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INTRODUCTION

Love. It’s what young women think about most. Like finding and keeping good friends, sorting and sifting with Mom and Dad, playing with a favorite pet, and entering the exciting but uncertain world of romance. In Chocolate for a Teen’s Heart, women and girls from all walks of life share their own true stories of first love, heartbreak, happiness, and gratitude for all the different kinds of lasting love in their lives.

At no other time is it more important to have the reassurance that we are 

not alone than in our teen years. They are sometimes difficult, filled with bittersweet but often delicious longing and hope for a special romantic love and friends with whom we can share our deepest secrets. These true tales — whether they are about the agony of waiting for an invitation to the prom, the ecstasy of first love, the recollection of our most embarrassing moment, or the unexpected twists and turns of friendships — capture the emotional roller coaster we all face as teenagers. These storytellers will warm your heart as they reveal how they tested boundaries, pushed the limits as far as they could go, and ultimately learned to cherish those things they hold most dear.

Share these pages with friends and family, one at a time, or all at once. They will serve 

as a road map as you seek love and happiness in your own life. Funny and poignant, sweet and delicious, Chocolate for a Teen’s Heart will have you laughing and crying as you read each storyteller’s journey, and cheering as she ultimately comes out on top.
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MUDDY KISSES
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My boyfriend, Alex, and I have this ongoing argument about kissing. The other day he overheard me gossiping with a friend about her first kiss. At one point, I had asked her, "Did he kiss you, or did you kiss him?" I considered it a rather normal question for the situation. Alex, on the other hand, had been absolutely floored.

"What’s the difference?" he demanded of me 

later. I attempted to explain, but it didn’t work at all. Then I tried to tell him how it was a complicated process that, being a guy, he just couldn’t understand. He didn’t seem to like that answer either and has been bugging me about it ever since.

Today, Alex and I went on a picnic in a little park in the hills. It was the first genuinely 

sunny day we’ve had in a long time, and he and I were not the only ones out enjoying it. We sat at a table in the shade of a big oak tree. Our table overlooked a muddy green field where about six big guys were roughing out a game of football. For a while, we amused ourselves with watching them.

It was a very loud and animated game. At one point, the 

rowdiest of the guys leapt up to grab the ball and landed flat on his back in a huge hole of mud. Everything was quiet for a moment. Then with a sudden burst of hysterical laughter, he threw his arms back into the mud and began smearing it all over himself.

I was aghast. "Why in the world did he do that?" I wondered aloud. The guy was now back up and in the game, completely covered in brown muck.

"What do you mean?" Alex asked, looking at me as though I had questioned 

why the sky was blue. "Haven’t you ever played contact sports after it has rained?"

"Well, yes, but if I ever 

landed in a mud puddle, I wouldn’t roll in it just to make sure it got everywhere." I was shocked at such an absurd idea. "Why?" I asked, a thought suddenly popping into my head. "Would you?"

There was a long pause while Alex 

pondered the question seriously. "Well," he finally responded in a slow, patient voice, "it’s kind of like your kissing thing."

BRIANNA MAHIN-AYRES
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Infatuation is fleeting desire — one set
of glands calling to another.
ANN LANDERS






QUITTING TIME
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The social rules at St. Joseph’s seemed pretty simple. If you were sick of your boyfriend, you told him, "It’s quits." Of course, the very same thing could happen to you if your boyfriend became sick of you. Once you had been "quitted," you assumed the role of tragic heroine of the week in your group of girlfriends.

Some weeks, it was almost a contest to see whose heart was most 

broken. Still, recovery from these breakups tended to be relatively quick. My cousin Kate — two years and six months older than I — loved to inform me that things would get more complicated once sex came into the picture. She was as much a virgin as I, but she knew lots about relationships from reading all the magazines in her mom’s hair salon.

