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Chapter 1- Meet Me Jacklyn


Everyone has thing they like.  It can be anything from burping the alphabet to collecting old cheap stamps.  My thing is basketball.


I love the feel of the orange ball.  Grasping it in my hands, ready to make a decent shot.  It is exciting to run back and forth with the basketball and make a few lay ups.  I like to hear the solid sound of the ball hit the ground and echo.  A greater fun thing to do 
is spin the ball around your fingers.


Playing basketball is awesome, but being on a team isn’t on my high list.  I am great at making shots, dribbling, lay ups, and tricks.  The thing I am not so good at is defense.  It is a challenge for me.  So I would rather just play for fun and not be pressured to play.


Usually every year, my father takes me to a Tarheel game.  I have grown up loving the Tarheels.  In North Carolina, I was born in December 1987.  My family wasn’t so wealthy then.  We watched the Tarheels play on our TV.  Now, we usually go to some of their games.  Since I can remember, I have always liked basketball.  


My parents are still married.  Many parents are divorced today.  We are a unique family.  I have an older brother who’ sixteen named Hank.  My parents’ names are Mike and Alice.  Usually my family calls me Jack, short for Jacklyn.  


I got to Lythin Middle School, and am in eight grade.  Next year, I’ll be in ninth grade.  That’s a scary though.  High school, yikes!  My brother, Hank will be a junior next year.


Most of my classes are okay.  I dislike social studies and science.  Sometimes class can be fun, but usually I am bored away by lectures.


My grades are average.  I usually get A’s and B’s.  Rarely, do I get anything below a C.  Math is tough, but I manage.  English and Literature are my good subject I enjoy.  Gym is an easy A for me.


Who cares about school anyway? Only people who study all day long. That wouldn’t be me.  I actually have a life.


Listening to music, playing basketball, hanging out with friends, going to the mall, seeing movies, getting on the internet, and taking long showers are some of my hobbies.  I am not lazy, but then again, sometimes I am.  Just when I want to be.


My mom makes me vacuum, clean all bathrooms, do my own laundry, and get groceries for her.  We live in small town.  So I can just walk to our local supermarket.  I get paid ten dollars a week for my allowance.  I don’t complain even though I hate doing chores.  Somebody has to do them.  Might as well do some of the chores around the house.  Hey I get paid!  I know some kids who don’t even get any money whatsoever for doing chores.

I have realized that some kids don’t have all the money in the world.  They don’t wear the name brands.  That’s cool.  Many of them are nice.


There are other people who are wealthier.  They have a little extra money to spend.  It’s good to use that wisely.  Some busy a few things for themselves, and give to the poor.  Others, just keep it for themselves.


The attitude is just as important.  You can be stuck-up and give to needy people or you can be nice and just not give to the poor.  Either way, you win some you lose some.  There are all sorts of people out there.  You just have to know who they area and acknowledge them.  You never know what can happen.

Chapter 2- Teenage Years Kicking In


I despise homework.  So far, today I have science, math, and health.  My backpack is way too heavy.  The President should make a law on how heavy backpacks can be. 


Micah, my best friend sat next to me on the bus. He started talking to me.  “What are you doing after school?” Micah asked.


“I might play basketball.  You want to play?”


“No sorry Jack.  I have too much homework.”


“Whatever.  I have homework. Blah. Blah. Blah. Excuses, excuses,” I kept saying to annoy Micah.


“Ok.  You want the real truth?”  Micah answered earnestly.


“I am waiting for a call from a dear friend.  And that’s all I am telling you. So shut up,”  he said.  Now,  Micah’s breathing was quicker and shallow.  He was red with anger.  Micah’s blonde hair was shuffled in uncomfortableness.

“But you always play basketball.  You’re not going to let some girl get in the way are you?”


“Yeah!  I like her a lot.  Besides, I don’t want to play today.  Maybe tomorrow.”


I shifted uneasily in my seat and stared out the window as if I knew no one.


Micah ordered, “Now just because I won’t play basketball with you, you’re mad at me?  Ha! You have a short temper.”  He did this often to me.  Micah made me madder, but really was just pulling my leg.


“Quit it, Micah.”  Then I slapped him on his leg.  I started to laugh.  Micah was wincing and acting like he was crying.  “You silly crybaby,” I added.


The bus came up to my stop.  I got off and walked home slowly.  If Micah didn’t want to play basketball with me, I didn’t need him either.


Right when I almost when in, Micah jumped. “Ha.  Ha.  Thought some girl would stop me from playing basketball with my best friend?  I don’t think so!”


I dropped my basketball in joy and ran to get the balls to play.  “Thanks Micah, you’re a true friend.”  He laughed heartily.


