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M o r e  t h a n  a  M o m e n t

Looking into his piercing blue eyes again is as i f  I'm looking 

out in to  the ocean, W ith so m uch depth in them  that I can 't even 

see w hat he is feeling. H is short tousled brow n hair uncom bed. His 

shirt's hanging slightly loose to  his C alifornia tanned body. The 

m uscles he gained from  playing football can be seen clearly. A s I 

look at him, I can tell he's still the sam e boy I m et a few  years ago 

at th is very same house that held this very sam e party.

I hadn't w anted to  come to the party, bu t my sister w ho w as 

graduating high school dragged m e along saying I needed to  get 

out more. I w ent unhappily  w ith her to  this stupid end o f the year 

school party. It was at this tw o story house that was a dark b lue  and 

had w hite w indow  shutters. There w ere so m any people I w as 

am azed that th is house could hold them  all. It w as stuffy and hot. 

People were drinking and others w ere drunk. I noticed som e other 

freshm an from  my school. I had w ondered w hat they w ere doing 

there. How d id  they know ab o u t this p a r ty ?  I follow ed m y sister 

around like the lost puppy I did not know  exactly  w hat to  do at all.
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She ditched m e at one point to go drink with her friends that w ere 

there. I ended in the backyard sitting on a bench next to a plot o f 

flow ers.

I was playing on my phone and looked up every now  and then 

w aiting fo r m y sister to come find me. This w asn 't my scene. I w as 

m uch m ore com fortable going to  theatre w ith friends or the mall. 

Partying w asn 't m y thing. I  m ean g o d  only know s w hat h a lf  the 

people  a re  doing  inside that house besides p lay in g  gam es a n d  

getting  drunk. I w as thinking about ju s t leaving and letting my 

sister th ink she lost m e and panic only to com e hom e and see m e 

there. I w as thinking seriously about it w hen I felt som eone's 

presence. I turned my head and there w as th is boy. Som e random  

boy that I d idn 't know at all.

"Hi," H e said as he looked at me. He had short brow n hair 

that w as com bed to  look like D avid B eckham s’ faux hawk. He 

w asn't skinny, but he w asn't m uscular either. H e looked like he w as 

on the cross country team. H e looked out o f  p lace especially w ith 

his glasses that he pushed back  up from  the end.

"Hi," I said and he looked at me. H e took a sip from  his red
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solo cup.

"Hi, I'm Thaddeus, Thad," he said and I n odded

"Berit, but call m e Beth," I said and he nodded.

“How do you get Beth out of B erit?” He asked with a smile,

“My nam e is B erit Bethel Barnes, my parents thought it was 

cool,” I answered w ith slight annoyance towards my parents for 

this triple B name.

“No worries, my name is Thaddeus when they could have ju st 

nam ed me Thad ” H e said stated, then looked at me quizzically, 

"You, you don’t go to Belm ont High do you?" he asked me and I 

shook my head.

"Carlm ont," I said and he nodded. "How do you know about 

this party? I mean everyone at Carlm ont does, but Belm ont?"

“Word travels," he said and then pointed to  a  boy that w as 

inside the house visible through the kitchen window. "That’s my 

cousin. This is his house."

" Ahh," I said and he nodded. H is cousin like my sister was 

graduating in three weeks from  school.

“Yeah, I ’m a freshm an at B elm ont,” he said. I turned my head
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to  look at him. H e looks like som eone who runs track; you know 

skinny, bu t a  bit muscular.

“ I ’m a freshm an at Carlm ont,” I said and he nodded. “D o you 

play any sports?”

“Yeah, baseball and football. Except I d idn ’t play as m uch th is 

year on the football team as I w ould have liked to, you know, being  

a freshm an and all, but I w ill get more playing tim e next year 

because I ’ll be a sophom ore and al. I only p layed a total o f five 

gam es th is year,” he said, “W hat about you? C heerleader?” he 

questioned.

“Pfft, no ,” I said with a small laugh, “No, no I’m not a 

cheerleader. I, I don’t really play sports. I m ean I run every day, but 

I ’m not in track  or cross coun tiy  I ju st run for fun.”

“ So you don’t play sports, at least on a team ,” he said. I 

nodded his head and looked at me.

“W hat?” I asked.

“ Your sm art aren’t  you?” he asked.

“ I. W hat? H ow ’d you com e up with that idea?”

