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Chapter 1
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I left my best friend Dan’s house late as usual and needed to be home by 5:30 for dinner. My mom doesn’t like it when I am late. I was running down the sidewalk when I decided to text her that I was on my way. I stopped walking and reached into my pocket for my phone. Just then I noticed a moving truck across the street which caught my attention. I saw a girl there my age. She waved at me, so I stuck out my arm to motion back.

Suddenly, I felt an awful pain in my left arm, and I was falling to the ground! I felt even more excruciating pain when I hit the ground with a thud landing on my side. I grunted and grabbed my arm when I sat back up. I quickly stood up still cradling my arm and looked around to see what happened. A man on a bike hit my arm as I put it out to wave, and I felt myself crashing to the ground.

“Are you ok?” The girl yelled, and her mother came running across the street to me. 

I yelled at the biker, “What is wrong with you? This is a sidewalk! You broke my arm!” The biker slammed his bike down yelling and trying to start a fight.

“Hey! Hey! Cool it!” yelled the girl’s mom getting between us.

“I’m pretty sure he broke my arm!” I said glaring at the guy, but then I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was the girl. I got caught up in her stare as the guy was yelling back at me. Her eyes were a pretty silver-gray color, her hair was dark brown, and her smile calmed me down.

“It definitely looks broken,” she said looking concerned. Then, I remembered my phone. It must have flown out of my hand when I got hit or fell. I looked around for it panicked as I stood there. “Did you lose something?” she asked.

“My phone! I was going to call my mom. I need to be home, like, now,” I said. She started looking for it as her mom offered to drive me home.

“Found it!” She said smiling and walking back to me, but my arm hurt too bad for me to let go of it to grab the phone. I cringed when I tried, and she said, “Here, I’ll slide it in your pocket.” I blushed as she got close. I was never too comfortable around girls, and she made me feel nervous.

“My name is Jesse, by the way,” I said awkwardly afterward trying to break my nerves.

“I’m Hannah, and this is my mom, Claire,” she replied pointing to her mom who was leaving the biker.

“Okay kids. Let’s get going. Jesse needs to see a doctor, so let’s get him home,” Claire said as we walked to their car. Once seated, I struggled with my seat belt, and Hannah noticed. She rested a hand on my knee and reached over me to grab the belt. She pulled it across me which made me blush again, so I looked away.

The car ride home was painful and quiet. I wasn’t sure what to say and not good a small talk, but I was happy for the ride. I stayed quiet, but I looked over at Hannah twice knowing she was looking at me pitifully. Once we reached my driveway, I asked Hannah what grade she was in.

“Oh, I homeschool, but I’m almost 16 so maybe a Junior?” She shrugged.

“Oh. That’s cool. I guess I will see you around then,” I said. I was a little confused by her response but tried to be nice. Claire opened the door for me to get out, but Hannah had to unbuckle me. We all laughed a bit, but mine was out of embarrassment. I must have looked helpless and ridiculous. 

“See ya,” she said smiling. Claire walked me up to the house and explained what happened to my dad. He was not happy. We left dinner sitting on the table, so Mom and Dad could get me to the emergency room. I spent the rest of the evening at the hospital. The final diagnosis after three x-rays, pain medicine, a new cast, and four hours was 2 broken bones in my forearm. I called Dan late that night before bed to tell him what happened.

“Dude, I can’t believe that guy hit you and got mad at you! What an idiot,” Dan said.

“I know! Who rides their bike that fast on a sidewalk too?” We laughed. “I did meet a new girl today. She was moving in across the street from where I got hit. She saw the whole thing!”

“That’s cool, was she cute?” Dan asked.

“Of course! That’s just my luck.”

“Did you cry?” Dan asked mocking and laughing which made me laugh. That’s how he was, always joking and cheering me up. He says I’m too serious.

“No. But I wanted to!” I said laughing again.

“Let me guess, you didn’t get her number either.”

“No, I can’t do that, and you know it.”

“Jesse, you seriously need to start trying!” he said. “You need a girlfriend!” I sighed at his comment. I was popular, and I knew girls at school liked me. But, I never found anyone I wanted to date or was interested in. 

