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‘I love you, too, Tracey.’ The words danced in my mind for endless dark hours after the left my mouth. There was no chance that my relationship with Angela could be saved if she found out. Then again, my paranoid delusions had no real evidence to support them. No on knew for certain if she was going to end our relationship, and Angela wasn’t the type of girl to lie.


The next morning, I was up and moving, though not fully awake or aware of the world around me. I busied myself with thinking of a solution to it all as well as preparing for church. I convinced myself unerringly that my hope for the future lie buried in the aftermath of this mess. Objectivity was at a premium. As I reeled events in my mind once again, a blaring pager knifed through to my ears. Tracey’s number screamed panic. So I quietly removed the batteries and escaped again into my world of terrified ignorance. 


I strolled through the doors of the church, carried by the breeze to my seat, and I disappeared into the scenery. Tammy and her sister were rehearsing their music for the service. I assumed they didn’t see me, but Tammy waved and smiled at me. I wanted to stand up and yell “surprise”, since she didn’t expect me to show up that morning, but my legs disagreed with me. I stepped out to the lobby and planted myself in a large, comfortable chair and drowned my sorrows in coffee. Tammy flew at top speed toward me, giving me just enough time to brace for the impact.

“Why didn’t you come up and say hi to us?” Tammy asked. “I didn’t expect to see you this morning!”

“I’m very, very tired.”

“Why?”

“Yeah, why?” Tammy’s sister added.

“Girl problems.”

“You have problems with- what’s your girlfriend name again?”

“Angela.”

“Yeah, her. So are you?”

“Yes, we’re still together, but that’s what’s bothering me.”

“I don’t get it. Why would it bother you that everything is fine?”

‘Fine. Right.’
“It’s not the relationship,” I began. “It’s the end of it that I’m thinking about.”

“Well she seems like a nice girl, so what kind of problems would you have?”

“Just something keeps telling me that things are going to end very, very badly.”

“Oh, yeah, right, like that’s really something to be afraid of,” she shot back sarcastically.

“Shut up.”

“Anyway, if she does break up with you, what are you going to do?”

“What can I do is more the question.”

“Whatever. Just try and talk it out with her or something. It might help a lot.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

‘I’m desperate for a plan, and I’m struggling to survive this. I need a good lie, a good story. Something to tell the world.”

“Three options, Tammy,” I continued. “I move on as fast as possible, do nothing and see what happens, or just leave her and stay single.”

“So?”

“The truth is that I already have another girl in mind.”

“Oh yeah? Like who? Anyone I know?”

“No, she’s not local. Her name is…Tracey.”

‘Desperate…I’m struggling…’

“Tell me about her.”

‘I need a lie…’

“She’s a nice little girl. Very pretty, and she loves me. Or so she said.”

“‘Said?’ Did anything happen with you and her?”

‘…a good story…’

“No, nothing at all, she’s just a little open with how she feels. We sat down a last night at her house and talked about how we feel about things.”

“And? That was it, right?”

‘Something to tell the world…’

“Well…no. She might have kissed me…once.”

“Oh my God, she kissed you?!”

“Yes, yes, she did. But only once!”

“That’s not a big deal if Angela doesn’t know about it.”

“I know, but I just feel a little guilty about it.”

In the distance, people began filing into the sanctuary. 

“Service is about to begin. We’ll talk to you later, Andre!” Tammy said.

“I’ll be in there in a moment.”

‘Now that I think about it, this week might be the last week I’m with Angela.’

Everyone else saw things differently than I did. But they weren’t in my shoes. They didn’t really know what was going on, they never felt my pain. They didn’t cry over this, or they didn’t worry about it into the night. This wasn’t just another relationship; the emotional and psychological effects were much more deeply rooted than others. She meant a lot more to me than she did to any other guy. No one cared about her more than I did, no one. It sounded so simple that if I could fix everything this week, it would all be fine. Angela and I would be together and happy, free of worries of a break up, and it would all be fine again. 


The next day at school I found myself lost in the grim drudgery of band, biology, world geography, and geometry. I didn’t have the energy to play in band, I hated biology, geography was easy but I was too lazy to study, and geometry just flat out sucked. Angela was in band with me in the morning, and I saw this as my chance to start changing things for the better and get answers of my own. I walked in the band hall at 8:05, ten minutes before Angela normally arrived.

“Andre!” Stephanie yelled. “Have you seen Angela?”

“No, I haven’t, but we need to talk.”

“About what?”

“You’ll find out. Come and walk with me.”

We traveled up the stairs from the band hall into the south hall. It was 8:09, and considering that school didn’t start until 8:30, it wasn’t very crowded yet. 

“What do you have to say?” she asked.

I glared at her fiercely.

“It’s about Angela isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

“So?”

