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As I promised Stacey, I was at her church at 5:15 the next balmy afternoon to take her part in the skit. Recollections of the night before were still bright in my mind. I hadn’t heard from Tracey all day, which I took to be a good sign. Perhaps she had finally gotten the message through her head? I would see after tonight. 


The moment I walked in the door a girl yelled. “Jessica that had better be you!”

‘She must think I’m Jessica!’

The girl sprinted through the door of the youth hall and slowed down suddenly.

“You’re not Jessica!” she began. “Who are you anyway?”

“I’m Andre, Stacey’s friend.”

“Umm…I’m Lucy! I’ll go get Stacey for you!”

She ran around the corner to get Stacey. I walked through the door into the youth hall where ten or twelve people all screamed when they noticed me. I couldn’t remember who any of them were, except Chelsea, who was sitting on the couch smiling.

“Andre? Andre! Oh my God, I haven’t seen you since that dance a while ago! It’s so good to see you!”

She jumped to her feet and tackled me to the ground. Stacey walked in and joined Chelsea on the floor. 
“Hey, I can’t breathe under here!”

“We don’t care!” Stacey yelled back.

Jessica jumped on Stacey, and Lucy, unaware of what was going on, jumped on, too.

“What did I do to all of you” I pleaded.

They stood up and backed away, adjusting their clothes and watching as I rose to my feet. “Hello to you, too,” I said.

“Hi!” they all responded.

Each of us walked over to the couches and everyone took their seats, scattered about the room. I just stood there for a few seconds, trying to find a place to sit. Jessica motioned for me to sit next to her, and as I started moving in that direction Chelsea voiced her opinion.

“No, sit next to me?” she objected.
The youth pastor saw it fit to introduce himself to me, and I returned the favor. I sat down next to Jessica and Lucy sat right next to me. 

‘I’m on a couch full of girls…if I wasn’t at church…’

As they began prayer requests, I leaned over to Chelsea and whispered quietly.

“Are you friends with that girl Lucy?”
“We’re best friends” she whispered back.
“Does she have a boyfriend?”

“Oh! You like her, don’t you?”

“Well…maybe.”

“You only met her, like, 15 minutes ago!”

“Actually, more like five or ten minutes.”

“So are you going to ask her out?”

“Maybe…”

“Then wait until after he gets done with the lesson.”

I started mentally rehearsing what I was going to say, careful not to sound too forward or anything else. ‘Listen, I know we just met each other, but I wanted to know if you’d like to…no, wait, that sounds a bit plain. Forget it, I’ll go with whatever I think of at the time’

I planned for Chelsea to bring Lucy outside of the building so I could ask her out. When I saw the door open, I panicked and hit behind the nearest hedge. Chelsea and Lucy scanned the scene for any sign of me. 

“Now where’s Andre?” Chelsea asked.

“Over here! Behind the-”

‘Lucy might turn you down flat if she thinks you always hide behind bushes.’

I stood and ran alongside the wall to avoid detection, around the building, and behind the two of them. I carefully avoided the patches of leaves that would give away my stealthy walking. I tapped Lucy on the shoulder and she jumped when she saw me.

“Ok, now what did you want to tell her?” Chelsea questioned.

I motioned for Chelsea to leave, and turned toward Lucy herself. For a few moments, I lost myself in those deep, sweet hazel eyes, so full of innocence and happiness. She seemed ageless, as her 14 year old frame carried a childish aire of wonder with it. I tried as before to gather the words in my mind, but I couldn’t think of anything good enough to say. Gripping at straws for words, I pulled the coke bottle out of my pocket and whacked her on her head with it.
“Hey, what was that for?!”

I ran off before she could pose the question again. She gave chase, and we ran speedily through the patches of leaves, disturbing many of them and leaving them airborne in our wake. 

