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“Your books helped me take the first step in giving my heart to the Lord. They inspired me to stay pure.”

“I am a hurricane Katrina survivor… During the time when I was in the hurricane, the Bible and the Christy Miller series were my comfort… Thank you for all the hope you have given me through those books.”





Here’s What Readers Are Saying about the Christy Miller series…

“I started reading the Christy Miller series when I was fourteen. I read all of them in a matter of weeks, and they changed my life. I truly feel that your books have helped me through some of the hardest times of my life.”

“To me Christy is a friend. She is so real to me. I can really relate to her…I feel that my relationship with God became so much stronger as I read the Christy Miller series.”

“After I read Summer Promise, I realized what a real Christian was, so I prayed along with Christy and now I know I’m a real Christian.”

“My friend told me I should read your books. I had never really asked Jesus into my heart… You showed me, through Christy, how to really be a Christian.”

“Last year I read the Christy Miller Series…Christ is in me and is here to stay because of your books.”





BOOK TEN

A Time to Cherish
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Christy Miller suddenly woke up. She kicked the heavy sleeping bag off her sweaty legs and squinted her eyes in the darkness, trying to remember where she was. Her bed seemed to tilt back and forth with a gentle roll.

Then Christy remembered. She was on a houseboat—Aunt Marti’s idea of a “Farewell to Summer” party over the Labor Day weekend.

She could hear her best friend, Katie, gently snoring across the cabin. Christy pulled on her sweats and placed her bare feet on the cool floor. Padding her way to the boat’s front deck, she closed the sliding glass door behind her and drew in a deep breath of fresh morning air.

The sky had not quite awakened but seemed to be slowly rising, rubbing the thin pink cloud “sleepers” from its eyes and checking its reflection in the still lake-mirror.

The day promised to be perfect. She could smell it in the sweet breeze rising off the water. Just then something splashed in the water. She quickly figured out it must be either Todd or Doug. The two of them had slept under the stars on the houseboat’s roof.

Soon Todd’s white-blond head popped up out of the water. He didn’t notice Christy watching him and kept swimming with quiet, easy strokes. Turning to float on his back, he spoke into the dawn.

“O Lord, our Lord, how majestic is Your name in all the earth! You have set Your glory above the heavens!”

Christy couldn’t help but smile. That was so like Todd.

She moved closer to the railing, wondering if she should interrupt Todd’s conversation with God. On her last step. her foot tagged the corner of a folded-up beach chair, causing it to tip over and clatter loudly. Todd spun around in the water and began to swim back toward the houseboat.

Christy quickly smoothed back her nutmeg-brown hair and tried to tuck the wild ends into her loose braid. I probably look awful. Groggy, to say the least.

Then she realized that this was Todd, and he had never been the kind of guy to judge anyone by outward appearances. Hopefully he would keep that in mind when he saw her fresh from her sleeping bag.

Todd grabbed on to one of the ropes hanging from the front of the houseboat and pulled himself up the steps onto the deck.

“Hi,” Christy whispered shyly. “How’s the water?”

Todd smiled and reached for a beach towel on the railing. His silver-blue eyes met Christy’s, and he whispered back, “You want to find out?”

“Not really.”

“Not even a little cold shower?” Todd shook his hair in front of her like a dog.

“Okay, okay.” Christy giggled, holding up her hands in defense. “You convinced me; it’s cold!”

“Refreshing,” Todd corrected her, slipping a navy blue hooded sweatshirt over his head and sticking his hands in the front pocket. “You the only one up?”

Christy nodded. “I think so.”

“It was a long ride here yesterday.” Todd said. “They’ll probably all sleep in. What got you up this early?”

“I was burning up in my sleeping bag. It must be designed for subzero temperatures.”

“I know the perfect way to cool you off. Let’s go for a spin around the lake.”

“In what?” Christy asked. “If we start up the ski boat, we’ll wake everyone.”

“Then we’ll take the raft.” Todd pulled the big, yellow inflated monster from the side of the houseboat and dropped it into the water. “Ladies first.”

Christy went through all her mental resistance in record time. Would they get in trouble for going out like this without telling anyone? No, Bob and Marti trusted Todd. What if she got her sweats wet? So what? She could change into something dry when they came back. Unable to think of a reason why she shouldn’t go, Christy lowered herself into the wobbly raft.

Todd grabbed two paddles, put up the hood on his sweatshirt, and with the beach towel wrapped around his wet swim trunks, joined Christy. They silently paddled away from the cove and headed for the open part of the lake.

