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CHOCOLATE for a TEEN’SSPIRIT





INTRODUCTION

Heartwarming, haunting, and often hilarious, the delicious true-life stories in Chocolate for a Teen’s Spirit will remind you how much you have in common with young women everywhere. The Chocolate storytellers have shared their own moving experiences—about setting a goal and reaching it, about being the victim of a cruel trick and rising above it, about finding love in unexpected places, and about finding the divine in all things. These stories will comfort you and show you that joy often lies just on the other side of pain. You’ll also discover why a bit of mischief can sometimes open the path to spiritual fulfillment.

Alive with humor, honesty, and the intimacy of close friends, Chocolate for a Teen’s Spirit will help you discover all the facets of a spirit-filled life—ways to nurture your faith in yourself, to use your creative gifts, to find love through friends, parents, partners, and teachers, and to experience pure joy.

The stories in Chocolate for a Teen’s Spirit are written by teens themselves as well as by women with good memories for those years gone by. From lighthearted vignettes to poignant confessions, these stories touch on the things all young women face as they move into adulthood and search for spiritual grounding during times both tame and turbulent. These stories also celebrate the mentors that I believe God supplies each of us—the role models, teachers, and friends we encounter along the way to help guide us when we’re lost, believe in us when we’re afraid to believe in ourselves, and cheer for us when we succeed.

So find a comfy, sacred place, nibble on some chocolate, and let the heartwarming stories in Chocolate for a Teen’s Spirit fill your heart. As you turn the pages, listen for the messages that were meant just for you and look for the stories that would bring your friends the comfort they need as well. I hope that these stories will provide inspiration and show you how far you’ve come as you decide what you value, what qualities you hold dear in yourself and others, and where to find spiritual comfort when you need it most.

May Chocolate for a Teen’s Spirit warm your heart and bring you the hope, strength, and wisdom you so richly deserve.






I

I GOTTA GET OUT OF HERE
                               
Perspective—what made you cry at the age of six is unimportant at 26. Add 20 years to your evaluation of problems and chuckle.

JENNIFER JAMES
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THE LOVE LETTER
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Dear Billy,

I am writing to tell you goodbye. I will miss you so much. I think about you all the time, from the moment I wake up in the morning until I put the cat out at night. As soon as I fall asleep, you slip into my dreams, take me in your arms, and dance with me all night long! I wish I could be in your real arms and could feel the touch of your lips on mine. I will love you until the day I die! Even if I never see you again, I will always feel this way about you! You are the love of my life!

I signed the letter “Lots of Love, Kathy,” drew a bunch of Xs and Os on the bottom, and then misted the envelope with plenty of perfume. A couple of tears on my name would have been a nice touch, but as hard as I tried, I couldn’t squeeze any out. The fountain was dry; I was all out of tears. I held the letter up in front of me and admired my work. This was good stuff, but darn, something was missing. Of course! I quickly hid the letter under my pillow, slipped out of my room, checking to be sure Mom was still in the kitchen, and then sneaked into her bedroom. I opened a dresser drawer, selected the reddest lipstick I could find, smeared it all over my lips, and then tiptoed back to my room.

My hands were trembling as I pressed my red, red lips to the bottom of the letter as hard as I could. I sealed it and added another big kiss over Billy’s name on the envelope, holding my lips there for the longest time. The letter was ready. Now all that remained to be done was to call my best friend Nicky and arrange for her to pick it up after church the next day.

Our family was leaving on Monday. My father had come home three weeks before and had announced that he was taking a new job in a different town. We were leaving Whittier, California, and would be moving several hundred miles away.

“No! Dad, no!” I had shouted, barely holding back the tears. “We can’t move!”

“Why not?” Dad asked, visibly shaken by the violence of my response.

“’Cause I don’t want to move!”

“That’s not a good reason!”

“But I won’t know anybody!” I whined. I couldn’t tell my father that the reason I didn’t want to move was that I was madly in love with Billy Baker. If we left, I’d never see him again and then I wouldn’t be able to marry him someday and have his children and live happily ever after. I knew that this wasn’t the best argument for a fourteen-year-old to use on her dad, especially when he still considered her his little girl.

“Kathy, we’re going to a small town. You’ll make friends in no time!”

My arguments weren’t working. The situation called for a smarter strategy.

“But Dad,” I said, lowering my voice and adopting a reasonable tone. “I’m doing so well in school now. I really like my teachers and I’m finally getting good grades.”

