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“Love begins with a smile, grows with a kiss, and ends with a
teardrop.”

- Anonymous




Chapter One

 


 


I am lying in bed, my eyes all red
and puffy. I turn to my right to look out through the blinds where
I see a black, shimmering silhouette. I get up from the bed, slowly
stepping over the soft drink cans and piles of clothes on the
floor. I cautiously open the bedroom door a crack which results in
an inevitable creaking sound. I pause to see if the creaking sound
has woken up my parents. I open the bedroom door the rest of the
way and start tiptoeing into the hall. I pause at my parents’
bedroom door and lean in to listen to see if they are awake. All I
hear is my dad’s snoring. I continue down the stairs to the front
door of the house. I pause in front of the door, turn around and
look back up the empty stairs. I pause to reflect. I have never
snuck out of the house before. I have heard all of the tales from
the other kids, including my best friend Paul, about his adventures
of sneaking out, but never my own until now. I wonder if I should
continue. If my parents ever found out, I would get into a lot of
trouble. My mind made up, I turn towards the wall and look at the
ticking clock. I quietly open the front door and walk out, pulling
the door gently behind me. A gentle summer breeze cools my red,
puffy eyes. I look up into the sky and notice the half crescent
moon gleaming down onto the grassy fields. I turn to the right and
walk into the fields. There, hovering one inch off the ground is a
large spaceship. A fair haired girl waves to me near the open
portal. I run towards her and embrace her tightly, tears welling up
in my eyes. She places her head on my shoulder as I gently stroke
her hair. She starts trembling in my arms. I push her back and look
into her eyes; within them a deep look of hurt and understanding.
She turns and walks back through the portal as the ship slowly
lifts off. I try to follow as she waves to me through the window,
tears cascading down her face. The spaceship disappears through the
moonlit clouds as I fall to my knees in the field, clutching dirt
with my hands and tears shimmering on my cheeks.





Mark sits up in the hospital bed
shrieking out loud, "Tonya don't leave me!"

Dr. Pharr and Mark's parents run to
my room. Mrs. Goodin freezes at the door with a frightened look in
her eyes. The doctor and Mr. Goodin slowly walk in the room
together. Mark turns his head to look at his father of eighteen
years. His hazel eyes are bloodshot and the small dark rings show a
lack of sleep. His brown hair is unkempt and has fallen in front of
his eyes. Mr. Goodin walks over to Mark’s bed.

"Son," gasps Mr. Goodin, "what
happened?"

Rachel steps away from the door and
walks over to her son's bed.

"Oh, honey," she says, tears
streaming down her face.

Mark starts crying and lays his
head on her shoulders when she reaches out to hug Mark. She pulls
him up to look at him and brushes the hair away from his eyes.
Suddenly, Mark starts screaming hysterically. The doctor calls to
the nurse on the intercom.

"Nurse Roland, would you please
bring a sedative to room 110."

"Yes doctor, be right
there."

Mark’s mother shakes him ruggedly
back and forth.

"Damn it, Mark!" she breaks down
crying. "Why won't you talk to us? Oh God!"

The nurse walks in, "Here you are
Doctor."

Mr. Goodin takes his wife into his
arms and pulls her away from the hospital bed as the doctor moves
over to Mark and injects the sedative.

“He should sleep for a couple of
hours now.”

Mark continues to thrash around the
bed, whipping his arms about. The doctor stands over Mark, pinning
his arms to the bed. The doctor is met with a deep, pained
expression as a single tear rolls down Mark’s cheek. The doctor
lets go of Mark’s arms. Mark turns in the bed to look at his
parents, closes his eyes and drifts off to sleep.

Mrs. Goodin opens her purse and
pulls out a Kleenex to wipe away the tears. The doctor and the
Goodins walk out of the room.

"What now, Doctor?" asks Mr.
Goodin.

"Hmm, looks like this 'Tonya' is
the missing key to unlocking his subconscious mind. 1Would either
of you like some coffee?" He asks.

"That would be wonderful,
Doctor."

They walk down to the machine, and
Dr. Pharr hands them some coffee. The couple expresses their thanks
and takes the seats on the couch offered by the doctor.

"This surprises me since he hasn't
said one word about anything in the three weeks he's been here.
This girl has to be the main link to Mark's withdrawal," says the
doctor as he turns to look at Mr. Goodin, sipping on his
coffee.

"Since we've eliminated other
problem areas, Mr. Goodin, do you think she was possibly killed? Do
you think Mark saw her get killed?"