One look at Todd’s face and Christy knew he thought this was an adventure. Todd thrived on adventure. His lifelong ambition was to become a missionary and live in the jungle.

Christy liked adventure too. At least the little bit she had experienced in her seventeen years. But she wasn’t sure how she felt about spending the rest of her life in the jungle. Maybe if she had one of those butane curling irons that didn’t need to be plugged in.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Todd looked up at the awakening sky. He pointed to a trail of puffy white clouds stomping across the seamless blue. “The clouds are the dust beneath His feet.”

Christy smiled at Todd’s poetic flair. He looked like a monk with the hood covering his head. “Did you just make that up?”

“No,” Todd confessed. “An Old Testament prophet did. Nahum, to be exact. I always think of that verse when I see clouds that look like God just went for a morning stroll across the face of the earth.”

Christy knew the look in Todd’s eyes. She had seen it many times during the two years she had known him. Two years filled with more ups and downs than an elevator. Yet one thing had never changed: Todd’s love for God. More than once Christy had wished Todd would become even one-tenth as committed to her as he was to God.

It wasn’t that she didn’t love God too. She did. She had promised her heart to the Lord more than two years ago and had grown a lot as a Christian since then. But all Todd had ever promised her was that they would be friends forever. What did that mean?

Next week she would begin her senior year of high school, and Todd was now a sophomore in college. How old did a guy have to be before he made a substantial promise to a girl?

“You know what this reminds me of?” Todd asked. “That morning on the beach.”

“You mean Christmas morning a couple of years ago when we made breakfast and the seagulls scarfed it all?” Christy said.

Todd smiled. “I almost forgot about that. No, I mean that morning last year. Remember? We just happened to meet on the beach in the fog.”

A knot tightened in Christy’s stomach. That was not a morning she liked to remember. “And here we are,” she said, ignoring the knot, “out together again at the break of day. Only this time you’re not telling me you’re going off to Hawaii indefinitely to surf.” Christy hesitated. “Or are you?”

“Nope.” Todd put down his paddle and let the raft float. He propped his hands behind his head and leaned back against the pudgy side of the raft. “And you’re not trying to give me back your ID bracelet either.”

Christy glanced down at the gold bracelet on her right wrist. The engraved word “Forever” glinted in the rising sun. “I wanted you to be free to go to Hawaii and not feel obligated to me.”

“And I wanted you to be free to date Rick and not feel like I was holding you back,” Todd countered.

Christy sighed. “I wish now that you had held me back. I don’t have pleasant memories of dating Rick.”

“Had to be your own choice,” Todd said. “No one else could make that decision for you. That would be robbing you of who you are. There’s great value in everything that happened. You just have to look for it.”

Christy leaned back and felt the sun warming the left side of her face. She thought hard about Rick and his overpowering ways, wondering what possible great value had come out of their relationship. Maybe going out with Rick had taught her more about the kind of guy she did want to be with. Now, more than ever, Todd was definitely that guy.

“What would you like from me, Christy?” Todd suddenly asked, as if he had been reading her thoughts.

“What do you mean?”

“You want more of a commitment than what we have now, don’t you?”

Christy felt her cheeks turn red—and not because of the sun. “Why do you say that?”

“Your aunt had a little talk with me on the way up yesterday when you were in the truck with Katie and Doug. She told me that if I didn’t stake my claim soon, you’d take off with some other guy. She thinks it’s time we officially start going out, let people know we’re a couple.”

Now Christy felt really embarrassed. Aunt Marti was always speaking her mind, but Todd never seemed to pay much attention to her. Why was he bringing all of this up now?

“Todd, you know my aunt. That’s her idea, not mine.”

“Yeah, I know. That’s what she said.”

Christy shook her head. “Todd, I apologize—”

“No need. I would have let it go, except Doug has been asking me about our relationship. I guess you know he’s wanted to go out with you for a long time.”

“Doug?”

Todd nodded. “You mean you didn’t know?”

“No. I was hoping he and Katie would get together.”

Todd shrugged. For several long minutes it was quiet.

“So,” Todd said, leaning forward and looking Christy in the eye, “I guess I’m feeling like we have to start making some decisions about us. What do you really think, Kilikina? Do you want more of a commitment from me?”

Christy always melted inside when Todd called her by her Hawaiian name. For a long time she had wished he would ask her this kind of question. But she hadn’t expected it. Not here. Not this morning. If it weren’t for her bare feet being nearly numb from the puddle of cool water in the raft, she would have thought she was still asleep, and this was all a romantic dream.