I officially entered 

the dating scene the week before Easter break. Somewhere around Holy Thursday or Good Friday, I fell madly in love with Jay Cilentello. I couldn’t stop thinking about him — even checked our astrological compatibility in Kate’s Cosmo guide. I had already made my feelings clear on the class grapevine when I received a note on torn loose-leaf from Jay asking me to go out with him. Even though it was understood that most of us were not really allowed to go out on real dates, having a boyfriend definitely made lunchtime and recess more exciting. I sent back my "Yes" on the back of the note, signing my name inside of a heart to signify my commitment. I looked at his unusually clear face as he read my response and blinked at him, since I could not wink.

Jay and I started dating at school. We held hands under the tables in the library, had 

long, serious talks at recess, and exchanged relatively dry kisses during slide shows in the science lab. Almost all of my girlfriends were happy for me. Sarah Cunningham even said that she thought Jay and I made a really cute couple. This was the ultimate compliment. The only person who made rude comments was Jennifer Grant, who, with her perfect, long blond hair and position as leader of our grade’s most powerful clique, often looked and acted like the villain in a television after-school special.

One morning I overheard her saying that Jay was using me because I was easy. It’s hard to shake off those kinds of words, even when you’re still a virgin. I went up to Jennifer after social studies class and told her that she’d better stop talking trash about me — or else. I’d never really fought anyone before, but I figured I’d probably be able to at least pull out some of her hair if the need arose. Seemingly unimpressed with my threats, Jennifer pranced off without saying a word. The two girls who served as her lackeys followed her down the hall giggling and whispering behind their hands.

"You need a makeover," Kate said 

over the phone that evening, between crunches of her carrot and celery snacks. "It will boost your confidence and help you learn to deal with complex social situations." Kate believed in salvation in the form of "before and after" photos. Not having any better ideas, I ran over to her house to see what changes she was proposing. I started to lose my nerve when I saw all the pages she had torn out from her collection of magazines. After all, the idea was to show that I was not easy. Kate promised that I would look sophisticated, not trampy. She also told me all the tips she knew on how to keep a man. Over the previous several months, Kate had collected about thirty pages on this one topic alone.

The next morning I followed Kate’s prescription to the 

letter. I had even let her trim my hair a little and fixed it in the style we had seen on three cover girls. More important than the physical transformation was the new set of principles I had absorbed from the advice in the "problem page" of various magazines. I was going to be a new woman — smart, carefree, independent. As I walked into homeroom, the first thing I saw was Jay talking to Jennifer. Their conversation was intense. I could tell by the way she kept pushing her hair behind her ears — and the way his eyes followed her as she did. I refused to ruin my new eyeliner and held my tears as I walked over to my desk. I pretended not to see them, which worked out fine since they didn’t seem to notice me.

As the first morning bell rang, we all sat in our 

seats and waited for our teacher to address us. She came in the room and called on Jennifer, who was still whispering to the girl behind her.

"Jennifer, would you like to share whatever is so important with the whole class?" said 

Ms. Carey.

"Oh excuse me, Ms. Carey," said Jennifer with eyes open wide and guiltless. "I was 

just wondering why she had so much makeup on." I hung my head when I realized that she was me.

The class giggled. Of course. Two idiot boys in the back row stomped their feet. It took another ten minutes just to finish roll call. I kept staring at my desk trying to hide my red face. This was social homicide. I had just dropped down on the popularity scales to the ranks of nose pickers and farters. Unfair, but true.

I heard a familiar masculine cough, and 

finally looked up, thinking that maybe a little comfort was forthcoming. I raised my eyes just in time to see Jay across the room mouthing the words, "It’s quits." So much for Cousin Kate’s magazines, the new eyeliner, and attitude with a capital "A" — I knew this was going to hurt for a while.

BRIDGET LOPEZ
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HOOF-IN-MOUTH DISEASE
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Two years ago in Los Angeles I met my college roommate for the first time. There she was standing at the curb near our dorm: tall, slender, with long dark hair, looking absolutely perfect. And there I was: sweating in the unfamiliar heat, standing next to my mother with her tear-drenched face, an array of disorganized luggage at my feet. My roommate was from Southern California, but she looked like she’d just stepped out of an Amazon forest with her exotic good looks, and I could barely peel my sticky, flattened hair off of the side of my face.