Dad winced. I knew that I had hit a nerve and could see that he felt terrible. Unfortunately, it was too late for him to do anything about it. All the arrangements had been made and we were going to move. Period!

Nicky met me in the park after church the next day.

I handed her the letter in a larger envelope and said, “Okay, Nicky, here it is! We’re leaving tomorrow morning. Wait until lunch and then give it to him.”

“Okay,” she said.

“Promise me you’ll wait.”

“Yeah, yeah, I promise.”

I wanted Billy to know that I would love him forever. I had only talked to him a few times in my life, and whenever I did, I could only gawk and mumble “Hi, Billy” before sprinting away. We were in the same history class, but I never got to sit next to him. Every time the teacher rotated the seats, somehow I always ended up migrating farther toward the back of the room while he moved closer to the front. I would have given anything if she had put me next to him. She never did. This letter was my only chance to let him know how I felt. I poured my heart out in it and, to tell the truth, I had a blast doing it. I got to tremble a lot, feel my heart flutter in my chest, and heave long dramatic sighs. Naturally, I was a little embarrassed by my plan, but I knew I’d never see him again, so I figured, Why not? I didn’t have a thing to lose.

We moved and Nicky wrote me later that she had followed my instructions. She gave him the letter at lunch and by the time classes got out that day, he had shown it to everyone in the whole school! No one talked about anything else for at least a week. I don’t know whether she was teasing or not, but she said there was even a short article about it in the school newspaper!

It took me a month to get over my embarrassment. I spent two weeks wanting to die and then another two being a very unpleasant person. The only thing that gave me any consolation was that I knew, thank goodness, that I’d never have to see any of those people again, especially Billy Baker.

I was finally getting back to being my old self and was just starting to make new friends when one afternoon, my father came into the living room with my mother. They both looked so pleased.

“I’ve got good news,” Dad announced with a satisfied smile. I know how unhappy you’ve been here, Kathy. Well, guess what? I was able to get my old job back. We’re moving back to Whittier!”

After a stunned silence that lasted long enough for a question mark to replace the joy in my father’s eyes, I managed to squeak out, “Oh, gee, Dad, that’s great! I’m so happy!” I was choking on my words, but I knew that my father had made this sacrifice to please me. I couldn’t possibly do what I really wanted to do, which was to throw myself on the floor, bang my head against the hard-wood, and wail, “I don’t want to move!” But we did. A few weeks later, I returned to my old school.

When I walked into the history class, the teacher welcomed me back and assigned me my new seat, right next to Billy Baker! The red lipstick kiss I had put on my letter was a pale pink compared with the color of our faces when I sat down next to him.

We both spent the rest of the semester looking at the opposite walls of the room and never again exchanged another word. Somehow, I survived and even went on to fall in love again when I met Frankie Cooper the next summer. I had thought for sure I would love Billy Baker forever, and was surprised by how fast he had turned into the world’s biggest jerk! He wasn’t the love of my life after all.



KATHLEEN PIMENTEL
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As we went out the door, instead of saying, “Have a good time,” Mother would say, “Have poise!” as though it were optional.

IRENE MAYER SELZNICK






LIFE’S NO DAY AT THE BEACH
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When I was growing up, I was lucky enough to live in a neighborhood that was made for walking. We didn’t know about summer camps and organized activities. We could walk to the library and ride our bikes to a pond. On the really hot, hot days of summer, my best friend Arlene Tarlow had a mother who would take us to the ocean that was less than half an hour away.

Arlene’s mother, Alice, had the most permanently blonde, set hair in our corner of the state. But she was willing to sacrifice the effects of salt and sun to take us to Devereaux Beach on the sultriest days—when it was too hot to breathe if there wasn’t salt or tidal whiffs in the air. In the mornings of days like these, one of us would wake up three streets away from the other and hear that long, hot bug buzz—heat crickets, my mother used to say—cicadas. It was The Signal. Yes! A beach day

Alice was the only mother in our neighborhood who drove. I’d call Arlene or she’d call me, and by ten we’d stirred the limeade and made the peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches on Wonder Bread. Arlene’s mother kept a kosher house, so there could be no ham or bologna, and because she was just plain Jewish, kosher or not, there could be no egg salad or tuna, what with the mayonnaise and the sun. God forbid you should get food poisoning. Our mothers would kill us if we got food poisoning, they said, especially if it was from being stupid.