“Is she going to break up with me? Or do you know anything?”

“Where did you get that idea?”

“Oh, come on! Is it really that hard to figure out?! EVERYONE in the school is talking about!”

“Not everyone, Andre-“

“Ok, all of our friends are! And you’re her best friend, you have to know something!”

“I don’t know anything about this.”

“The hell you don’t! You just aren’t telling me!”

“What do you want me to say, huh?! ‘Oh, yeah, she’s gonna leave you. She hates you.’ Get real, Andre, she’s not going to break up with you!”

“Then how does Scooter know about it?”

“Scooter? He and Angela aren’t even friends.”

“That’s what I’m saying! There is no reason why he should know, but he does, and I want to know why!”

“You’re just being paranoid, now-”

“Damnit, will you just tell me what you know?!”

“I already told you, I don’t know anything!”

“You’re lying, Stephanie.”

“You can’t accuse me of lying, especially when it involves my best friend!”

“The point is that you know something, I want to know what it is, and you have to tell me! If for nothing else than the good of the relationship!”

“Just get over yourself and calm down, alright?”

Angela snapped around the corner before I could reply.

“I’ll talk to you later.”

I ran down the hall and outside the school. ‘Stephanie is hiding something. It has to be about Angela.’ Megan and JoAnn stopped to talk to me as I stood there in panic. 

“Hey, Andre,” JoAnn began. “Tracey told me about the other night. Aren’t you still dating, umm, what’s her face?”

“Angela, you mean.”

“Yeah, her!”

“Yes, I am, and the whole thing with Tracey was a mistake. I just have to…break it off with her.”

“With who?” Megan asked.

“Tracey, who else?”

“You can’t do that to her! Megan, can he do that to her?!”

“Of course not!” she bellowed.

“What do you mean-“

“Andre, it would tear her apart! She likes you-no, loves you so much, and-well, she just couldn’t take it!”

“It doesn’t matter how much she ‘loves’ me. I’m already with Angela and that’s it.”

“So you won’t even give Tracey a chance?”

“Yeah, ya’ll might make a cute couple,” Meagan added.

“There is no way we’d make a ‘cute’ anything together. And we never will.”

The bell signaling that we had seven minutes until class rang.

“I’m going to leave that to your imagination. Until next time, ladies.”

I stormed off to class, still furious at JoAnn. Throughout the day, I was preoccupied with Tracey and Angela. I left for home that afternoon, and the moment I walked inside my house, the phone screamed for me. My sister answered it while I ran off to my room.

“Andre, pick up the phone!”

‘It’s Tracey, it has to be…’

Straining to find my voice, I spoke into the cordless phone.

“Umm, hello?”

“Hey, babe!”

Finding my most pleasant and friendly voice, I cleared my throat and kept talking. 

“Hi, Tracey.” 

“Listen, umm, are you going to JoAnn’s birthday party on Saturday?”

“What are you talking about?” I responded acting interested.

“She didn’t tell you about it, did she? Well, she’s having a party since her birthday is on a school day, and I’m going.”

“So? What is that supposed to mean to me?”

“That means, smartass, that you’re coming too.”

“You know that I’m not just gonna jump up and go! What if I have something to do that day?”

“It’s at night.”

“Umm, I meant, night. What if I have something to do that night?”

“Cancel it.”

“And if I can’t?”

“Look, you’re coming to the party, and that’s that.”

“The hell it is! We’re not even-“

I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that we weren’t really together. That she wasn’t really my girlfriend. I knew it was true, but I couldn’t say it to her.

“I’ll think about it,” I continued.

“Okay, but you’d better come!”

“Whatever. I have to go now.”

“I love you!” she screamed.

“Yeah, umm, sure. Bye.”


The next morning at school, Angela, Roger, and I were sitting in the cafeteria, like we did every morning. Megan and JoAnn talked about their shopping adventures at the table next to us.

“So…Angela! We barely get to talk anymore, do we?”

“No, not really.”

“So what have you been doing?”

“Nothing, really.”

“She’s been with me!” Roger interrupted.

“Alright, damnit-”

“Andre!”

“Yes, Stephanie?”

“Calm down.”

“But he’s-”

“Now you’re blaming it on me!” Roger shot back.

“Guys, stop,” Angela pleaded.

“See, Andre, now Angela is mad at you!”

“No I’m not!”

“No she isn’t!”

“How do any of you-”

“SHUT UP MEGAN!” we all screamed.

“Sorry.”

There was a long, tense pause before JoAnn broke the silence.

“Have you heard about Tracey yet?” she asked Angela.

“No, but who is she?”

‘This is not happening!’
“JoAnn!” I yelled.

“Who is she, JoAnn? Andre?” Angela continued.

“She’s nobody.”