“I don’t know,” she said, surprised to hear such a wishy-washy answer pop out.

“Then tell me how you feel.”

“About you?”

“About me, about us. I need to know what you’re thinking and feeling.”

“Well, I feel really good when I’m with you,” Christy began. “Really comfortable. I miss you when I don’t see you. I think about you all the time, and I pray for you every day. You make me feel closer to God, and I never feel pressured to try to be anything other than myself around you. I like you more than any other guy I’ve ever known.”

A slow smile crept onto Todd’s face. It was as if Christy’s words were warming him from the inside out. She had never been able to tell him so clearly how she felt about him. It felt good to put her heart out there in the open. She had tried doing the same thing a year ago at their early morning encounter on the beach, but it obviously wasn’t the right time. Todd wouldn’t receive her words last year. This morning they made him glow.

“I feel the same way about you,” Todd said. “It’s been important to me all along that we take things slowly. I never wanted our relationship to grow too fast.”

“Two years is not exactly too fast.” Christy said with a teasing smile.

“Just about right, I’d say. That’s the way it is with God, you know. He’s always on time but rarely early.”

Christy couldn’t believe how smoothly this conversation was going. She and Todd didn’t talk about their feelings very often. A hint of apprehension and excitement started to hedge in.

It was silent again as the morning ripples on the lake gently rocked their raft back and forth. Todd broke the quiet with a nervous chuckle. “I don’t know how to say it. What’s the term for us? Are we now officially going out’ or what?”

“I don’t know, are we?” Christy asked cautiously.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I mean, if that’s what you want.”

“That’s what I want,” Todd said firmly. “I want to be your boyfriend, even though I hate using that term. You reflect what’s in the heart. Something doesn’t come from inside you simply because you speak it into being. If it’s truly in your heart, it will come out in what you do.”

Christy nodded. She knew exactly what Todd meant. Their relationship had always been beyond labels. Todd had consistently been true to his word to be her friend, no matter what happened.

“So now we’re officially a couple.” Todd squared his broad shoulders and smiled so the dimple showed on his right cheek. “Do you feel any different?”

“No. not exactly.”

“Neither do I. Maybe that’s good. Maybe everything is still at the same level with us, only now we have an answer to give everyone else. We’re going together.”

Christy liked the sound of Todd’s deep voice saying. “We’re going together.” She loved the feeling of being more secure in their relationship.

“I’m glad,” she told him softly.

“Me too,” Todd said, then tenderly added, “You are an incredible person, Kilikina. I hold you in my heart. You are the only girl I’ve ever kissed. I haven’t been the same since that night right after we met and I followed you out to the jetty when you left Shawn’s party.”

“I felt like such a baby that night,” Christy remembered. “Everyone was drinking, and I was so naive!”

“You were innocent, Christy. You have no idea how beautiful that made you.”

Christy felt like crying. “Todd, I…” She didn’t know how to put into words everything she felt right then. “I’m really glad, I mean, this is so… I don’t know. It’s so right. I’m really happy we’re moving our relationship forward.”

Just then the roar from a ski boat engine broke their magical moment. Todd squinted and then started to wave at the boat. “It’s Doug and Katie. I bet he’s ready to start some serious waterskiing!”

Doug cut the engine on the boat and slowly drifted toward the raft. “Ahoy, mates!” he called out. Doug wore a bandanna “pirate style” around his short sandy blond hair. The broad smile that spread across his face showed he was in his typically great mood. “Would ye be needin’ a hoist back to the cove before ye find yourselves shipwrecked?”

Todd turned to Christy, “That wouldn’t be so bad. would it?”

“Which?” Christy asked. “Being hoisted back to shore or being shipwrecked?”

Todd didn’t answer, and for a moment the two of them locked gazes, their eyes revealing a thousand secrets of the heart.

“I think we’re interrupting something.” Katie’s red hair swished as she looked at Christy and Todd and then at Doug. She held up an orange flag used to indicate a downed skier in the water. Waving it like a fairy wand, she asked, “Tell us, you two, what did we miss out on this morning? Anything you’d like to share with the rest of us?”

Christy felt herself blushing again and wondered how old she would be before she outgrew this reflex.

“We’ve been checking out the dust of God’s feet,” Todd answered. “And making some promises,” he added in a whisper loud enough for only Christy to hear.