The next day I had showed up to baseball practice and my coach was ticked off when he saw my cast. He had the worst man-trum I’ve ever seen.

“You’re our only catcher! Tyler is still out with a torn rotator cuff! Oh man! There goes our perfect season!” He yelled as he threw stuff around the dugout. The whole team watched as he had his fit.

I tried to calm him down. “Sorry coach. I needed this too for college scouts. Plus, I’m gonna miss basketball tryouts, and I won’t get to play the entire season!” I retorted back, but it didn’t help.

“You’re excused for the rest of the season. Get your stuff out of the locker room.” Coach said with his hand on his hip, and as he pointed toward the school. I know he was disappointed. I was mad too. I could hear the team talking about me as I walked away too. I just thought about what a crappy day it was beginning to be.

In the locker room I emptied my stuff from my locker into my duffle bag, but my dumb cast made me struggle to close it. Then, I had a hard time carrying my bag and both bats. I was so frustrated. I needed to think! I decided to walk home instead of calling Mom for a ride. The thought of not being able to play my two favorite sports was really depressing. Six weeks in a cast was a long time. I began thinking. Who am I without them? No one will care who I am if I can’t play. I’ll be out of the loop with my friends, because I won’t be at practice. They’ll lose interest in me. I can’t get my driver’s license either! So many thoughts went through my mind as I walked home. 

“Hey! Jesse! Jesse!” I heard my name being called, and I snapped out of my thoughts. It was Hannah. She was coming out of the library.

“Hi. Why are you at the library? It’s still summer break for four more days,” I said as she approached. 

“Um, homeschool never stops,” she said with a smile and a shrug. “How’s your arm?”

“I broke two bones. I gotta wear this for at least six weeks,” I said.

“Really? I’m sorry to hear that,” she said. I could tell she actually meant it. She was the first person that didn’t yell or make fun of me for it.

“The worst part is that I can’t play baseball or tryout for basketball. My coach just had a huge screaming meltdown and made me leave,” I whined exacerbated. 

“Yikes!” she said with a funny face.

“And, I probably can’t take my final driver’s test in two weeks!” I had to complain to someone, and she was the helpless victim.

“Well, my mom always says, ‘Patience is a virtue.’ I guess you’ll have to find some other ways to pass your time until it can come off,” Hannah said cheerfully.

“Are you always so happy?” I asked. I knew I probably sounded a little rude, but it was not an issue to her.

“Yep! Do you need help carrying something?” she offered. I thought she must be bored, but she’s a cute companion. I didn’t really need to think over her offer. Why would I say no?

“Thanks,” I said as I handed her one of my bats. We talked the whole way home. Well, she did most of the talking.

“So, you play baseball?” she asked.

“Yep, since I was seven. I’m the catcher, well was the catcher,” I said with a sigh and an eye roll.

“We just moved here from Boston, Massachusetts. My dad is a big Red Socks fan. He’s currently decorating our basement for game days. My brothers are obsessed too,” she said.

“Woah!” I stopped in my tracks. “You’re in Arizona now. You need to root for the Diamondbacks!” I said joking around.

She looked at me with a huge smile. “I’ll only root for them if you’re on the team,” she flirted tapping me with the bat. She made me blush again. “We actually attend lots of games each year. My dad just loves the game. If he sees a little league game playing, he stops. It’s so funny.”

“What about basketball?” I asked.

“Well, I really don’t know much about it. My dad never got into it, and my brothers never played. I do play tennis though. Have you ever played?” she asked.

“Only once for gym class. I only got to hit the ball once though. How about this? I’ll teach you about basketball, and you can teach me to play tennis.” I offered hoping for a yes, but she hesitated then laughed.

“That’s sounds like a great idea. I can count it as my ‘gym class’,” she said using quotation marks.

“Really?” I asked because it sounded really odd.

“Yes. I already count my tennis lessons as my gym class, but it would be nice to learn something new,” she said looking at me.

“Ok so you play tennis, anything else I should know about you, mystery girl?” I tried being flirtatious which did not come naturally. She giggled and told me she played the piano, and her two brothers were in college. 

“Oh! I plan on opening a bakery some day!” she announced excitedly. 