‘What the hell did I do that for?’ I thought.
I finally decided that the best thing to do might be to let her catch me. So I pretended not to notice she was still running after me, and to sit down, my back facing her. She ran up and snatched the bottle from my hands and beat me in the head with it several times. I struggled only superficially, just enough to be amusing. When it was all over, I took the bottle back and dove into her eyes again. Chelsea was gesturing in the distance for me to ask her.
“Umm, Lucy?”

“What is it already?” she blasted back, pseudo-sarcastically.

“What I was hoping was…well…I know that we’ve…even though we only met each other today…well, what I’m trying to ask you is…”

‘Spit it out already!’

“Yes, yes I will.”

“‘You will’ what?”

“I think you were trying to ask me out, right?”

“Yeah! Wait, how did you know that?”

“It’s good to have friends with big mouths.”

I glared at Chelsea, who hid her face behind the door. Then I looked back into the eyes of my new girlfriend. It was a welcome change to be involved with a girl I didn’t despise, and that wasn’t obsessed with me.
“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Lucy said.

“I-”

“Shhh! I’ll answer for you! He was going to say ‘it was, and I’m so glad Lucy answered for me!’”

“I guess I am then,” I answered slavishly.


We stood there and talked until Chelsea’s mom came to pick her up. Lucy left shortly after with Jessica, and I walked home. The 35 minute walk took me right past Tracey’s street, which was only five minutes away from the church. I hurriedly covered that distance, smiling naively and giggling in random bursts of excitement. All of the emotions I felt before that night didn’t even register anymore. This was to be my new beginning; my genesis in the journey to a new, bright future. Chelsea called me that night to talk about the new relationship.
“You’ve known her for four hours, and you’ve dated her for at least three of those hours! How is the relationship?”

“Smart ass, I actually feel good about this one!” I replied.

“And what about when you went out with Angela?”

“Yeah, well, you’re right. So I felt the same way about that one in the beginning, too.”

“My point exactly.”
“But you have to remember that we were together for six months almost, so that means I might be with Lucy at least that long!”

“Maybe…”

“I just hope this works, that’s all.”

“It should. Her relationships don’t end up badly like so many other people.”

“You mean Chelsea?”

“Yeah, but anyway, how do you know this with Lucy will work out when you’ve only known her for four hours?”

“From what I know of her…well, she’s nice.”

“Nice doesn’t mean it’ll work, though.”

“So what are you trying to say?”

“Nothing, just bringing up another point.”

“It’ll work out, you’ll see.”

“See what?”

“It’s…it’s not important.”


I realized that it would seem strange to many that Lucy and I had two years of schooling to separate us. In the world of high school guys, middle school girlfriends are a sign of desperation or immaturity; a sign that the guy can’t get a girlfriend his own age, so he chases someone younger than he is-and therefore, stupid enough to date him, thinking he’s a big, strong, important high school ‘man.’ Lucy’s friends might not think much of her new boyfriend, but the question was would she really care?


Monday morning at school seemed brighter than usual. I carried on my shoulders the pride of a new girlfriend, and a new chance at a happy life, or so it looked. My spirits raised, I stood tall and proud striding into the cafeteria as Megan ran up to tear me down.
“Why are you so happy?” she asked. “Did you talk to Tracey again?”

“No, then I’d be crying.”

“Ha-ha, very funny.

“Yeah,” Stephanie began, “what happened to make you so smiley and everything?”

“I got a new girlfriend!” I answered. Megan’s face wrinkled with disbelief, while Stephanie stood in simple amazement.

“Tell us about her!” Stephanie demanded.

“Oh, yes, tell us. And tell Tracey while you’re at it.”

“Forget Tracey, listen-this girl is great! Her name is Lucy, and-”

“What grade is she in? Does she go here?” Stephanie asked.

“Umm…she’s in eighth grade.”

Stephanie gasped and stepped back. “You’re dating a middle schooler?”

“Megan-”

“Yeah, why are you dating her?” Megan interjected. “You know Tracey isn’t much younger than her?”

“Stop talking about her! She’s out of my life.”