"No, well,” as Mr. Goodin paused,
“not that I know of. If she was, I'm sure the police would have
found her body."

"Well, you know how some of these
deaths are now days. Ok, then if she wasn't killed, then what?"
says the doctor as he looked at the Goodins with a worried
expression. "Well something traumatic happened out there in that
field. The mind is very complicated and when something dramatic
happens, sometimes people just don't want to face reality any
longer. They block out the painful event."

"Damn it, Doctor, I don't know!"
says Mr. Goodin as he jumps up from the couch and starts pacing
back and forth. "His grades started falling, he didn't see his
friends. Then he stopped eating, so we thought that you could help
him."

The doctor stands up in front of
Mr. Goodin.

"We will do our best to help him."
says the doctor as he put his arm around Mr. Goodin's shoulders for
comfort.

The doctor turns and walks to the
nurses’ station.

"How's the patient doing, Miss
Roland?" asks the doctor.

"Still sleeping soundly,
Doctor."

Dr. Pharr walks behind the desk and
looks at the monitor.

"Let me know when he
wakes."

Returning to Mrs. Goodin he adds,
"Just maybe, when he wakes up, he can probably tell us something
about this girl. Let's hope he'll start talking soon."

"I do hope so, Doctor," remarked
Mrs. Goodin.

"Doctor, what if this still doesn't
work?" asks Mr. Goodin.

"One way or another, something will
trigger his subconscious mind." At least, Dr. Pharr hoped so as he
walked off down the hall.

Mr. Goodin turns to look out the
window. He sees the brown faded sign that reads Pine Hills Hospital
knowing very well that this hospital is not a regular hospital, but
a mental institute in Buffalo, Wyoming. The grey billowous clouds
looked as if a wall of rain was about to drop from them matched his
mood. They had already spent weeks trying to figure out what was
wrong with Mark. Why Mark would hardly touch his food at supper.
Why Mark did not want to be around his friends anymore. The
constant fighting between them almost to the point of raised fists.
Even auguring with his wife of twenty years, something he has never
done before. He always thought himself to be a loving husband, but
also a nurturing parent. Having Mark lock himself in his room most
of the time, not wanting to come out. Their trying to help him by
taking him to see Dr. Shonrock, child psychologist. After weeks of
therapy, and finally in desperation, on the advice of Dr. Shonrock,
to admit Mark to Pine Hills Hospital. But Mr. Goodin could not
fight the feeling anymore that maybe he was just a bad parent who
couldn’t protect his kid. He notices the wind blowing through the
orange and yellow foliage of the trees. He turns away from the
window and looks at his wife sitting on the couch. He walks over
and sits down next to his wife and takes her into his
arms.

Hours later, Mark groggily sits up
in the hospital bed, ears straining to hear the soft rock music
playing on the speaker system. His thoughts turn to when he took
Tonya to the school dance and finally realizing and admitting his
love for her. He starts sobbing uncontrollably. Nurse Roland looks
up at the monitor and sees him sitting up in bed, head in his
hands. Nurse Roland turns to the doctor sitting next to her doing
paperwork.

"Doctor, Mark is awake
now."

"Thank you, nurse.”

The doctor and the Goodins walk
back down to his room.

“Oh, honey," says Mrs.
Goodin.

"Mother, she's gone. Oh God.
Tonya’s really gone," says Mark as he starts crying.

Mr. Goodin’s face constricts in
pain as he approachs his son's bed.

Mrs. Goodin hugs Mark tightly. "I
love you son, I love you!"

"Oh dad, the pain inside is
terrible." Mark hugs himself.

Mr. Goodin sits in a chair, pulling
out a Kleenex from his pocket and handing it to his
wife.

“We can help you to get through
this you know," says Mr. Goodin squeezing Mark's hand.

Mark quickly removes his hand from
his dad’s grasp and crosses his arms.

Rachel moves to an empty chair and
sits down.

The doctor takes out his micro
cassette recorder and pushes the record button on the tape
player.

"Can I have a drink?"

"Certainly, son."

Tony pours Mark a glass of water
and hands it to his son.

"Thanks." Mark props up against his
pillow.

Looking at the tears in his
mother's eyes and then looking at his dad, he clears his
throat.

"Well, if you believe me or not it
doesn't matter, but let me get one thing straight, I loved Tonya
very much and I would never hurt her"

"Then she wasn't killed or anything
like that?" asks Mr. Goodin.

"No, damn it! She wasn't killed and
it's not like she didn't love me, dad, it was just..” Mark pauses
trying to find the right word, “that she had to go."