“What do you mean?”  Micah answered being modest.


“Don’t be so modest!”


Micah’s long fingers fit on the ball great.  He moved quickly and full of excitement.  His clothes just swayed with him.  Micah looked great playing basketball.  I started to picture him naked.  “Hello?  Is anybody home in there Jack?”


I stared off into space, until I came back to Earth.  “Sorry I was thinking.”  Then, I felt red in the cheeks.


“What were you thinking about?  Why are your cheeks so red? Are you blushing?”



“Quit pestering me.”  My cheeks turned flame red.  “I just got worn out from playing basketball.  You know how it is.  Man! I got to fly.”  I zipped out of there leaving Micah dazed.


Boy, was I close.  What was I thinking?  Whatever, it was, it can’t be true.  At least,  I hope it wasn’t.


I grabbed a snack and watched TV.  My all time favorite show, Golden Girls was on.  I stat down to watch it.


Later that night, I couldn’t get to sleep.  The picture came into my mind – seeing Micah with nothing on.  I soon fell asleep.  It took awhile, but when I did, I felt good.


Beep! Beep! Beep!  My  alarm clock rang like there was no tomorrow.  Turning it off, I decided to sleep an extra ten minutes.  I ended up sleeping an extra twenty minutes verses ten!  I hurriedly put my clothes and brushed my teeth.  I did my hair sloppily and ran out the door with my backpack.  

Micah stood outside dressed neatly and commented, “You’re late today.”


“Shut up pretty boy.”  I said in pure anger.


“Someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed.”  


I bit my lip to keep from saying anything else.  The bus ride to school was quiet.  Usually, we take of many things, but today was different.


“My classes were a drag,” I told Micah at lunch.


“Well, guess what Jack?  I got out of second and third period, because I had to go to a dentist appointment.”  Lucy said eagerly.


Lucy is my best friend too. You can never have too many friends.  Her hair is a light faint blonde to her shoulders.  She is short compared to most eight graders.  Lucy loves to talk, but she is also quiet around Mason a boy she likes.  Don’t tell anyone.


“Micah told me you were late for school.  Now, tell me Jack what’s wrong.  You’ve been Micah and my friend since kindergarten.  What’s wrong?” Lucy demanded.


“Uhhh…..I’d rather not say.  Maybe another time.”  I twiddled with the zipper on my jacket nervously.


“You can tell me.  Okay I know something is up.”  Micah said as he approached us.


“Look!  I don’t even know what is bothering me.  OK? Just leave me alone. I moved to sit alone.  This is better, I thought.  Much better.

When I got on the bus to go home, I looked for a seat away from Micah.  The last thing I wanted to do was to have to talk to Micah about what was bothering me.  All I wanted to do was avoid him.


Unfortunately, Micah had saved a seat already.  I ended up sitting by him and not saying a word.  He tried talking to me, but I didn’t my mouth one bit.


 Constantly, his hand or his arm might have rubbed against me.  I tried to scoot closer, but he didn’t seem to notice.  A whole different side took control of me.  I took deep breaths in and out taking in what was happening.  


After all the confusion, I talked to my mom about it.  I told her all that had happened and how I felt.


“You must have a crush on Micah dear.”


“Mom!  He’s my friend, not my lover.  That would ruin our friendship.” 


“Then forget him.”


“It’s hard though.  I missed my bus, because I slept an entire twenty minutes.”


“Did you go to bed late?”


“No!”


“Then it must be your teenage years kicking in.”


“What?!”


“You’ve just turned fourteen.  You are starting to like boys, you sleep in, and you didn’t have breakfast this morning.”


“Okay, I hear you Mom.  Now stop.”


“I have to go to a meeting hun.  You be good now.”


I heard the door slam and her car leave.  What was I to do?  What do I tell Micah?  How can I ignore such a hot guy?  If I didn’t,  I could still be his friend.  Why is life so complicated?  Life better not get worse than this.

Chapter 3- Jack accepts . . .


I etched the back mark on my desk bigger as Mr. Hoolio jabbed his jaw off about the thirteen colonies.  My brown eyes had circles under them. All my hair was a mess.  Every bone ached for sleep in my body.  My mind stayed intent on what I was to do.


“Jack, what social classes were there in the Southern Colonies?”


“Huh?”


“Jack, I would like to see you after class.”


“What?!,” I stammered.

Man, now in trouble with teachers.  This can’t be me.  My day is going down.  The whole class sucked from there and on.


 I waited for him to talk to me.  “Jacklyn, what is going on?,”  Mr. Hoolio ordered, “you look tired and worn out.”