As we sat in our room and looked through her modeling portfolio, my pictures from 

back home of my family and friends began to wane in importance, taking on a rather dull existence on the edge of my desk. I looked at pictures of her acting and theater performances, and my dreams of being a screenwriter did not seem so fantastic anymore, since I had nothing to show for them. My roommate told me she had a boyfriend in town and that she’d be spending evenings at his house, but would check in with me during the day to say hi and do some studying.

He had lots of money and 

took her to the finest restaurants and nightclubs in L.A. My nights were filled with lounging around with girls in the dorm, spending time on the Internet, and if I was lucky, watching a good movie. Her stories of meeting celebrities in VIP rooms and being whirled around in a world of fine food and beautiful people produced in me a subconscious yearning for her life.

Sometimes we’d drive around in her brand-new maroon Jetta, since I didn’t have a car. During these times together, I couldn’t help but feel that she was somehow on this higher plane, and I kept forgetting that she was my age.

She drove 

me to a dentist appointment one day, and she looked so confident. Her hair blew in the breeze as she held her arm out the window and put her pencil-thin leg up on the seat as she careened around the streets with familiarity. She blew me a kiss goodbye after dropping me off, reminding me of a famous movie star.

Many times I’d find five of her friends laughing and 

talking when I’d come into our room. I would leave or sit at the computer and work online. She tried to incorporate me into conversations, but they were "drama people," I thought, and I didn’t understand them.

Over the weeks, her 

"niceness" was just too much for me. Near as I could tell, she knew everyone on campus, and they all loved her. Her amount of greatness seemed to equal the measure of my loneliness and anxiety about being in this foreign land of Los Angeles. Her boyfriend was also too perfect. He had the good looks of an actor and treated her really well. He was in love with her, and I was green with envy.

On a particularly hot, sweaty day in mid-September, I had just flunked the first test of 

my entire life and received a "C" on a paper I’d spent the whole night before writing and editing. I was in the worst mood ever and grateful for some time alone in our room. When the phone rang, I debated whether to answer it, since it was usually for her. I paused for a second then got it in case I’d won the lottery, or it was Leonardo di Caprio finally responding to the fan mail I’d sent him.

My best friend from home was calling. What a relief! Finally to hear a familiar voice. I 

missed her so much, and we immediately drowned in the comfort of each other’s woes. I shared with her my horrible day and how I’d barely made any friends. As I went on and on, my situation seemed to get more pathetic, and I looked over at my roommate’s pictures of all of her friends, and began to get even more envious of her. My life seemed to really be in the depths of doom, while my roommate had everything going her way.

I began to talk about her. I don’t know if it was to make me feel 

better, or just because I was so jealous, but I went on a whole tirade about how I couldn’t stand my roommate. I told my friend that my roommate was stupid, phony, and fake, and that she couldn’t even act (I had never actually seen her act). Nothing could stop me, and it seemed like I just kept on reeling off terrible nonsensical things about her and her boyfriend.

Suddenly I was startled by a rustling sound in the upper bunk. To my horror, I turned and saw my roommate coming down from her bed. I dropped the phone and began to gasp, knowing that she’d heard my every negative word. Her face had a look of dark despair from the hurt I’d inflicted. My heart sank. I had never felt so guilty, horrible, and disgusting in my entire life. She tearfully whispered, "I have to go to class," and ran out of the room. She had obviously been napping up in her bed, and I hadn’t seen or noticed her thin body up against the wall.

I spent the whole day crying and drowning in my own misery and guilt. I couldn’t 

believe how badly I’d put my foot in my mouth! There was nothing I could say or do to make her listen to me after that day. I wrote her a five-page letter and put it in her desk, knowing that she’d probably never read it. I immediately volunteered to move out and quickly made myself invisible to her and her friends. I became reclusive, hanging out with only one other person.

Since then, my old roommate and I have never talked and have never so much as 

exchanged glances. If we see each other coming across campus, we usually just both walk in opposite directions.