“‘Nobody’? That’s not what you said when you and her-”

“That’s enough, get the hell over here!”


I pulled her to another table and motioned for her to sit down. Angela still questioned JoAnn and me about who Tracey was.

“Why won’t you tell me who she is?” Angela asked.

“I’ll explain later!”

I turned my full attention toward dealing with JoAnn.

“What the hell are you doing to me?”

“You said you loved Tracey and you won’t say anything about her to Angela?!”

“In case you haven’t noticed, she’s still my girlfriend!”

“Yes, but not for long, because you and Tracey were meant to be-”

“Don’t you dare say that!”

“Say what?” Roger asked.

I sneered at him and pulled JoAnn to another table.

“Look, if you really loved her-”

“I DON’T love her! Why can’t you see that? Why can’t she see that? I never should have gone to her house in the first place.”

“So you lied to her?”

“Yes, I-” My voice failed to reach the outside world. I couldn’t tell her that I lied to Tracey. 

“Andre,” she began. “Did you lie to her?”

“It doesn’t matter!” I shot back. “I’m staying with Angela, and Tracey will just have to deal with it!”

I stormed out of the cafeteria, leaving JoAnn and more importantly, Angela in mystery as to what happened.

‘This is not happening! If Angela finds out about Tracey and what happened, I’ll never have a chance to fix everything! I have to keep it from her in some way…’


Lunch later that day was heavy with scandal. No sooner than did I enter the cafeteria, Stephanie handed me a folded note.

“Read this,” she said. “It’s important.”

“Who is it from? What’s it about?”

“You’ll see.” She then turned away to the lunch lines.

I studied the outside of the letter for some clue to it’s’ author. It was Angela’s handwriting.

‘No doubt it has something to do with what happened this morning.’
I sat down at my table and quietly began reading.



“Dear Andre,


You’ve probably heard by now that I’m going to break up with you. Word travels fast and I didn’t want that to happen. I just can’t get up the nerve to say, so I made Stephanie give you this letter to explain everything. We’ve had a good relationship, but I need to be alone, without a boyfriend for a time. I started school here, and not very long after I was going out with you, and with everything that entering high school comes with, I never really had time to adjust. I’ve made friends here, both my own and with yours. In middle school, I didn’t have very many friends because I was very quiet, but you brought me out of my shell, and I’m grateful for that. And I used to be depressed too, but now I’m happy. I hope things don’t change friendship wise, because I think you’re a great guy, and a good friend. You were my first real boyfriend that I stayed with for more than a week, and I will always treasure that. I’ve been trying to do this since Friday, but I couldn’t bring myself to say all this. I have to tell you that I would never ever go out with Roger! So don’t think I dumped you for that reason. I hope that I didn’t hurt your feelings, because this was eventually going to happen, and I’m pretty sure you knew about it (thanks to Megan and JoAnn). I have you for lunch tomorrow, so we can talk there, at the same table I hope. Could you ever be my friend and trust me? I hope so, because that would mean a lot to me. I guess I’ll talk to you later.

Friends Forever, 

Angela”

‘That wasn’t exactly about this morning.’


Now I was totally alone. I was already very afraid of the next few weeks, afraid of that vulnerability, that unease always following breakups. After almost six months and so much…progress-or at least what I viewed as progress- in the right direction of becoming a better boyfriend for Angela, my efforts were wasted. Tears bled from my eyes as did the rain bleeding from heaven outside the window on the far side of the cafeteria. But I hid my face and hurriedly dried my tears when I noticed Stephanie walking to the table. She sat down ignorant of my condition, but quickly caught on.

“Are you crying, Andre?” she asked.

Brought back from my storm of despair by her voice, I was naturally surprised.

“What?” I replied, panicked. “Oh, umm, no, I’m fine!”

‘Just don’t flip out and panic or fake anything and I’ll be fine.’
“I’m actually happy, you know.”

‘Shit…’

“Happy? Why are you happy?” she asked.

“I…I have no idea really. I guess it’s because I don’t have to guess if she’s going to do it!”

“Do what?”

“Don’t act like you don’t know what that letter said.”

“I don’t! What’d it say?”

“She broke up with me! Are you happy now?”

She gasped theatrically. “And you’re happy about that?” she replied.

“No, no, not about that, just that I don’t feel bad about it anymore.”

“Okay…explain?”

I continued lying about the whole thing. Everyone I talked to bought the idea that I was perfectly happy about it, and that it didn’t hurt me at all. Angela herself believed it, too. She was a very sensitive person, or at least she seemed to be. ‘Roger had to have something to do with this,’ I convinced myself. ‘From the beginning he’s been around her way too much, and he’s wanted her the whole time. I just got to her first.’ And with that I went to Megan.
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