“So how about we make some of our own wave-dust?” Doug asked. “You ready to break up some of this glass?”

“Wait! We want you to tow us first,” Katie yelled. “Let me get in the raft with Christy, and you guys can tow us back to the houseboat.”

“As long as you promise to go slow!” Christy said.

Doug threw out a long rope for Todd to secure the raft to the back of the boat while Katie made the transfer from boat to raft. Todd climbed up the stepladder by the rudder and tightened the knot on the rope.

“Okay, here are the signals,” Todd said. “Thumbs up means go faster. A finger across your throat like this means stop, and a thumb down means slow down.”

Christy put her thumb down. “I mean it, you guys, go slow!”

“You’d better find something to hold on to,” Todd called from the boat. He tossed two orange life vests into the raft and instructed them to put them on.

Christy fastened the vest over her sweats and grabbed on to a black handle on the side of the raft. “Whose idea was this anyway?”

“Mine,” Katie said without regret. Then looking into Christy’s blue-green eyes. Katie said. “What?”

“What what?”

“What’s up with you?”

“What do you mean?”

Katie put her hand on her hip, tilted her head, and examined her best friend’s expression. “I was right. There was something going on between you two this morning. You have a secret, Christina Juliet Miller, don’t you?”

Christy didn’t answer with words, but the smile skipping across her lips gave it all away.

“I knew it!” Katie cried loud enough to awaken any lazy fish who weren’t up yet. “Don’t tell me; let me guess. You and Todd are finally going together! Am I right?”

Christy looked up into the boat, hoping to see Todd’s assuring grin. Instead she saw Doug’s usually smiling face transformed into a grim frown.

Just then Doug started up the boat with a roar. The rope pulled tight, and the raft lurched in the water.

Christy let out a scream and yelled, “Go slow!”

Doug jammed the ski boat into high. Their raft felt as if it suddenly became airborne. The girls held on, screaming and trying to motion the “slow down” and “stop” signals to the guys.

Doug turned to the right, and the raft flew over a wave and skittered outside the wake. Before they could get their balance, another larger wave rushed up from underneath the raft, flipping the girls into the water.

Their life vests brought them bobbing up to the surface at the same time, and Katie and Christy began to tread water and hurl threats at the guys.

“Doug did that on purpose!” Katie said as the boat slowly motored in a circle to come back and retrieve them. “And I have several ideas of how we can get him back this weekend.”

Even across the sparkling water, Christy could recognize the mischievous glint in the eyes of her redheaded friend.

“I leave all the revenge games to you.” Christy said, aware of how heavy her soaked sweats had become as she kicked her legs in the water. “I don’t want to start anything unless there’s a guarantee I won’t get hurt in the end.”

Katie tilted back her head and laughed. “It’s too late for that!”

Christy was now next to Katie in the water. The guys threw them a rope.

“One dunk in the lake by Doug doesn’t mean it’s too late.” Christy said.

“Oh, I didn’t mean Doug.” Katie answered. “I meant with Todd. Something happened with you two this morning. I can tell. And whatever it was. I have a feeling it’s too late for any kind of a guarantee you won’t get hurt in the end.”
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When the foursome arrived back at the houseboat, Uncle Bob called to them from the window above the kitchen sink, “You’re just in time for pancakes. Could you smell them out there on the lake?”

The guys docked the boat, and the soaked girls wrung out the bottoms of their shirts one more time before stepping onto the deck.

“The guys want to go back out skiing while it’s still calm.” Katie told Bob.

“No problem. Breakfast is served all morning long in my galley.” He opened the sliding screen door and, taking a good look at Christy, asked, “Are you planning to enter some kind of contest for drowned rats that I didn’t know about?”

“The only drowned rat contest around here,” Katie informed him, “is going to involve two certain young pirates.”

“Anybody we know?” Bob asked, his merry eyes twinkling. For a man in his fifties who had never had children of his own, Bob always seemed to enjoy Christy and her friends. His easygoing manner made him everyone’s favorite adopted uncle. The only one who ever had run-ins with Bob was Aunt Marti, but then, she had tiffs with everyone at one point or another.

“Come on, Katie!” Doug called out from the boat. “We need you to come with us to hold the flag.”

“My public beckons me.” Katie dramatically placed the back of her hand against her forehead. “Oh, the price of popularity!”

Christy giggled at her fun-loving friend. “Go answer your call, Katie. I shall stay behind to put on dry clothes and stuff my face with pancakes. Do you want a dry T-shirt?”

