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I watched Fara doodle flowers in the margins of her notebook during class, day after day after day. Days turned to weeks, weeks turned to months, and suddenly it was summer break. I missed my chance; I never once managed to say a word to her.

I sigh at the thought, one I've had several times since the start of break. My boysenberry swirl cone drips and tickles down my fingers, reminding me of its presence. In this heat time is of the essence, unless I want to be wearing my ice cream instead of eating it.

I watch people walk by me from the bench on the edge of the park as I work on whittling down my cone. Some are shopkeepers headed to open for the day on Main Street, others are dressed in business formal for a day's work.

A person with a fluffy one-eyed dog walks past me, the dog skittling to keep up with their tiny feet, brown floofs of fur blowing in their eye. Another person passes by in a long, purple cloak, which seems like it'd be a bit hot considering the temperature.

I wonder what Fara is doing right now? My cheeks flush at the thought, and that same sensation I get sitting next to her in class rushes over me. So many times I looked her way, watching her brilliant smile and admiring her tight curls of golden brown hair, hoping and dreading at the same time that she'd look my way too. She was always so nice and helpful to everyone. 

Drip, interjects my cone. I lick the sticky leak from my hand and sigh.

Restless yet listless, I stand, tired of sitting in the park. Down Main Street, more shops are starting to open. Walking along Main is my favorite activity because it is the most eclectic and colorful spot in Yverwood. The buildings are all different sizes—wide and long, skinny and tall—and no two are the same tint or brick color. 

There's a wide assortment of shops: candymakers, bakeries, cafes, weavers and seamsters, bookshops, and trinket sellers. Scents of summer waft from the shops; boysenberry and sunflower along with the ever present smell of cinnamon spice.

Past the shops is what’s referred to as the magicks district: the tarot reader, a fortune teller, potions shops, charms, a witchcraft shop, and lastly the warlock's shop.

I'm not sure what the warlock does; he only takes customers by appointment, and his windows are always shuttered and the storefront dark.

In the shop with the potions and charms—a witch's specialities—the cloaked person walks the aisles, then looks in the mirror, tilting their pointed hat, smiling, then petting the black cat that hops on their shoulder. Not for the first time, I contemplate going into the shop. Toil and Trouble, the sign says.

Maybe they could give me a potion to make me more confident, so I could talk to Fara. I shake my head. No, that's silly. That'd be too meddlesome of me. It is my own fate, my own future, though. If I never do anything, I'll never know what could be—if anything—between Fara and I. For all I know, she might not even be into girls.

I twirl my black hair around my fingers and worry my lip between my teeth. I've never liked a girl before Fara, and I'm not sure what it is I like about her. Is it her tight curls of hair, always worn down, and light brown skin with a smattering of freckles on her cheeks? Since she's always looking at the board, I haven't gotten a good look at her eyes. Some days she wears dresses, and other days colorful and festive leggings that show off her curvyness.

My stomach is doing flips just thinking about her. I mentally swat the butterflies and continue my walk, almost bumping into someone who's rushing by.

"Pardon me, dear," they say, then hurry to the warlock's door, unlocking it and slipping inside.

Is that the warlock? I've never seen him before. The door shuts too quickly for me to get a look inside. Oh well.

I sigh and try to push out my daydreams of Fara. Maybe by the time I loop back around the bookstore I like will be open.

Preparations for the summer solstice festival are in full swing. Banners are hung at every street corner, and all the shops are decorated with brighter colors—yellows and greens and bright blues. The perennials are starting to bloom and the days are getting hotter and more humid, and already seem longer.

With all the brightness around, I wish I could also be bright, but that's not the case. I'm lonely and melancholic because I don't see Fara every day at school anymore, and I keep wondering if we'll even be in the same class next year.

I really did lose my only chance.

She probably isn't interested anyway. Fara probably doesn't have any idea who I am. I look at my reflection in one of the shop windows as I go by, pushing up my round glasses and scrunching my nose. I'm wearing my hair in pigtails because it's hot, and it makes me look even more dorky than my typical bookish look.

I finish off my ice cream cone and keep walking. Someone comes out of the bakery with a stack of boxes, walking precariously. I pause to let them get by, when the boxes suddenly begin to tilt.

"Look out!" I call and lunge forward, putting my arms out and righting the boxes.

"Oh, thank you. I shouldn't have tried to carry them all at once," a sweet voice says.

I freeze, recognizing the voice. 

Fara's speckled face peers around the boxes at me, a warm smile on her face, her golden-brown eyes lit up. Her head tilts when she locks eyes with me.

"Don't we go to school together?"

I literally squeak, then hurry to cover up my mouth, opting to nod instead of attempting words again. Fara. Is talking. To me! And she recognized me from class! I'm shaking all over with this new revelation that I hadn't been completely invisible.

"Hallie, right?"

Holy ghosts, she knows my name? She knows my name!

I still haven't uncovered my mouth, so I nod vigorously.

"Could I trouble you for your help with these? I'm just going over to city hall with them."

I uncover my mouth. "Uh, s-sure," I say, still more mousy sounding than I want. With trembling hands I reach out and pull the top half of the boxes from the stack. "S-so... What're all these for?" I ask as we walk. I can't believe I'm talking to Fara! I hope I don't sound like a total dork.

"The solstice festival planning committee ordered some pastries for breakfast, and a few other breads and pies for the members to have as snacks while we work today."

"You're on the planning committee?"

"Yeah!" She looks over, beaming at me, and I nearly trip over my own feet at the sight. Her eyes flash with concern until I regain my footing, and I'm pretty sure I'm redder than pin cherries right now.

I'm so not used to this. Going from months of her not once glancing my direction to her full attention is overwhelming, but it’s also the most amazing and best stroke of luck I could ever  hope for. Now if only I can manage not act like a complete mess, I might have a chance with her yet. 

"Will you be coming to the festival?" Fara asks.

Of course, it's probably an idle chit-chat question like "nice weather we're having", done out of courtesy or formality, rather than out of genuine interest. 

"Uh, yeah," I blurt out, wincing at how blunt I sound. "And you?" I immediately realize how ridiculous that is.

Of course Fara would be there, since she just told me she's on the planning committee.

Yverwood is a small, tight-knit town, and holds seasonal celebratory events all year long. On the summer solstice, the longest day of the year, the music and dancing and celebration continue late into the night, even after it's finally dark.

We cross through the park and go up the steep steps of city hall. The door is propped open, and I follow Fara inside. I find myself staring at her summer sunkissed curls and the donut print on her leggings so intently that I almost bump into her when she stops.

I stumble back and manage to step to her side before she notices what an awkward mess I'm being. I sit the pastry boxes beside the ones she was carrying, gawking at them until she speaks again, making me jump.

"Thanks for your help."

"S-sure thing," I eek out. I fiddle with my hands, not looking at her face even though I want to more than anything.

"I'll see you around."

"Yeah. Okay." I stand there awkwardly for another moment before realizing that's my cue to leave. "Okay. Bye."

"Bye. It was nice seeing you, Hallie." She smiles warmly, dimples forming on her face, and it's better than the first bite into a fresh buttered croissant. I take a step back and almost lose my footing for the upteenth time in the last five minutes.

Once she turns away, I run off.

She said it was nice seeing me! She knows my name! She said my name! It was like a beautiful symphony coming from her lips, and my heart is still pounding from it.

I finally stop running and collapse into a bench along Main Street, sighing heavily. Was she just being nice, or did she actually mean what she said? I really hope she meant it.
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