                                                    Love

Love... What can I say about love besides it’s like a spider and some how I’m always the one getting caught up in its web? I really can’t explain it, me being a Libra and the type of person I am its like love is my native tongue. It’s like I love to love. The main thing I love about love is falling in it, I done fell in love only three times in my life. Have you ever heard the saying the first cut is the deepest, well if you have, its true. I was a new student attending Wood Mont Middle, 7th grade. I was a very angry person for the first two weeks because I just move from Laurens, South Carolina and I didn’t want to move and I didn’t like any one at my new school. After a while I eventually made friends but, there was one pacific friend I made that year, his name was Devazio Thurman. He was not too much of a cool guy but at the same time, not too much of a nerd, Vazio is some what of his own character. He was in the 7th grade as well and the only class I had with him was science. But back to me, I was a cute girl but the only problem was when I left Laurens, I cut my hair for some stupid reason and my hair was short like a boy. Most people would mistake me for a new teacher, and some had their jokes but truly I didn’t care! The day I met Vazio was when I was in science class, my teacher, Ms. Smith sat me beside him and from that day on after he introduced himself to me we became friends. The next day he asked for my number so I gave it to him and later on that night we spent the whole day, night and morning getting to know each other, from 5:00pm(that day after school)to3:00 am(that following morning). As days went by feelings began to rise on Vazio’s side of the hill, but not for me because I was very unconfident about my hair and didn’t want to look like short hair chump. With Vazio it was different though, it was like all he seen in me was a very pretty, smart, funny girl with pink gums. He didn’t care that I had short hair; he felt I was the most beautiful thing in the world to him. I thought he was weird and was trying to be funny because of my hair. It took me a while to get use to the fact that this boy truly like me and actually want to be with me, for me.  So I made him wait to see if he was serious about being with me, so when we were in the 8th grade Vazio and I began dating. We were real close and really liked each other a lot, we had a lot incoming and a lot of differences between us but that didn’t matter because we liked and worked out our differences. Vazio was very inexperienced to the real world unlike me so I gave him an up grade and introduced him to life. After about two months Vazio tells me he loves me… I was very much shocked, but at the same time not that surprised because I’m a lovable person. I never said it back though, because I didn’t feel the same yet, every day he’d tell me he love me before he went to bed, in the morning when we spoke, and out of the blue in the middle of a conversation. It took the third month until it hit me that I was in love with Devazio Thurman! When I finally said it back to him after he told me, he was the happiest person in the world and so was I. We dated for a year and eight months, but it was like after the 6th months after that year, we began to carry on like two distant friends for some reason. Then I realized it wasn’t me who was changing, it was him. Vazio went from having his own character to having some one else’s. He acted different, he hung out with boys who’d never amount to any thing and Vazio basically became a total jerk, and out of all the problems me and him been threw this was one we couldn’t fix. I pretty much made Vazio and introduced him to things he couldn’t even spell and after he thought he was a man he decided he was no longer a baby bird and can leave the nest to fly. So we broke up, but little did he know the baby’s never for get where they came from and as soon as he realize it I knew he’d be back. And just as I said, he came right back and sorry to say when he decided to come back mama was gone! It took me a couple of months but I eventually got over him. But all the way to today, August 28, 2008 he is still apart of a life, as a friend. And yes, we still do love each other but, as relationship wise I don’t think we’re ready to try it again yet. And that’s my story on love.
