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“I’m telling you, he did all of this!” I pleaded to Megan. “He wants Angela for himself, and-”

“Andre, relax!” she burst out. “Do you really think Angela would just abandon you like that?”

“She already has!”

“Oh. Well, uh, listen! She broke up with you, you both want to be friends, so what are you worried about?”

“Because-”

“Cause you haven’t learned to let go, right?”

“Of course not!”

“I’m right, aren’t I?”

“Maybe. So what if you are?”

“You just need to accept what happened and move on. It’s the only way to get over this, I promise you.”

‘Sounds so simple…’


At home that night, I poured over the events of the past few days, as I’ve done so many times in the three weeks since Military Ball. I had to talk to someone about everything, so I called Tina and read her the letter from Angela.

“…’Anyway, I’ll talk to you later. Friends forever, Angela’. That’s all she wrote.”

“She doesn’t sound like she wanted to hurt you at all,” she responded. “I think it’s sweet.”

“Yeah, she is pretty sweet, but I think Roger had something to do with it all.”

“Oh, God, why? You talk about Angela like she’s a steak or something.”

“Yes, well, no-umm, if you’ll look at it-”

“You don’t have an excuse for this, do you?”

“Umm…no, not really.”

“All I’m saying is relax a little. I know you’re upset about this but you shouldn’t let it get to you this much.”

“But it’s really hard to let go, though.”

“After almost six months, it should be,” she said. Very true indeed.


The next morning, I walked into the cafeteria and JoAnn was waiting for me with Mean. Both of them ran toward me at top speed, and I tried to turn away before they could catch me. No such luck.

“Don’t you dare walk out that door!” JoAnn yelled. 

‘Walk faster, walk faster, run, damnit, run!’
I took to my feet, but a few steps later, they caught up with me.

“Almost got away, didn’t I?”

“Hardly,” Megan said.

“Here, read this. It’s from Tracey.”

She handed me a colorful, if childish, letter, embellished with gold writing and bordered with hearts. Afraid of its contents, I dropped it on the table and turned my attention back to JoAnn.

“Nope, she said to make sure you read it! That means we’re going to sit here and watch you read it!” she demanded.

Without a word, I sat down, unfolded the letter, and began reading. Tracey sorely lacked any writing skills, so there were no periods or anything; just one big sentence.



“Andre-

I heard Angela finally broke up with you! I’m sorry about that, but you knew it was coming Now it’s time to think about us You know you love me, and I love you, so we’re meant to be together It shouldn’t matter that I’m 12 and you’re 15 it’s just a number and we’ll love each other just as much JoAnn told me how much you talk about me at school and how you turn down all the other girls to be with me She even says you wanted Angela to leave you so we could be together So come on baby I’m ready

Yours always and forever

Tracey

I looked questioningly at JoAnn and Megan both. 

“So what’s your answer?” Megan asked.

“I’ll tell you my answer when you explain why you told this bitch all these lies!”

“What lies?” she asked innocently.

“I love her? I turn down other girls to be with her?! Why did you tell her that?”

“I did that because you were meant to be with her! I was just…pushing you in that direction.”

“Stop it! Stop everything! Just leave me alone and tell her the same damn thing!”

I turned violently and left. I couldn’t wait to hear what Tracey had to say after JoAnn told her to leave me alone. Later that day, I caught up with Angela as she left the band hall.

“What’s up girl?”

“Hey, Andre,” Angela began. “I’m sorry about-”

“You don’t have to apologize for anything. I understand.”

“Thanks. So what’s up?”

“Read this,” I said handing her a letter. “I wrote it last period, but it’s a little messy because the bell just rang.”

“What’s it about?”

“Our new friendship.”

“Oh, okay!”

‘Good. She’s not angry or anything…’

My smile dissipated as Angela turned the corner, and my normally tall and slender shape drooped, and I was alone again. I knew I couldn’t hide it from everyone until the end of the year or until this blew over. They would all see how I felt.


That night at home, I wrote a timeline of the breakup with Angela.

“February5th, 2000-Military Ball. Something happens; still have no idea what, though.

February 22nd, 2000- Everything normal. Angela doesn’t seem angry or bitter and Stephanie didn’t say anything abnormal to me.

