
Adam Giles

Chris tine

Af ter two years hang ing around with the same group of friends
as Chris tine and be com ing more and more in fat u ated with her 
from a dis tance, the nine teen-year-old nar ra tor de cides to
“seize the day” and tell her about his feel ings for her. He buys
flow ers, writes a card that says “I love you” and waits to get off
work so he can pres ent them to Chris tine. This ex cerpt picks up
the ac tion as the nar ra tor ap proaches Chris tine’s house.Iturn my car onto Chris tine’s street and roll to ward her house. I see 

her white car in the drive way. I park on the road. I pick up the card 
and the flow ers from the back seat. I hold them and stare at my

steer ing wheel. I place the flow ers gently on the pas sen ger seat. I open
my door and step out of my car. I walk slowly to her door. I stand
there. I take a deep breath. I ring the bell. I wait. Her brother an swers
the door—he looks sur prised to see me.

“Hey. Is Chris tine home?”
“Yeah, just a min ute.” He turns around. “Chris tine!”
I look back at my car. My knees weaken and my hands shake.

Chris tine walks to the door wear ing a white T-shirt and plaid pa jama
pants. She bends her eye brow and curls her top lip.

“Hey,” she says.
“Hey. Can I talk to you?”
Chris tine looks side to side and back at me. “Uh. I guess. What

are you do ing here?”
“Can you come out side?”
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“What’s go ing on? We have com pany over right now. I can’t talk
too long.” Her eye brow curls down again and her lips part. She steps
onto the porch and closes the door.

“Okay. Please don’t be shocked. But I came here to give you this.”
I hand her the card. I pause. I look at the ground. “And to tell you that
I love you.”

I can’t lift my heavy head. I stare at the porch’s grey con crete. I
force my head up and  look at her face. I’d never seen that much of the
whites of her eyes be fore. Her lashes flicker up and down and her
mouth re mains open. I look at her mouth and wait for words to come
out. I wait and wait and wait. Si lence. Si lence for ever.

“Okay,” she mut ters. “When did this hap pen?”
“It’s been here for a while but I never had the guts to tell you be -

fore.”
“So you just show up here, un an nounced, and throw this on me

while we have com pany?”
“I’m sorry but I just had to tell you now. I could n’t take it any -

more. I know you’re go ing back up to Lindsay to mor row and I had to
tell you to face-to-face.”

Chris tine fires a blank stare at me.
I swal low some sa liva. “I brought some thing for you. It’s in my

car.”
“I don’t know, Adam,” she says. “I should be get ting back in now.”
“Please.…” I say. “Just come over here.”
I lead her to my car. I open the pas sen ger door. I pick the roses off

the seat and turn around. I hand Chris tine the roses. “Here.”
Her eyes widen, squint, then open again. She holds out the card.

“No. I can’t take these.”
“Yes you can,” I say qui etly. “Please. Just take them.”
“No!” she whines. “I’ve got com pany in side. They can’t be see ing

me walk in with flow ers.”
“So just hide them.”
“No. Here.” She holds out the card.
“At least take the card. You can hide that eas ily.”
“Okay,” she snaps. 
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“I hope you un der stand that I needed to tell you and I want to stay 
friends no mat ter what Chris tine.”

She nods. “Okay. I’ll send you an e-mail or some thing when I get
back to Lindsay.”

I nod. Chris tine runs back to her house and I walk around to the
driver’s side of my car. I open the door, fling the roses into the pas sen -
ger seat, sit down and slam the door. I speed away. Tears blur my sight.
I turn onto Credit Val ley Road, past the Petro Can ada gas sta tion. I
turn onto The Chase and, as I turn, I grab the roses off the pas sen ger
seat and throw them out the win dow. I’m al most home when I shake
my head and turn around at San down Road. I drive back to Petro Can -
ada to buy cig a rettes. I don’t know which ones to ask for since I’ve
never bought a pack be fore—I al ways just took some from my dad’s
open packs around the house when I felt like smok ing. I ask the guy
be hind the coun ter for the DuMauriers in the grey pack age—my
dad’s brand.

The guy turns around and looks back at me. “The spe cial milds?”
“Yeah, I think so,” I say, look ing at the floor.
“Can I see some ID?”
I look up at him and squint. I fum ble though my wal let and show

him my driver’s li cense.
“King size?” he asks.
“Yeah.”
“$4.73 please.”
I hand him a five-dol lar bill and he hands me some coins. I grab

my pack of cig a rettes and walk back to the car. I drive to Erin Mills
Town Cen tre. I turn into the park ing lot and look over a sea of open as -
phalt, not one car in the lot. I pull into a spot and jam the gear se lec tor
into park. I turn the key back wards so my car’s off and I can still lis ten
to mu sic. I lis ten to “Push” by Match box 20.

 I wanna push you around
Well I will, well I will
I wanna push you down
Well I will, well I will
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I wanna take you for granted
Yeah, yeah, yeah.” 

I rip the plas tic wrap per off the cig a rettes, open the pack, and rip
out the sil ver foil that cov ers the cig a rettes. I pull out a cig a rette, place
it be tween my lips, then fum ble in the glove com part ment for an old
lighter. I light up, wipe the back of my sleeve across my eyes, and look
across the empty park ing lot. Dim, or ange lights shine down on grids
of dark ened yel low lines painted over the black as phalt. I breathe in
some smoke and blow it out the win dow. I pool the sa liva in my
mouth, bend my tongue, and spit out the win dow. I look over city
lights, cars driv ing along Erin Mills Park way, and the empty park ing
lot. I smoke.
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