Now, as I sit here in my Level One acting class nearly two years later, trying to learn the basic tenets of the skill, I reflect back and ask myself, Who was I actually talking about on the phone that fateful day — her or me? I’ve discovered the hard way that when I see things in others I don’t like or find fault with, they are only reflections of the negative things I don’t like about myself.

When I think of this experience now, the word karma comes to mind — the 

law of cause and effect from our actions in a lifetime that produce favorable or unfavorable results in the future. If it’s remotely possible that we have more than one life, I think I’ve burned off one hundred years of negative karma in working through this one!

I’m not the same person I was two years ago. What I do now is say only good things 

about other people. It always puts them in a better light, and it gives me peace of mind — something I missed dearly during the last couple of years while recovering from "hoof-in-mouth" disease.

KIMBERLY BIRKLAND
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THE SUMMER OF THE
BLUE BOMBER
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On the first day of summer vacation, I approached the stone steps of Porter Convalescent Center with a mixture of trepidation and excitement. The Saturday before, I had attended junior volunteer orientation there. Now I was a full-fledged "Cheery Blossom." I straightened my bright pink smock and marched inside. I felt like Florence Nightingale, striding into battle to heal and hearten the troops.

The volunteer director assigned me to 3 South. As we rode the rickety elevator, she explained that this was a long-term care unit. Most of its patients would never go home. My stomach lurched as we opened the door to 3 South. The stench of urine and Lysol overwhelmed me. The head nurse, Ms. Ticknor, was less than welcoming.

"Sit in there and 

don’t get underfoot until I see what I can do with you," she said, nodding to a conference room.

Half 

an hour passed before Ms. Ticknor and another nurse came in and flopped at the table.

"You," she said, 

glaring at my nametag, "Kathy, is it? Go down to 311 and see what Miss Blume wants."

The other nurse 

laughed. "Have mercy, Tick! Don’t send the kid in to the Blue Bomber."

I stopped. "The Blue Bomber?"

They laughed.

"Just duck when you go 

in," Ms. Ticknor said. "And don’t take anything she says personally. Just see what she wants and get out."

The light over 

311 flashed ominously. I knocked timidly. When no one answered, I pushed open the door. A silver pitcher barely missed my head as it smashed into the wall, splattering water and ice.

Miss Blume was smaller than me. Blueberry-tinted hair 

fanned her head like an ancient string mop. She uttered every curse word I had ever heard as she scrambled about for something else to throw.

"Whaddya want, girlie?" she screamed. "Where’s Ticknor? Don’t stand there staring, 

get out of here!"

I can’t say exactly what came over me, but I suddenly felt very angry — angry with 

Ms. Ticknor, angry with Miss Blume, and especially angry with Florence Nightingale for misleading me in her biographies. Everything I’d learned at orientation about communicating with the patients left my mind.

"It’s no big thrill for me to 

be in here, either," I said.

My words shocked me. I was about to apologize when something strange 

happened. Miss Blume stopped shouting. She stopped scrambling and looked straight at me. Then she laughed. She laughed and laughed and laughed.

"Come here, girlie," she said at last. "Come here, you sassy thing."

I shuffled to her bedside and tried not to cringe when she pressed her gnarled hand over mine.

"I . . . I came to see what you want," I stammered.

Miss Blume snorted. "What I want, you can’t get me, 

girlie. I suppose I just wanted Ticknor to come in so I could aggravate her. No sense in feeling aggravated if I can’t pass it on."

I smiled. "Want some more ice water?"

Miss 

Blume smiled back. Her eyes twinkled. I cleaned up the water and brought a fresh pitcher of ice water into 311. I was surprised to see that Miss Blume had made an effort to tame her hair.

"Want me to fix your hair?" I asked.

She shrugged. "It’s not fixable."

I took a brush from her drawer and worked the blue strands into a modified 

French braid. I found a scarf in her locker and tied it on the end of the braid. I propped up the mirror on her bed table. She stared at herself for a moment, then at me.

"Not bad," she said. "What’s your name?"