February 23rd, 2000- Angela breaks up with me using a letter given to me by Stephanie.

I heard my sister running down the hall and before I could react she leaned into the door and said-

“Andre, get the phone. It’s that Tracey girl.”

“Can you tell her I’m not home?” I grumbled angrily.

She pulled the phone from behind her back. “She just heard you.”

‘Shit…’

I nervously put the phone to my ear and spoke.

“Umm, hi Tra-”

“’Can you tell her I’m not home?!’ I thought you loved me, that you wanted to talk to me! Why would you lie like that...”

She rambled on endlessly and I pulled the phone away from my ear, set it down, and excused myself to the restroom. A few minutes later, I picked the phone up again, hoping she’d hung up. But she was still rambling, ignorant of my absence.

“…that night, and you can’t deny it can you?” she asked at the end of her speech.

“Deny what?”

“See?! You weren’t even listening to me! But I still love you no matter what!”

‘Damn…’

“What unbridled joy I feel at hearing that,” I shot back sarcastically.

“Anyway, you’re going to be there at JoAnn’s party on Saturday, right?”

I was forced to make a quick decision. ‘If I go, Tracey will confront me,’ was the constant refrain in my mind. After a few moments, I arrived at the best thing to do. Panic.

“Tracey, I don’t love you!” I blurted out.

“What?”

“I don’t love you. In fact I hate you! I wish you we never met that day at the mall, or again at church, and again at your house!”

“You love me, Andre, and I love you too. You’re just denying it.”

“I care nothing for or about you at all!”

“We were meant to be together, and you have to see that! I see it, I can see us together and married and happy and everything.”

I just hung up the phone and locked myself in my room. When she tried to call back I unplugged the phones in the house.


Friday morning at school is normally really hyped up for everyone, with the weekend only eight hours away. In this atmosphere of muted excitement, one of the first people to greet me was, of course, JoAnn.

“Why’d you hang up on Tracey yesterday?” she began. “She was really upset about it, so she called me.”

“You know, I knew you were going to say that!”

“Stop being an ass and tell me why you hung up on her.”

“Because this shit needs to stop, all of it. ‘We’re meant to be together’ and ‘I love you no matter what.’ Those are all lies, and you know she is not mature enough to really love someone.”

“She does love you!”

“She’s 12 for God’s sake! She doesn’t know what love is yet! Shit, she’s just barely figuring out what tampons are for.”

“How do you know she doesn’t love you?”

“I’m just going to bet that she doesn’t. And she doesn’t love me, she’s obsessed with me!”

Just then Stacey walked up between us. “Hey, calm down, both of you,” she interrupted. “And we really need to talk, Andre.”

We left JoAnn bewildered and wandered through the halls.

“My church is having a service led by the youth group,” she began. “And I’m in one of the skits.”

“What day is it, and what time? I’ll be there.”

“No, no, no, I wanted to know if you could study the lines and maybe act out my part.”

“Why?”

“Acting isn’t really my thing, and I don’t want to be there anyway.”

“Alright, I’ll do it. You still haven’t told me what day it is, though.”

“Oh, yeah, it’s on March 19th, about three weeks from now. But you have to be at the practice on Sunday night at 5:15!”

“Sunday at 5:15?”

“Yep!”

“Cool, I’ll be there.”


After lunch that day, Megan ran up to me and asked me, or rather begged me, to go to JoAnn’s party.

“All you have to do is go there and bug Tracey! Nothing else will happen, I promise!”

“JoAnn put you up to this, didn’t she?”

“No, this is for me! Please? Pretty please? I’ll get on my knees and beg if I have to!”

“NO!”

“What do you have to lose, huh?”

“What do I have to gain is more like it.”

“Please, please go?”

“Oh…fine. I’ll be there. Saturday, right?”

“Yes! Me and JoAnn will come get you at your house.”