“Not a bad idea. Throw me a towel too.”

As soon as the boat left with Katie vigorously waving the flag in a playful farewell, Christy changed into her bathing suit and a big T-shirt. Undoing her matted braid, she joined Bob in the kitchen and began to brush out her soaked hair. The excess water dripped onto the floor as she flipped her hair down so she could brush it from the underside.

“Gorgeous day.” Bob scooped another round of sourdough blueberry pancakes onto the already heaping platter. “Couldn’t have asked for better weather.”

“Good morning, all!” Aunt Marti called out, opening the door to their back bedroom.

Just then Christy flipped her long hair over to hang down her back. Beads of water, launched from the ends of her hair, flew across the small kitchen and. as if they had been directed at Marti, all hit the target.

“Oh, stop that this instant!” Marti said with a squeal.

Christy turned to see her petite aunt adorned in a perky little sailor shirt with sprinkles of water all over it. Even her perfectly styled short, dark hair now had moisture clinging to the bangs. “I’m so sorry, Aunt Marti. I didn’t mean to do that.”

“It’s all right.” Bob said, jumping in with a towel for his indignant wife. “Just a little morning wake-up for you, Martha. I hear it works better than a cup of coffee.”

“I was already awake, thank you,” Marti replied stiffly, snatching the towel from Bob’s hands. Scanning the room, she asked, “Where are the boys?”

“Out skiing with Katie,” Bob said.

Marti’s expression changed. It seemed she wasn’t quite as upset once she realized her only audience had been Bob and Christy.

Giving her flawless makeup one more pat with the towel, Marti turned to Christy with a scowl, “You might consider doing your hair in the bathroom for the remainder of the trip.”

“I will. And I’m sorry. I didn’t see you.”

Bob handed Marti a mug of coffee. “Vanilla hazelnut, your favorite. Are you ready for some breakfast?”

Marti accepted the peace offering and sat down at the table. Christy sat across from her and helped herself to three steaming pancakes.

“These sure smell good.” She hoped Marti’s sour mood would pass quickly, especially before Christy’s friends returned. She had seen many of Marti’s moods come and go over the years, and she knew a lot of it was just her aunt’s personality. Still. Christy couldn’t help but feel grinding guilt in the pit of her stomach, as if she were responsible for whether or not Marti was in a good mood.

“It was a beautiful sunrise this morning.” Christy hoped to get the conversation moving. “Are you going to eat with us, Uncle Bob?”

He looked at the three pancakes browning in the skillet and, turning off the burner, said, “Sure. I suppose we have enough to get us started here.” Bob plopped the hotcakes onto his plate and slid into a chair at the head of the table.

“Would you guys mind if we prayed?” Christy asked. She had been through this a number of times, since her aunt and uncle weren’t the pray-before-meals kind of people. Christy had decided she wouldn’t give up praying around them just because they didn’t normally do it.

Bob and Marti exchanged glances before respectfully bowing their heads. Christy prayed aloud, thanking God for their safe trip, for the beautiful day, for the food and then for Katie, the guys, Bob, and Marti. When she looked up after saying “Amen,” Marti already had her head up and was glaring at her.

“A person’s food could go cold waiting for you to pray your blessings on the world,” Marti said.

Obviously she hadn’t snapped out of her bad mood yet. Christy decided it would be best not to say anything for a while and set to work cutting her pancakes.

“How you can eat like that and stay slim is beyond my understanding.” Marti sipped her coffee, which apparently would be her entire breakfast. “I hope you’re working on your thighs like I told you. It has always been a problem for the women in our family, and you can see how your mother’s thighs have succumbed to heredity. Make sure you don’t sit back and let the same thing happen to you.”

Christy put a large bite of pancake in her mouth and enjoyed it thoroughly before saying, “Actually, Aunt Marti I think my mother is just fine the way she is, and I think I’m fine just the way I am. As long as a person is healthy, I don’t think it should matter what their body shape is.”

“You may not care, but men certainly care. Keep that in mind if you think you’re going to attract a young man simply because you’re healthy.”

“I don’t have to worry about attracting young men,” Christy said under her breath. She knew better than to drop hints to her aunt. Especially hints about Todd. Especially if she wanted it to remain a secret. Still, the news that she and Todd were now going together would probably snap Marti out of her critical mood.

“What did you say, Christina? I couldn’t hear you.”

