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To my mom, my sister, and my dad.
This is from Me, to You.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“SEND ME ON MY WAY”
Rusted Root 

 

THIRTY. THAT’S HOW MANY MINUTES eleventh 
graders had for lunch. Not much, but it was all the time 
we needed to eat, relax for a moment, and catch our 
breath until the next class period. 

“I can’t believe it’s chicken and waffles again,” 
Jennifer sighed as she picked up one of the semi-warm 
waffles from her plate and tossed it back down. All of 
us at the table noticed the way it bounced as it landed 
and grimaced. 

“Here,” Rachel, my best friend, giggled as she 
snapped open her lunch box to reveal her ultimate 
home packed lunch. Tugging a Ziploc bag of potato 
chips free, she pulled it open and offered some to Jen. 

“Thanks,” Jennifer mumbled with a wrinkled nose 
as she shoved her hand into the bag and pulled out a 
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few chips. Rachel offered me the snack bag next, but I 
shook my head. 

“I’m good. We’d better leave the rest for Jennifer 
or she might be feisty for the rest of the day.” 

Rachel left the bag beside Jennifer’s lunch tray. 
Jennifer had been a friend of mine since second grade. 
She was the spunky punk-girl with strawberry blonde 
hair—which, when I say strawberry-blonde hair, I real-
ly mean red and pink with yellow streaks. 

“Did you see that anime last night, Charlie?” Jen-
nifer asked me as she crunched down on a potato chip. I 
shrugged and shook my head. She was passionate about 
anime, and always had a different one to recommend. 
She carried around more fan fiction in her book bag 
than actual textbooks. Last month, the librarian caught 
her printing over a hundred pages’ worth from a web-
site and banned her printing privileges. 

“I missed it, I guess. My brother hogged the re-
mote last night.” I wouldn’t admit that I had forgotten. 
As I turned my attention back to Rachel, she grinned at 
me knowingly.  

Rachel stood out the most in our small group of 
friends, with her bright smile, infectious laugh and in-
credible sense of fashion. She was perfect. I always 
wanted to be like her, despite my tangled, thick brunette 
hair, tan skin and dark brown eyes. While we weren’t 
the most popular girls, Rachel held herself to a standard 
that demanded respect, and that’s what she got. 

I’d met Rachel in fifth grade, in choir. Our mu-
sic teacher, Mr. Jefferson, partnered us up for a random 
duet. Oddly enough, our voices were a perfect match. 
Rachel and I found we had a lot in common, includ-
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ing our tastes of books, sappy romance movies, and 
Broadway musicals. We spent many recesses drawing 
our married last names in our notebooks with her fancy 
gel-pens. She even loved A Knight’s Tale just as much 
as I did, which, at the time, only helped to solidify our 
friendship. 

I had just bitten into an apple when I saw him, sit-
ting at what Jennifer and I called the “Bro-Table.” It 
was between the wrestling table and ours in the cafe-
teria. Most of the guys at the “Bro-Table” were loud-
mouths and liked to party, and were really annoying. I 
sat with the artsy-nerdy kids. Most everyone who sat at 
the “Nerd Table” knew each other from spending their 
free periods in the art studio. 

I knew whoever he was didn’t see me staring; I 
made sure to keep my eyes moving to make it less ob-
vious. The new guy had short, dark hair and appeared 
to be taller than the guys he sat with. I couldn’t tear my 
eyes away from his strong jaw, tending and flexing as 
he ate and laughed. His eyes…from where I was sitting, 
appeared to be as dark as chocolate.  

“Who is that?” I asked, inching closer to Rachel in 
hopes to not be overhead by the others around us. As I 
leaned my head toward her, I turned my gaze to Saman-
tha, who sat at the end of the table near my friend—and 
her current love interest—Daan Scott. Fortunately for 
me, she was too busy studying the movement of his 
lips.

Samantha Walters was one of the best artists in 
the school, next to Daan, and she knew it. She was a 
little too proud for my liking, and had a huge mouth 
when it came to secrets and crushes. I’d learned my 
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lesson about Samantha. Before our falling out, I really 
believed she and I were friends. After all, we’d known 
each other since elementary school. I used to go over to 
her house all the time when we were younger and we’d 
watch movies, played with our dolls, and pretended we 
lived in a castle—Samantha was always the queen and 
I…her servant. When we grew out of our childhood 
games, Samantha turned her attention toward makeup 
and boys. I started to feel as though I didn’t know her 
anymore, and maybe it was true. My hobbies changed 
to painting and reading as many books as I could get 
my hands on. I stopped going over to Samantha’s house 
as much as I had before, until her invitations dwindled 
to none. 