"To another city or something,
dear?" asked Mrs. Goodin.

"It looks like I'm confusing you
more. Let me just start over."

"Go ahead Mark. I would like for
you to tell us the whole story. I'm going to record all that you
say with the tape recorder," says the doctor.

"Go ahead, son," says Mr.
Goodin

"It began the day Tonya came to my
school," says Mark as he thought back to that first day.

 



Chapter Two

 


"And now class, we’ll begin," said
Mrs. Smith when she was interrupted by a knock at the
door.

She walks over to open the door and
turns around to the class. "While I'm gone for a minute, I want you
to behave like adults you’re supposed to be."

She opens the door and steps out
into the hall. After a few minutes, Mrs. Smith comes back in the
class room and behind her stands a girl of about seventeen. She had
a heart-shaped face and a small upper lip which turned the corners
into a smile. Her small pouty lips just made you want to put both
hands on her face and kiss her with such a passion that would leave
you breathless. Her straight flaxen hair fell to her shoulders
which framed a classic girl next door look. She had deep blue eyes
that were like looking into the clearest blue ocean water. If the
lighting changed you would be unable to decide if her eyes sparkled
blue or green.

All of the boys in the class let
out a big gasp like they just seen the woman of their dreams. The
girls looked at the boys with disgust and let out simultaneous loud
sighs.

"I want you to meet a new student,”
as Mrs. Smith said with authority in her voice. “Her name is Tonya
Morag. Mark, since both of you have the same classes, you could
show her around the school, if you don't mind. Tonya, why don't you
have a seat over there by Mark.”

As Tonya walked down the aisle to
her seat, she was wearing a simple white dress that went down to
her knees and swayed elegantly as she walked. Tonya walked down the
aisle between the desks with a slight air of austerity and
confidence. Tonya seemed to walk with a single purpose and coolness
about her. In fact, she walked without even turning her head to
check out the other students sitting in their chairs to see if they
were checking her out. Most new students walking down the aisle
would be turning their heads to see if they got the stares or
glares, to see if there was whispers going on between the kids
seated about the new girl in school, but Tonya did no such thing.
She did not appear snobbish like some of the other girls in school
who, especially like Claire Hopkins, thought everyone was beneath
her and acted really mean. Claire Hopkins would put a dagger in one
of the other girls if she thought they were better than her, but
Tonya did not seem to act this way at all. In fact, she acted like
she had a certain determination about her. She clutched a medium
size tan bag that appeared to be a purse with a silver strap, but
did not look like Gucci or any of the other major fashion purse
designers. As she passed, some of the guys turned their heads and
watched her walk down the aisle. The guys all looked like they
would really like to get to know her better. Tonya sat by me while
the teacher went to get her book. After a few minutes, Mrs. Smith
came back in the room with a history book.

"Tonya, come over here and get your
history book, please"

"Yes, ma'am."

Tonya got up from the desk and
walked over to the teacher. She grabbed her book off the desk and
went to sit back down in the chair beside me. Tonya instantly put
her book in her bag and scooted it underneath her chair.

"I don't suppose you are from a
different country or something?" I asked as I turned to look at
her.

"No. I am not," Tonya said to me in
a soft voice.

"Now, kids, back to the lesson.
Turn to page 396 in your history book."

I leaned over to get her history
book for her from the bag she had just stored underneath her chair.
I quickly flipped to the correct page for her. "You're definitely
an interesting person," I whispered to her.

A quivering sensation right above
my belly button was starting to creep up my body. There was
something that I could not quite put my finger on. I knew somewhere
deep down within me that I felt a kinship with her. I knew for a
fact that not only was she pretty, but smart too.

I did not realize it that I was
still staring at Tonya sitting next to me until she just turned to
me and gave me a perplexed look. I felt unsure for the first time
in my life. Soon after, the bell for the next class rang and Tonya
grabbed her bag from underneath her chair, got up and walked out of
the classroom. This tingling sensation above my navel was something
I have never felt before. I have seen many pretty girls before, but
Tonya was enigmatic. I just sat there in my chair at a loss for
words. I quickly got up and ran out of the room. I walked to my
locker and opened it, threw my book in and turned around. I noticed
Tonya just standing kind of in the middle of the hall, looking
lost. Paul walked up next to me, wearing his usual faded jeans and
simple gray t-shirt with his Canvas sneakers.