“Ok, why a bakery?” I asked enjoying our conversation as we walked slowly.

“Well, what other jobs let you eat cake every day?” she laughed. “Plus, I love to bake.” I also learned that Hannah is not shy. She talks a lot and had me laughing the whole way home.

“Here we are,” I said. “Thanks for getting my mind off this crappy day. Do you want to come in for a drink?”

“Is anyone home?” she asked looking toward the house.

“No,” I replied curiously.

“Oh. Well, thanks, but I can’t.” she declined returning to look at me and then at the ground.  

“Why not? It’s just tea or Gatorade.” 

“My family is very conservative, and I can’t go into private places alone with boys,” she said looking down again. 

“Ok. Can I bring you a drink out here?” I was trying to be polite and keep our conversation going.

“I should probably go. My mom is expecting me home,” she pouted playfully.

“Alright then. I guess I will see you around again,” I said as she handed me my bat. I wasn’t sure what to say. I kind of liked her, but what’s the point in asking her out if I can’t be alone with her? 

“Bye,” she said with a small shrug and a grin turning around and walked down the driveway. I watched her, and it was the first time she seemed down.  

“Hannah!” I yelled not knowing what I wanted to say and unsure where my new-found bravery came from. It was instinctual. She turned around looking surprised. “Can I have your phone number? My friends and I hang around town, and I’m sure they’d like to meet you. It’s guys and girls. Not just guys,” I fumbled asking.

“Sure,” she said with a smile walking back to me. I gave her my phone and she programed her cell phone number in it. “I’ll be spending most of the week at the library until our internet gets hooked up. If I don’t answer it’s because my ringer will be off so, just text me.” I nodded at her, and she walked away. 

Secretly, I was excited that I was brave enough to ask her for her number. I am usually really quiet and have never asked a girl for her number before. Now my biggest dilemma was how long do I wait to call her? I decided to wait until there was something to do so I didn’t look desperate. That Friday, Dan called me. My group of friends were meeting at Doshen’s Dairy for ice cream. He told me to invite Hannah. I don’t know why, but I got nervous at the thought. I waited a while to get my nerves back, but I was thinking too much. What is wrong with me? She’s nice, but what if she’s not allowed? I’ll look like an idiot. Ugg. Seriously. I need to man up! I picked up my phone and called. I felt sick with each ring. She didn’t answer! Ok. Maybe she’s at the library.

I decided to go there instead of texting her, but when I got there I couldn’t go in. I paced nervously outside for a few minutes, but then people looked at me like I was weird. I took a deep breath and went in. I saw her sitting on a sofa looking at her computer with head phones on. I felt better knowing she wasn’t ignoring me. I walked up to her, and she saw me as I waved to her. She took her head phones off, and her hair fell just right on her shoulders.

“Hey Jesse! What are you doing in the library during summer break?” she whispered jokingly as she cleared a spot for me on the sofa.

“I tried calling, but you didn’t answer so I figured you would be here,” I admitted.

“Ah, I’m glad to see ya! What did you need?” Hannah asked with a sweet smile and touching my knee. It through me off. I realized at that moment that I liked this girl and a weird feeling that I was unaccustomed to surged through me making me more nervous. I began to ask by clearing my throat, rubbing my hands together, and fumbling through my words.

“Um. So. There’s a group thing,” I had to take a breath, and she looked at me with her eyebrows raised as though to say, ‘What is going on?’ “Um. There’s a group of my friends going to Doshen’s Dairy tonight at seven. I’d like you to come. Um, you could meet some new people.” I got through it, but I didn’t look at her while I asked either.

“Sure. Sounds like fun, but I’d have to get permission,” she paused. “I have no idea where that is either. Would you be willing to pick me up on the way?” she asked biting her lip with a smile.

“Oh! Of course,” I said trying to sound confident and making myself look at her this time. Why did she have to be so pretty? “Actually, we could walk there from your house. If I don’t hear from you, I’ll be at your house at 6:45.” I was so excited and nervous at the same time. I began to worry and over think this. Did I just ask her out on a date? Is this a date?