It wasn’t until ninth grade, when Samantha saw 
me talking to a boy I had liked since forever, that I sud-
denly appealed to her again. Maybe it was his hand-
some dimples that reminded me of the prince from The 
Little Mermaid, but I was completely mesmerized by 
Dane Wesley. That day, Samantha came up to the two 
of us with a giggle and teased me about ‘obviously lik-
ing him.’ Later that night, she called to explain she had 
spoken to Dane after school. 

“He totally wants to go out on a date with you, 
Charlie!” Samantha practically purred. 

I couldn’t stop the growing excitement in my 
stomach at the idea of actually going on a date with 
Dane Wesley! 

Samantha came over to my house that Friday to 
help me pick out an outfit and get ready for my date. Af-
ter lying to my mom about meeting up with friends, and 
coming up with a convincing reason for the eye shad-
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ow, blush, and lipstick painted on my face, she dropped 
me off at the mall. I waited on the wooden bench near 
the main entrance for an entire hour. Just as I pushed 
myself from the seat, feeling defeated and a little stu-
pid, Dane strolled into the mall with his arm wrapped 
around Samantha’s shoulders. I barely saw through the 
tears that filled my eyes. All I could do was run outside 
and call my mom to pick me up.  

I knew I would never tell Samantha anything ever 
again. I’d never give her the chance to hurt me a second 
time. 

There was only one person I could trust, and that 
was Rachel, hands down. 

Rachel knew just about everyone in school, and 
she wasn’t the kind of person to make up dishonest sto-
ries about them. As a member of the student council, 
she was in charge of greeting and helping new students 
make the transition to our small, quaint high school. I 
darted my gaze back to the new boy, admiring the way 
he seemed to laugh so easily with the crowd of guys 
around him. 

“Who?” Rachel asked softly, leaning in. 
“That guy, at the Bro-Table.” I made a quick ges-

ture as I pretended to pick up my napkin and move it. 
Rachel’s eyes followed the direction of my hand and 
made contact with the boy throwing a tater tot at a 
laughing classmate.   

“Oh, him? That’s Micah Jacobs. He used to live 
here when he was younger. I remember him from my 
old elementary school. He moved away just as the East 
and West side Elementary schools began to merge for 
middle school. I guess he’s back in the area now.” Ra-
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chel bumped my arm. It was an all-knowing bump and 
I could feel my cheeks begin to warm just as his eyes 
caught mine from across the room. The corners of his 
mouth turn into a smile, and I dashed my gaze away.

“Who are we talking about?” Jennifer piped in as 
she closed the distance between Rachel and me. Her 
gaze scattered over the faces at the Bro-Table with in-
trigue.  

“Don’t look now!” I hissed. I tugged on her hand, 
hoping he wouldn’t see. But he did. Micah Jacobs saw 
the three of us gawking at him like a bunch of silly 
school girls, and he started to laugh. I was mortified as 
I lifted my hand to my forehead, focusing on the apple 
on my tray. His eyes were definitely dark brown, darker 
than my own.  

“Are we talking about Micah?” Jennifer asked Ra-
chel and me. 

“Obviously,” I mumbled. I picked up a French fry 
but decided not to cram it into my mouth. I mean…he 
might still be watching.

“He was in one of my morning classes today. He’s 
just like the rest of them over there,” Jennifer report-
ed, and took a sip from her milk carton. “I mean, he is 
sitting at the Bro-Table, Charlie.” She almost sounded 
apologetic. 

I looked to Rachel, wondering if she had anything 
else to add. “He’s not that bad,” she said with a shrug. 
“I knew him years ago. He might have hung out with 
the wrong kids those days, but he was always nice to 
me. I’m sure he’s probably changed since then, but… 
He moved to Georgia or something, and that was the 
last my family ever heard from his. I was pretty sur-
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prised when I saw him on the roster this morning. He 
didn’t seem to recognize me, so I didn’t say anything 
other than my usual ‘Welcome to Grand Lakes High 
School’ and, you know…that stuff.”

“It doesn’t really matter,” I said. “I was just won-
dering who he was. I haven’t seen him around and I 
don’t remember him from before.” I was trying my best 
to seem indifferent. While it had been two years, I was 
still a little traumatized by my experience with Saman-
tha Walters. I didn’t want anyone to jump to conclu-
sions about my peaked curiosity in the new guy. Speak 
of the devil. 