Paul was one of those kids that
would help anyone out. He even helped an old lady cross the street
once. You always knew he would be there for you, even if he had not
gained your trust just yet. Paul never said no to anyone. This
caused Paul to sometimes get into situations where you would think
that maybe he should have said no, but I kept hoping Paul would
grow from his life lessons.

“So are you ready for that math
quiz next period?” Paul asked as he looked at me and then at Tonya
standing in the hallway.

“Hmm, “I murmured and turned
towards Paul glancing over at Tonya still standing in the hallway.
Kids were bumping in to her. “Sure.”

“Sure you are.” Paul stood there
with a big smirk on his face.

“She just looks a little confused.
You know, she just got here. Someone should show her around and
all,” I said. I walked toward Tonya cautiously.

“You seem a little lost. Can I help
you any?”

Tonya turned towards me and cast me
a blank look.

“Not sure what to do with this
book.” She said as she showed me her history book.

“Well. What is your locker number?
As you get the rest of your books today, you can store them in your
locker unless you prefer to keep them in your bag.” I replied as I
pointed to the bag she was carrying in her left hand.

“My locker number is
412.”

“Wow. That’s just four lockers down
from mine. Isn’t that cool.”

I cringed as I thought to myself,
’why am I getting excited over this girl standing in front of me,
and did I actually just blurt out ‘isn’t that cool’ like a middle
school kid?’ What is coming over me? In all my years of school, I
was always confident and determined. I knew what I wanted out of my
life. Now as I grabbed her hand and guided her over to her locker,
I was not sure about of anything in my life. Paul shook his head
and walked off to class. I reached into my locker and removed my
math book. She opened her locker and put both her book and bag
inside and closed it. I closed my locker and turned to
her.

“Well. We had better get going to
our next class. You don’t want to be late.”

“No we shouldn’t,” she said as she
closed hers and walked off down the hall.

I shook my head from side to side
and followed her. I felt strangely happy as I noticed that she was
entering the same room I was going to for math class. I hesitated
in front of the classroom door as that quivering sensation in my
belly was starting to kick into overdrive. As I entered the room, I
noticed Tonya watching me as I sat down next to her. I looked over
at Paul who was sneering at me. I just shrugged my shoulders and
looked straight ahead. I couldn’t help the feeling that Tonya was
still looking at me. I cautiously glanced over and noticed Tonya
was still looking at me. As soon as the teacher stepped in the
room, she turned her head back towards the front of the classroom.
The teacher started speaking but I was so distracted by Tonya that
I couldn’t keep my thoughts in check. I looked over at Paul who was
making smooching motions and sounds with his lips. The teacher
cleared her throat and looked at Paul.

“If you want to kiss me, Paul, you
can do it after class, but in the meantime, we are here to learn
linear algebra,” she quipped as she turned back towards the
board.

Paul turned red as a tomato and
slid down in his seat as the class started snickering.

As soon the bell rang, Paul jumped
out of his seat, quickly landed a soft blow to my shoulder with his
fist, and ran out of the classroom. Tonya just sat there, looking
at me.

“What was that all about? Why did
Paul hit you?” She asked with a puzzled look on her
face.

“Oh it’s nothing. It’s just Paul
being Paul. Paul and I have known each other since 4th grade so we
like to kid each other.” I replied. I sat there shaking my head in
disbelief. ‘Why am I explaining myself to her?’ I
wondered.

“Why did everyone laugh when the
teacher made that comment?” she asked.

“Hmm,” I mused and smiled; “now
that is kind of hard to explain. Sometimes kids can be mean and
tease other kids just to get a reaction out of them.”

Tonya just shrugged her shoulders.
“Emotions. They make no sense to me at all.”

I snorted out a small laugh. “Most
of the time, they don’t make sense to anyone.”

I got up from my chair and offered
my hand to Tonya. She looked slightly confused as she sat there.
She twirled a strand of her blond hair behind her ear and slowly
got up looking at my hand. I was standing there nervously looking
at her. I looked down at my hand and backed up at her perplexed
look. I quickly put my hand back down next to my side.

“I was just going to help you up
out of your seat,” I said rather quickly to her.

I was thinking to myself how
beautiful she was. How she slowly tucked a strand of her hair
behind her ear. How innocent she looked. Man what was coming over
me. I was starting to sweat a little. Tonya stood up and walked out
of the room. I quickly followed her. She put her book into her
locker and closed it. I walked up to my locker, opened it, and
threw my math book into it. Tonya turned towards me and just stood
there looking at me.

