ... everything.” He smiled his dazzling smile. “I’m finished helping Perry, so I figured this would be a good time to get to know you better. So start at the day you were born and fill me in on every detail until the moment I saw you standing by the pool.”


Somewhat overwhelmed by this, I looked over to Roz for assistance. She was no help at all. “This is a story I’ve heard already, so if you don’t mind, I’ll go arrange stuff out in the playground while you two get to know each other,” she said laughingly.


“But—” Before I could get out my planned words of protest, Roz was already out the door. Defeated, I sank down in the chair next to Dave. He really seemed interested, and I didn’t suppose there was any harm in relating the kinds of things he wanted to know.
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