“Oooooo! I think Charlie has a crush,” Samantha 
called loudly over our crowd of friends. Daan kept his 
gaze to his plate while Samantha grinned at me. I could 
see the discomfort growing on Daan’s face. But instead 
of stopping her, he turned his focus to his phone. Sa-
mantha brushed her long, silken black hair over her 
shoulder and giggled. “It’s so cute! Charlie has a crush 
on the new old ‘bad boy’ in town.”

“No, I don’t,” I muttered. I picked up another 
French fry. This time, I shoved it into my mouth with-
out hesitation.

“Look at her!” Samantha squawked. “It’s so ob-
vious.”

“It doesn’t really matter, Sam, does it?” Daan 
glanced up from his phone. There was a silent, tense 
moment between them. It was the first time Daan had 
ever confronted her. 

Sam’s eyes widened as he picked up his lunch tray 
and walked over to the return carousel. She slid her ha-
zel-eyed glare to me and wrinkled her nose. 
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As I turned my eyes away from the disaster at the 
other end of the table, my eyes caught Micah’s from 
across the cafeteria. He was watching me, and I thought 
I saw him wink.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“EVERYBODY TALKS”
Neon Trees

 

SAM MUST HAVE WORKED HER magic quickly, 
because within the timeframe of two class periods, al-
most everyone in the eleventh grade knew about my 
alleged crush on Micah Jacobs... I wasn’t sure why it 
was such a big deal. But it was a small town, and every-
one lived for gossip. Walking into science class, I began 
to hear Micah’s name whispered around me. Awkward 
doesn’t even begin to cover how I felt. I tried my best 
to ignore it as I pulled my textbook and spiral out of my 
backpack and waited not-so-patiently for our teacher to 
begin her lecture, but I couldn’t help feeling everyone’s 
stares on me. It was even more embarrassing when I 
walked into my last class of the day and everyone just 
stopped talking.

As I grabbed a few books from my locker to go 
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home, Jennifer came up beside me. “I’m really sor-
ry about all the stupid rumors today.” She shifted the 
books in her arms. Jennifer was one of the few people 
who knew what Samantha had done to me with Dane 
Wesley. 

“Why?” I nudged my locker door shut. “You didn’t 
do anything.”

I didn’t give Jennifer a chance to say anything 
else about it; I turned and walked in the other direction. 
What was the chance that Micah knew—or cared? 

But he’d winked at me. 
He must have heard Samantha. She was pretty 

loud at lunch. If he hadn’t heard then, he had to know 
by now, given the way my afternoon had gone. My 
face started to warm as I walked quickly toward the 
main doors. Some students were crowding the lobby, 
taking selfies while they waited for their friends, or to 
be picked up to go home. A few of us pushed through 
the masses to the line-up of buses outside. As I climbed 
on the bus and sat down, relief washed over me. I had 
made it to the end of the day. 

I was surprised when I looked up to see Micah 
hovering over my seat, smirking down at me. 

“Is anyone sitting here?” His voice was smooth 
and rich, almost as if he were straight out of a Holly-
wood high school movie. 

Why was Micah Jacobs speaking to me? I could 
feel my voice catching in my throat as I shook my head. 
“N-no…no one’s sitting with me.”

“Great!” He plopped down beside me, hoisting his 
backpack in his lap.

“I didn’t know you—” Rode the same bus as me. 
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“I didn’t see you on the bus this morning,” I offered as 
one of the most humiliating conversation starters. 

Micah’s smirk turned into a slow and almost sexy 
grin, as his dark brown eyes softened. “This is my first 
time, actually. My dad gave me a ride this morning.” 

A few of the guys he sat with during lunch came 
onto the bus and gave him high-fives.

“Yo, man,” one commented, tipping his baseball 
cap at Micah. 

Micah turned, directing his attention to his friend, 
who took a seat behind us. I pulled a book from my 
backpack, deciding to distract myself with something 
worthy. I opened the crinkled pages of my well-used 
copy of Romeo and Juliet, and tried to read the lines on 
the page. 

“So, I heard you have a crush on me.” 
His blatant statement forced me to look up from 

my book. As I met Micah’s face, his lips turn up into 
an all-knowing smile. Almost as if saying, Yup, I have 
you pegged, Charlie. Leave it to the entire school—or 
really, just Sam—to make something out of nothing. I 
decided I wasn’t going to indulge him. Instead, I eased 
back into my book. 

“Look, it’s all right,” he tried again. “I mean, it’s 
nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I re-
plied.