“Awesome! Hopefully, I’ll see you later.” Hannah seemed so excited, and I was relieved though that she was excited. Now I have to wait all day...

As I was getting ready I tried on about six shirts. I wanted to look cool but not like I tried. I freshened up after dinner, and that’s when my mom figured it out.

“Jesse, you seem to be trying really hard to look nice just to hang out with friends. Is there a girl?” she asked making me red.

“Mom!” I protested and gave in at the same time. “Yes, the girl that saw me break my arm. She’s really nice. I invited her to come tonight, and I don’t want her thinking I’m a dork.”

“Ok, hun. You look fine, first of all. Second of all, you’re definitely not a dork. And third she said she’d go, so you’re off to a good start. Just be home by eleven. And no funny business,” she joked. She knew I’ve never been in this position before, and I was too nervous to do anything.

“Mom, seriously. It’s just a group thing,” I said annoyed back to her, but she laughed. After shaking out my nerves I left. I showed up at Hannah’s, and her dad asked me a bunch of questions about the group. I reassured him that everyone going were normal. 

“I’ll walk her home too, sir, so she’ll get home safely,” I reassured again.

After some thought, her dad said, “Ok, but have her home by 10:30. No later,” I nodded, and he turned to Hannah. “Call if you need me. No later than 10:30 and remember your rules.” She smiled and nodded excitedly. I became a little self-conscious because Hannah looked beautiful. She had a long lacy skirt on and a light pink top. Her hair was swept up on one side. I motioned for her to start walking with me.

“Hannah, you look very pretty,” I managed to say blushing.

“Thank you. You’re not too bad yourself. Do you think I over-dressed?” she asked blushing too.

I shook my head and smiled shyly. “No. Not at all.” We talked as we walked there. She asked questions about my friends and the town. At the dairiette I introduced her to everyone there, but she hung out right next to me.

“Let’s go get some ice cream. I’m buying,” I said. 

“You don’t have to do that!” she said.

“I invited you so I’m buying,” I insisted. “I’m a dork that way. Ask my friends.” After we picked up our order we found a bench to sit at. “Sorbet?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m allergic to dairy,” she said laughing.

“What? Why didn’t you say so?” I asked surprised and a little embarrassed.

“I wanted to come and hang out with you,” she said as she took a bite of her sorbet, which made me laugh. I was a little surprised by her answer since we just met, but I figured it was because she only knew me. 

I struggled with my ice cream sundae. This cast was really getting in my way. Hannah saw my struggle and asked if she should spoon feed me. I got a good laugh out of it. Then, Dan came over being the goof that he was to talk to us.

“There she is. Jesse’s savior.” Dan said holding out his hand to shake Hannah’s hand. “I’m glad you came. He’s not stopped talking about you since he met you,” he said trying to embarrass me.

“Dan,” I said giving him a look saying, ‘shut up.’

“What?” he asked. “Hannah, I only speak the truth.” We all started laughing, and I rolled my eyes.

“Well Dan, thank you. I need the truth!” Hannah joked. “Maybe you can spill some of Jesse’s dirty secrets.”

“Oh, well, here’s one,” Dan began, and I suddenly wanted to run because I had no idea what he’d say. We’ve been friends for nine years, and he knows everything about me. “He’s never had a girlfriend.” And there it was. I was so embarrassed.

“Awe, well that’s easily remedied. Jesse is a cute guy, I’m sure someone will recognize his cuteness and be willing to give it a try.” She bumped me with her knee as she spoke sending a shiver up my spine. Was she hinting that she liked me? Was that an invitation for me to ask her out again? I sat there silently with a smirk on my face still embarrassed by the conversation.

The only response I could come up with was, “She’d have to be pretty special. I won’t date just anyone,” which made her raise an eyebrow and smile.

I had a really good time. I got to flirt, and my friends seemed to really like her. At the end of the night her hand reached to mine grabbing it lightly. I intertwined my fingers with hers as we walked to her house. Her hand was soft and fit perfectly inside mine. I just hoped mine weren’t sweaty and repulsive to her.

“Hannah, I had a really good time. I hope that holding your hand was ok. I remembered what you said the other day,” I said nervously.