So, from when we were nine to when we were thirteen, our two- to three-kid summer camp was hosted by Arlene’s mother. We didn’t know there were people who went anywhere during the summer, people who stayed in motels or had cabins or sent their own children off to camp—and to this day I can’t imagine caring. The Atlantic Ocean was twenty minutes away in three directions. What more could a kid want?

’Round about age eleven we wanted more. For two years we had sat on the private side of Devereaux Beach, where you paid for a parking sticker, where they combed out the rocks, and where the sand was nicer. The Tarlows must have had money—a phrase I heard sometimes at home.

The public side was good enough, my mother said, so you shouldn’t throw away your money when it’s the same ocean. Every once in a while I’d see my own Nana Beatrice on the public side of the beach. Some good boy of a son from her group of women friends who played a vicious version of canasta called Bagel would drop them off, and they would don enormous black bathing suits with skirts and harnessed bras, then take dips.

I’d see her over there, up to her plump knees, wearing a white bathing cap … ear flaps up and strap dangling, splashing water over her chest but never ever going in farther. For my grandmother, danger was everywhere.

For Arlene and me there wasn’t enough danger anywhere. By the time we were eleven we were starting to blossom, as my mother would say. While it was true we were getting some pluming in the breast department; we were also gaining general heft that would plague us our whole lives. We had cheesy thighs, thick waists, and I had thick cat’s-eye-shaped glasses. We were not a pretty sight in our one-piece matching gingerbread elasticized bathing suits with ruffles on the backside.

But we were full of hormones and nerve. What ever possessed us to walk on the wild side at the end of a buzzing July day can still make me red with embarrassment and pity for those two eleven-year-olds strutting their gawky behinds across the breakwater. The waves weren’t challenging enough and the sandwiches were gone. One of us had forgotten the portable radio, so we decided to take a walk.

“Be careful,” Alice said. “Not too far. Those cars are crazy. Be back soon. I’ll be watching.”

We were off. And plotting. There were four guys over eighteen in open-necked army uniforms sitting on the cement wall on the public side. We wanted desperately to catch their eye and interest. Maybe even get them to talk to us. Having just seen Joanne Woodward in The Long Hot Summer, we figured that Southern accents were quite sexy. And we had read Pat Boone’s book ’Twixt Twelve and Twenty, which encouraged girls to act popular in order to be popular.

We pasted smiles on our sun-mottled faces, sucked in our tummies, stuck out our tops, plopped our idea of a Southern accent onto a deep New England one, and put a slow wiggle onto our big fat cans. And we talked as we passed those boys. We spun yarns about the party the night before and who we were thinking of breaking up with and what would happen if our daddies got wind of what we were doin’ with these naw-thun Yankee boys. We felt positively sixteen!

We didn’t notice their looks of indifference or bewilderment or downright slap-a-thigh amusement. We thought we’d impressed the bejammers out of them. Until Nana Beatrice, back on the sand from a bit of a splash, hollered out, “Bevinka! Sha! Get away from there. You’ve got no shoes on that hot cement. What’s the matter with you? Come down here and give your nana a kiss like a good girl.”

My head went down. I tried to keep babbling, but I wasn’t a very good actress then, and I gave in, shoulders sagging. I plodded over to my immigrant grandmother, dragging Arlene behind me, found out and definitely eleven again.



BEVERLY C. LUCEY

[image: image]






PARKING PROBLEMS
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Valentine’s Day held lots of promises when I was fifteen. After going steady with my boyfriend, Terry, for close to a year, I got permission from Mom to go out on a car date with him.

The date started off innocently enough. We ate a delicious dinner while laughing and talking with friends. After a couple of hours, Terry said that we had better leave a little early. What a gentleman! I thought. He seemed concerned about getting me home before my curfew. But Terry had other things on his Kentucky teenage mind.

While driving back toward my house, Terry kept hinting about the extra time we had. Since we were already on a country highway, he thought there would be no harm in stopping somewhere that was nice and quiet.

Terry turned onto an isolated gravel road that looked as if it was scarcely traveled, and he stopped the car. We decided we shouldn’t let the time get away without sharing a few harmless kisses. So that’s exactly what we did!

All of a sudden a loud horn blast disintegrated our romantic setting. Craning our necks to see, Terry and I were shocked to find two women in a car honking at us from behind.

Terry started the engine and began to drive down the gravel road in the opposite direction from where we’d come. I wondered why he just didn’t push the gas pedal to the floor and get us out of there! But he’d just washed his car, and he didn’t want our parents—especially my mother—to get suspicious, so he had to drive slowly to keep mud from splattering the car.