“This girl, uh…what’s-her-name…” Micah 
snapped his fingers. “Sam, I think…she told me you 
have a crush on me.” 

Of course. 
“Does it matter?” I asked, annoyed. “I mean, real-
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ly? Is that why you sat down next to me?” 
Bracing my hand on the seat in front of me, the 

bus engine revved to life and we started to move out of 
the school parking lot and onto the main street. Thank 
God I was only a few stops from home.

“So you do have a crush on me!”
“No! God, no!” I said quickly. The guy behind us 

apparently overheard because he started to tease me.
“Oooooooooh! Micah’s got a girlfriend.” 
I ignored him. Guys were so stupid.
“Micah, sounds like your girl is playing hard-to-

get,” the guy continued. 
“Shut up.” I turned around to glare at him. He was 

chubby with freckles all over the bridge of his nose. I 
imagined he was the kind of boy who sat in his box-
ers and played Xbox all day while his mom brought 
him peanut butter and jelly sandwiches with no crust. 
I couldn’t find anything nice to say about his shaggy 
red hair or his blue plaid shirt that screamed my mom 
dressed me. 

Micah grabbed the book from my hands. I protest-
ed, reaching for it, but was held back by his arm and a 
tsk.

“What are you carrying around? Shakespeare? Re-
ally?” 

“Give it back.” I watched as he flipped open to the 
title page, where I had printed my name carefully in the 
right-hand corner.

“Caroline Blake,” Micah read aloud. “But every-
one calls you Charlie.”

“They do,” I said, emphasizing my extended hand. 
“I’d like my book back.”
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“Why do they call you Charlie? Is there a story to 
your nickname?” He raised an eyebrow curiously.

“No, not really,” I lied. I wasn’t about to tell him 
the reason why my nickname had stuck since child-
hood. Maybe I had been obsessed with All Dogs Go to 
Heaven and maybe I’d insisted on being called Charlie. 
Maybe.

“All right, then. How about a please?” He sported 
a devilish smirk. I narrowed my eyes at him.

“Please, may I have my book back, Micah?” 
He squinted, giving me a teasing eye, and slowly 

handed the book back to me. 
Thankfully, my stop had come. I hoisted myself up 

from the seat. Micah stood and gave me enough room 
to slip past him.

“Here, text me. We should talk about this crush 
thing.” In his hand was a piece of torn notebook pa-
per with his cellphone number scribbled down. I had 
a feeling if I didn’t take it, he would follow me off the 
bus. Wanting to avoid any more of a scene, I took it and 
walked toward the front of the bus. 

“Talk to you soon, Charlie!” he called after me, 
just before I escaped out into the fresh air. I didn’t both-
er turning around to watch the bus drive away. I kept 
my gaze straight on the road until there was nothing left 
but exhaust fumes.

 
 
 

A SIGH ESCAPED OUT OF my mouth as I fell back 
onto my bed. I glanced down at my cellphone in my 



CHANTAL GADOURY18

hand and noticed it was only 3:45 P.M. In no way, shape, 
or form was I going to text that boy. I wasn’t even sure 
if I had a crush on him anymore. He was cute—nothing 
more. 

I heard my brother, Josh, open the front door, laugh-
ing with his friends. He was a senior and did everything 
he could to avoid me at school, which meant subjecting 
me to the yellow bus. I was not “cool” enough to catch 
a ride with him and his buddies.

“Charlie? You home?” Josh called. A splay of oth-
er voices echoed my name. Indeed, my brother’s posse 
was visiting for the afternoon.

“Charlie,” he shouted out again. I rolled off of my 
bed.

“What do you want?” I made my way out of my 
room and into the hallway. The familiar faces of my 
brother’s friends—David, Ben and J—greeted me as I 
approached the kitchen. Ben and J were on the foot-
ball team and, in my opinion, were pretty lousy. David 
was Daan’s older brother and shared a similar passion 
for art. David was probably the quieter of the two. And 
then there was my brother. Josh was into football, bas-
ketball, baseball—really, anything that entailed a ball. 

“Do we still have pizza rolls in the freezer?” Josh 
jabbed his thumb toward the kitchen.

“Needy. Go check for yourself!” 
“I didn’t know if you and your girlfriends ate them 

all the other night,” he huffed. Ben and J followed and 
helped themselves to the cans of coke stacked in the 
fridge. David lingered in the hallway and waved at me 
with a small, shy smile.