“I really hate math, especially the
more advanced math we just got out of. I mean for crying out loud,
who’s going to use this stuff unless you’re engineer,” I mumbled to
myself out loud. I looked over at Tonya who was standing at her
locker looking at me. “Hey, I noticed that you sure did not need
your book. The answers came pretty easy for you. How
come?”

Tonya walked over to me. “This math
is comparatively easy compared to what I had to learn,” She said in
a flat tone of voice. “I can recite most of what they teach you
without even thinking about it.”

I tilted my head slightly to the
right and leaned against my locker. “Where exactly are you
from?”

Tonya just stood there and looked
at me with a passive look. “You know, you are special too.” She
turned and walked to our next class.

This threw me off. I would never
have expected to hear that from her. What was she implying about me
being special? Was she implying that she liked me? Or was I just
your typical nerd that read too much into what a pretty girl said
to me?

The bell started ringing for our
next class, which was English. I turned and walked down the hall to
my class. As I walked into the class I noticed Tonya was sitting
down already. She was facing the front of the class. She looked
just like a mannequin, totally unresponsive to anything happening
around her. I sat down next to Paul who had a questioning look on
his face. With a sigh and shrug of my shoulders, I sat down and
turned towards the front of the classroom.

Then it hit me. She was just like a
mannequin that just stood there, stoic and emotionless. Tonya’s
whole behavior was like she did not have any emotions at all. I
understood that she must have been from some distant country or
something. Maybe they did things differently in their society than
we did in ours. It could also be the way she was brought up. Maybe
her parents taught her to act coolly and not let her emotions get
the better of her. But there was a moment there, when she twirled
her hair gently over her ear.

This strange feeling that I wanted
to be near her but at the same time I did not want to be the butt
of jokes of having a girlfriend. I did not know why I felt close to
Tonya. What was this power she had over me?

I just sat there wishing this day
would hurry up and end. As soon as the bell rang, I jumped up and
ran out of the classroom and down the hall to my locker. I was
starting to hyperventilate. Why do I feel this way about a
girl?

Ever since I was little, I felt
like I was different. Even when I looked at people, I always felt
that they were always looking at me like I was some kind of outcast
in our society, like I did not belong here. I definitely was your
typical geek. My mom must have realized early on that I loved
reading books. She would always take me to the local library and I
would check out college level books when I should have been reading
‘The Hardy Boys’ or something along those lines. I was never
interested in sports. I felt my time could be spent doing something
better than sitting around and watching sports. I also seemed to be
an observer of people and how they acted in social situations. I
felt that there was always more to life than what I was seeing or
felt. I loved sitting on the grass in our front yard at night,
looking up at the stars, dreaming that I belonged up there,
somewhere on a planet other than Earth, where everything was
possible. When I started high school, all the kids seemed to shy
away from me, so I felt I was always the outcast. I seemed not to
belong to any kind of club in high school, the popular kids, and
the Goth kids and yes, even the nerds in our high school seemed to
avoid me. I literally was the one standing in the hall watching
everyone pass me by. They all stared at me as they passed. I tried
befriending at least a few girls in the school, but the looks I got
from them said the most about what I felt inside about myself. The
few that did give me a second look, I have taken out on a couple of
dates. But Tonya was affecting me like no other girl had I have
ever met. At least Paul would not be in my next class.

I felt that I had to get some time
away from Tonya as I quickly ducked into the boys restroom when I
saw her coming out of the classroom. There was three other senior
boys in the restroom. Since I was a loner, they did not bother me.
I walked over to the sink and ran my hands through my hair trying
to make it look like I was doing a quick comb through.

One of the boys piped up to one of
the other ones, “Man, have you seen that new exchange student.
Hubba hubba. I definitely wouldn’t mind getting to know her
better.”

As the boys roared with laughter, I
turned on the sink’s cold water. My knuckles turned white with the
force I was pressing down on the handle. Within something primeval
bubbled from deep inside of me. I wanted to turn around and slug
him. Another whispered comment was made and the boys roared with
laughter again. I took my hands and ran them under the running
water and splashed it over my face. I was trying my best to wash
away this bestial feeling inside of me. Where was this angry
feeling coming from? I have never been one to rise to anger or
jealously for that matter. This rising tide of anger inside of me
was new to me. I have gone most of my life through life doing my
best to resolve all of my conflicts without anger or fighting. One
of the boys approached me.

“So, Mark, what do you think of the
new student, especially since the both of you have had classes
together most of today?”

I turned off the running water from
the sink slowly, grabbed a paper towel and dried my face off before
turning to him. “Well, she’s smart. You should have seen the way
she just breezed through linear algebra.”