Strolling back into English class, I thought about what to do about Tina. ‘I could tell her, but that would bring her into this mess with Tracey. What if she says no?’  I moved frantically to get out paper to write a letter to Tina. The class took notes over Antigone, and the teacher, Mrs. Andrews, was too occupied with the lecture to notice my panicked scribbling. Choosing my words carefully, I wrote the letter to Tina:



‘Tina-

There’s something I have to admit to you. It’s not going to be easy to say, so just bear with me. I have had the biggest crush on you since the beginning of eighth grade. I was just to scared to tell you because…because-”

“Mr. Jefferson,” Mrs. Andrews said. “Pay attention!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

‘-okay, the teacher just barged in on writing this, so I lost my train of thought. Oh, yeah, because I thought you didn’t like me as any more than a friend. I understand if you don’t like me at all, but I just felt like you needed to know this after so long. I hope that this won’t affect our friendship if your feelings are different. Take care!

-Andre’

‘There, I did it.’



Saturday, early evening, I was getting ready for the party. Memories of what happened at Tracey’s house before weren’t far from my mind. ‘Nothing will happen, Megan says. I hope she remembers what happened at Tracey’s house that night…’

I could see the placid steel blue minivan in my mirror. I stepped outside to see Tracey running headlong towards me while her horrific blue dress towed the leaves behind her.

“Hey babe, I knew you’d come!”

‘I knew Megan had a plan…’

“Let’s get this over with,” I mumbled under my breath.

“What did you just say?” 

“Just get in the car.”

As we backed out of the drive way, I tried to keep my hands in my pockets or across my chest so Tracey wouldn’t try to hold one of them. ‘I’ve already tried telling her I don’t like her…wait; I won’t do anything for tonight. It’s JoAnn’s birthday, so I’ll just be pleasant and stay away from Tracey.’

Then Tracey grabbed my hand.

‘Okay, new plan…’

“So,” Tracey began, “what’s new with you?”

“Umm…nothing new.”

“Andre, we need to talk…about us.”

“There is no ‘us’ Tracey.”

“Yes there is, and you can’t run away from it. It’s bigger than the both of us.”

‘Just try not to kill her, that’s tonight’s goal, just don’t kill her…’

“Our love is more than I ever imagined,” she continued.

‘Prison is not worth it…’

“…such deep passionate kisses are only for people you care a lot about…”

‘There are more bad things about prison than Tracey…not by much, though…’

“…and hold you, and touch you, and love you forever and ever…”

‘Gang rape when you drop the soap, getting my bitch name tattooed on my arm…’

She babbled on, and I tuned her out. Every so often I’d nod my head in agreement or disagreement to make her think I was listening. She talked, and I nodded and smiled. About ten minutes later she was still talking when we arrived at the mall movie theater. 

“…and that’s all I have to say. Do you understand?”

Caught off guard, I took my best guess at a good answer.

“Yes, yes I do.”


We climbed out of the van and filled the air with the moans of stretching. Tracey stood by me the whole time, walking hastily to keep up with my long, swift steps. When she lost me in the crowd inside the movie theater, Tracey rudely pushed everyone aside and sat next to me. My first thought was to get up and move, but she’d do the same. Every idea after that looked less and less likely to work. So I gave up, faced forward, and tried to ignore her as best as I could, but as the movie went on it got harder and harder to overlook her. When the tension became too much for me, I finally turned to her in frustrated desperation.

“Tracey, listen and listen good, I-”

She jumped up to my face and kissed me. I felt her tongue probing my mouth as it grew more and more feverish. Her hands drifted across my body aimlessly, gliding along my skin and clothes. She took my hand and placed it between her legs, but I quickly took it back and pushed her away. I stormed out of the theater and walked nearly four miles back home. 


I walked in the door at 11:36, about two hours after leaving the mall. I casually lied to my mother about why I was home so long after the end of the movie, and moved to check my phone messages. Tracey’s number appeared seventeen different times, the first no more than an hour after I left her. Thinking she wouldn’t call again that night, I meandered back to my room only to hear the phone ring. I already knew it was her, so I answered the phone annoyed beyond belief.

“Andre?”

“Yes.”

“Why did you leave the movie?”

“What you did was wrong! You should never have kissed me-”

“But we love each other!”

“I don’t love you!! I hate you! I hate you, I hate you, I hate you, and I hate you! You have done nothing but annoy the shit out of me since the day I met you! I wish I’d never kissed you, met you, touched you, held you, or anything! Just go away! And if you ever come near me again you will rue the day, do you hear me? Just go away!!”

‘Problem solved.’ And I hung up on her.
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