Terry was torn between watching out for mud-filled potholes and keeping his eye on the approaching car in the rearview mirror. What was I doing? What I always do in embarrassing situations! I began to laugh. I was afraid the ladies might know my mother, so I ducked my head and scrunched low in the seat.

Terry finally spotted a driveway on the left side of the road. Slowing the car to a halt, he examined the drive, thinking he could pull in and turn around. But it was hopeless! The car would have sunk in three feet of mud, so he kept driving deeper down the isolated road.

By that time, the two women had caught up with us, and as they pulled alongside of us, we could see the whites of their eyes. My nerves got the best of me, and I exploded into another fit of laughter. I’m sure Terry wanted to strangle me, but he was too busy dodging the foot-deep potholes and the car next to him.

Terry pulled ahead of the other car again. After a few minutes, he spotted a house on a hill and mumbled that he thought he could turn around in there. Terry breathed a sigh of relief as he pulled into the drive. We both jumped when we heard another horn blast and noticed that the car behind us wanted to turn in here, too. It seems we had actually escorted the women four miles up an isolated road to their home when Terry had been doing everything in his power to get away from them!

Feeling like an idiot, he turned around and politely waved at the two women as he squeezed his car back onto the road. I was no help at all. I just couldn’t stop giggling.

We made a quick trip through the car wash, and hoped we’d get home before my curfew. As we climbed up my porch steps, our hearts raced. We walked into the house and saw my mother sitting in the living room.

“I hope you two had fun,” she said. “Beautiful night for a drive, don’t you think?”

Terry’s face turned crimson, and he hesitated a little before agreeing with her.

And me? I wondered about a couple of things. Was this a “sign” that I wasn’t supposed to be parking? And was there something else besides casual conversation behind my mother’s comment as she smiled with that know-it-all twinkle in her eyes? No way! She couldn’t know of our parking problems … or, could she?



STEPHANIE RAY BROWN
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It isn’t the great big pleasures that count the most; it’s making a great deal out of the little ones.

JEAN WEBSTER






HAUNTING OF HATCHET HOLLOW
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It wasn’t until I was sixteen that I had my first real date. Billy Granger, a popular football player, had been flirting up a storm with me at school for weeks, and he finally asked me out.

Living in Tullahoma, a small town in Tennessee, we either went to a movie or drove around, so when Billy came to pick me up, he gave me my choice. I picked riding around because Billy had a really cool Camaro.

By eight o’clock, we had hit all the popular hangouts—the Big K parking lot, Merle’s Pizza, even the dreaded bowling alley—and I remarked, “I wish there were something exciting to do in this town.”

“Oh, I know something exciting,” said Billy, “but it’s probably too scary for you.”

“What?” I said. “Where?”

Billy stayed silent and I slid over next to him.

He spoke, but with hesitation. “Well … we’re headed that way but … ever been to Hatchet Hollow?”

“Where’s that?”

“It’s a real spooky place,” he said, “haunted by a real, live ghost.”

“I’m not scared,” I said, sort of lying. Billy was famous for teasing, and I didn’t know whether or not to take him seriously. Reading my mind, he spoke up again.

“I’m serious,” he said, “I’ve heard the ghost myself—oh, it’s an awful sound! … Maybe we shouldn’t go—”

“Yes!” I urged him. “I want to hear it! You’ll protect me, won’t you?” And I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

We were driving down the Old Lynchburg Highway, way out in the county where I’d never been before. After driving about five miles, Billy made a left turn onto an old, one-lane gravel road. As we wove our way back into the wilds, he relayed the story.

“Back before even old Jack Daniel himself came to these parts, there lived a beautiful girl in the woods. Her name was Adelaide Spencer and her daddy was a preacher. Adelaide was the most beautiful girl in these parts but she was real picky about her beaus. When Adelaide was about eighteen, along came this blacksmith to town named Brighty Morgan. He came over here to set up his own smithing place near Lynchburg. The first day he was open for business, Miss Adelaide shows up with a horse of her daddy’s for Brighty to shoe. They took to each other like ice cream to apple pie and soon they were seen all over town together. Brighty was real smitten with Miss Adelaide, but he was a sorely jealous young man. That turned out to be his downfall.”

“How?” I said.