“W ell... You, you have that distant look like your always
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thinking and you’re out here alone instead o f  inside partying. You 

keep to  yourself and are quiet. I ’m no t saying all sm art people are 

like this, b u t . . . I ’m a nerd, I ’m smart, like I read M arvel and DC 

com ics and know all the lines in Avatar and I have a 3.5 gpa.”

“N ice save,” I said and he blushed looking down, “B ut yes, I 

do think a lot, I do keep to m yself and tend to  be quiet because I 

read m ore than anything. I have 3.79 gpa.” H e smiled, “And 

betw een you and me, I can recite every line in the first H arry Potter 

m ovie.”

I surprised m yself in that m om ent. I had never opened up to 

som e random  stranger before, but talk ing  w as nice. It w as n ice 

having  som eone w ho actually pays attention to  what you are 

saying. Talking with him w as nice.

W e talked about songs that w ere playing and criticized som e 

artist, m ainly rappers and there weird lyrics or names, like Two 

Chains. Two Chains is such a  dumb name, it's  so  dum b I  still can  t 

fathom  the idea  that som eone nam ed them selves that. A t one point 

the m usic that was playing had changed to a  random  m ix o f 

everything. W hen I say everything I m ean folk, rap, hip hop,
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classical, rock n roll, country, pop, and depressing songs. We 

wondered who was in charge o f playing all this music, because 

they were horrible at being a dj.

Bobby left to get something to drink an hour later and to my 

surprise he came back. I didn't think he would. He handed me a 

bottled water and I thanked him. We both looked through the 

window and saw people kissing and others cheering.

"I can't wait for that," he said.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"To be leaving and going into the world. To know what you 

want to do in life and all."

"I doubt half of them know what they want. My sister doesn't 

know what she wants," I stated and he looked at the window. "But 

I get what you’re saying. The excitement of it all, I get it."

We stayed silent and listened to the music playing.

I'd love to  know  ju s t  w h at you 're thinkin'

E very  little  river, runnin' through y o u r  m ind  

You g iv e  a n d  yo u  take
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You come a n d  you g o

You leave me here w onderin ' i f  I 'll  ever know 

How m uch you  care o r  how much you don 't 

W hatever you  need, w hatever you w ant

"H unter H ayes," I said and he looked at me, "Hunter H ayes 

sings this."

"Oh, yeah... good song." I nodded at him  even though I w as sure 

he had no Idea who H unter H ayes w as at all.

W e stayed in aw kw ard silence fo r the rest o f  the tim e. I saw  

him open his m outh to  say som ething, but I stood straight up 

because m y sister yelled  m y nam e and w as com ing tow ards m e 

like a mad wom an. She said w e needed to go home. She also 

m uttered som ething about som e stupid boy she liked kissing som e

slut. I w aived by to  Bobby and follow ed her out.

***

Looking through the depth in his b lue eyes I could see the  

excitem ent that Thad had w ished fo r w hen w e w ere ju s t freshm en 

in high school sw im m ing in his eyes. H e ’s talking to one o f his
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friends at the m om ent. I w alk tow ards the punch bowl and grab a 

drink. I w alk outside to the bench that I sat on only three years ago.

Looking at her she’s still the sam e girl I met. She still looks like 

she keeps to herse lf and probably reads ju st as m uch as she did the 

first tim e I m et her. She looks so lost in her thoughts. I hope she 

doesn ’t realize I ’m looking at her. She has perfect dark brow n hair 

in small w aves, her hazel eyes look far away, like she’s staring at 

som ething in the distance. H er pale skin looks soft and her cheeks 

are a bit pink either from  m ake up or from blushing at some 

thought she had. I rem em ber w hen I saw her during w inter o f  

jun io r year. I was too nervous to  even go up and talk to her. It w as 

a C hristm as in The Park.

I w as w alking w ith my friends around the park looking at all 

the decorated trees. We laughed and m ade fun o f  som e o f  them . 

G ranted the one’s we w e’re m aking fun o f w ere decorated by kids. 

They tended to have draw ings that kids drew or paper handprints
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as ornam ents. You see it every year that it gets old. W e kept 

w alking and even looked at the little set ups they had o f  elves 

w orking in a factory m aking toys, reindeer in there  stable or flying. 

There was even a Christm as around the w orld part o f  the park.