“So back to this Lucy girl,” Stephanie began. “Does Angela know about it?”

“No, ya’ll are the first ones to find out about this.”

“And why are you dating a…middle school person?”

“Why is it such a big deal? There’s nothing wrong with her…”

“No, except that she’s in junior high.”

“Forget that, just drop it. And Megan, you can’t speak at all!”

“Why not?”

“Remember that time you dated a sixth grader?”

Megan quietly excused herself from the conversation.


“So, go on!” Stephanie insisted.

“That’s a bit hard to do…I met her about an hour before I asked her out.”

“Oh my god…”

“Why is that such a hard thing to accept?”

JoAnn apparently told by Megan what was going on, walked up and chose to add her worthless opinions to the conversation.


“Andre, you got a girlfriend?” she asked.


‘I should go beat Megan…’


“I do, and don’t give me shit about not dating Tracey!”

JoAnn left promptly.

“Ok, fine!” she screamed from across the cafeteria. “But when this girl dumps you and you’re all alone, then you’ll see that you were meant to be with Tracey!”

“Be with who?” Angela asked as she walked up.


“I didn’t know you were here!” I replied, panicked.


“I just got here, but be with who? What is JoAnn talking about?”


“You should tell her, Andre,” Stephanie said. “Tell her now.”


“Tell me what?”

“It’s not important. I asked out this girl Lucy last night, and she said yes.”

“That’s cool. What is she like?”

I was surprised by her calm attitude toward this. It was only a few days after the breakup, and she was taking it very well. A good sign, but strange nonetheless. 


“Well, umm…ask Stephanie. But you aren’t jealous?”


“No, I’m not really the jealous type.” 


‘Very, very good…I still can’t tell her about Tracey, though…’


“Really?”


“Really. I’m glad you moved on.”


‘I’ll take that in a good way...’

I thought it was really nice of Angela to be that way, to simply accept it and move on. ‘If I could do that,’ I thought, ‘I’d have a lot less problems today.’
Telling Stephanie and Megan about Lucy was a mistake, however, because by lunchtime it was the talk of the table.


“So what is she like?” Roger asked.


“Well, she’s tall, round, shaped like a giant screwdriver-”

“Alright, alright, quit being smart, Andre,” Angela pleaded. “You didn’t tell me or Stephanie what she was like this morning, so tell us!”


“You’ll all find out soon, just trust me.”

Rosie walked up to the table and asked me to take a walk with her. We leisurely wandered through the huddled masses of hungry and feeding teens to the sky reaching windows on the opposite wall of the cafeteria. Roger jumped into my seat and leaned close to talk to Angela. I had my suspicions of him from the beginning, but I never acted on them.

“Andre, you do understand that you can’t do anything if they do decide to get together, right?” she stated.


“She would never go out with him!”

“How do you know that?”


“She…she said it in her letter. And she would never lie to me!”


“What if she starts liking him down the line?”

“Then…he’s just annoying! She wouldn’t date him for that reason alone.”

Angela and Roger suddenly roared with laughter. As they calmed, Roger sat more comfortably in my chair next to Angela-more permanently.

“He can’t go out with her!” I said, storming out of the cafeteria leaving Rosie in wonder of my plans.


That afternoon at home, I prepared to mail the letter I’d written to Tina. The dates were all wrong, but it wouldn’t matter. Walking to buy a stamp for it, I was overcome with guilt because of the difference in situations-when I wrote the letter, I was single, even if only for hours. But now I was with Lucy, and mailing the letter would be cheating on her. The trouble with Angela and Tracey was still there, and I was about to create another mess for myself.  There were too many ghosts to keep from the world, too many secrets…all of which would do more harm than anything else. Angela would hate me, I’d lose Lucy, and all I’d have left is Tracey, exactly what I was trying to avoid. Despite all this, I felt normal; I felt happy and content with my life. My day old relationship with Lucy stabilized everything. It would all be fine; even if Tina found out I liked her. So I dropped the letter in the mail slot.
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