“Mr. Hoolio, with all do respect, do you really expect me to spill my brains out to you now?  I don’t want to.”


“Well, if you need me, I’m here.”


Now, Mr. Hoolio, Micah and Lucy have bothered me about what is wrong with me.  I tugged at my brownish mouse colored hair.  I can’t talk to Mr. Hoolio, because I don’t feel comfortable with him.  Lucy would laugh and say to get over Micah.  Well, Micah, that’s a whole another ball game to even begin with.  He has to do with my problem.


I came to my next class, science.  Why do the most boring classes have to be next each other on my schedule?


I walked more fiercely and took bigger step.  Each step was determined with anger and full of energy.  My foot stamped with confidence, but at the same time it became unstable.  No one seemed to notice the power I had in myself.  


“Can I borrow a pencil Jack?” Larry asked.


“Why?”


“Cause I don’t got one.  You know how it is.”


“No I don’t.  Now get lost.”


“Jeez, sorry Jack.”


I sat down and started to get my materials.  The seats were filled up like usual.  Mrs. Limes, a tall, slender, older lady with wrinkled skin greeted us, “Hi class!”


“Mrs. Lime can I go sharpen my pencil?” asked annoying Larry.


“Sure sweetie.”


“Look guys, I have a pencil. Ha. Ha!”  


“Why don’t you go back to kindergarten and show all of your dorky friends there?  They might actually want to see it!”  I told him nice and loudly.

“Shut up”  Larry replied as he blushed.  


Mrs. Limes acted like it wasn’t her problem.  I felt good. I had made the whole class laugh.


After class, I ran for lunch.  Today was to be pizza.  School cafeteria food is okay.  They just substitute all sorts of stuff for the real thing. 


“Hey Jack! Sit with us!” hollered Micah.


“We won’t bother you.” Lucy said in a hushed voice.


I blushed and told them thanks.  We talked about school and the latest news.  As I chatted something just couldn’t get off my mind.  I like Micah.  Why I am denying it?  So I felt giddy and special.  He is kind of nice.


I asked Micah, “Have you ever liked something, but never really felt it, so you denied it, but then you realized you liked it?” 


He stared awkwardly at me.  “Yeah Jack, actually I have, why?”


I bit into my pizza.  “Oh just curious.”


After the question, I stared off through the window, out the sky, into space- space in my brain, that had never been discovered.  It was like a whole new world for me- romance.  Tired of thinking what to do, I let go.  That is where it all happened. 


My joyfulness sang a tune without will.  Wow!  Micah had never looked so great in orange till now.


“I like your shirt Micah.  It’s cute.”  I commented.


Micah and Lucy shared scowls and were curious of Jack’s nature.  To them, it was a hint of Jack’s love for Micah.

At the end of the day, Jack had received her test back.  It was negotiable with her parents, but not a good A.  A low C, she had earned on the basic building blocks of matter.  “Damn, why does science have to be so hard?” 


“Jack, it’s all about understanding it.”


“So, huh ace, what did you get?”


“Oh a B.”


 I was stunned right then.  Pause.  When had I started to do worse than Micah?  Weird stuff.


“Sure, whatever.”


“Usually, you do way better than me.  What’s up with that?”


I about said, “All About you,” but of course my conscious mind took over and stopped myself before I did.


“Just stress.”  A white lie.


“That’s no fun.  How about a game of basketball to lower that stress down?”  


I became confused.  Didn’t he have even a slight hint that I liked him more that a friend?


“Maybe.  Dunno.”


“Come on Jack what’s you prob bob?”


I cracked up laughing.  He always used this lingo when I was down.  My body ached for his.  My body moved toward his, but stopped with a fleet of emotion.  He noticed my gestures.  


“You know Micah, I have some homework to do.  Maybe I’ll see you later.”


“Okay.”  He said demised. 


Later during the night, I got cozy under my blankets and snoozed.  Wild vivid dreams appeared in my unconscious mind.  There stood Micah in just his boxers waking up.  His sandy blonde hair was everywhere.  All of his tan body lavished strong muscles and cute little blonde hairs on his legs.  Everything I admired about him was special.  


My night picture went on in expressive love, but when I awoke it left me.  Of course, I knew it was still there.


 Everyday, I get to know Micah a little more and more.  My mind felt devoted to him.  My body became also.  All this, shown through my actions.  It became uncontrollable.

“Ok, Jacklyn.  I’m concerned for you.  What’s with you day dreaming and just failing all subjects?  I mean even Health.  For crying out loud, Health!  This better be good.”


A tear rose to my cheek.  I tried to hide it, but my friend, Lucy had been my friend since I could remember.  I slide my tears out as they came.  Silence.  Her patient eyes showed tenderness and sympathy. 