I fo llow ed my friends to  the  m ain attraction, Santa’s Sleigh 

Ride. I t’s a  rollercoaster, an am azing fast, high, crazy one. I t 's  like 

S an ta  decided  to have a  turbo booster on his sle igh , h a d  a  lot o f  

turbulence, a n d  had  to dodge astero ids o f  som ething. I t ’s  awesom e! 

I w aited in line and then got on. I w as nervous and even more so 

w hen it finally got to  the top. I looked down for a moment. I saw 

her. I saw her, Beth.

“ A hhh,” I screamed as the roller coaster w ent down at a speed 

sure to  give som eone a driving ticket.

I turned m y head looking around hoping to  see her. I didn’t 

though. I cou ldn’t  find her at all. W hen the rollercoaster ended I 

got o ff  and looked around. W here is she? I sw ear she was right 

there, right next to Santa’s Sleigh R ide sign.

“Dude, you okay?” A drian my friend and football team m ate 

asked.
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“Yeah,” I said.

“ Sure, because you scream ed like a girl,” he said.

“It caught me o ff guard.”

“ Sure.”

We continued w alking and looking around again. I stopped 

w hen I saw  her. She w as standing in line at the hot chocolate stand 

w ith two other girls. She w as laughing at som ething one o f  them  

said. She w as wearing a w hite and light grey north face jacket, blue 

skinny jeans, and black boots that don’t have a heel. I lifted my 

hand up to  w ave and then put it down thinking better o f  it.

“W ho is she?” A drian asked.

“B eth ,” I said and looked at him. “ Some girl I met last sum m er 

at my cousin ’s party.”

“Your hung up on her,” m y other friend Jason said.

“N ot even, she’s ju s t cool,” I said and we walked away from 

where w e w ere at to  go across the street.

I turned my head to  look back for a second and I sw ear she w as 

looking at me. She w as looking right in my direction. I put my 

hand up a b it to  say hi. She d idn’t notice though. I ran to catch up
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with my friends. We ended up getting food two blocks away from  

the park. W hen we w ere done w e w ent to the skating rink back at 

the park. We were ju st looking at the people.

It was funny some o f them  com pletely fell on their face, w hile 

others d idn’t know how  to stop and ran into o ther people. I was 

looking and saw  her again. She was behind som eone. I moved m y 

head and saw  her putting skates on with her tw o friends. I started 

to feel nervous. What i f  she fa l ls ?  What i f  she ea ts  sh it?  I w atched 

carefully as she stepped onto the ice. She glided onto it and I let 

out a sigh o f  relief.

I w atched her skate around with her friends. I guess she knows 

how, because she knew how to spin and twirl around. She just 

glided around smoothly across the ice rink. She sm iled every now  

and then, except you can tell that she w as in her own little world 

m ost o f the time. She was happy and looked like she was in her 

elem ent. H er nose was a bit red and her cheeks w ere flushed. She 

looked amazing.

“ Dude y o u ’re staring too m uch,” Jason said. 

“ I know,” I said, “But I can ’t look away.”
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“You’re w hipped ,” A drian laughed and I shoved him playfully.

“You w ish  I w ere,” I said w hile never tak ing  my eyes o ff o f  

Beth.

A fter m uch thinking, I stood up. I looked at my friends and 

then started to  walk. I w alked closer to the ice rink. I ended up at 

the  railing. She w as going to  com e my way soon. I saw  her, she 

w as m aking her way around. M y heart beat p icked up a bit. She 

w as getting closer. Shit, w hat do I  say? What do  I  say?  D o  I  ju s t  

g ra b  h e r?  No, s h e 'd  f a l l  a n d  then ye ll a t  me. I looked at her and 

turned around as she passed by me. I walked back to  m y friends.

“D am n, you got it bad,” Jason said. I d idn ’t say anything. 

A drian stood up and w e left to his car. H e turned the heater on to 

w ar up the car. L istening to the song on the rad io  playing I sighed 

in re lie f  that it w asn ’t a C hristm as song. The singer sounded 

fam iliar though. It w as a guy, a country singer. The song m ade m e 

th ink  o f  B eth  though.

I  guess th a t a ll  I'm  try  in ' to tell y a

Is  a  m inute w ith you is better than two without
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Oh, I  w on't be a  fo o l but I  c a n 't p lay  it cool 

So I'm  p la y in ' safe a n d  I'm b reak in ' the ru les 

I'm  w ish in ' I  h a d  w hat I  know that you got 

So i f  you 're  cornin' my way then p lease  don 't stop

“D ude change this shit,” Jason stated. A drian laughed and 

changed the station.