"Kathy."

"What are you, about 

thirteen?"

"I’ll be fourteen next month."

She grunted. There was a long silence.

"Want me to read to you?" I asked, picking up an old gardening magazine.

She grabbed it from me.

"Some fool volunteer left that," she said, throwing it off the bed. "Do I look like Old 

MacDonald? What do I know from gardening?"

I laughed. I looked around the dingy room. There were no 

photographs. The only visible personal item was a small, exquisite silver clock. Who was Miss Blume? I wondered.

"I used to read," Miss Blume was saying. "Read a lot of novels."

I thought about the novel I 

was reading from my summer list.

"I can bring one," I offered. ‘It’s kind of — well, kind of bad in parts. It’s 

Catcher in the Rye. Do you want me to bring it tomorrow?"

"Yeah, sure, if you want," Miss Blume 

said. But she didn’t sound like she believed that I would.

Throughout the rest of the summer, Miss Blume 

and I laughed and cried our way through Catcher in the Rye. Miss Blume chuckled out loud at teenager Holden Caulfield’s attempts to survive in an adult world. She clucked over his profanity and cheered his concern for his little sister, Phoebe.

In between chapters, Miss Blume shared some of herself. I learned that she had 

never married. She worked her adult life as a salesclerk in a department store. The rest of her time had been spent caring for her mother. After her mother died, the previous year, Miss Blume had sold their house and furnishings to finish paying for her mother’s funeral and medical bills. That did not anger her. What did upset her was that just after she paid the last bill, she was diagnosed with terminal cancer.

We finished Catcher in the Rye during my last week at Porter. Mom and I 

had decided I would not volunteer during the upcoming school year, since it was my freshman year at high school and I had a lot of adjustments to make. It was hard saying goodbye to Miss Blume. She patted my cheek and asked me to come back during winter break. I promised I would. Even Ms. Ticknor hugged me and said how much she would miss me.

By October, 

I had become so immersed in high school life that Porter seemed a vague memory. Then one evening Ms. Ticknor called. She asked if I could come to see Miss Blume. It sounded urgent.

Miss Blume looked smaller than ever. I had to 

get very close to hear her voice.

"I didn’t want to wait till winter break," she said. Her eyes still twinkled. "I 

want you to take this clock. It’s the only thing I kept of Mom’s. I don’t want old Ticknor to get it."

I 

swallowed hard. The clock barely filled the palm of my hand.

"I’ll treasure it," I said.

Miss Blume put her hand on mine.

"Thanks," she whispered. "You and Phoebe and Holden made all the difference."

I left Porter with the clock tucked in my coat pocket. As I walked to Dad’s car, 

the clock’s muffled ticking reminded me of the fragility of life. I thought ahead to next summer, and wondered if I would be lucky enough to encounter another Blue Bomber.

KATHLEEN M. MULDOON
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SOUL REVIVAL
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The wind was so raw that we kept moving so our hands and feet wouldn’t go numb. Gusts whipped sideways the giant wreaths connected to lampposts above our heads and forced the town to huddle closer together. In spite of the weather, everyone grinned in anticipation of the Wake Forest Christmas Parade.

The crowd lined the streets four and five people deep. The smaller kids who came with us had hatched a secret plan on the ride over and vowed to fill their pockets full of candy thrown from the floats. When they heard the distant tiny sounds of Christmas music, they wormed their way to the curb. My girls, like any decent teenagers, moved away from me and pretended not to know me.

The leader of the parade was a twenty-piece band from the Lilly Parks Christian School. 

They played "Oh Come All Ye Faithful." After them, future ballet stars from Miss June’s Dance Academy performed a jerky Hokey Pokey. Tiny sweatsuit-clad dancers all moving to their own steps. None of them in time to the music. A collective "Ahh" gently sounded through the crowd.

Solemn Boy Scouts in full uniform marched by. The older boys’ eyes said they 

would rather be anywhere else hanging out and acting cool. A younger scout reached our spot and threw all his candy high in the air. He was almost trampled by hordes of candy-grabbing kids.