“Well, Brighty finally talked Miss Adelaide into getting hitched. Her daddy threw a big party the day of their wedding and folks came from all around. Adelaide looked so beautiful and Brighty was happier than a coon dog with a possum. But then everything went bad. At the end of the party, Brighty and some other guys were having a hatchet-throwing contest when Brighty spotted this fancy-dressed fellow riding toward the preacher’s house on a big white horse. Then he saw Adelaide running to the fellow, and as the stranger got down off his mount, Adelaide embraced him and kissed him. Well, Brighty was furious and before he could even think straight, he threw his hatchet right at the fellow. The fellow turned and Blighty’s hatchet hit Adelaide smack dab in her back. Killed her dead on the spot.”

“No! And on her wedding day!” I said. “That’s so terrible!”

“Yup,” Billy went on, “and that stranger was just an uncle Adelaide hadn’t seen in years. A sad story, for sure. But Brighty couldn’t take it back so he ran. Adelaide’s daddy rounded up a mob and they went looking for Brighty. They found him right in this hollow. Rumor has it he was beheaded.”

My heart kind of leapt up into my throat and I scooted over real close to Billy.

“You’re scared, aren’t you?” he said, and he put his arm around me protectively.

“Maybe just a little,” I answered.

He began to roll down the driver’s window. “Just wait until you hear the ghost,” he whispered loudly, “and then see how scared you are.”

As the window went down, I hid my eyes but I could hear the ghost! Out in the cool night and from way down in the hollow came the chilling sound of a hatchet being hit against a tree stump. Shhhwomp tic … shhhwomp tic! Oh my gosh, it was awful!

I threw my arms around Billy’s neck and suddenly he kissed me! It was such the right thing to do, and I momentarily forgot about being so scared.

The next night, I wanted my dad to go out there with me to hear that eerie sound. I wanted to scare him, too. But Daddy suggested we go during the day because “a ghost haunts a place all the time, not just at night.” So we drove out to Hatchet Hollow on a sunny Monday afternoon.

Sure enough, Daddy was right: we could hear the same eerie sound, shhhwomp tic … schhhwomp tic.

“Come on,” Daddy said, “let’s go down there and investigate.”

“Daddy, wait!” I said. “We’ll be killed!”

“Nonsense,” he said, “a ghost haunts places, not people. Besides, I won’t let any ghost hurt my little girl.”

Down the bank we went, deep down into the hollow. In a small stream at the bottom, I could see long pipes running this way and that. The sound was getting louder and Daddy motioned me to where the pipes were attached to a big water pump.

“Here’s your ghost,” he said, smiling. “It’s just this old pump you heard pumping the water out of the stream and then resetting itself.”

I had really thought a ghost lived in that dark hollow, but it was just Billy Granger using an old pump to get himself a kiss! Riding back to the house, I sat silent. My dad would laugh every now and then, but I knew he wasn’t making fun of me.

When I saw Billy at school the next day, he asked me out again for Saturday night, and I agreed. I told him I wanted to hear that ghost again. He smiled as we headed down the highway to that narrow gravel road on our second date. We pulled up and parked and Billy put an arm around me. “Let’s get out and walk a little,” I suggested.

“Are you sure you want to do that?” he asked. “The ghost might come up out the hollow and get us!” And he sort of jerked me as he said it.

I made a little shriek, snuggled even closer to him, and said, “But you’ll protect me, won’t you?”

Billy grinned real big and we got out of his car. As soon as we shut the door, we heard a terrible moaning and groaning coming from down in the hollow. I jumped close to Billy and held on tight.

“Billy, I’m scared!” I said and I could tell he was, too. Just then a huge dark shape rose over a crest in the hilly bank, and we could both hear a mournful cry, “I … want … my … head …. Give … me … my … head!”

It was Billy’s turn to shriek. He turned white as a sheet and fainted right on the spot. I looked down at him in amazement, then I turned back to see the ghost. All I saw was my dad, hunched over with a big, dark blanket wrapped around his shoulders and a huge smile spread across his face. He winked at me and took off into the woods.

When Billy came around, he looked pretty bad. “The g-g-ghost!” he said, and began to scramble backwards on the ground.

“Oh, it’s gone,” I told him. “I scared it away.”

He looked at me funny. “Y-You s-scared it away?”

“Sure.” I said.“A ghost haunts places, not people. Billy, are you feeling okay?”

He suddenly turned from white to red and mumbled something about feeling sick to his stomach.

“Must have been that hamburger I ate for dinner,” he said.

“Guess so,” I told him. “Glad I had the fish.”

He drove me home early that night, but unfortunately, he never asked me out again. And after I saved his life.

Men.



EMILY MOOREHEAD
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