That song playing has to be  the song that w as playing w hen I 

was talking to Beth. It has to be it sounds the same.

Looking around the house I realized Beth w asn’t here anymore. 

Well, at least not in the same room as me. Was l  thinking to m yself 

f o r  that long  that I  d idn 't even notice h e r leave? I hope she d idn ’t 

leave. I know  she d idn ’t like being here when w e w ere freshmen. 

I’m sure she d idn’t leave.

“D ude,” I heard Jason say as he hit my back.

“Yeah,” I said as I w alked to  the kitchen to throw  m y now 

w atered drink down the sink.

“That girl, you know the one from the park? The one you w ere
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going to talk to, but w ere to chicken shit to do so?”

“Beth,” I said as I turned around from  the sink, Jason nodded, 

“W hat about her?” Jason handed m e another drink.

“ She’s here,” he said. “Go get her m an.”

Jason left. I looked down at my drink. Spiked fruit punch. H e 

should have handed m e a shot o f  liquid courage. I took tw o big 

gulps, and then started to  look for her.

Sitting on the bench was like w alking dow n m em ory lane, even 

i f  it is just one memory. This bench holds the secrets that Bobby 

and I revealed that night. This bench is the only thing tha t ever 

heard  what we talked about. I took a sip from my red solo cup and 

turned my head as I felt a presence.

"Som ebody's H eartbreak by H unter Hayes," Thad stated w ith a 

sm ile. "It’s the song that was playing before your sister cam e out 

like  a raging bull.

"You looked it up," I stated and he sm iled sheepishly.

"Guilty. I didn’t know  w ho the hell he w as at all, but it w as a 
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good song," H e said. "You know  w hen I'm here at my aunt’s house 

I alw ays sit on this bench for a couple m inutes to  think."

"You know  I th ink back to  that night too," I said and he looked 

at m e surprised. "I w as always curious as to w hat you were going 

to say before my sister came out."

"Oh yeah," he said.

"So you're aunts letting you throw  a party?" I asked and he 

shook his head.

"They're out o f  town. M y cousin is letting m e throw  a party. 

H ow  did you hear about it?"

"Word travels," I said and took a sip of my poisoned punch. H e 

took a long sip of his drink and then put it down.

"Do you want to dance?" he asked. I did a double take when I 

heard him.

"W hat?" I asked stupidly.

"It’s w hat I was going to  ask you," he said. H e stood up and 

held out his hand. I sighed and put my drink down. I took his hand 

and stood up. We danced in silence.
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"I'd love to know ju s t w hat you're thinkin '

Every little river, runnin' through your m ind 

You give and you take 

You come and 'you  go

You leave me here wonderin' if  I'll ever know 

H ow  m uch you care or how m uch you don't 

W hatever you need, w hatever you w ant,” H e sang. I stepped 

back  and looked at him.

"It's the first stanza o f the song," he explained and I nodded a 

b it surprised that he knew  it. "I looked it up and have been 

listening to  it at least once every two w eeks o f  our sophom ore 

year." I looked at him  questioningly, “ I saw  you at C hristm as in  the 

Park, but I w as too nervous, scared, or ju s t too chicken shit to go 

ta lk  to  you ”

"Really, you w ere there.”

“Yeah, I w as  I saw  you ice skating.”

“The m ost m em orable thing from that night is som eone 

scream ing really loud from Santa’s Sleigh Ride. It was hilarious,” I
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said, he looked at me.

“That w as me,” he said. I laughed, as did he. “I saw you near 

the sign and I was too caught up  in looking at you to realize I w as 

about to go down.” I laughed even more.

“ I can’t believe that was y o u .. .  that scream m ade my night 

though, so technically you m ade my night,” I said,

“That m akes m e feel better, thanks.”

We were silent for the rest o f  the time, We ju s t stayed in one 

ano ther’s arm s, swaying slow ly to the music. W e were swaying in 

sync. It was alm ost like we w ere  one. He never moved away from  

m e nor did I from him. It w as ju st us, the em pty backyard, and the 

m usic playing.17



H u n te r  H a y e s " S o m e b o d y 's  

H e a r t b r e a k "