Christy put down her fork and took a deep breath. “I guess you both would be interested to know that Todd and I had a talk about our relationship this morning, and—”

Marti clasped her hands together, “I knew it! I knew he’d take my… I mean that Todd would take the initiative to cement your relationship. This is wonderful, Christy!”

“Well, nothing is really different except maybe that we’ve defined things.”

“So now you two are promised to each other. This is wonderful!” Marti’s whole countenance had changed from gloom to sunshine.

“We’re not promised,” Christy corrected her. “We’re ’going out.’ That’s how Todd phrased it.”

“This is absolutely perfect,” Marti said triumphantly. “You’re going steady! That is the first step, and for you two, it’s definitely the next step.” She pushed away her coffee cup and leaned across the table to give Christy her insights. “A steady boyfriend your senior year will make things so much easier for you. Football games, Christmas banquets, the prom—you’ll never have to worry about having a date. When you graduate, Todd will have two more years of college, and you two should attend the same university during that time. I prefer something close to home. Perhaps Irvine or UCLA. You can get married the summer after your sophomore year since Todd will be graduated. Then, while you finish your last two years, Todd can complete his master’s. It’s just perfect!”

Christy couldn’t help but laugh. “You have it all figured out, don’t you? But what if that’s not what God wants?”

Marti looked surprised. “Why wouldn’t it be? Doesn’t God want the best for you? I think even God would have to agree that Todd is the best for you.”

Christy laughed again at her aunt’s theology. “I think God gives His best to those who leave the choice up to Him.”

Marti processed that thought for a minute and was about to counter with a comment when Bob spoke up. “Just enjoy today, Christy. None of us knows what the future holds. You need to live for today and let everything come as it will.”

“There’s certainly nothing wrong with planning for the future,” Marti said. “If Christy doesn’t think through these important steps now, she might make some terrible mistakes she’ll regret the rest of her life.”

“But she doesn’t need to make all of those choices today,” Bob said softly. Turning back toward Christy, he reached for her hand and gave it a squeeze, “We’re real happy for you, Bright Eyes. Todd’s a lucky guy to have a young lady like you in his life. I’ll make sure he realizes how lucky he is.”

“And you make sure you’re always worthy of him.” Marti advised. “There aren’t many like him left in this world.”

“I know.” Christy felt her heart warming at the thought of Todd.

But in the back corner of Christy’s mind, Katie’s words of warning hung like a small, gray storm cloud heading her direction. Christy brushed the thought away. What did Katie know about relationships, anyway? She had never even had a boyfriend. Maybe all that would change this weekend, if Doug would only notice what a treasure Katie was.

“More pancakes?” Bob offered.

“Not for me,” Christy said. “They were sure good. I imagine the guys will put away what’s left.”

Christy’s prediction was correct. Todd ate at least fourteen pancakes, and she lost count with Doug somewhere after twenty-three. Katie kept up until the guys hit the double digits.

“These are the best pancakes I’ve ever had.” Katie wiped her mouth. “They must be loaded with sugar for me to like them so much. Sugar is one of my four basic food groups, you know.”

“You kids think you’re ready for some more water fun?” Bob asked. “I’m ready to take the boat out for a bit. Anyone want to go with me?”

All four of them eagerly took Bob up on the offer.

When Christy climbed into the boat, she sat in the first available seat, which happened to be next to Doug. As soon as she sat down, Doug popped up. Without looking at Christy, he said, “I imagine you’d rather sit by Todd. I’ll move.”

What’s wrong with him? He wouldn’t look at me during breakfast either. He’s acting pretty immature for a college student. Just because Katie announced that Todd and I are going out doesn’t mean Doug and I can’t still be close friends.

Todd was the last one to board, and he took the empty seat next to Christy. “You want to get some skiing in first, Bob? Doug or I would be glad to drive if you do.”

“You guys go ahead. I’d like to get a feel for the lake first. Who’s up? Doug?”

“Sure, I’ll go. I’m ready to try one ski this time,” Doug said. He buckled up his life vest, and when Bob stopped the boat in the deeper water, Doug jumped into the lake. It took him only a few minutes to secure both feet in the one ski and get into position. “Okay, hit it!” he yelled, and Bob obliged by charging the boat through the blue water. Doug got right up and balanced on the ski as if he had done it a hundred times before.

“Are you sure he’s never gone on one ski before?” Katie asked. “Look at him, he looks like a pro!”

Doug appeared to become braver as he slid from side to side behind the boat, each time bouncing over the curling wake. Bob zipped around the lake more aggressively when he saw how well Doug handled each twist and turn.