“Yes, it’s fine. I grabbed yours first, remember?” I turned red again. “My parents courted when they were younger, and they had strict boundaries. It’s something they expect from me,” she explained.

I nodded and chuckled, “Ok, I don’t even know what courting is, but I’d like to see you again.”

“Me too,” she said trying not to smile too much. I watched her walk into the house before I left. I was on cloud nine walking home. What an incredible day! This stupid broken arm really hasn’t been that bad yet.
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Chapter 2
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That Sunday I saw Hannah at church. I was excited to see her there. It meant I could see her more at Sunday school. But she looked upset. I said hi, but she completely ignored me. I was so confused, and a million thoughts filled my head. I thought about Friday. Did I do something wrong? We had awesome conversations. She even said she wanted to see me again. I was getting angry. I guess I was fooling myself. Maybe she thought I was a dork after all. I shook my head, and I thought, fine. I’m done. I was hurt, and it reaffirmed why I never started dating.

She stayed for Sunday school, but only introduced herself to the class and sat alone. She was so bubbly before, and I kept thinking something wasn’t right. My heart still wanted to talk to her though, so I formed a plan to try to talk to her. After class I waited in the hallway outside the door. I thought I’d catch her alone. She stayed inside a few minutes talking to Pastor Ben, so I ambushed her when she stepped into the hallway.

“Hey, what’s up?” I said irritated as she gasped in fright. I grabbed her arm, not hard, but it made her flinch. “You totally ignored me earlier and didn’t even look at me.”

“I can’t see you or talk to you,” she whispered as a look on her face began to show she was holding back tears.

“Hannah, I just want to hang out with you. Why can’t we?” I said angrily.

“My dad saw us holding hands. He said no. Please. I don’t want to get into more trouble,” she said walking away with her arms crossed. My jaw probably was hanging open when my friend Chad came up to me joking about liking the new girl which made me even angrier.

“Apparently, I’m not allowed to see her because we held hands.” I was very snarky to him. 

“Are you being serious right now? Is she Amish?” he joked again.

“Right!?” I said flustered while shaking my head and left walking to the car. 

The whole next week I was in a serious mood because of it. It was also the first week of school which made it worse. My friends who saw us at Doshen’s asked about her wanting to know if I was going to see her again, if we were dating, and if they could date her. And by Thursday, I just decided to let it all go because I had enough. There was nothing I could do about it. Friday morning my AP English teacher announced a huge research paper that was due before Thanksgiving. It had to be a minimum of fifteen pages.

“No internet sources class! That means you’ll actually have to visit that building in town called the library,” she said trying to make a joke. All I heard was, ‘Run into Hannah.’ Is this some kind of sick joke, God? I thought. Our teacher was nice enough to give us partners for this paper, and I got partnered with Jana my old friend.

“Jesse,” she whispered leaning over to me, “how cool is it that we got partnered?”

I leaned over slightly and said, “It’s the best news I have had all week. I want to get this over as soon as possible. What do you think?”

“Sounds good to me,” she said quietly. 

Saturday, instead of a baseball game, I was headed to the library. Jana was waiting outside for me. We’ve known each other since preschool. She’s like a sister; that one person who knows who you truly are and everything about you.

“Hey! Let’s knock this out, goon!” she said wrapping her arm around mine as we walked in.

“You’re way too excited for this,” I said laughing. We found a table inside and talked about the project. “I want to make sure I understand this paper. We have to prove why Geoffrey Chaucer is the most influential writer, and we only have fifteen pages to prove it?” I was being sarcastic. English was my least favorite subject, and these research papers were torture to me.

“I guess. It seemed like everyone got a different writer. I think we’re lucky to get him.” Jana said. Just then my fear came true. I caught a glimpse of Hannah looking for a book, and I again felt all those feelings again. My heart went up as I felt angry, confused, and yet happy to see her all at the same time. I must have been staring because Jana was clicking her fingers in my face when I snapped out of it. “Are you there?” she laughed.

I huffed. “I just saw Hannah.”

“Do you want me to go be nosy? I can get the scoop. I can beat her up,” Jana said quietly leaning toward me looking her way.