“Typical geek. Doesn’t appreciate
the finer details of women,” he said as he looked back to his
buddies.

My hands were starting to curl up
in fists next to my sides as this beast thing inside of me wanted
to lash out. I have never felt this way before. This new feeling
was exhilarating for me. I have never been like this. I have been a
passive kid all of my life. I did not believe in violence. Where
was this anger coming from?

“Ha Ha. Yes I know she’s pretty and
all, but she is a person too you know,” I blurted out sounding all
geeky again.

I uncurled my hands from fists.
Just as quickly as it had come, this bestial thing inside of me,
this anger, passed.

The kids roared with laughter as
the one standing next to me messed up my hair and walked out of the
restroom. I turned back towards the mirror and quickly ran my long
fingers through my brown hair to straighten it back. My hair has
always been naturally straight. I have never had a problem with it
going curly or unkempt. My hazel eyes had blue specks in them. They
looked like the sun just set below the horizon, flinging those last
few rays into the blue sky giving it a hazel look. Looking at my
square face, one would think it would match my six foot wired frame
that kind of made me look like a fashion cover magazine model. I
could tell that I turned girls’ heads and they noticed my physique,
but like always, they kept on walking by me like I was some kind of
freak or something. I even tried on one date with Pauline Grayson
to get a kiss out of her before the date ended. I knew I was shy
around girls, but towards the evening after taking her out to
dinner and walking back to her car, I leaned in to quickly give her
a kiss. She just gave me a look of disgust and pushed me away. She
then took my hand and shook it, saying she had a wonderful time. We
got into her car. As she was driving me back home, not one of us
said a word or looked at each other. We stopped in front of my
house. I turned to look at her, but she did not even meet my gaze,
so I just got out of her car and walked up to my house. She quickly
drove away. When my mom and dad asked me how the date went, I lied
and told them we had a good time, but she had to get up early for
school the next morning.

I gave one more look at the mirror
to make sure I had my composure and that I did not look flustered.
I heard the bell ring, meaning I was going to be late for my next
class, as I ran out of the bathroom down the hall. I stopped in
front of my classroom and tried my best to catch my breath. I
quietly opened the door and noticed the teacher looking at me as I
eased into the back of the room.

Without missing a beat, “Mark, you
are tardy.”

“Sorry Mr. Thompson. Won’t happen
again.” I murmured as I sat down in my seat.

Mr. Thompson turned back to the
blackboard describing the relations of the two families in Romeo
and Juliet. I looked over at Tonya who was looking back at me with
those deep piercing blue eyes. I felt her gaze bore right down to
my soul. She then turned back around to the front of the class. The
fluttering sensation that was circling around my belly button felt
like it just kicked into over drive. Did I really like this girl
this much? Was Tonya causing me anxiety by being around her? All
this discussion about Romeo and Juliet was making me uncomfortable,
especially when I knew the ending of the story. Would I really die
for Tonya? I sat there pondering such questions when the bell
startled me out of my seat and out the door of the classroom. The
next class was government. For some strange reason, I always loved
government.

I went to my locker, opened it,
grabbed my government book and closed it. As I was closing my
locker, Tonya was already standing right there which made me jump a
little.

“Man, you almost gave me a heart
attack, Tonya!” I gasped as I held my hand against my
heart.

“I do not see how you can have a
heart attack. You are in perfect condition. One would have to have
clogged arteries and eat all the wrong things most of their life
before one has a heart attack.” as the words just seemed to have
rolled off of her tongue.

“Hmm. Okay. I was just making a
comment that you scared me.” I stood there trying to detect any
emotion from her.

Standing there looking into her
blue eyes and her looking at me was like a staring contest which I
knew in my heart I was going to lose. I turned around and went down
the hall to my government class. Tonya walked right behind me. I
slinked down in my seat. It felt like that Tonya was observing me
all day which felt kind of creepy. I was thankful that the day was
almost over.

For the rest of the day I showed
her around. As soon as the bell rang for school to get out, Tonya
rushed out of the classroom. I threw my books into my backpack,
grabbed my coat and ran to find her.

"Do you want me to walk you home?"
I asked.

"No. That's nice of you, “as Tonya
paused, “but I'll see you tomorrow." She emphasized the last part
of her sentence.

I was taken a little bit off guard
when she said that to me, especially the way she emphasized the
‘I’ll see you tomorrow’ bit.

"See you tomorrow
Tonya."

"Tomorrow, Mark.” She turned and
brushed her delicate hand through her hair.
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