One sharp turn to the right brought them head-on with the wake of a speed boat that had just passed. The impact of the water caused their boat to rise up and come down hard. For Doug, the crashing waves created behind the boat proved disastrous, and he took a big tumble.

“We should have had that one on camera,” Katie exclaimed, lifting the flag high as Bob slowed way down and circled back to pick up Doug. “Wasn’t he fantastic?” Then louder, so Doug could hear from his crouched position in the water, “You were fantastic, Doug! Wish I had a picture.”

He waved to Katie, and it seemed to Christy that his cheerful disposition was returning. Once he climbed back in the boat, his laughter convinced Christy that whatever was bothering him had somehow been left behind during his successful skim across the lake. Shivering, smiling, and soaking wet. Doug bent over Katie and gave her one of his famous hugs before looking for his towel.

“There,” he said, “now you’re ready to get the rest of yourself wet and show us how you do on one ski.”

“You eel!” Katie cried, shaking her arms to remove the wet. “I’ll show you! I’ll make your run look like a cartoon clip. Stand back, everyone. I’m a woman on a mission.” Katie handed the flag to Christy, buckled up her life vest, and jumped into the water. “Throw me that ski, Mr. Big Shot. You’re about to be humbled.”

Clearly unafraid of anything requiring athletic ability, Katie tried three times to get up. Each time she lost her balance and surfaced to the roar of Doug’s heckling. The fourth attempt proved to be the winner, and as soon as she gained her balance, Katie leaned back and confidently let go with one hand to wave to the crew.

“She’s going to eat it big time,” Doug said, his eyes glued on Katie’s overly confident frame as she jumped over the wake and came down hard on the ski. She retained her balance. “I don’t believe it! She’s a maniac!”

Christy couldn’t help but admire Katie. She was really good. Anything she ever attempted in the realm of sports came to her easily. It was the opposite for Christy. The worst part was knowing that sometime during this weekend she would have to try waterskiing. None of these guys would accept “I don’t feel like it.”

Her chance came all too soon. Katie showed off for a good ten minutes before she tried one daring stunt too many and crashed into the water. “You’re next, Christy” were Katie’s first words as she climbed back into the boat. “The water is warm. Really.”

“I’ll go in with her,” Todd volunteered. “It’s easier to figure out the right position the first time when you have someone in the water with you.”

Now Christy knew she couldn’t put off the inevitable. Not when Todd was willing to do all he could to help her. She fastened her life vest and, reaching for Todd’s assuring hand, jumped into the water by his side.

“Brrr!” she called out as soon as she surfaced. “What do you mean the water is warm, Katie? It’s freezing!”

“No it isn’t,” Katie called back. “You’ll get used to it. Believe me, once your adrenaline kicks in, you won’t feel a thing.”

“Here you go.” Todd held the two skis in place above the water. “Put your arm around my shoulder and start with the right foot.”

It was a clumsy sensation for Christy, trying to balance while buoyant and maneuvering a long water ski onto each foot. Todd patiently helped her get both skis on and instructed her to “sit” in the water with the tow rope wedged between the skis. “Keep both skis pointed up.” he said. “Try to sort of sit on the back of them, and when the boat pulls you out of the water, lean back. Your natural reflex will be to let go when you feel the tug. but just hang on, point your toes toward the boat, and lean back.”

Christy shivered and let out a bewildered sigh. “That’s a lot to remember.”

“You can do it. Relax. This is fun.”

“It is?”

Todd laughed and started to swim back to the boat. Christy waited in the water, feeling uncomfortable with the life vest pushing up to her ears and her ankles bent at a weird angle in the skis.

Todd climbed in the boat and waved to her. “Are you ready, Christy?”

“I guess.”

“Say ‘hit it’ when you’re ready,” Katie informed her.

She didn’t feel ready. Still, she truly wanted to do this. She would love to frolic over the waves like Katie had.

With a quick mental review of all she was supposed to do, Christy yelled, “Hit it, but go slow!”

The “go slow” part was lost in the roar of the motor starting up, and as soon as the taut towrope lurched forward, Christy let go. Bob turned the boat around, and as they circled, Todd tossed the towrope to her.

“Remember? You hold on, point your toes, and lean back.”

“Right. I’ve got it this time.” Christy laced the rope between her pointed skis. Before she had time to entertain any doubts, she yelled, “Go ahead, hit it!”