“Hey, Charlie, did you have a good day?” 
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My cheeks burned slightly and I became a little 
tongue-tied as I tried to manage a reply. David was 
handsome, in a boyish way. He had dimples when he 
smiled and was always so polite to my parents and me. 

“It was all right.” I shrugged.
David grinned. “Want me to save you some pizza 

rolls?”
“Nah, that’s okay. Josh might kill you if you share 

any with me.” 
David laughed and made his way into the kitchen. 

I stood there in the empty hallway, glancing down at 
my phone again. Maybe I should text Micah; see what 
he wants, get it over with. I turned and headed back into 
my room, pausing only to close my door. Carefully, I 
pulled the piece of notebook paper from my pocket and 
started to type the phone number into the text box. 

 

CHARLIE: Hey, Micah. It’s Charlie.
 

I stared at the glowing screen and then hit the 
SEND button. I sat down on my bed.

Here went nothing.
 

MICAH: Sup?
 
CHARLIE: Nothing much, I’m just…texting 
you!
 
MICAH: So…I was really surprised to hear 
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from Sam today that u like me…
 
CHARLIE: It’s not true.
 
MICAH: Uh-huh…
 
MICAH: I think it’s cute, you know.
 
MICAH: So, how long have u been going to 
Grand Lakes HS?
 
CHARLIE: Since…forever, honestly.
 
MICAH: Really?
 
CHARLIE: Why did your parents move 
back here?
 
MICAH: Jobs.
 
CHARLIE: You must miss Georgia.
 
MICAH: A bit, yeah. I liked going to the 
beach all the time.
 
CHARLIE: If you remember, we have some 
nice lakes and rivers.
 
MICAH: Right. I loved going to the lake 
when I was a kid.
 
CHARLIE: Yeah? I like going there too.
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MICAH: Cool.
 
MICAH: So u were asking about me?    
 
CHARLIE: I wouldn’t say that. I was just 
asking who you were.
 
MICAH: U could have asked me, u know.
 
CHARLIE: That would have been even 
more embarrassing than this is.
 
MICAH: Aw! Don’t be embarrassed.
 
MICAH: I know u think I’m hott 
 
CHARLIE: I never said that...?
 
MICAH: U didn’t have to.
 
CHARLIE: Are you always this way with 
girls?
 
MICAH: What way?
 
CHARLIE: Nothing, never mind.
 
MICAH: Ur the one with a crush. 
 
CHARLIE: I’m not really sure why Sam told 
you that.
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MICAH: Probably b/c it’s true, right?
 
MICAH: It’s all right to have a crush on me, 
C. Most girls do!
 
MICAH: So, how old r u anyway?
 
CHARLIE: 16
 
CHARLIE: You?
 
MICAH: 17.
 
CHARLIE: What bus stop do you get off at?
 
MICAH: Just 2 after u. I live pretty close to 
u.
 
CHARLIE: Really? Where?
 
MICAH: Can’t tell u that. I might find u at 
my front door.
 
CHARLIE: That’s not going to happen. 
 
MICAH: U sure?  Not even tempted?
 
CHARLIE: Not really.
 
MICAH: Weird. A girl who has a crush on 
me doesn’t want to come visit?
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CHARLIE: I’m not a stalker, thank you very 
much.
 
MICAH: Oh, phew! I was worried there for 
a second.
 
MICAH: In that case, I live in the Green-
boro Trax.
 
CHARLIE: Oh.
 
MICAH: Well C, g2g. Got stuff to do.
 
MICAH: Good chattin with u.
 
MICAH: C u on the bus 2morrow. 
 
CHARLIE: Alrighty then. See you tomor-
row!
 
MICAH: ttyl
 

My fingers scrolled through the texts between us, 
as I read and reread every word again. I wasn’t sure 
what to make of it all. Micah knew the truth, despite me 
not wanting to admit it. 

This was all Sam’s fault.
And yet, it felt strangely thrilling to know he lived 

close by. I would see him every day on the bus. I won-
dered if that was something I’d come to look forward 
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to. 
“Hey, Charlie!” Josh opened my bedroom door, 

peeking his nose in. I jolted in surprise. I hadn’t heard 
him coming. “We’re headed down to the creek to hang 
out. David and I were wondering if you’d like to tag 
along.”

“Is that an open invitation?” Micah and all my 
thoughts about him could wait until later.

“Take it while you have it.” He tapped his smart-
phone, lifting the screen to show me the time. “Come 
on, we’re leaving now!”

“I’m coming.” I pushed myself up from the bed 
and shoved my phone into my back jeans pocket.
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