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The Myth of You & Me
            As I rounded the corner and saw the familiar black awnings, my heart rate increased. I felt my feet speed up as though they had a mind of their own. Glancing at my stepmother Anne, I knew she was just as excited as I was. After weeks of planning and two hours of driving, we had finally reached our beloved destination: Border’s. 

            The crisp autumn air pinched my cheeks as we weaved throughout the throng of people on downtown Ann Arbor’s sidewalks. Passing the clearance racks designed to lure customers into the store, I ignored the glossy, colorful books. Nothing could deter me from my ultimate goal. Pausing momentarily to pull open the wood and glass doors, a small wind tunnel was created in the entrance vestibule. Wisps of my hair tickling my face, I pushed on the second door and walked into the store of my dreams. As the doors shut out the noise from the rest of the world, a sudden, quiet calm fell upon us. 

            “Where are you starting?” Anne inquired, pulling off her leather driving gloves and stowing them in her pocket. I gave her a look and she guffawed her tinkling laugh. “I should have known.”

            “Yes, you should have,” I replied. “I’ll find you soon.”

            “Or in four hours,” Anne added, beginning to walk towards the stairs. 

            “What’s the difference?” I asked rhetorically, heading towards the back of the store where the literature section lay. 

            As usual, I had a dilemma: where to start? I began with the display tables, full of new arrivals and popular sellers. I picked up a few and read the backs. None were of particular interest, but I could not resist the feeling of a new book in my hands, its spine unbroken and its pages pristine. The display table ultimately yielding nothing, I moved on to the alphabetical shelves. 

            It was a few shelves in when I first saw it. In Border’s, some books are chosen at apparent random to be displayed with its cover facing the shoppers. Loath though I am to admit it, the book cover drew me in. I stepped closer and looked at the book. The cover depicted two people holding hands, one gloved and one bare. Both were wearing red, an explosive and vibrant color. Little could be seen of the two people besides their hands. Superimposed over the hands were the words The Myth of You & Me: A Novel in white text. The title alone intrigued me and I grasped the book in my hands. At approximately 300 pages, it felt no different from the other novels I had read. 

            Without needing to read the back of the book, I knew I was going to purchase it. Something in the title spoke to me. It was said with reminiscent regret, painful disappointment, or poignant bitterness. I identified with one or perhaps all of these powerful emotions and, without needing to know what the book was about, I tucked it in the crook of my arm and continued browsing. 

            Maybe it was the fact that I was eager to read the book I’d selected or perhaps it was that I felt no significant connection to any other book I happened to pick up that day. Whichever is true, I deemed the rest of my visit worthless and searched for a place to sit down to read. Knowing Anne would not be done shopping for another hour at the very least, I found a cushy armchair in a quiet section of the store and sat down. 

            When I read the back of the book, I paused for several moments. The novel was about two best friends, inseparable in high school and estranged in college. Though I was a senior in high school at the time, the premise spoke to me. I stared at the book without truly seeing it as I thought about my former best friend from one year previously. Alex and I had connected as freshmen in a high school where only a smattering of our junior high friends was attending. After a series of unfortunate circumstances, she and I had fallen apart close to the end of our sophomore year. 

            Lost in my sorrowful recollections, I sat frozen in the bookstore. It seemed more than mere coincidence that I was so strongly pulled to a book that astonishingly mirrored my own life. After a few silent moments, I began flipping through the book absentmindedly, feeling the pages fan against my hand. 

            Seeing a figure move out of the corner of my unfocused eyes, I yanked myself from my thoughts and began reading the book. 

            I recall little else from that trip to Border’s. Not wanting to put the book down but acknowledging my knack for carsickness, I was forced to wait until we arrived back at my dad and Anne’s house to commence reading. As soon as the car pulled into the driveway, I raced into the house, barely registering the leaves crunching beneath my shoes. I pulled open the screen door with a screech and pushed on the main door. In an effort to avoid conversations about books, my dad was napping on the couch in the living room.             

            Once again, I was able to get lost in the story of Cameron Wilson and Sonia Gray’s friendship. Theirs was a profound friendship, the type that begins over a tiny joke and blossoms with the discovery of shared interests. It is the type of friendship that girls alone can experience; closer than family, Cameron and Sonia were inseparable. They became each other’s better half and did not go through a high school experience without each other to rely on. Especially important to Sonia, whose family life was rocky at best, the girls’ friendship more closely resembled the relationship between close sisters. 

            I found myself deeply moved by the tale. I could relate so well to Sonia’s need for Cameron and Cameron’s grief when the friendship dissolved. As I read through more pages, I could not help the barrage of memories about my friendship with Alex. Along with these came the realization that I had not fully dealt with my pain, much as Cameron realized she had not come to terms with hers. Just as Cameron had so many things to say to Sonia, so too did I with Alex. 

            The pain experienced by Cameron may have felt overdramatic to some. It was, after all, just a friendship between two high school girls who drifted apart in college. The story is not new and is usually expected when people attend university. The tale of two girls feuding over a boy is just as familiar. What is important, however, is not the story but the emotion behind it. The familiarity of Cameron’s sense of deep loss with the demise of her friendship is one that I could relate to so well, especially at that point in my life. 

            Rather than acting as the painful light switch that awoke me to my unfaced personal demons, Leah Stewart’s novel became the catalyst with which I acknowledged and greeted my inner pain. I cannot recall the exact instances when I read the book, though I know I absorbed it faster than any book before. As I finished the book one afternoon and the light shined in my room and fell across my bed, I closed the book and set it down beside me. Sitting up and glancing out of the window smudged with fingerprints and a light layer of dust, I thought about my friendship with Alex. It was as though I had gone on an emotional journey along with Cameron. As she experienced personal epiphanies, I did as well. She came to terms with the loss and focused instead on what she had gained. Never before had I had such perspective on my friendship with Alex. Though Cameron had needed to speak with Sonia one more time, I sighed contentedly and knew that I did not need to talk to Alex. I hadn’t for more than a year and no longer felt the need. 

            As I lightly traced the title of the book with my fingertip, I considered what to do next. Leaning back against my pillows, I smiled delightedly as I opened the book once more.  