Junior Miss Wake Forest rode by and regally 

surveyed her kingdom in a Corvette convertible. Following close behind was Miss Teen Wake County. Lovely little snow queens with big hair, tiaras, and blue eye shadow, all wrapped up in thick, white fur coats. Their practiced waves had lost some pep by the time they reached us.

The Wake Forest High School band marched by and their knees threatened to 

touch the sky. A methodical drill team waved red and black flags, as baton twirlers in their shorts and tights threw, whirled, and spun around. The band played "Joy to the World," their faces screwed up with concentration. Their black and red uniforms made them look like life-size toy soldiers.

The Centerville City Car Club was six old men in ancient cars that 

snaked along with back seats filled with children hanging out the windows — grandkids, church kids, and probably a few borrowed neighborhood kids.

Keystone Kops on minibikes chased a striped prisoner around and around in circles. 

Countless sparkling floats were loaded down with red-and-green-clad employees and their families. The fire department’s new engine was covered with Santas, and when the driver blasted his horn, one brave Santa climbed down the side ladder.

Drums as loud as thunder made the first row of onlookers step into the street and 

crane their necks to see where the sound was coming from. Two tall African-American teenagers marched toward us carrying a black-and-gold banner, which read "Helping Friends Mission." The flag bearers behind them were dressed in silky black suits, with long capes and enormous top hats. They carried five-foot-long poles topped with gold flags and pumped their legs high in the air as they furiously waved their flags. They reminded me of dazzling dancers from the Mardi Gras parade.

The music of the 

group consisted of twenty drummers, who pounded their instruments so hard I thought the sides would burst. Between those groups was a dance troupe. Black girls aged ten to eighteen dressed in halter tops, and black hot pants, with gold sequins dotting their entire bodies.

A woman in a leather jacket to my left said, "There go my tax dollars. They can 

dance, but not work."

Her companion replied, "They sure don’t look like they have missed any meals to me."

My girls made their way to my side when the comments got nastier.

"Who is responsible for this?" the woman asked.

A slightly overweight girl of about eleven danced 

closest to us. Her hair was piled high with gold studs woven into a mass of braids. A man in front of me held up his half-eaten hot dog and shouted, "Hey girl! I’m finished with this. You want it?" She beamed at him as his children doubled over with laughter.

Disgusted with the comments, I told my girls, "Let’s go," and started to leave when 

I saw the other dancers part as the girl moved toward the center of the street. The drummers began a song with a slower beat. All the other dancers stopped. The girl smiled at the people and walked in a circle. She held her arms above her head and began shaking her hips. When she began rapid leg movements and elaborate hand gestures, she all but merged with the music. Her thick braids swung and snapped in the sunlight. She became a blur of black, gold, and light.

The drums got louder until I 

could feel the beat on my skin. The crowd fell silent as this perfect creature the color of onyx transported us to an ancient time when melting one’s soul with the beat of a drum was holy. Her movements seemed effortless, the smile never left her face, but I noticed she was shiny with sweat, and her eyes shone bright with determination. It wasn’t an angry dance, but a dance that said, "I am beautiful. Watch me. Just watch me."

When she finished her dance, the girl bowed first to one side of the street, then 

turned and bowed in our direction. The whole street was silent as the girl resumed her place in line. Then the crowd exploded with applause. They jumped, clapped, and shouted, "Yes! Yes!" The girl turned and smiled again at the man who had offered her his hot dog and moved on down the street.

My heart pounded in my brain. I barely remembered the rest of 

the parade or when we walked back to the car. That was the bravest thing I had ever witnessed. My youngest was quiet until the car warmed, and then she said, "Mama, when I grow up, I want to be a dancer."

LEIGH SENTER

[image: ]

 

I have come to understand that every day
is something to cherish.
KERRI STRUG
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OUR TEACHERS COME
IN MANY FORMS

‘The most beautsfl thing i the world s, recisely,

the conjunction of learning and inspiration.

WANDA LANDOWSKA
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