The truth came out.  


“I have a major crush on someone we both know ell.  Except he is an awesome friend.  I can’t ruin that, but all of me is like in love with him.  Help me!  He’s all I think about.”


Another drop came down from my eye.  “It’s okay, but who?  Who is the one you like?,  asked Lucy.


Drops of pure sadness flue out once more.  “If I tell you, you’ll laugh or blab or just something.”  


“Jack, quit that.  He’s just a boy.  You know damn well, you and our friendship is greater than a boy.”  Her words were immense to me.

“So you’re right.”  I looked at her and nodded.  “Micah.  And that’s the truth.”


“Well, no wonder!,” and Lucy screamed out of happiness.  “Jack, that’s great.”


“Wait! Shut up Lucy,”  and  I approached her solemnly, “he doesn’t know and doesn’t like me.”


“He needs to know.”  After much though, Lucy was right.  I told her I would do so.

Chapter 4-  Jack is Jack


I walked by the gym slowly.  I had walked over and over it before, but his time was tougher.  This is the right thing to do Jack, was all I thought.

Trembling, I gasped at the sight of Micah.  He is so adorable!  I approached him shaking, “Want to talk?”


“Sure, Jack, sit,” he said patting the seat.


I sat.  “You know, I’d prefer to catch a breeze.  Let’s go in the courtyard.”


“Sure.”


We walked together as friends would- one foot in front of the other.  For a second, I admired the chilly air in the relaxing scenery.


“What do you want?”  I stopped him for asking, by pressing a finger to his lips.  For the first time, I had contact with him.


“I like you,” whispering passionately. 


It felt amazing to let him know what I treasured.  I grinned at him.  He smiled back.


I attempted for his hand, he accepted.  He must have liked me enough to do that, I thought.  I turned around and stared into his big blue slate eyes.  They were full of wonders.  At the same time, he looked at my brown hazel eyes it seemed.  We brushed cheeks and sealed our lips for a short while.  This kiss felt good.  He pulled back.

“Micah,” I whispered softly.


“Jack, I don’t know if I am right for this now.”


“But the kiss. . . it felt good right?”


Silence.  We exchanged touch again.  “Yes, Jack it does.”


I hugged him in glee.  Then I started to cry.  He had become my friend to a love in an instant.  How? I feel so weird.  What’s wrong?


The bell rang.  We jumped in shock.  “I must get going Jack.”


“But Micah?”


“I like you. C-ya later.”


I felt disconnected.  Lucy showed up.  I told her what happened and how I felt.


“Moon swings hun.”


“Don’t call me hun, bun.”


“Oh, then don’t call me bun.”


“Whatever.”


We cracked up laughing, “Guess it makes sense with what’s been going on.”


“Yeah thanks Luc.”


“No sweat,” replied Lucy swiftly.


Once we reached band class, she stopped.  I told her in fresh agreement, “This won’t ruin our friendship.”


“Nice to hear it, Jack.”


I flopped the growing band out of my face and started to calm down. I breathed in and counted to ten.  This is ok Jack, you’re just excited.  Whew! Did I feel better!  


I managed to get through the day.  A job it was.  All I could think about was whether Micah liked me or not.


Since Micah lived near me, I decided to leave him alone for the time being.  Perhaps time might help Micah.


When I jumped out of the bath and scrambled some clothes on, I slowly dreamt once I had gone to sleep.  My mind eased into leisure.  Soon my eyes gladly shut their desired selves and never gave a wink till mid-morning.


Saturday, was a rainy one.  They clouds were full of gray and no one was outside except those who wished to be.  I didn’t have a penny to go outside.  I watched television and ate breakfast.


I accelerated to the computer and later actually went outside after the dreary rain came.  I pulled off my yellow-toed-socks and tennis shoes.  Then I slipped my pants legs up and waded through the shallow water.  Yes, the water was dirty, but once can only have fun if they aren’t so precautious.  I waddled out in water on the street and shouted out of joy.  Others who drove by looked at me as if all of me was crazy.  I just gave them a dumbfounded look and stuck my tongue out.  Usually, I went back to my fun.

I soon found thorough fun out of acting like a trapeze was bound under my feet.  Over it, I would walk the walk of an artist.  By a window, stood a  tall boy with blonde shaggy hair.  His eyes were and content.  He smiled at the awkward appearance of this foolish girl.


He stepped outside.  Ran, as fumbling with is shoes and socks. (He needn’t pull up his pants, for he wore shorts.)  Quickly, he had tumbled over Jacklyn.  I was in a state of joy. “Micah?” 


“Yeah?”


“Great to see you.”


