Chapter Nine: The Emergence of the Ardedrons





	After we got her calmed down, C.C. informed us that Hilel was, in fact, his name.  They had been best friends since they were two years old.  In the sixth grade, they had decided to be "boyfriend and girlfriend."  But it only lasted 10 days.  They never even kissed each other.  C.C. said that Hilel told her it was too weird, having been friends for so long.  She was determined to win him back, and was about to act on it when her family had to move.  "I can't stand it!" she said.  "I really do love him!  But now, there's nothing I can do about it."


	"Can't you like, write to him or something?  Or is he, like, Amish or something?" Brittany inquired.  I hit her one more time, this time really hard.  C.C. just smiled.


	"No, he's not Amish.  It's just that, it wouldn't be the same.”  She looked down.  “And his family's s'posed to move pretty soon, too.  I don't think I can deal with a long-distance relationship."


	"But you've been friends since you were two years old!!" interrupted Brittany.  "How can you throw all that away?"


	C.C. looked back up at us.  "I love him.  I really do.  It can never be the same as it used to be."


	"Never?"  Brittany looked desperate, but C.C. wouldn't change her mind.


	"Never."


·	


	Well, we eventually got C.C. to show us a snapshot of her long-lost mystery man.  It took her two years, but she finally showed us one of his school pictures.  Was he ever a dork!  When Brittany and I saw the picture, we had to try desperately not to laugh.  C.C. looked really disappointed in us.  Brittany tried to be helpful and said, "Don't worry.  Uhh... everyone has had a bad picture taken at some point in his life!"  Then C.C. looked kinda confused.  She looked at us both, then snatched the picture.  After a critical stare at the photo, she informed us that this was the best picture ever taken of him.  A smile slowly covered her face.  She explained that he was, believe it or not, kinda weird-looking.  Britt and I glanced at each other.  No kidding, I thought.  That's when I realized just how much C.C. must have cared for him.  No matter how homely the poor kid was, she stuck by him.


	The smile disappeared from her face and her eyes grew large yet again.  "You realize, of course," C.C. started, "that we were only twelve.  There was absolutely no sexual attraction between us!" I was relieved.  Anyone who thought that  that poor thing was good-looking had to have been a little on the border of insanity.


	I know you're thinking, "Just what exactly did he look like?" Glad you asked.  Picture this: a super skinny little boy.  Blondish hair piled up on top of his little face, which was contorted  in a way I didn't know to be humanly possible.  His big eyes were framed in horrible square-framed glasses.  The poor kid was simply unattractive.  Brittany and I came to know him as “Homely Hilel.”  C.C. never knew our name for him, though.. we didn’t want to hurt her feelings.





	We were still in our freshman year at PHS when they came.  I had no clue they had come to Pickleton, but it is a huge high school.  It’s very difficult to even know three quarters of the people in your class.  C.C. told Brittany and I when she saw Heather.  She was so excited.  We were eating lunch out in the courtyard when C.C. came up to us with a huge silly smile on her face.


	"Guys!  Guys!  Guess who I just saw!!"  Brittany and I stared blankly at C.C.  She just kept smiling.  "Come on, guess!"  C.C. tried to get us to respond.


	"Uhh..." Brittany started.  I got ready to smack her.  "...Luke Perry?"  I hit her really good.  "Ow!" Britt yelped.


	"No, silly!  Even better than that!"  C.C. wasn't even phased by Brittany's dumb response.


	"Oh, wow!  You mean you saw Jason Priestly?!"  Brittany got really excited.  I couldn't believe how ignorant she was.


	"What?"  C.C. shook her head.  She’d finally realized how stupid Brittany was being.  "No... I didn't see any celebrities...” she said, shaking off Brittany’s fandom.  “Oh well.  Do you guys give up?"  We both nodded our heads.  Brittany was about to keel over with excitement.  "I saw..." C.C. started.


	Brittany was leaning forward.  "Yes?!  Yes?!"


	"I saw... Heather!!" C.C. jumped up and down.


	Brittany joined in the jumping.  "Locklear?"  Brittany was really asking for it.


	C.C. landed and shook Brittany so that her head went to and fro like a dashboard doggie.  "No!  Heather Ardedron!"


	Britt rubbed her neck.  "Oh.  I don't think I've seen her.  Is she on 90210 or Melrose Place?"  C.C. and I both kicked Brittany.


	"No, you goofball!  Heather is Hilel's sister!  Can you believe it?"


	I got dizzy.  That meant that Hilel really was the Hilel.  I began to feel faint, and Britt and C.C. rushed over to help me.  I got up and said that I'd be okay.  In reality, though, I began to feel nervous and sick all over.


	Brittany continued talking to C.C.  "Oh, cool!  So did ya get to see your dreamboat yet?"


	"No," said C.C., "I haven't even talked to..."  A tall blonde girl walked over to C.C., yelling her name.  She had her hair pulled up into a bun on top of her head.  She looked older than us- probably a junior or a senior.  Upperclassmen usually want nothing to do with freshmen, so that's how I knew it was "...Heather!!"  C.C. jumped up to greet her best friend's sister.  "How ya doin'?  I want you to meet my friends, Brittany,"


	Britt flashed a smile.  "Hiya!"


	"...and Christina."


	"Hi."  I looked at the girl.  She was really pretty- the kind of pretty that just isn't fair.  She also seemed a bit snobby to me.


	"Yeah, hi.  Anyway, Chino, I just saw you earlier today walking the halls.  I thought to myself, 'Is that little "Chi-Chi's"?'  I didn't really recognize you without your trademark ponytail!"  C.C. laughed.  "So, when I saw you out here, I decided to come see how you've been.  So... how've you been?"


	"Oh, not too bad.  It took me a while to adjust here, but Britt and Chrissy here have been just great.”  C.C. started playing with her hair.  Heather smiled at her.  C.C. grinned.  “So, uh, how's... um... how's Hilel?"


	"Girl, do you still have a crush on my dorky little brother?"  Heather was laughing.


	C.C. smiled.  "Yeah, I guess so..."


	Heather smiled back at her.  "Well, he's just fine.  Hasn't changed a bit.  You know, I think his lunch period is the one after next."


	"Yeah?.. I haven't seen him at all."


	Heather looked surprised.  "Really?  He told me he's seen you!"


	C.C.'s eyes grew.  "Really?!"  Her expression became somber.  "Well, I wonder why he never said anything..."


	"He says he's called out your name before."


	"Oh.  Well, I usually block out anyone who calls me by anything but C.C.  I think I'd know if he called me 'Chi-Chi's' though."  C.C. and Heather laughed.


	"Well, kiddo, I gotta get to class.  I know!  Why don't you come over after school tomorrow?  You could come see the new house, and you and Hilel could catch up on things," Heather suggested.  “And I bet Mom and Dad would like to see you, too.  They’ve been wonderin’ about ya.”


	C.C. looked really happy.  "Really?  Wow... that'd be great!"  Heather gave C.C. her address, and C.C. got silly with anticipation for the next day.
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