This time she held on with all her might and kept her skis pointed straight. Before she knew it, she was up. She was actually standing on both skis, and the skis were gliding across the water. There was only one problem—she was still in a sitting position, bent at the waist, her arms out straight, and her rear end sticking up in the air.

“Stand up!” she could hear her friends calling from the boat. “Lean back!”

The pull of the rope was too strong. She couldn’t pull herself to a standing up position, let alone lean back. She continued her ride across the lake with knees bent, arms out straight, and head down, feeling as though she were flying with her legs in cement blocks.

Then, without warning, she lost her balance and dove face first into the unfriendly water. The skis flew off. She let go of the rope, and in an attempt to scream, she swallowed enough lake water to fill a goldfish bowl. Worst of all, half the water had entered through her nose. She felt as though all her eyelashes had been peeled off in the process.

Bob was the only one not laughing when the boat drew near to retrieve her. “You want to try again?” he asked calmly, as if she hadn’t just made a major spectacle of herself.

“I don’t think so.” Christy coughed up big bubbles of lake water and tried not to cry.

“Grab this rope,” Todd said. “Pull yourself to the ladder at the back, but be careful the rope doesn’t get tangled.”

It took a lot of effort to climb into the boat because her arms were quivering and her ankles felt like they were still locked in cement. Todd had jumped into the water and was calmly fitting the skis on for his turn, as if nothing unusual had happened during Christy’s attempt.

It was Katie who offered Christy a helping hand to get her back on board. Katie was still laughing, her green cat eyes brimming with tears of hilarity. “I always knew you were athletically impaired, Christy, but that was the funniest thing I have ever seen!”

Christy felt like telling Katie to just shut up, but she swallowed her anger and reached for a towel to bury her face in. It was bad enough to have gone through such a humiliating experience with people she knew watching her; she didn’t need Katie’s insults as well.

From the water Todd called out, “Hit it,” and Bob cranked up the boat. With the greatest of ease, Todd rose to his feet the first time and made his jaunt around the lake. Baby stuff. Anybody could do it. Anybody but Christy.

Katie was right. She was athletically impaired. The only sort of athletic thing she had ever done well was trying out for cheerleading. Christy had worked hard for weeks to get the routines down just right. Maybe she could ski too if she really tried and gave herself time.

Wrapping the towel around herself, Christy decided that whether she learned to ski or not didn’t matter. What mattered was that she gave it her best try, knowing it would be harder for her than for her friends.

Christy watched Todd riding smoothly behind the boat. She wondered if everything in her life was going to be harder for her than it was for her friends. She hoped she would always have the courage to at least try.

A slow grin forced its way across her lips as she thought of how she must have looked out there, bent at the waist, skimming across the water like some kind of contestant in a contortionist contest. It reminded her of when she and Katie had taken snow skiing lessons, and Christy had slid out of control and crashed into the ski instructor. The two friends had laughed together over that incident for the rest of the day. She realized she needed to lighten up. To laugh at herself. To take her uncle’s advice and just enjoy today.

They spent the rest of the morning on the lake and were ready for lunch when they returned to the houseboat sometime in the early afternoon. Marti scolded them for being gone so long and not checking in.

Todd gave her a side hug, “You should have known we were okay. It’s only when we never come back that you need to worry.”

Marti smiled up at her favorite young man. “Now what kind of sense does that make, Todd? In the future you need to give me a better time reference so I won’t have to worry.”

Todd reached for a tortilla chip from the open bag Katie offered to him and crunched loudly. “Okay. Marti. Just to make you happy we’ll set a time. Or better yet, why don’t you come out on the boat with us?”

Marti thought it over while Todd stepped to the table and began to make himself a sandwich from the fixings Bob was setting out.

“I suppose I should go out at least once this weekend.”

“After lunch, maybe?” Todd challenged.

“Maybe. As long as it’s with just you and Christy.” Then with a proud look she added, “My favorite new couple.”

Doug, who was sitting at the table spreading mayonnaise on his bread, suddenly stood up, pushed his chair back with his heel, and disappeared out the sliding door. No one seemed to notice except Christy. The rest of them dove into their sandwich making, but Christy’s heart was beating hard.

She felt responsible for Doug’s reactions. Doug had always been like a big brother to her. She couldn’t stand to see him acting like this, and she knew she would be miserable the rest of the weekend if she didn’t talk to him.

Gathering her courage, Christy drew away from the group and slipped out onto the deck in search of Doug.
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