“No, don’t beat her up,” I said confused by her statement putting my hands up questioning her. I went back and forth deciding what we should do. “Go, but be nice and don’t mention me. I need a book, so it doesn’t look planned.”

“You’re a dork,” Jana said rolling her eyes getting up. I quickly got up and found a book to look at while Jana acted like she was looking for something.

“Oh, hi! Hannah? Anna?” Jana asked her as she pretended to bump into her.

“Hannah. Hi. You are?”

“I’m Jana. We met at Doshen’s last week.”

“Oh, right.” Hannah smiled.

“You know what? Jesse and I are doing a paper together. He’s here, do you want to come say hi?” Jana pried.

“Um, no thank you,” Hannah said as her smile went away.

Jana’s got an attitude and can be pretty tough on people when she gets mad. Plus, she can get very defensive for family and friends. “What are you, too good for him? He’s a great guy. I’ve tried for years to get him. You really messed with his head. I don’t know how they play guys in Boston, but you messed with my friend, and I’m not happy.” Hannah kept trying to interject with no’s, but Jana didn’t give her a chance.

“I’m not allowed, ok?” She finally yelled to shut her up. “I told him that. Look, my dad is very strict. We don’t ‘date,’” she said throwing quotation marks up with her hands. “You’re right. He is a great guy, but I told Jesse I’m only allowed to court. Does he plan on marrying me?” she said sarcastically rolling her eyes.

“Are you serious?” Jana asked sincerely interested.

“Yes. And because my dad saw me holding Jesse’s hand, which is against the rules, he grabbed my arm so hard I have a hand print on it. I’ve never had to deal with my dad’s anger until that night, and I really don’t want to again or get Jesse on his bad side either,” Hannah said grabbing her things. Jana was nosy and lifted Hannah’s sleeve when she turned her head. It was still there with a hint of purple and yellow remaining.

“Hannah. I’m so sorry,” she said in shock with her mouth gaping open. Hannah pulled away sharply.

“It’s fine. The library was my only escape, and now I can’t even come here,” she huffed stacking her books before walking away.

“Wait!” Jana yelled softly. “Can I have your number? I’ll text you mine, and we can talk or hangout. Sounds like you need a friend.”

Hannah stopped and turned to face Jana with a little smirk on her face, “Thanks. That would be nice.” They exchanged numbers, and Hannah walked by me. Neither of us smiled or waved, but Jana came bouncing over. She told me everything.

“You know, she mentioned courting before, but I have no idea what that is,” I said.

“Well, we are at the library...” she alluded with a big smile on her face.

“Alright, let’s check it out,” I agreed. After a few books we learned a lot about courting. Courting is being with someone with the intent to marry them. The purpose is to get to know them better to see if you would be a good match for a lifelong marriage. It is a way to learn to respect each other’s wishes. You shouldn’t be alone with them which erases physical temptations. The number of physical encounters should be determined before the courtship starts. This includes hand holding, hugging, and kissing but is discouraged. Sexual intercourse is saved for marriage only. It is a way to get to know each other intellectually and spiritually and takes most of the physical tension away from the relationship until you are ready to be married.

“I gotta say, this is pretty strict and a little archaic. Hannah wasn’t kidding,” Jana sat back with a snide face. “Maybe you should just forget her.” 

I just stared at the table with my arms crossed as I sat back into the chair. My mind was on Hannah, courting, how I liked her, my future, and the length of time. It raced as I sat there full of what-ifs, yes’s, and no’s.

“Jesse. Are you seriously thinking about this? This girl is bad news and a lot of work. You are only turning sixteen this week. That’s two years until graduation. Then what about college? Or what if you go onto minor league ball? Or the majors? How on earth could that work?” I shook my head. It did seem like an impossibility.

“The thing is Jana, you know me. I’m not normally like this. I really do like her. I feel like I have to see her like there is a pull toward her. I can’t get her off my mind. I’ve had the worst week because of this. Maybe it’s worth a try?” I sighed admitting to the both of us how I truly felt.

“There’s one issue I didn’t tell you,” Jana began while looking down. “I think her dad is abusive. She said he grabbed her and yelled because he saw you holding hands. I saw
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