Both of us were still atop each other, full of happiness while scared out of our wits.


“I saw you – looked like fun.  Thought I might join you.  Is that bad?”


“Bad?  Not at all. More like awesome.”


They realized that no matter what they did, they really loved each other. This became a feeling.


“Want to play some basketball?,” I asked. 


“Sure, I’ll get the balls,” hollered Micah who had ran off to get them.


“Sweet.”


Micah came back with two large breasts in his shirt.  He ran with jugginses.  I ran up to him and hugged him.  He kissed me on my cheek.  Then, gave me a small peck on the lips while I returned the favor.  He grabbed my hands in reassurance. I felt his passionate want.  He cupped my cheek, then ran his hand toward my shirt.  He went in and caressed me.


“I’m not a lesbian silly,” I said happily.  Micah slipped out his two balls in his shirt.  I took them and imitated two round balls of a boy.  While holding them in, I touched his hair and gave him a smoochie. 

“Silly, I dislike boys,”  Micah replied to my action.  Before you know it, we were both cracking up, laughing on the floor.  We looked like ordinary teenagers, but we were ourselves.  I didn’t worry about what anyone else thought, but Micah.  Everything I did, was natural.  I figured if Micah liked me, he would accept me as me. 
“Would you like to go for a walk?,:” questioned Micah.

“Yeah.”

Hand in hand, equal as ever, we walked in pure excitement.  The walk was mostly peaceful and quiet.  I closed my eyes and tried to keep this memory safe.  I remembered every detail and aspect.  The smoothness of Micah’s voice, his big cupped hand and flirting lips.   I love his nice, caring, funny, intelligent personality and shaggy saggy blonde hair.  His great accent of look when he swishes a basket.

All of this would leave me soon, but how? Unthinkable, but possible.  Just let me have more time with my family and Micah was what I thought.

Chapter 5-  A Sign 

I awoke early on Saturday morning.  The bright sun clamored over the small puffy clouds through my window.  I stared in awe with such peacefulness.
Before you know it, I was out the door dressed lying in the grass. My mom, Alice emerged from the corner of my eye, saying, “Sky is extraordinary.  Isn’t it Jack?”

“Yeah mom.”

“What’s on your mind?”

“Don’t know.”

“Just seems this nice life will end.”


“Sweetie! Don’t be so negative.  It’s great you realize you are thankful for your nice life.”

“Sure.”

“Every kid seems to come across that scary though.  You must discover that your death will come when it’s ready.”

“Haven’t yet.”

“Oh, you will or you will just be mourning in bed.  Well, not all people react that way.”

“Okay,” I replied with a little more tension in my voice.


“If  you need me, I will be making coffee inside.”

“Thanks.”


She came back and stared into my bewildered eyes and repeated, “Anytime you need me, I’m here.”  Off she went, probably feeling a little lighter and eased of troubles.


How long I lay there, I don’t know.  All I know, is that my mere thinking of my death to come was approaching.  My mind buzzed, and my whole body trembled at the thought.  After, I had a reassurance feeling – knowing I would live peaceful like the sun just out setting the clouds.  How glorious it would be to just be larking!  A glorious time it would be.


Lying there, in the sun gave me such a feeling, a feeling of triumph.  No one had to tell me I was a good person at that time.  No one needed to build my self-confidence.  All I needed was nature.  I could depend on myself that very moment.


Only if this feeling could last for eternity.  Forever.  If it were long-lasting, I would be considered part of Mother Nature.  This is when my mind starts to drift to another world.  A world where you only read about in books.


You know how you read an awesome book?  But, then you’re finished with it, you’re like, ‘What do I do next?’ or ‘How can I do this?.’  It is like you want to be that person in the book and do what they did, but its fantasy.


Our world is real.  There is no chance that I could live peacefully as part of nature in this world today.  Well, unless, God made this a miracle, but I doubt it.


After enjoying a nice morning, I felt like chilling out.  So I attempted watch T.V., but my brother was already watching it.

“Dang, how long do you have to watch this T.V.?,” I asked.


“Oh, as long as I like,” Hank quickly said.


“Not, now Hank.”


“Now, yes Jack.”


“Man! Look how big your waist is.  It’s enormous. Get outside.”  I protruded on about Hank’s chubbiness – seems I went too far.


“Leave me alone.”


He took his big enormous hand and slapped me in the belly.


“Like that hurt.  Did not!” Actually, it hurt enormously as how fat he was.  I made fun of Hank some time more and left him to be.  Yet, I know I felt unconfident.  I had rubbed it off some.  Feeling worse was what it was.  So I got off to another task.  I turned up my music and lay in my bed just thinking.  I thought about how it would be never to worry about anything except survival.  Just to live peacefully.  How wonderful it would bee never to have to worry about getting your chores done.  What about homework and growing up?  Wouldn’t matter in my new world.  I know all humans go through things we don’t enjoy.  If we dislike them, why do we do them?  This abstract thinking stretched my mind.  It soon became clear.  I felt unhappy in today’s world.  It felt as if I would never be truly happy.  What I want is to be happy forever.  That’s death though?


My whole body tells me to find a way to live peacefully, without dieing.  It tells me there is a way.  All this just seems like an instinct.  But how?  Should I ignore the feeling like I did to me liking Micah in the beginning?  I slept on my bed thinking just a few more minutes to expand the idea.  I wasn’t ready to share the idea to anybody.  The main part of the idea felt as if it was my fate or destiny.  If someone were to laugh at my future, I wouldn’t be pleased.  It seems like a signal to me or a hint, but how does one live forever happy without dieing?
Chapter 6-  The Sign Becomes Clear

Sunday had passed quickly.  Waking up on Monday, I slowly go dressed.  Slipping on my red Gap shirt, I realized today was special.  My life was more interesting to look forward to.


Getting on the bus with Micah was exciting.  We hadn’t seen each other since our walk and game.


“Hi Micah.”


“Hey there, baby.”


I started to approach him when he said, “You know, your parents are watching you through your living room window.”  Turning my head,  seeing no one there, but blackness.  Right when my head came to its original position,  Micah was in my face.  We were locking lips once more.  “Gotcha Jack.”


“Oh, sure you’re mine, but I got you.”


“Huh?”


“See?  I got you.”  We kissed.  “What if the bus drivers see us?”  I asked worriedly.  


“Oh, let her.”  This time, we tilted our faces and he slipped his tongue into my mouth.  Then he pulled me closer and whispered, “I like you a whole lot.  I know you do too.  Every time I see or think of you, it a great thought and sight.”  He hugged me.


Just as he had done, I pulled him closer to me and said softly, “I like you also.  You’re a nice cute guy.  Just tell me whatever bothers you.  If it’s me or something tell me hun.”


Micah just began to say something, but the bus came.  We got on and found a seat toward the back.  Another eight grader sitting near us said, “Ohh! Look it’s a sweet couple.   What are you going to do hold hands and smooch, smooch, smooch?”


I stared at him.  “Yes we have already.  And what are you going to do, go home and cry to your mom because a bully beat you up or maybe your girlfriend broke up with you?  Wait, you don’t have a girlfriend now do you?”  Feeling superior to him, I turned around and enjoyed my conversation with Micah.


When we arrived at school, Lucy was waiting for us.  “Hey Lucy!”


“Hi guys.”


“You look sad.”


“Mrs. Millen has said she’ll be retiring soon.”


“Oh she is mean anyway.”  Micah commented.


I slapped Micah.  I whispered to him. “That’s her favorite teacher smart one.”


“Oh, sorry,” he stammered to me.

“I’m sorry Luc.  You guys are great friends.  She has been there for you and you’ve been there for her.  You have shown Mrs. Millen the joy of life.  Maybe you could keep in contact with her.”  My voice faded as Lucy ran away into her place.  Lucy has a hideout where she stays when we wants to be alone.  No one knows where it is except Lucy, Micah, and me.  

Whenever she goes there, you don’t want to mess with her.  Trust me, we’ve learned from past experiences.  

Classes weren’t too bad that day.  In fact, Lucy became happier at the thought of Mrs. Millen and her keeping in touch.

My life was happy at the time and still is.  Micah and I continue to see each other and do more.  We like each other very much so.  The question for me is, what do I do next?  What is to come?  This life is just not exciting.  I want to have an adventure.  I would love to be wild and free.  

This life is silly.  So what, making out with Micah or cheering Lucy up or listening to Mr. Hoolio drone on about the Constitution?  Who cares?  I want to be surprised every second.  This whole feeling hit me when I was in alone in my backyard just staring at the sky.  I was realizing that the whole essence of life seemed silly.

Chapter 7-  It all starts here
The morning had a smell of  a fresh scent.  A scent I’ve never smelled before full of aptitude.  The smell wasn’t the morning dew, but my pant of life being removed.  So what was to happen now?  How was I supposed to be living happy, when happy for me is being wild and free, with no point to life?
At that moment, I knew my goal was to be me.  Nothing else.  I tried to think of a way that I could be free.  Not the kind of free, where you can go to school, choose to do this, and so on.  The kind of feeling where you know that is all you want to.  Like swim in the summer or play basketball all day.  It’s like that, but more serious.  I want to be able to expierence this forever.  Not to have to worry about homework or chores.  If you are free, you can be wild.

Slowly as my mind processed my feelings into thoughts, I started for my first class.  My body fell into the chair as I was still processing.  Micah, whom had almost the exact classes as me,  neared me.  He sad adjacent to me.  

“What’s up?”  He motioned first.


I stared into his blue eyes trying to think how to tell my closest friend.  I couldn’t.  At least, not now.  “Nothing much.”


“Same here, but you look perplexed!”


“I am not confused.”  I took a deep breath.  “Ok, so maybe so, but I don’t feel like saying anything till I give it more thought.”


Micah placed his hand on my  shoulder.  “It’s ok Jack.”  He grinned at me and walked away.


The day passed over through a blur.  My mind was only focused on my dream.  In fact, the whole week was a blur.  How I managed to get a thing done, don’t ask, but I did.

On Friday night, I sat on the curb with my head not as jumbled as it was on Monday.  Yet again, Micah walked up, but I said, “What’s up?”


“Nothing,” Micah replied.


“Okay,” I repeated.  Micah clued in, now was my time.


“Look.  Sorry, this week has been weird for me.  Let me explain.  I don’t know when, but at sometime something hit me hard and fast.  I knew it was a mix of feelings.  This whole week and in the past weeks, I’ve thought it thru.  This might sound wacko.”  I took a deep breath.  Micah smiled as he waited.


“I don’t want to have to do homework or chores.  I don’t want to worry about thing.  I would love to have peace in my life.  I wish the future didn’t matter.  But. . . it does in this world.  I don’t know where, but in some place else, you can be free of tangles and live wild with fun.  This is what I’ve been feeling.”  I stared into Micah’s blue eyes, once again when I search for love.  Micah grasped my hands and kissed me gently.


“Oh, Jacklyn.  You’re amazing.  I can see this is important to you.  I will help you in anyway.  I also can see you’ve thought a great deal.  Relax.  We’ll find a way for the special feeling to come alive.  It seems it’s like your destiny almost.  More like your future and your life’s reason to live.  Let me help you discover the feeling.”


I stood up just as Micah did.  He hugged me.  I accepted and held on to him.  Tears flew down my cheek.  He’s so nice and sweet!  I felt his chest rise, while then I moved my hand to his muscles, and switched it to feel his stomach.  I felt him do just as I did to reassure and comfort oneself.  We locked lips and said goodnight as we walked our way home.


I went to sleep that night.  There was not way I could bear the feelings any longer.  I still slept, but just as nothing mattered, only me to be wild.  I felt a message, not a feeling.  It was to happen tomorrow.  I would become free and wild with nature.  That was the message.  How?  I don’t know, but the message was, that the feeling would occur at that time.

Saturday morning, I woke up with a fresh start.  I had an idea, a clue to lead me there.  I grabbed my clothes, put them on and did a little with my hair.  Then, I ran for breakfast.  Outside, was where I went and running to Micah’s house.  I rang his doorbell.


The door opened showing a short plump middle aged lady, “Hi Jacklyn.  Can I help you?”


“Yes, please Mrs. Owens.  Is Micah home by any chance?”


“By golly yes! Micah!” She yelled.


Out popped my man.  “Be home for dinner.  Be careful.  Bye lovely,” rushed Micah’s mom.


“So?” he asked.


“I need to find a way to belong with nature.”


“Wait Jack.  I thought this was going to be awhile till we did something about it.”


“I can’t live this way any more.”


Micah looked at me.  He really stared at me.  Micah looked at the real me.  His lips curved into a smile that reached his eyes.  “Ok, Jack, but how?”


“Belonging to nature.”


“You mean be apart in nature as in be a plant or animal?”


“Yes.”  I replied firmly.


“Impossible.”


I grabbed Micah’s hand.  “I am going to let it happen.  I barely know what I’m saying, but Micah it happens.  I have no idea how.”


“When?”


“What I mean is, last night the message came.  It’s today when the feeling comes true.  Hasn’t yet, but will soon.  I don’t know Micah.”


“Oh.”  His eyebrows raised and Micah felt the pain I felt.  He grabbed my hand just as I had reached for his. 


The time was so fast, how we understood.  This would be our last day together.  It was worth my freedom and wildness.  I told Micah to meet me at the same place (the street separating out houses) in an hour.  I went back to my house and thought.  For now, the feeling would need to wait.


I made sure my family was to stay home.  First, I threw most of my private belongings away that I wanted no one to see. I went up to my brother.  “Hi!,” I called.


“Hey Jack.  What do you want?”


“You’re going to a chess tournament tomorrow right?”


“So?”


“Well good luck.”


“Why?”


“Cause you’re my brother and I want you to know I’ll always love you.”


He hugged me.  “You’re not so bad for a sis.”  To me, it meant his love was returned.


I then, approached my father.  “Hey dad.”


“Hi sweetie.”


“So how are you?”


“You know – stressed.”


“Yeah.”


“You?”


“Just Jack.  I hope you feel better dad.  Maybe we should take a family vacation or do something really fun.  You could get off work for awhile.  Well, love you dad.”  I gave him a hug. 


“Love you too Jack.  Bye, bye.”


He was off already and a tear spread my face.  But it was too late for that.

Next, was to my mom.  “Oh, hi Jack.”


“Hi mom.”


“How are you?”


“Good. And you?”



“Fine.”


“You’ve done a nice job of raising me and Hank, you know? Amazing, splendid job.”


“Why, thank you and your father.”


“And most of all I love you a bunch.”  She hugged me tight just as my dad and Hank had done.  


“I love you too Jack.”


The hour was up and I went to the street to meet Micah.

Chapter 8-  Goodbye, but Hello
There was Micah, just standing.  He looked like he had been bursting to say something forever.  

“Jack!  I know how.  You can do it.  Follow me.”  Micah grabbed my hand and pulled me.  My legs went as fast as he went.
“Where are we going?”  I asked.

“Jack, this’ll work.  You need to relax.  We’re going to Lox Hill.”

“Lox Hill? But that’s-”

“Yes, Jack, it seems a rumor, but it lies only about a half a mile from our neighborhood.”  

“But there is no way.”

“Look, Jack.  Just trust me.”

I bit my lip to hold my words in.  It would happen.  Micah must’ve done some fast thinking.

Twenty minutes later, after passing our row of streets, school, little shopping area, and more roads we were in so called, “Lox Hill.”

Micah sat signaling for me to also.  I sat.  Lox Hill was beautiful.  Surrounding us, hills of green grass and shady places to lie.  The yellow sun shone brighter than ever and the animals were very excited.  The birds sang louder than usual.  It couldn’t have been a better day.  I breathed it all in heavily as my mind became relaxed.

Soon my focus came to Micah’s directions.  “Jack, you must picture the animal you wish to be.  Focus and forget this world.  Then while focusing, you must lie down and let your mind drift.  Finally, after a straight period of time, it can happen only if you truly are worthy so.”

“How does this work?”
“I found this enchantment in an old book of mine.  You must hurry.  And the heavens above the clouds decide.  Yet, it seems nonsense to us, but its just wisdom.”

He stared at me knowing it was time to depart.

“We leave each other here.  I mustn’t stay.”

“Thank you, Micah.  I love you so much.  You’re the greatest.”

“I love you also.  I’ll never forget you.  Visit me, when you take shape.  Good luck.”

Micah hugged me so tight that I had to let go.  He was gone before the wave of a hand.

I sat for a moment, just saying goodbye to Micah, Hank, my mother and father, friends, and America.  I then placed my mind on my new life to come.

I wanted to become a hawk.  My thoughts came . . . soaring in the hectic wind, fleeting snow, sweltering sun, dark clouds, and over high roofs, tiny cars with little midgets in them, beyond trees, other birds and prey.  I would eat little worms, tiny bugs, maybe midgets’ food, and millions of other stuff.  And there I go, with a flock, perhaps if I discover friendly friends.

I lay down on the soft matting grass and just dreamt.  My wings outstretched as I clean them and prepare to fly south or maybe meet another hawk, just could be a male.  I knew this was difficult and challenging, but I would be safe, free, and daringly wild!  My mind had began to get rid of the feeling and develop into and actual happening.  The even would have to happen.  

Before you know it, I felt my head pull into Earth hard.  Slowly my head felt lighter and easier to carry.  Then my hands were outstretched as my body flew up.  It stayed in the air and light came out of all my body transforming.  My head was now fluffy with a bright orange beak to add.  The eyes of my head were now a bright green.  Slowly my arms and hands were smaller – now wings.  My legs began to feel like tiny sticks – which were now also orange.  My body flashed with a bright light and became twice as small with brown curly feathers everywhere.
A great voice echoed, “You are free now little one.  As once you were know by Jacklyn, we now name you Eager.  You are motivated always and surprise us often.  Good luck in this new world for you.  Your friend, Micah is brave and wise as we have noticed.  Do not forget him. Bye.”

The voice had fled.  My wings just flapped just as your legs step, but now my wings were much lighter and it only took me one time to learn to fly.

Out through Lox Hill, I flew and flew gracefully.  Out, and in I would come remembering all and smiling down at my great haven, for I, Eager am free.

